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CHAPTER III.
REBECCA POLASKI'S STORY.

Mr. Mitchel groped his way gingerly
down into the increasing gloom of the
stairway. At the third landing he
passed some one whose sex he vaguely
guessed by the fumes of whisky which
assailed his nostrils. At length he
reached the bLottom and stood in the
lower hallway looking toward the light
at the street door, which made the nar-

_row passage strikingly resemble a tun-
nel. At the first door to the left he
stopped and knocked, recelving, as
upon his first effort, no response.
Therefore he passed on and rapped
upon the door nearest the street, and
once more the bearded head of the pro-
prietor protruded just far enough to
Inquire what was wanted, while the
whirring of the sewing machines be-
hind him made his squeaky voice
scarcely audible.

“lI wish to speak with Rebecea Po-
laski,” said Mr. Mitchel.

“She's busy,” was the curt reply,
and the man tried to close the door,

. but was forestalled by Mr. Mitchel,
who thrust his foot between, remark-
ing firmly:

“But I tell you I must see her.”

“Oh, vell, dot makes a diff'rence!”

- He came out into the hall and closed
the door behind him. “Vhy is dot you
must see Repecca? Vhat do you vant
vid her?”

“I wish to speak to her about a mat-

.+ ter of importance. I will not detain her
more than ten minutes.”

“Ten minutes! Holy Abraham! How
do you suppose she can fool avay so
much time? She's got her livin to
make, my friendt. Sle couldn't afford

to stop vork for ten minutes. Ve are
not millionaires down here.”
“How much could she earn In ten

minutes ?"’ asked Mr. Mitchel.

This disconcerted the old Jew, and he
hesitated before replying, but present-
ly, with a cunning leer and rubbing

. his hands together after the manner of
bis tribe, he drawled out:

““As to dot, my friendr, dot’s her piz-
ness, und it's not my pizness to gif
avay oder people’s pizness. But she
could make enough to puy a loaf of
pread, my tear, und a loaf of pread is a
good deal in dese hard times.”

“A loaf of bread, eh? Let me see,
sald Mr. Mitchel, making a quick cal-
culation. “A loaf of bread is 5 cents,
and 5 cents for ten minutes is 30 cents
an hour, or about $3 a day. Is that
what she earns?”

“Vhat a man you are at figgers!”
said the Jew slyly. “You ought to be
a pawnbroker. But you're wrong, my
tear. I didn't say a fife cent loaf. She
might puy a dree cent loaf, ain’t it?"”

' “Very well. Then she does not earn
more than 30 cents an hour. Tell her
to come out and talk to me, and I will
pay her 50 cents for her lost hour.”

Myr. Mitehel thought that a
even an hour might be joyfully accept-
able to the poor sweatshop slave and
would be cheaply purchased. But the
greedy ears of the Jew were doubly at-
tentive now that money was offered.
With a deprecating gesture of his most
expressive hands, he whined:

“Impossible, my tear. An hour, a
whole hour, for 50 cents! You under-
value de vorth of de girl's time. Fifty
cents for a whole hour! Impossible,
{mpossible!”

“But you have just admitted that her

"

an hour.”

“You're no pizness man, my friendt,
You're too rich to understand de leetle
details of trade. Dhirty cents an hour
might be de wholesale price of Re-
pecca’s time, but for one hour—dot's
retail, don't you see?”

“No, I don’'t see. Explain yourself.”

“Vid pleasure. I hires de girl py de
month, so I get her time cheaper dan
you can get it if you only vant one
: hour. It's very simple.”

‘" He smiled blandly, as though mak-
ing the most ordinary statement, but

“Silenee, you miserable wretch!  Send the

girl out to me at once.”
Mv. Mitchel. perceiving the avaricious
intent in the man's mind, began to be
slightly angry and therefore spoke
with some asperity:

“You just now told me that the girl
eannot earn more than 30 cents an
hour"—

“For herself, see? Kor herself! For
me she might be makin a couple of dol-
lars. So, as her time pelongs to me py
contract, if I let her off, vhy, I'm de
loser, my friendt, und I'm a poor, hard-
vorkin man, vid a large family, und”—

Mr. Mitchel was too disgusted to dis-
cuss the subject further; so, taking a
two dollar bill from his pocketbook, he
placed it in the outstretched palm of
the old screw and said shortly:

‘““There's your price. Now, send the
girl out to me.”

