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No, bumptious reader, this story-i-

not a continuation of the Elsie
series. But if your Elsie had lived
over here in our big city there might
have been a chapter in her books not
very different from this.

Especially for the vagrant feet of
youth are the roads of Manhattan be-

set "with pitfall and with sin." But
the civic guardians of the young have
made themselves acquainted with the
snares of the wicked, and most of the
dangerous paths are patrolled by
their agents. And this will tell you
how they guided my Elsie safely
through all peril to the goal she was
seeking.

Elsie's father had been a cutter for
Fox & Otter, cloaks and furs, on
lower Broadway. He was an old man,
with a limping gait, so a chauffeur
ran him down one day when livelier
game was scarce. They took the old
mon home, when he lay on his bed
and then died, leaving $2.50 in cash
and a letter from Mr. Otter offering
to do anything he could to help his
faithful old employe. The old cutter
regarded this letter as a valuable
legacy to his daughter, and he put it
into her hands with pride as the
shears of the dread Cleaner and Re-
pairer snipped off his thread of life.

That was the landlord's cue; and
forth he came and did his part in the
great eviction scene. There was no
snowstorm ready for Elsie to steal
out into, drawing her little red
woolen shawl about her shoulders,
but she went out, regardless. And

as for the red shawl Elsie's fall tan
coat was cheap, but it Tiad the style
and fit of the best at Fox & Otter's.
And her lucky stars had given her
good looks, and eyes as blue and
innocent as the new shade of note
paper, and she had $1 left of the

2.50. And the letter from Mrr Otter.
Keep your eye on the letter from
Mr. Otter.

And so we find Elsie starting out
to seek her fortune. One trouble
about the letter from Mr. Otter was
that it did not bear the new address
of the firm, which had moved a
month before. But Elsie thought she
could find it. She had heard that po-

licemen, when politely addressed, or
thumbscrewed by an investigation
committee, will give up information
and addresses. So she boarded a
downtown car at One Hundred and
Seventy-fir- st street and rode south to
Forty-secon- d.

A kind-face- d, sunburned young
man went past Elsie into the Grand
Central station. That was Hank
Ross, of the Sunflower Ranch in Ida-
ho, on his way home from a visit to
the East. Hank's heart was heavy,
for the Sunflower Ranch was a lone-
some place, lacking the presence of
a woman. He had hoped to find one
during his visit who would congen-
ially share his prosperity and home,
but the girls fo Gotham had not
pleased his fancy. But, as he passed
in, he noted, with a jumping of his
pulses, the sweet,' ingenuous face of
Elsie and her pose of doubt and lone-
liness. With true and honest Western
impulse he said to himself that here
was his mate. He could love her, he


