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The Benevolence of I. Solomon
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SUSPENDERS, shoelaces, collar buttons'" The
drawling monotone in which he called his wares
hud in it something of the appealing helpless-

ness of his expression. He was a young man, al-
though the fringe of tawny beard gave him an ap-
pearance of middle age. His figure was heavy, its
awkward lines accentuated by the loose drooping
clothes he wore. He had the slow, shuffling gait of
enfeebled age, as if each step brought a twinge of
pain. There was a lumbering gawkiness in his move-
ments, like an animal crossing a stretch of shifting
sand. Across his shoulders a road black strap was
looped; from itwas suspended a long, flat, glass cov-
ered box which appeared to be hinged to his form.
The rigid lines of the box, supported against his belt,
inspired the suggestion of a walking showcase.

The forlorn look of the immigrant who has not yet

adapted himself to his new environment intensified
the hopeless expression of his face. An air of de-
pression, of utter desolation, enwrapped him like a
fog. As he walked slowly homeward, his shoes were
sodden with the slush of the streets, his hands were
benumbed with cold. He had the distressing appear-
ance of the hunted animal.

With a weary jerk he turned the corner of the
block in which he lived. As he did so he observed a
group of boys scattered about a mound of snow
piled between the curb and the car track?. Instinc-
tively he scented danger. He
lifted his arms as a shield against
the volley of snowballs that fell
about him. The shower of white
shot, compressed into hardness,

\u25a0 in across his path as he quick-
ened his steps; his grotesque
efforts to dodge the hail of frozen
balls impelled the young mis-
creants to more ferocious on-
slaughts. When he reached his
home he leaned for an instant
against the iron support of the
steps. As he did so, a ball that
had been squeezed into ice caught
him between the eyes. A great rage, ac
companied by a desire to strangle one of
his tormentors, swelled within him. He
made a wild dash in the direction of the
snowy mound, when a second shot struck
him above the ear. Its stinging impact
sent himsprawling helplessly in the street.

A SHO of hilarious triumph came from
\u25a0**\u25a0 the throats of the assailants. It was
turned into a cry of pressing danger when
a woman's form darted out of the base
ment of the house and hurled itself among
the pelting youths. Her two clenched
hands cut a variety of figures in the air and
lie- ended on the head- of the tormentors.

•"You dhurrty imps!" she exclaimed
witha broad, angry accent.

"
I'llcrack the

skull ay the furrst one ay yez I lay me
hands on. Why can't you" let the poor
man alone? He ain't botherin' you.

When she had dispersed the attacking
party she turned her attention to the
peddler. He had liftedhimself to a sitting
posture, his arms supporting his frame.
His breath came inpainful gasps; he had
not the strength to rise. A convulsive shudder
racked his frame, a look of harrowing misery was
stamped on his face. From his eyes, as he looked
into the face of his rescuer, beamed the gratitude of
his heart.

Moved by his misery, she Looked at him pitifully,
a great human tenderness glowing on her face.
\u25a0Mike! Dinnis!1 she shouted with sudden deter-
mination through the grated basement door. The
tall form of the janitor of the building emerged from
the areaway and stood by the side of his wife. Be-
hind him came Dennis, a chubby youth in patched
knickerbockers.

"He's one ay the boarders up shtairs," the wife
explained.] "Carry him inside."

They laid him on a sofa in the janitor's apartment.
"He's terrible sick," she said compassionately."
We'll look after the poor haythen till he' able to

go out.'!
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"What."' O'Brien noted theorising. inflectiasa
the voice. "So you want to leave business at r*o

o'clock in the afternoon. eh? r- The err.Dloyer looker:
thoughtfully out of the window.
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ute.'" Solomon suddenly spluttered. His deaeasor
underwent a remarkable change. His eyes seeset-

to flash anger.
"

You've got the nerve to tell me
you want to knock off work >o you can decorate
your house?" he continued. "Doyou t::irJc my cus-

tomers willwait for their goods because yourparesis
are celebrating their silver wedding ? No sir. not cs

your life! I'm paying you to pack ca<c< not to dec-
orate houses."