The Jew clutched the bill hungrily,
yet either his curiosity to know what
the stranger wished with the girl or

-
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rest of |

time is not worth as much as 30 cents !

make 75 cents a day in the shop, but

some lingering qualms of conscience
made him hesitate, and he said:

“You're very kind, but dis is a leetle
irregular. T shall haf to ask vhat you
vant vid de girl. You see, she's a re-
spectable girl, und if any harm vas to
come to her I should never forgive
myself—never, so help me Abraham!"”

This exasperated Mr, Mitchel, and
he angrily exclaimed:

“Silence, you miserable wretch! Send
the girl out to me at once, or I'll have
an inspector down here within an hour
to look into this shop of yours.”

This threat frightened the old man, |
for he hastily disappeared through the
door of his apartment, erying:

“Vhat's de use of gettin madt?”

A few minutes later a black haired,
slim and rather pretty girl came out
and stared wonderingly at Mr. Mitch-
el. Her skin was like putty, her eyes
suhken, her cheeks hollow, and she
looked tired almost to the limit of her
endurance, yet withal she had traces
of beauty about her, even as the dead |
and faded rose gives evidence of what '
it once has been.

Rebecea Polaski waa really not more
than 17, but the Jewish maidens at-
tain maturity earlier than their Chris-
tian sisters, and the fullness of hLer
figure excused the doubt in Mrvs., Grif-
fin's mind, though as Mr. Mitehel gaz-
ed into her sad young eyes he thought
it highly improbable that she knew
aught of the foundling, save what she
might have learned by chance. How-
ever, she had fed the little one with
remnants from her own meager sup-
ply. and whatever she did know might
be well worth the inquiry.

“You are Rebecca Polaski?' he ask-
ed gently.

“Yes, sir,” she replied, with little or

no accent. |
*You live in the back rooms?"’ |
“Yes, sir.” |

“Take me into them.
a talk with you."

I wish to have |
Than, as she hesi-
tated and threw a half frightened
glance Dbehind her, he continued: |
“Have no fear. You will lose nothing.
I have arranged with your employer so
that you may remain out an hour.” |

The prospect of o long a rest lighted |
her eyes with a momentary beam of !
pleasure, and Mr. Mitchel was more |
than repaid for the money given in her !
behalf,  She led the way into the back |
rooms and, opening the shutters, dis- |
closed a view of the graveyard, only a |
fow feet beneath. She then dmppm]i
wearily upon an empty soap box and !
motioned her visitor to a seat upon the |
one chair, the cane of which was al- |
most entirely torn away. The flat was |
about the same as the one which he |
had seen on the upper floor, though the '
window opening on the outer world let I
in light and air, which made the place |
s0 much the more cheerful. i

How strange that what should be !
freest and most plentifully at the com- '
mand of all should become an :u-tuulI
commodity through the cupidity of
mankind! For one man erects a tall
building, darkening the homes of oth-
ers, and then sets a higher rental on
those apartments in his own structure
which are best ventilated and lighted.
What wonder that the communists, so-
cialists and other revolutionary sects
find attentive audiences! Mr. Mitchel
thought of this and sighed as he asked:

“What rent do you pay for this
place?”

“Three dollars a week,” was the re-
ply. and then she added: “We could
have the flat next door for two and a
half, but it is dreadfully dark, though
we could put up with that, 'cause we're
mosrly at home only in the night time,
but there's no air except from the
shaft, and the horrid smells made my
mother sick.”

So even on this ground floor there
wis an extra charge for a window!

“What do you earn in the shop?” was
Mr. Mitehel's next inquiry.

“When I feel strong and well, I can

mostly only 50, and maybe 25 cents
more doing extra work.”

AMr. Mitehel looked savagely toward
the sweatshop, the proprietor of which
had charged him $2 for releasing the
girl from her task when he himself
paid her such a pittance for the day's
work.

“ITow many hours a day do you
work?" he asked.
“About ten. though sometimes lon.

gor i I'm tived and don't finish up.”

“\What do you mean by extra work?”

“Sometimes he lets us take work
home to do nizhts, and he pays us half
price for that.”

