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Brooklyn.—It wns a quiet day
the police station.
hehaving itself and the matron of the
statlon had a whole hour to talk, with
pnly one interruption to wipe the
tears from the eyes of a small, dirty
boy, Induce him to tell the address
of his home and send him on his way
under the guidance of a bhlg, strong

ibluecoat. And the matron, when she
‘talks, has a few things to tell. In
{act, Mrs. Cox says, with her good

Irish chuckle, that she thinks she will
write & book of her experiences to
make her rich after she retires from
the job of matron. The “boys” have
suggested It to her. The “boys" are |
the bluecoats, every one of whom in
Brooklyn, knows Mrs. Cox and has a
joke for her or a word of guying
when he meets her.

Duties of a Police Matron.

Intoxication is the wusual charge
npon which the woman prisoner Is
committed, with occaslonal charges
of theft, of assauit, an attempted sul.
cide and now and then a woman whose
hands have commitied some bigger
erima, homicide or fnfaniteide, |
Whatever the charge, they all pass
through the station house on their
way to the jall or the penitentiary,
and the matron has them in her care. |
She gets them fresh from thelr mis- |
demeanors and with the stain of thelr
erimes new upon them. She ig the |
fArst and often the only ministering |
angel they know, for It I8 to the tasic|
of ministering that most of the ma- |
trons, womenllke, glve themselves,
with more heartiness than to the
technleal tasks of thelr office,

As I sat In the comfortable little
apartment of the matron, flooded with
morning sunshine, each of the homely
objecta In the room, and even the ples
tures on the walls, seemed o hava
something to whisper of the storles
that have been told In those rooms,
of the depravity they have looked
upon, of the pitiable wrecks of wom-
anhood they have seen pass through
this room to the iron-barred cells be-
yond. Of some of these crippled
creatures and their storles the matron
told me. Fourteen years of the
has not calloused her sensibllitles but,
instead, sharpened her sympathies,
and for all the endless stream that
comes her way she can listen to each
of the'r stories, pity them and hold
out a hand to help If they have not
gone too far to be beyond helping,
Bometimes the judicious, quick Inter-
cession of the matron can do a great
deal to check a young offender in the
downward course; at any rate, a
kind word never huris even the most
lowly,

Young Girls Saved,

One nlght two young girls were
‘brought Into the statlon house for in-
toxication, fresh, dainty girls,
dressed In the finest of evening gowns,
«overed with long coata, It was New
Year's eve and & bitter cold night.
The matron was used to the unusual,
but the presence of girls such as
these in her lodging house made her
stop and wonder. It was only a lit-
tle while before the sleep of Intoxica-
tion wore off and the glrls woke to
the realization of thelr surroundings
and the borror of it. Finally, they
were calm enough to tell the matron
‘how it all happened. They had been
over to Manhattan to a dance with
two boy friends. It was so lcy cold
that the escorts suggested belore they
crossed the bridge to take something
to warm them, and they stopped in a
cafe and drank what the men or-
«dered for them. Unused to taking
stimulants, as soon as they struck
the cold alr out of doorg the drinks
went to thelr bheads and they knew
very little else of what happened un-
til they waked to find themselves In
the pollce statlon. What had hap-
pened was that the two escorts, find-
fng themselves burdened with girls
too much Intoxicated to know what
was happening to them, had opened
ithe door of & tenement house, gshoved
them in and left them there. The
girls had fallen immediately to sleep
.and one of the gecupants of the houge
stumbling over them, had reported to
the police and had them taken to the
station. It was a hideous night for
sthose girls, used only to the unlcetlos
;and reflnements of life,

When the next morning came, with
dts lpevitable appearance at court,
‘they pleaded not to be taken In the
patrol wagon with the other prisoners
and the matron secured the permis-
alon of the sergeant to take them to
courl herself In the car, and arranged
wor a privale hearing before the

In [the jndge let
Brownsville was |strong words of admonition.

i most frantic.

| the happening there comes to the sta-

| I8 one of the cheerful drinkers and al-
| laugh,

| “Well, Maggle, are you back again?”

