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The face of Riffkin, the little fore-

man, was set and resolute when he
"entered Ep's office m, the Snit Em-
porium. Ep owned the emporium,
With its stock of cheap", shoddy goods,
over which half a score of girls sat
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Stared At It In Horror.

'toiling at their machines from eight
till six, and sometimes later,

f "Well, Riffkin?" asked Ep, without
looking up from his ledger.

"Well, Mr. Ep, it's this way," began
the foreman. "I come to you time
and again about my girl, Maria

jSpalza. Me and she want to get mar-rne-d
and we want to set up house-

keeping. ' Last year, when her scalp
was torn in your machine because
you were too stingy to install a guard,
.you promised to settle for nine hun-,dr- ed

dollar, And every time I speak
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1 you put me off with promises. Now,

Mr. Ep, unless you pay, we go to
law."

Ep smiled sourly and, rising to .his
feet, took the excited little man's
arm.

"See them goods?" he asked,
pointing to a series of shelves. "Four
thousand dollars' worth of Paris style
gowns and useless. Why? Because
they've got wide sleeves and the fash-
ions are changed. Look here!" He
pointed in another direction. "Four
thousand dollars' worth of Paris
style gowns that will go like hot
cakes. Why? Narrow sleeves new
style. Now, my friend, if I sell every
one of them new gowns, I just clear
my losses on the old ones. And
where's your profit? Presently "

"No more 'presently,' " Riffkin
shouted. "I hear that word too much.
Next year, mebbe, you settle
what?"

Ep shrugged his shoulders. "You
can't get blood out of a stone, Riff-

kin," he said. "Unless a fortunate ac-
cident happened well, in that case
I'd do handsome by you both. The
old stock's insured for full value and
the new ain't insured for a cent.
Sure enough, my luck would be that
if a fire burst out the new gowns
would go up in a flash and the old
stock wouldn't be touched by as
much as a drop of water. If I wasn't
an honest man "

He scowled angrily at the old
stock, neatly wrapped upon the
shelves.

"As I was saying, Riffkin, if any-
thing happened I'd do fair by both of
you. But I'm honest and you're hon-es- j,

so what's the use?" He shrugged
his shoulders again and turned back
to his bookkeeping.

"I wish you was honest enough to
pay your debts," growled the fore-
man, turning away.

Maria Splaza, his sweetheart,
worked on one of the machines. A
year previously half her scalp had
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