“What! You work ten lLours for a
day’s task, and then he pays you half
rates for overtime! Why should you
got less for night work than for Work
in the day?”

“Well, you see, he says working in
the night, when our eyes are tived, we
can't do as good work. We only get the !
cheaper sort to take home.”

M, Mitchel could find no words with
which to express his feelings. The ut-
ter seltishness of such sophistry, the

expenses. Then we had nothing. So
uncle gave us all work in his shop,
though he said he didn't need any
more hands and it was just taking
money out of his own pocket to hire
us. We don’t earn much, but anyway
we've lived on our wages for over a
year now.”

The girl's gratitude was in strange
contrast with the greed of her father's
brother, who had not hesitated to ben-
efit by the distress of his relatives.
Mr. Mitchel felt a great sympathy for
this poor family of women and would
gladly have opened his pocketbook
in their behalf, but he realized the
magnitude of this problem of aid to
the poor. He had gone into but two
homes. In one he had promised as-
sistance, and in the other he found
the same need, inviting the same rem-
edy.

But were he to go on and visit
tenement after tenement, home after
home, how soon would his resources
be at an end and how little would he
have accomplished toward lessening
the suffering on the great east side!
He felt the helplessness of the situa-
tion more than he had ever done when
theorizing about it, and for the mo-
ment he decided that he might better
confine himself to his special object.

“L have heard that you saw the baby
which was taken from the graveyard
next door,” he began.

“Yes, sir,” she replied and then star-
ed at him, evidently alarmed at his
question,

“Tell me about it” he asked per-
suasively. *“Tell me all that you
know."

She looked at him sadly and thought-
fully and then, to his astonishment,
buist into tears, exclaiming:

“*Oh, don’t put me in prison!
don't take me to prison!
starve if you locked me up!”

“My dear girl,” said Mr. Mitchel
soothingly., “what are you saying?
What have you done? Why should
you be put in prison?’

She endeavored to control herself,
and finally between her sobs he caught
the words:

“Don’t — don’t — they put — wit-wit-

Please
Mother'd

| nesses—in—in jail?"

At last he understood. This girl knew
something, but was not herself guilty
of any wrong. She had witnessed the
cerime which had been committed, and
she knew enough of our laws to under-
stand that she could be held a prisoner

as a witness needed by the state, un- |

der a law which thus works great in-
Justice to many.

“There, there!” said he. “Don't weep.
You have nothing to fear. I am not an
officer, and you shall not be locked up.
I promise you that. But I wish you to
tell me all that you know. Come,
Won't you trust me?”

“Yes, sir—L'll-trust you,” she an-
swered timidly, wiping away her tears.
Then after a few moments she had
composed herself and began her story:

“You see, sir, one night last week I
had some extra work to do, and I
tried hard to finish it, 'cause mother
needed the money for medicine. She's
got a bad cough. But I was so tired
that I couldn’t sew, and about 9 o'clock
I had to go to bed. But I couldn't
sleep very well. Every now and then
I'd hear mother cough, and I'd think of
the work I hadn’t finished, and I'd try

; the

" I couldn’t throw food to it it just made :

to get up to go at it again, but [ was

80 dead with. sleep, too, that I just
couldn’t. But after a long time I heard
the clock strike 12, and 1 knew that if
I was going to get the work done I'd
have to get up, sleep or no sleep. So I

made a jump and landed on the tloor in *

a heap. I guess I hurt myself a little,
‘cause it woke me up complete. Then
I thought I was suffocating, the room
was so hot and stifling, and T went to
the window and stood breathing the
fresh air.  That's how I came to see
him."”

“Whom did
Mitchel eagerly.

A man.
what he was doing.
about stealthy like, and he had a bun-
dle in his arms.  He came proetty close
to the window, 'cause he was walkine
near the wall, but he had his head
down when [ first saw him, and then
afterward he had his back to me. It
wias dark, too, being very cloudy. Well,
he went a little way out, to the tree
you see there, and he stooped down
amd began to fumble with the bundle.
I could see he was unwrapping some-
thing, but I couldn’t make out what it
was, ‘enuse he laid it behind the tomb-
stone.  Then he stood up straight for a
minute, and just then the cloud went
away, and the moon shone out bright,
and I could see his face just as plain as
anything.”