them off with some |her the chance, threatening dire con-
Then | sequences if she appeared before him
the matron took the girle to their |again soon. The very next night Mag-
home, where they found a mother al- | gle was brought Into .the station
The matron put in a|house with her usual hilarity, but
plea for them and saved them the up- | gorgeously arrayed. She made no
braiding that most parents would |apologies for her downfall, but ex-
have poured forth for such an indis- | plained that when she went from the

cretion. Now, every Christmas since

tlon a gift from those two girls, a bit [ing $15. BShe took $7 of It and bought

of thelr own handiwork, and now and |a new skirt, a new shirt walst and an |

enormous brass chain; with the other
the4$8 ehe went to a saloon to come out
| minus the money and In the custody
{of a policeman. Onca during one of
With scins Of the Biteonsra the e | her visits to the station Maglge El‘e'w
trons become old frle:mls, for they | g‘ifli{:::::““hfh::,.;h:&gol:; ‘;L l::}rc::[i
almost make the station house their| ,jie home, safe from her Influence,
r?glfia:- dwelling place. One of Mrs. | 14 she began to brood. She got hold
Cox's nld-tlmf.-ra 15 an Irlsh woman, lof a string and decided to choke her-
o 2, o1 I8 slf vl . T make te iing more
v 5. Sh setive s ng Mrs. Cox to
been a habitue of station houses for 15 f;rl? ;:o: ‘:Illlzl t;:ll;:d“»::; gul‘iig to do.
AR b -tk 100k toe Hep Bt Btkagat| s, WACon WA s th MREEle oK
miss her when she doesn’t come. She :1::‘::,‘11 Oc:li-gile:;])y-_su C-(-[“;::, suhﬂnd.
’ Maggle, you've no idea how quickly
ways comes in with a swagger and & |ywe would get you out of here; get
The matron will greet her|ysy out much quicker dead than alive,

a sort of despalring smlle: | hacause we don't want any dead ones
{around here”  Whereupon Maggio

then a letter from thelr mother, ro-|
fterating her appreciation for
saving of her girls,

Maggie a Regular Lodger.

with

statlon house the day before she had |
found a letter from her sister contain- |

life |

“Sure, and ain't yon glad to see
me? 1 keep you alive, give yon
something to live for"

And she does keep things
Mrs. Cox admits. She sings her Irish

ety
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alive, |

burst into one of her peals of laugh-
ter and declared it was no use com-
mitting sulelde in the face of such
discouragement.

There are only a few that take the

songs at the top of her great Irish
volece, and keeps everybody In the
statlon awnke with her song. B8Bhe

makes herself perfectly at home in
the tiny cubby-hole of a cell and sinks
Into & sleep as peaceful ag a child’'s
when she has exhausted herself with
singing. It takes a vigorous effort to
make her get wp in time for court.
Enlivens Station with Song.

Remonstrance with her 18 useless,
the matrons have learned her long
ago. Sometimes they ask her If she
Isn't ashamed to come so often to the
station house, and she always makes
the same answer. “No; the clty's
willing for me to stay here and I'll
come as often as I llke. It's much
more comfortable than home. It's
cleaner and I like the electrie lights."

She has such a ready good humor
and such a spirit of fun that in spite
of her waywardness Maggle {s rather
a favorite in the atation and with the
judges. After one of her last vigits
to the police statlon Maggle pleaded
penitence to the judge and promised
to walk the straight and narrow path
in the foture If the judge would let

- dudge The eclreumstances related,

her go. 8o the magisirate did glve
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world . so

cheerfully under the influ-
ence of drink. Many of the cases
that come under the eye of the police
mitron are of women who have been
led to the passion for drink to drown
gome sorrow, and many of them
women used to better ways of living,
One day a frail bit of a woman—a
mere girl—was brought to the station.
Her husband had got ont a warrant
for her and wanted to have her com-
mitted to some (nstitution. Drink had
made terrible ravages In the woman's
appearance, and when the effects of
the whisky began to wear off she sat

In her cell clinging with her thif

hands to the bars and begging piti-
fully for drink. Toward dawn the
woman collapsed and a hurry eall
was sent to the hospital. The ambu-
lance surgeon on his arrival had only
time to kneel at her side and begin
his work before death closed upon
her.

Woman's Pitiful Story.

While the woman lay trembling in
the cell during the night she had told
her story to the woman outside the
bars, of how the craving had grown
upon her lttle by little untll she Jost

all power over herself. At 23 she wai
a hopeless wreok. The closing ot
of the little tragedy waa  when the
mother cama from her home In the
country, near New York, and Inslsted
on seelng the place where her glrl had
dled. The matron begged and pleaded
with her not to look at the cell; that It
would be something she conld never
forget, but the mother demanded to
sep if, and as soon as ahe looked Inte
the bare place, fell in & collapsa, and
an ambulanco had to be called to care
for her.