"1 don't want Vj hear any *buts'i
"

Sotonwn
snapped. "Go back and do your work;"

Solomon watched the retreating figure of h:» em-
ployee with a quaint smile. The angry gfct tadec
trom his eyes and in the widening orbs appeared

-
wistfttlness which followed the broad, rn::?cuJar fcrr
until it disappeared behind a row of -racked gar-
ment y-. , v „, , v v*>O'Brien, puzzled by the sudden change that cat.

come over his employer, returned to the packing
room.
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"Turned down?" the foreman asked, noting fc»
air of dejection.

The packer did not re>:»onc. He was unable to

comprehend the sudden discrimination against bis.
knowing as he did that in ordinary c:rcu:::>tance>
Solomon would have sen: him home inall probability
witha message or ci »ngratialdtion to his parents. He
asked himself what had come over the :-c*>: pc.
was unable to think ot a satisfactory explananon-
Gradually anger and resentment rose v.r.mn lain.
threatening an explosive outburst which was re-
strained only by fear of the consequences, ice re-

rlection that bu>v sea^-:: was drawing^rapid^ta
a close and that a new job would be hard to ob>a...

checked' the impulse to quit his empioyrr-en..

continued to work;but on the edge ot revolt.
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when he observed over the
\ou here again? Did you nea.
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"So. Ididn't." came the sullen reply. u^7*
come here to listen to what you said over t~e

phone; Icame here
—
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asperation. You go back to work. Ana v .
don't want to work, get out!'

(>'Brien's face grew lividwithrage
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I'll do-get out!" he shouted. He shoved &

clenched fist close to the face ot his employer. •

it wasn't for the disgrace of being locked up on u-

day of the old man's silver wedding." he contn^"
I'dknock your block off! There ain't another rsa^

inthe place you wouldn't have let oH to-day. *
worked here' six years, and there's never bee ~i
thing against me.' Why should Ibe d'.^rsriir^-^
against? just because Iwant to get ok cany,.
make us work overtime

—" . v,. „
"Don't you get double pay for overtime. »*•

rupted Solomon. ith?
•To the blazes with yourdouble pay .' --:un«f,v li-

enraged packer. "
You can keep your ir-^r'e^"fnjjnc>c

"".Much obliged to you for telling me, T^jj
answered complacently. His indifference a.!>-^'"tU.,
the seething anger of the packer. 0 nen, r̂uS»-
sh»)t backward in preparation tor a vicious tn »j
but he checked himself in time and marched or
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"I'mafraid," he said, turning as he passed tor fc

the door, "ifIhit you I'd kill you." £
A sigh of relief came from Solomon wht*r'.
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invitingly open. Rows ut shelves piled high with
white boxes stretched from the office half the length
of one side of the loft. These boxes, for which Solo-
mon could have no possible use in his business, in-
variably aroused wonder among new customers."

Branching out with a side line?" a buyer would
ask." \o, sir," would come the quick response. "I.
Solomon isstrictlya manufacturer of men s and boys'
clothing. He has troubles enough without taking
on extra ones on the side."'"

You don't pack your goods in those pasteboard
boxes, Ihope?" the buyer usually asked.

The question invariably brought to Solomon's face
an expanding smile of self satisfaction. It was fol-
lowed by a littlespeech. "lam a business man," he
would say, with an approving look down the length
of the loft. "1run my establishment on strict busi-
ness principles. I buy as low as 1 can and sell as
high as I an; but always a little lower than my
rivals. 1 pay good wages and demand good work.
There is no waste here; everything is utilized. But
Ifind time for a littlecharity. It's a hobby of mine.
When a man is down, Ibelieve inuplifting him; but
Ihave my own wav of doing it. 1 uplift him by the
feet."

When he had noted the puzzled expression of the
buyer, Solomon continued. "Aman may be hungry,
anil retain his courage; his clothe may be worn and
shiny, yet he ma) retain his self respect; but when
he is down at the heels, ben the soles of his shoes
are worn away, he is a pitifulobject indeed. So I
always keep on hand a large variety of shoes. When
a man asks me for help, 1 look at his heels. Ifthey
are worn, Ibring him here and give him -i new pair
of shoes. Maybe Ido a littlemore for him; but it's
the shoes that count. You have no idea how a olid
sole and a wellshaped heel willbrace a man. Ifhe's
any good it all. they'll make him expand his chest,
throw back his head and start out with new courage.
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