“Did you know him?"

“No, but I'm good at remembering
faces."

“You mean that you would know him
again?”

“Anywhere. I'd pick him out of a mil-
lion. The moon shining on his face

you see?’ asked Mr.,

oo Forn) B A e made it look like a ghost, and it's
;“_.”“" l!'“ i) ll“ "‘:"l i x"lh:| haunted me ever since. Why, in the
windic his poor employees, utterly | o .- nights, if I shut my eyes, 1 soe
amazed him.  And the oddest thing

wias that the girl made no complaint,
accepting her lot as a matter of course,
a fact beyond dispute.  Yet, observe
her position—she worked ten hours per
day for her slave driving master, earn-
Ing enough per week to pay the greedy
landlord for her shelter, the mother
and sisters, by similar drudgery, find-
ing the food and clothing for the fa-
{ly.

“What iIs the name of your umpluy-|
er?’ he asked presently.

“Herman Polaski.,” |

“Polaski? But that is your name. |
Is he a relative?”

“Yes, sir; my uncle.” |

Her uncle! Comment seemed super- |
tfluous. Mr. Mitchel paused to think, |
and the girl rambled on.

“Uncle Herman's been very kind to
us. I don't know what we would have
done without his help—starved, I
guess. You see, father was sick a
long, long time, and all the money we
had went to the doctor and for funeral

that face starving at me.
know him again!"

“You say you saw him place the ¢hild
behind a tombstone?”

“No; I didn't the baby then,
though I heard a baby cry, but that's
common round this neighborhood, and
[ didn’t think anything of it. But I saw
him put something behind the stone,
and when I saw the baby in the grass
the next day I felt sure the man had
put it there,"”

“What did he do after you saw his
face? Did he see you in the moon-
light 7"

“No: I don't think he was exactly
looking my way, thouzh his face was
turned so's I could see it.  He stood
Just a minute. Then he picked up
something from the grass, and he went
over behind another tombstone, where
I could see him, though, and he dug a
hole and put whatever he had in it.
Then he stood \p and trampled down
the grass with his feet. Then he watch-

Oh, yes, I'd

See

lcd his chance, when no one was pass-

At first I couldn’t make out |
He was walking @

‘away for dear life.

ing, and climbed over the fence, and
that's the last I saw of him.”

“And when did you discover that he
had ief* a baby in the grass?”’

“L sat up the rest of the morning sew-
ing till time to go to breakfast. We
had some bread and milk, [ remember,
and after eating I went to the window
to serape the crumbs out of the plates,
when I heard a baby cry. This time it
sounded so near I looked down, and [
nearly dropped the plate, I was so sur-
prised and so scared to see that little
baby, without any clothes on, crawling
about in the grass.”

“But why were you alarmed?”

“I knew right off that the man had
left the baby, and I'd seen him do it,
and I was afraid it would be found
out and [ would be arrested 'cause I
kaew about it. And, you see, we just
barely make enough to llve on now,
and what would mother do if she
didn’t bave me to help her?”

“But I heard that you threw food to
the baby,” said Mr. Mitchel.

“I had to. I fretted all that day
thinking about what had happened

1t was < baby’'s slip.
and wondering if the baby would be
found and if the police would come
and ask me questions, and that seemed
s0 likely, 'cause our rooms open right

on the graveyard. And I knew that if
they asked me what I knew I'd just
blurt the svhole thing out, and then
where'd [ be? Locked up for a cer-
tainty till they found the man and
made me identify him. Then I got an-
other idea that made my blood freeze
in my velos. Suppose nobody found
baby. It would die! It would
starve to death! And wouldn't I be
held for that? Wouldn't I have help-
ed the man to kill the baby by not
telling what [ knew? Seo, you see, it
looked like I'd have to go to prison
anyway, but I thought I'd prevent
the baby from dying, so I just made
an excuse, and I went to our rooms,
intending to throw it some food, but
I couldn’t see it anywhere, and when
I thought it had crawled away where

me sick and weak. I was that scared

I dropped in a heap on the tfloor and |
: leaned

against the window sill and
cried. Then I happened to look up,
and my heart gave a big jump, for
there was the baby crawling from be-
hind a tombstone. T called to the poor
little dear, and she stopped and looked
up at me and smiled. She seemed to
know that [ meant to help her. . Then
I zot some bread and soaked it in

milk, and 1 dropped it down. You
ought to have seen the little thing

come right for it, and pretty soon she
had it in he* hands and was sucking
Then [ went back
to my work more light hearted."