"The lady"” was once a figure woll
known In all the police stations, but
“the lady" 1s one of the figures that
has passed, whose 1ife hurrled her to
a pltiful end before she reached what
should have been her prime, The ma-
trons nll called her “the lady,'" ' be-
cause even In her worst days she ney-
er looked anything but the lady, was
always well dressed and never came
to the police statlon without her well
fitting gloves carefully buttoned,
though sometimes she was pleked out
of the gutter In an almost hopelessly
deadened condition. Her story is one
that might have been the thread of
gome of the stories one used to read
In the Sunday school librarles, though
It comes with
hear the police matron who saw her
in the last days of her degradation tell
it.

She "had spent her glrlhood i{n the
country at her father's home upon the
Hudson, where they took city board-
ers in the summer time. The girl was

as pretty as a pleture, had been care- |

fully reared and well educated. One
summer there came the Inevitable
man fronv the clty th8%Won the heart
of the country girl, afid they were

married and came to Brooklyn to live. 5

All went as happy as a marriage bell
for a while. There was a little girl
baby after whose coming the young

wife waa not very strong, and the doe- |
tor ordered milk punches every day. |
Tha young woman began to like the |

punches and wanted two {nstead of
one a day, then after a whila she be-
gan to take the brandy withont the
milk and soon she found the hablt
fixed on her strongly. The husband
bore with her and did everything that
could be done, but things went from
bad to worse untll the habit fastened
itself go that there was first a vislt to
the pollee station, and after the first
& second and a third.

The woman, whose llfe had been
guarded as carefully as any girl's
could be, who had been used in her
voung days to take nothing stronger
than milk or sweet cider, began to he-
come used to the walls of a cell and to
bow in abject slavery to the taste of
whisky. Sometimes she would plead
with the matron to go and Intercede
with her husband and promise better
things, and many a time has Mrs. Cox
gone with the plea. Always It was
granted and the same result would
follow and “the lady" would be back
in the statlon house crazed with drink.
The baby girl grew up Into a beautiful
voung woman, who would come after
dark to visit her mother In the cell
and plead with her. It was like try-
ing to check the north wind, The pas-
sion swept down everything In Iis
pathyay. One day Mrs. Cox was sent
for to come to a consumptive home,
and there she found “the lady" in the
last stages of the disease, She wanted
to say goodby and to offer thanks for
the little kindnesses of the old days.

Made Nursery of Station.

One day not long ago a 14-year old
girl brought in a dirty little baby and
said the child was lost. The baby
spent the afternoon peaceably sleep-
ing on the blg quilt the matrons keep
for the porpose, and about five o'clock
& man came In and asked the matron:
“Have yon got®*for me a baby "

The matron assured him that she
hoped It was for him, as she was anxil-
ous to turn the Infant over to some-
body. Tho baby was properly {dentl-
fied and the man started off with It,
complacently, when the matron asked
where hils wife was that she had left
the child uncalled for all afternoon.
She bad gone out, the man angwered,
and she had telephoned to him at his
place of work over in Manhattan to
call at the police station on his way
home to get the babe. The man was
told very plainly that the next time
his wife wanted to go shopping she
was not to send her baby to the police
atatlons as a nursery.

“Shoplifter” a ‘Puzzle,

The shoplifter Is often the pumzzle
to the matron of the Adams street
station. They come In great numbers
from the poor, shabby woman, who
has stolen a few palrs of socks, or a
lttle frock for her baby, whom she
longs to have dressed like the babies
of her wellto-do neighbors, to Lhe
woman of apparent wealth, who has
peureted some seemingly useless trifle.
One woman, faultlessly gowned and
of undoubted cultureg and good breed-
Ing, who offered $600 not to be made
to sleep in a cell had been arrested
for taking three palrs of 69-cent
gloves. Bhe was indignant at her ar-
rest, but she didn't deny the theft,
mereiy offered to pay for the gloves
That was A case out of many such
that Mrs. Boylan recalls from her ex
periencas at the Adams street sta
tlon, one of the things no one can ex
plain. They call it kleptomania with
the rich and thlevery with the poor,
who, at least, have the prick of neces-
sity to lend palliation to thelr gulit

These are the ordinary happenings
in the life of the pollce matron. Thelr
days and nights are a ceassless round
of watching the Intoxlcated, of stand-
ing by to keeép the suleldé from her
{nteéntion, of dressing the woman with
delirlum tremens, who tears her
clothes to shreds In the nlght, of hear-
ing over and over the storles of
wretchedness and misery and deprav:
ity.
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HE RAIDS A “FENCE."” '
(Wopyright, by The Century Co,)

