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1. THE VIEW FROM THE SWING
The Alley! To hear the name, you might think it an awful place to live—no sunshine, no light, with tin cans around, perhaps, and dreary old blown-about newspapers. Not this Alley, though. Gardens, flowers, pretty little red brick houses joined one to another; butterflies in summer, a squirrel sometimes in winter, and swings ... that was what this Alley had. Connie thought the Alley the most beautiful place in the whole world to live in, and of all the little houses there, she thought hers the prettiest. They might look alike on the outside, but on the inside each one was as different as the people who lived in them.

From her jungle gym in her little back yard, where she was swinging, Connie had a wonderful view of the Alley, the best view of the Alley that there was.

There were twenty-seven little houses in the Alley. They all had blue-green picket fences between them, and they all had their own little gardens. At the end of each garden was a higher fence than the fences between the houses. Each house had a gate into the Alley from its own back yard. These little houses were on the campus of Grandby College, in the heart of the city of Brooklyn. The Alley was shaped like a T, a T turned sideways, like this—
. Eight houses were on one side, the long side of the —, and they faced Story Street. The Ives—Connie and her family—were in number 175 of Story Street. There were eight houses opposite them, and these faced Waldo Place. That made sixteen houses, leaving eleven. These eleven houses made up the top part of the
and faced Larrabee Street. Billy Maloon lived in the exact middle house of these eleven houses on Larrabee Street, and his view of the Alley was next best to the one from Connie's swing. From his bedroom window, or from the little roof outside it, he could see all the way to the Circle at the end of the long part of the
; and to his left and his right, he could see the two beautiful locked iron gates at the two ends of the top part of the
.


In the Alley there was more space than you might think to ride bikes in, and at the bottom end of the
was the Circle, excellent for turning around in and excellent for games.

Every yard had flowers. Now it was May, and the flowers were tulips, irises, lilacs. In the corner under the dining-room window of Connie's house, there were even a few violets and, under the rose bush, some lilies of the valley. On some of the fences, there was honeysuckle, but it was not in blossom yet. The lilacs were in blossom, though. There were purple ones in the Gwatkins' yard, opposite Connie's. In June the roses would be out. Almost every garden had roses. In Connie's yard, they were white. They were trying to spread all over the yard, and you had to watch out for the thorns, not let the little children crawl under the branches to pet the cats asleep there.

The Alley—the little houses on the Alley—was an oasis in a great city of good people and of dangerous people. In this city, there were some burglars. "But then, that is life," thought Connie. "In the old days, they had Indians, wild animals, pirates, and dragons. They had witches. Now—burglars. You have to take the bad along with the good." But Connie never thought much of the burglars there might be outside the Alley. She thought mainly of life inside the Alley, in the beautiful, fragrant Alley. Her life was made up mainly of school and Alley.

Connie was ten, and she was in grade five in school. She was known in the Alley as "the swinger" because, whenever she could be, she was usually swinging. "Connie Ives, the famous swinger," Katy Starr always said. Katy was a year and a grade older.
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