“And you fed the child after that,
did you not?”

“Yes, siv. I think she got to know
me, ‘cause when I'd go to the window
to throw her the bread she'd be wait-
ing, and she always looked up and
smiled like. Ob, dear! I'd have given

my life to go down and bring her up |

stairs, but 1 didn't
afraid of the police. But at last T told
Mrs. Grittin about my feeding the
baby, and she told the policeman.”

“Two things that you have told me
are very important, Miss Polaski. You
say. in the fivst place, that you saw the
man's rface and that you would know
him again?”

“Anyvwhere, 1
among a million."”

“Very well; T may ask you to point
him out to me at some time. The other
thing of importance is that you say the
man buried something behind one of
the tombstones. 1 wish you to point
out as nearly as you can the spot where
you saw him digging.”

She went to the window and indi-
cated a headstone which stooil in the
shadow of the tree near by, and, taking
the chance of being observed from the
street, Mr. Mitehel stepped upon the
window sill and dropped to the ground.
It was not long before he found where
the sod bad been overturned and re-
placed, Seratehing  away  the  loose
earth, his fingers came upon something
which he drew forth and held up be-
fore him. It was a baby's slip, in one
corner of which he found what he
hoped would be a name. Instead it
proved to be a tiny tlower done in em-
broidery silk.

teturning to the house by elimbing
through the window. he showed this
to the girl and asked:

“What tlower do you call that?”

Without hesitation she replied:

A lily of the valley.”

“A lily of the valley."” murmured Mr.
Mitchel. *And the valley was the val-
ley of the shadow of death,” he mused
as he took his departure,

CHAD'TER IV.
SLIPPERY SAM,

Mr. Mitehel left the tenement house
with mixed feelings. He believed that
he had made considerable progress in
the investigation and thought that in
his place Mr. Barnes would have been
proud of himself, yet he felt depressed
Remembering bis own wealth and his

dare, I was that

would koow him

e —————— I O R R T R R RIS

| That would be funny.”

luxurious home up town, such penury
as he had just witnessed made him dis-
satisfied with himself.

He went directly to an undertaker
and gave orders for the burial of Mrs.
Griffin’s child, and he scat a plentiful
supply of groceries to her house. Nev-
ertheless he could not avoid the thought
that this was but a trifle corparved
with what the rich might do Jdor the
poor.

He next woent to Apollo hall. Here
he thought that he might divert his
mind, for here it was that young Mora
claimed to have passed the night on
which his father was killed. AS his
mind reverted to the Mora case Mr.
Mitchel wondered at the sudden inter-
est which he had taken in thé other
and smiled as he thought of how little
Mr. Barnes would relish his neglect of
his “crime of the century."”

Apollo hall, situated as it is in the
very heart of the ecast side slums,
which in the minds of those who have
only read of the section are inevitably
associated with degradation, dirt and
crime, is a surprise to the visitor. The
building itself is attractive in its archi-
fecture and inviting in its general as-
pect.  On the first floor there is a bar-
room. from which a wide staircase
leads to the hall above. This is spa-
clous and prettily decorated with bunt-
Ing, which hangs from the polished
rafters. The ceiling is high and the
floor waxed smooth for dancing. Here
take place the weddings, balls, soirees,
lectures, indignation meetings, political
conclaves and occasional riots that en-
liven the vicinity.

Mr. Mitchel looked around with inter-
est, and, having read an announcement
that a professor of dancing would be-
gin his regular season on a stated date
and that the charge, as usual, would
be 10 cents per lesson, he at last under-
stood why it IS that the ehildren of the
street dance as well to the tunes of the
piano organs as do the graduates of
Marwig at the debutante’s ball.

|
Leaning against the bar, he found a

dispenser of drinks, who was easily
induced to talk, and after a few gen-
eral remarks by way of introducing his
topic he asked:

“Do you know this Mr. Mora svho
has been accused of killing his father?'"