Q
FLO

Investigations, In thls he was violate
Ing a rule of the department, bul what

(Copyright, 1504, Ly Joreph I, Bowles.) 118 a rule of the department eompired
| Great was the day that Policeman| With a rule of the household? He
wanted to learn the hablts and meths

Barney Flynn ralded a “fence.” Bm,‘

o

of course, he nevor would have done
It If he had not been properly prompt-
ed by hls wite., Like many another
man, Policeman Flyon does not go out
hunting for trouble and work, and it

Iﬂl‘ﬁ of the ganz ond do the

plonning
himself;, well knowing this assumption

| of responsibllity would be overlookoa
|
]

If he were suceossinl, When everything
was In readiness, he outlinad his plnn

much more force tol

to his captaln, and asked for ald in
making the raid,
“'Pis o degp'rit er-rowd,” he sald,

takes a certaln  cmount of feminine
sarcasm and criticigm to make him
even reasonably smbitious, But once |

routed to action, there 18 no man onj “an’ maybe they'll thry to break
1”1!1‘ foorce” whn can surpass him in| awn'ay."

| elther resourcelulness or nerve, "Youn want fwo men at each en-
‘ “"Oho! I've found a fince,”" he an-|trance, yon sayv?’ guerled the cap=

tain,

Policeman Flynn nodded,.

“And how many to go in?"

“Wan. T ig a nlee inj'yable bit Iv
spoort I ha-ave picked out {'r mesilf."”

“You'll be killed," psserted the cap-
tain, “As I understand I, the stolen
goods are left in the basement at odd
times, and then the gung gathers thera
quletly some night, meets the ‘lfence,’

nounced joyously to his wife one night.

“What'll ye do with {1?" demanded
 Mrs, Flynn,

“What'll T do with {t?"” repeated Po-
Ifeeman Flynn. “What d° ye sup-pose?
Is it ye-er idee that I'll give It ye f'r
||.o put r-round ye-er ga-ar-den? 'T ls

a shirang conciption ye ha-nve iv me

officinl juties an' th' worries iv me
, daily toll. 1 pray-sume ye think 't is

a shtone fince with filagree wor-rk on | and the business is cleaned up and the
[th' ir'n gate, but ye'ré wr-rong. Thls: money paid. The only way to do is to
| finte is & pla-nee where shtolen goods | overwheln: them.”
| Is nego-shated 'r ha-ard cash.” “Not f'r an Injane-yus ma-an,” an=

“Did ye P'ave thim at th' station?" | swered Pollcempan Flyan, confidently.
asked Mrs. Flynn “*'Pis me pur-rpose to dhrop in on
“L'ave what?” Inquired Policeman | thim, but ‘t 18 not me night Cr dyin®

! Flynn. "Th' goods?"” |
“No; th' min. ‘Chey 's min that|and whispered in the eaptain's ear.
r-runs th' fince, iv coorse. Did ye get| The Iatter Immediately began to
thim?" | laugh. Then he slapped Policeman
“Ya'd ke 'r to be a widdy, win'd | Flynn on the back, and ecried: “Go
ye?' retorted Policeman Flynn, some- | ahead, Barney. You ¢an have all the

what warmly, “Ye'd like to ha-ave me | men you want.'”

go ferninst tin or twilve desp'rit min So It heppened that when Pollce-

lnu' come home lukkin® like a Foorth-| man Flynn next sppearcd at his home

| fv=July tn-arget in o shootin'-gal'ry, | his coat was split up the back,

| go's ve c'u'd put on ye-er blanck dhress | his trousers were torn, his collar was

an' ha-ave lvery wan caastin’' eyes | off, and he was covered with dirt and

at ye an’ sayin’, “Uhere goes th' widdy | dust

iv th' bra-ave po-lisman that was “I got thim,” he announced, briefly.

planted awn-ay with sivin pounds v “Ye luk it,” replled Mrs. Flynn, sure

lead in him.” But I'll not give ye th'| veying him eritically,

chanst. I'll rap-poort th’ fac’s at r-roll| I sufpr-ised thim.”

call an® 'ave tn' eopt'in plan th ‘rald.”| “If ye lukked like ye do now ye'd
“Ha-and aover ' gun ye're carryin’, | surpr-rise anny wan."