“Never heard of him till T saw his
name in the paper,” replied the bar-
keeper, with a coarse laugh.

“But he claimed that he was in this
place on that night,”
Mitchel.

“Yes; [ know he did. He proved his
alibi as neat as wax. [ guess he's fly,
that fellow.”

“But are you not pretty well ac-
quainted with the people wha come
here?”

“Well, rather! There don’t nobody
get in without my seeing him. I keep
the door.” 2

“And if Mr. Mora had been here
would you not have seen him?”

The barkeeper, by way of reply,
winked one eye knowingly, grinned
and with a flourish slapped upon the
bar the drink which he had been mix-
ing for his customer.

“Well, then,” continued Mr. Mitchel,
“perhaps you know the two men who
swore at the inquest that they saw
Mr. Mora here?"

“Ol, yes, I know thens right enough!”

“Are they reliable?”

“Re-ll-able?" repeated the barkeeper,

pronouncing each syllible separately, |

and, accenring the last two with sig-
niticant emphasis, he laughed at his
own wit as he continued his rude joke.
“Well, now, you've just hit them off.
They're liable to lie and to re-lie, ac-
cording to price offered.
silver quarter with a hole in it either
one of that pair would swear his moth-
er was a cigar store Indian, so you see
what a beauriful alibi they let that
duck off on. Oh, I tell you this is a
great town for some folks, especially
them that has the price and pays their
way."”

“Then you do vot believe that Mora

was here?”

“Oh, I don't go as far as to say what
[ believe, I'm an unbeliever, I am. All
[ say is it ain't proved that he was
here. He might have been, you know,

under some other name, only if he was |

them tellows told the truth for once in
their lives, and that would be queer,
the both of them honest the same day.
He chuekled
till his fat form shook
jelly.

“Still, as you say,” pursued Mr.
Alitehel, “it is possible, after all, that
hie was here?” s

“Oh, yes, it's possible!
possible.  Today
only it ain't.”

“Still, on the chance that, as you
suggest, he has visited this hall and is
Known to you under another name, [
should like to have an opportunity of
seeing him here,  He eclaims that Le
comes here to study the condition of
the poor, but I think it more probable
that it he comes at all there is some
other attraction.”

Anything’s
wight be Tuesday.

“In perticoats, eh?” said the bar
keeper, with a laugh. “Say, you ain't |
no fool yourselt. Are you a detect

fve?"

He asked this last question so sud- |
denly and looked at Mr. Mitchel so at- |

tentively while trying to seem busy

polishing a glass that My, Mitchel in- |

stantly decided that it would he wise
to disnbuse his mind of that idea if he
hoped to retain his friendly aid. There-
fore he said without a mowment's hesi-
tation:

“Oh. no! I am a reporter.’”

“Then you're welcome any time, and
['m at your service.” A certain bright-
ening up of the man's countenance as-
sured Mr. Mitchel that his answer had
heen a wise one, The fellow continued:
“Say, you've got that Mora chap dead
to rights. If he comes down here, he
don’t give his own name, and you can
bet on that, and he ain’t visiting this
neighborhood for the good of the
neighbors. There’s a girl in it, or my
name ain’t what it is. Say, I'll tell
you what! The dancing school opens
Saturday night with a swarry. You
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persisted M. !

Why, for a |

like a bag of !

be down, ana I'll do what I can to tell
you who's who.”

Mr. Mitchel thanked him for his
offer and, tossing him a dollar in pay-
ment for his drink, bade him keep the
change, which he did, passing the sil-
ver coins to his pocket with the dex-
terity of an expert. Turning to leava
the place, Mr. Mitchel was attracted
by a picture tacked to the wall. It was
a crude lithograph in garish colors
and represented the face of a rather
pretty girl, but what most interested
him was the fact that in the picture
the girl wore a single blossom of lily
of the valley as a headdress, while
printed below were the words, “Miss
Lilian Vale, ‘The Lily of the Valley.’”

“Who is this girl?’ asked Mr. Miteh-
el, turning again to the bar and point-
ing at the lithograph.