Barney,” said Mrs. Flynn, with :]en-ls-L “'T was this wa-ay.' went.on Po-

ion. . | Heeman Flynn, “Th'gazabo thal pinches

I'll tell ye why."" Here he leaned over

“F'r why?" nsked Policeman Flynn,
“Ye don't nead it answered
wife, with infinite sarcasm,

th' goods tnkes thim to th' alley an*

hig | dhrops thim Inlo a chute, so's he can
“*'T is you |

mu-ake his getaway quick if they's

|
|
|

1

Iv ye-ersllf Iver to ha-ave call f'r a
gun,”

Policeman Flyna winced, but he too
well knew the danger and difficulties
of such a rald to be readily ‘brought to
his wife's view ol the matter.

“0r w'u'd be like takin' wan's own
life f'r to go in there alone,” he pro-
tested.

“Surpr-rise thim,"\ advised Mrs.
Flynn. “Ye know they's a fince there,
ye know they's nin comes there to
l'ave goods, ye know th' ma-an that
In-ands thim behind th' ba-ars 'll be
mintioned in th' po-lis ordhers an' 'l
be a gr-reat ma-an at th' statlon, an’
ye know ye'll niver be heard if ye let
gome wan llse do th' wor-rk, T I8 ['r
you to mu-ake a showin' f'r ye-er-
BIIE"

“"g a post-mortim ghowin® I'd be
ma-akin' 'r mesil,” returned the pa-
trolman, ruefully. *“Ye don't undher-
ghta-and th’' case, 'T Is not th' fince
alone, but th' gong that V'aves th'
goods there, thal's to be r-rounded up,
an' 't 18 a desp'rit cr-rowd. "I' is only
me juty to me roopeer-yer officer to
ray-poort in a case like this." -

“op g ye-er juiy to ye-ersilf to show
ye're a po-lisman with & head on ye,"
inslsted Mrs, Flynu.

“To prove 1 ha-ave a head on me 't
fs nlcissary f'r o ha-ave It blowed
off,’ commented Policeman Flynn,
lugubriously. 1

“If ye ha-aven't th' lnjinco-ity to
save it, 'tls betther so,' nsserted Mrs,
Flynn, “Don't ye iver let thim sma-art
day-tictives get Lh' er-redit f'r yo-er
wor-rk, Barney KFiynn, or I'll belave
ye're not lrish ar all, but only a Po-
lack or some other furriner.”

With this the subject was temporar-
lly dropped; but Polleeman Filynn
knew that he had to do that particular
job himself in order to have peace in
the family, and Mrs. Flynn knew that
‘he would do It and do it well, He did
not report his discovery at tho stition,

]

“I Wint Down the Chute Like a Hod iv Brick.”

thal knows too wail how lo ta-ake care ! anny wan followin' him.
| "tls well arra-angad.

but devoted his rpare Ume to {urther | F
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Oho! but
Niver a wan iv
thim that shteals th' goods takes thim
into th' place at nll, an' they niver
goes there only whin the time comes
f'r th' fince to shquare up with thim,
an' thin they goes in th' front wa-ay.
But "tis me that found th* chute all
hidden awa-ay nice where a wind
used f'r to be. So I puts two min &«
th' front door an' two min at th' side
door, an’ thin I dhrops In on thim an”
ma-akes thim think a bit iv th' judg-
mint da-ay has come. Oho! it ma-nkes
me laugh to think Iv it, They Hke to
have died iv heart failure.”

“"How'dl ye go In, Barney?' asked
Mra, Flynn,

“l wint down the chute like a hod
iv brick, an' la-anded on th' table
where they was sittin'. | had thim
mu-archin’ out before they knew what
was doin'."”

"Ha-ave ye thim all at th' station?”
inguired Mrs, Fiynn,

“All but wan,” answered
trolman,

"Did he get awa-ay?

“M-m-m, well, ¥y may sa-ay he dlﬁ
—after a fashion; but 'tis me that
knows where to lind him,’

"Where?"

“At th' hospitt'e,” sald Pollceman
Flynn, "“He br-roke me fali as 1 come
down th' chute, un' he got awa-ay In
An ambylance."

the pa=

Not Extravagant.
The Mother—Rut I'm afraid
young man I8 extravagant,
The Girl—=Rldiculous, mother! Why,
he was here four hours last nighty
and he only kissed me three timesl
—Yonkers Statesman.

thas

Like an Oatrich,
Mr. Bo—I wish [ was an ostrich,
Mrs, B.—Why so, dearle?
~ “Fhen I could do as they do—aticlk
my bill in the sand.'—Mauagazing of
up e
Il
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