“Say, she's a peach, she is, the best
in the business!” The barkeeper low-
ered his voice to a confidential whis-
per. “I'm stuck on the Lily myself, but
there are others, and I guess I ain’t in
it”” He shrugged his shoulders as
!tllough expressing resignation at the
! thought of living without her. *‘She's
'a serio comic and does turns in the
| halls on the Bowery. But she’s too
good for that sort, 'cause she's got a
voice like a bird. She ought to be on
Broadway, she ought. She could sing
i right 'longside of Lillian Russell, and it
{ would be a toss up which Lillian got
i the applause. I tell you she's a won-
der.”

“Do you know where she is singing
at present?”

“Well, it's summer now, you know,
and as she ain't got called to the roof
gardens up town yet I guess she's out
of work. In fact, come to think of it,
it's a long time since she's sung any
i place. See the date on that bill? It's
overa year old. Funny I never thought
:ot that before.” He seemed quite tak-
.en aback and lost in thought for a few
i moments.

“Do you know her personally?’ Mr.
. Mitchel asked. This aroused him at
once.

“Do I? Well, T guess! Alany’s the
:turn ['ve had with her in the mazy
| waltz up stairs.”

“Then she comes here sometimes?”

“OhL, yes! She's around pretty regu-
lar. She'll be at the opening swarry
!sure. You be here, and I'll give you a
knockdown."

Considering her name. and remem-
bering the emblem worked on the ba-
by's slip, Mr. Mitchel promised him-
self much interest in meeting the
young singer and assured the barkeep-
er that he would be present at the
dance.

He had walked less than a block aft-
er leaving Apollo hall when a short
man, with an eye that never met the
gaze of another, suddenly appeared be-
side him, leaving a doubt as to whence
i he had come. In a sepulchral whisper
the newcomer addressed him:

“I say, mister, can I see you a min-
ute 2’

“Yes. What do you want?” said Mr.
Mitchel. 'Then, thinking that the man
must be a beggar, he took out a dime
iand offered it to him, but the fellow
declined it with a grin.

“No, sir,” said he; “‘t'anks awfully,
but dat ain’t me price. I'm no beggar.”

“Well, then, what are you?' asked
! Mr. Mitchel sharply.

“I'm a crook—just a plain, simple
crook. Slippery Sam’s my name.
What’s yours?"

The audacity of the man attracted
Mr. Mitchel, and, looking upon him for
a momeut as a curiosity, he said:

“You are a crook, eh? Then why
! might I not hand you over to the
police?”

“Time wasted an nothin gained. I
done my time for my last job, an I've
lived straight ever since. So what could
they bold we for, eh 2"

“How long have you been out of
prison?"”

“Two weeks, an I ain't struck no
money since I reached town, straight
or crooked. But I seen you give that
barkeep your change, an says [ to my-
self, says [, ‘Sam, that man’s your
meat.'"

*And what may that elegant expres-
sion signify 7"

“It signifies that you've got money to
burn, au 1 want some of it.”

“*Do you mean to get it by robbery?”

“Not ualess you force me into
erime,” said Slippery Sam, looking at
Mr. Mitchel so quizzically that the lat-
ter laughed outright.

The fellow was evidently an original
character, one of those whose destiny
IS to see the humorous side of life.
Such as he would be the light spivit of
a party, whether in clubroom or prison
cell.  Continuing the conversation, Mr.
Mitchel said:

“I have no wish to make you steal,
but how else do you expect to get mon-
ey from wme?”

“In exchange for information,” was
the quick response.

“What information bhave
give?"

“None. My information is for sale.”

“Very good. I'll buy it if it is worth
suything.”

“L knew you would. That's why I
followed you. You told the barkeep
that you are a reporter?”

“1 did.”

“Too thin! Not by no means!”

“How do you know that I am not a
reporter?”

“Them diamonds is too white,” re-
plied the erook.

Mr. Mitchel blushed and thought of
| how he would have zuyed Mr. Barnes
in such a predicament. That he should
have made a claim the falsity of which
had been so readily discerned by a
member of that c¢lass whose intelli-
gence he had always held to be so poor
disturbed his vanity. Evidently it
would be necessary to be more alert if
he should pursue this investigation.
Turning to his companion with more
respect, he said:

“Well, then, if a am not a reporter,
what am I, since you are so smart?”’

“No offense, I'm sure,” was the reply.
“I got on to you; that’s all. I ain't very
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