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¥red Hallowell was sitting at his
desk in the “lLinzerte” e, looking
listlessly out inta the Uiy Park.
swhere the biting wind was making
the spuwHakes Junce madly armnd
the teadess trees and

in the empry
fountain. and be was almaost wishing
that there would be su few engage
ments 1o cover as 1o aithow bim  an
afternooen in-dours 1o wrile “specials’”
The =torm was the worst of rhe sea-
son, and as thiz was the last day of
1weember. it lJooked as if the old vear
were going out with a tumultuvas
rrain of sievl and =now. But if he

had zeriously eniertained any hopes
of enjuring a guivt day. thess  wer-
disprelind Iy an vffice-boy who sum-

moned him 1o the vity Jdeske

stroend merning, Mr Hallowell™ said
the vity elditor, cheerfully.  “Here is
a elipping from an afternoon paper
which saxys that o French family in
Housten-street hias heen  dizpossessed
and is in want. Mr Wilson catled my
attention to it bevause he thinks
from the npumber ziven. the house
iwlongs to old W C. Hagyold. We
Jdon't like Baggohi, you kuow, and f
ruon find he is treating his Tenants
unfairly we can let you bave all the
space ¥ouw wani o show him up. W
any rate. go over there and see what
the rzrouble is: there is not much zo-
ing on 1o-day.”

Fred took the clipping and read ir
as he walked back 1o his desk. It
was very short—five or six lines only
~and the facts stated were aooui aid
the ity editor had said. The yoong
man ot inte his overcoar and wrap-
ped himself up warmiy. apd in a few
muments was him=elf Dartiing
awainst the little blizzard with  1he
siher pedestrians whem he bad been
watuhing in the City Park from the
uttice windows.

W en he rvached Houston-street he
1raselied westward for seseral blocks.

until he came inte a very podr dis-
triet ecrowded with dingy ifensment-
houses that leaned against one sno-

ther in an uneven sor: of wajy. as f
they were lired of the sad kimil of
lfe ther had been witnessiazr far =o
many jears. The snow rthat lLad
piied up on the windew-<i and over
the copings seemed Yo orizhten up
the general aspect of the qu i
cause it filled in the rrac
whir of material mizery. and made
the buildipgs look at leasi temporar-

il picturesque. just as paint  and
powder for a time may  hide  the
traces of old age and sorrow. Fred

found the number 179 painted «n a
piece of tin thar had become bent and
rusty from long service over 1 nar
row doorway., and as he ool there
comparing it with the oumber given
in his clipping. a  little girl with
2 shawl drawgp tighily over her head
vd around her thin lirtle shoulder-
came out of the dark entranes orid
stapped on the door-sill for a mam-mi.
surprised. nn donbi. ar the sishr of
the tal! rosy-cheeked young map =
warmly clad in a © woollen over
voat that you eviid e wrppd her
up in several times. with gomls ef:
vt Toospare.

flelin? lig1lr  girt™  said  Fred.
vuickhly. “Does M Uressy live here?”

The vchild stared for a few seconds
wr the <'ranger. and then she an<wer-
oL bashfully: UYes sir. Butr he bas
St Too o awayl”

“Hut he hasn’t gone Fer?”
vinued Fred: and then nroticing a1
the child, in her short o
wa~ shivering fram rthe eold. and tha
her feet were gelting wet with the
s, he addel. *Come inside a min-
1 1!l me where I can find Mr

Ccan-

The two atippend intie the dark wvar-
hatiway that throush  the
R oigae By stairway in rhe rear,
where 4 Darrmw wimlow with a braoken
pane let in just enough light 10 prove

ha ran

the

there was day outside. The little girl
leaned aruinst the walk, and loyked up
a1 the reporier as if she ~uspected
him of haviag mo god intentions ro-
ward the man for whom he was in-
guoiring. Very few  strangers eYer
vame into that hoonse 1o do goxk. sbe

knew. Most of them came for monay
—rent money aml sometimes  they
came. as = man had come for Mr

Cressy, 1o tell him be must go.

~Whar floor does he Jive an”" arkel
Fred.

(o the fifth foor. sir,” answered
e child. *In the Dack. sir. Ror 1
ink he iz really going away, =«ir”

“Well, po matter about that.” =aid
Fred. smiling. =1 will go up and e
him. 1 hope he wan't bave o gu vl
in the storm. Tt is not good for lirele
wirls 10 go out in the storm, cither.”
ke added. “Does your mamna know
you are going out?”

*(ih, yes, sir:” She has sent me o
the Sisters te try o gel some medi-
cine.”

“Is she sick™ asked Fred. yuickiy.

“Yes. sir,”” conlinwed the chilid.

~What floor does she live on? 1
will step in and see her.”

~Ob. you'il see her! ¥he’s in e
room. too.”

=Then you are Mr Cressy's
[31d ke

“Yes. ir.”

%o Fred patted ber on the heud and
10ld her to hurry over to the Sistars,
and gave her threepence to ride in 1he
cari and then he opened the duor for
her. and as soon as she had left he
felt hiz way back to the staircase and
climbed to the fifth floor.

There he knocked upon a  door.
which was scon opened by a nuam
apparently forty years of age. & man
of stightly foreign appearance. with
a careworn look, but with as honest
a face ax vou counld find anywhere.

-Is this Mr Cressy?” asked Fred.

“Yee. my name’s Cresay.” replied
the man. He spoke with so <lirht an
accent that it was hardly ncticeable.

“T am a reporter from  the
‘Garzette.' ” continned Fred.

“Oh!" said the man. “Come in~
and as be spoke he looked somewhat
embarrassed and anxious. for this
was doubrlesg the first tirwe he had
had any dealines with a newspaper.
Lyving on a bed in an alcove was a
woman wha looked very ill. and piled
in a corner near the door were a
couple of boxes and a few pieces of
fnroiture. The stove had not vet been
raken down, and some pale embers in
it only just kept the chill off the ai-
mosphere. Fred took off his hat. apd
jed the man sacross the room toward
1he window.

“Hare vou been disposseszed?” he
asked.

little

said the “we muost
ight.”
asked the reporter.

smiled in a ghastly sort of

man:

“herause” he replied -“hecause |
have nnt n cent to mY name, sir. and
the iandlerd has got it in for me—and
I must go.~

“Who is your landlord?” asked the
rePNTTeT.

“Racrnld—-Q. C. Ragsold. the shoe-
man.”

“How much do yon owe?”

“Four poonds—two months’ rent™
wre von ever in arrears before?”

the trouble? ut of

“Yes, ~ir. T have been. But I've got
a job now. and 171l have money on the
% of the month. BEut that is not

“What i& it then?T
Fred.

“Welll T rell yvou. T don’t want
thiz in the paper. but I'tl tell youn.
Ttrgrnlil hates me. He knows the
woman's sick, and he takes advant-

rontinued

age of my bwing him to drive me out.
IM yoo want to know why? Well,
I'll tell yon. I worked for him far
five years, sir, in his shos factory.
He brought me over from France ta
do the fine work. He had a lawsuit
about six months ago, and he offered
me £100 to lie for him on the stand.
I would not do it, sir, and when they
illed e as a witness I toid the
truth, and that settled the casze, and
Laggold had to pay £2000, sir, for a
sly game on a contract. Then he
=vut me off and I've been looking for
a job. and I've got behind. and I'm
just getting up again, and hece he i-
=ending me out inte ihe Enow! To-
maorrow is what we call at home, in
Yrance. the jour de I'ap—the day of
the New Year, sir. and it is a fete.
And the little one here always looked
formard to that day, sir. for a doll
or fur a few sweermeats; but this
tine—I don™t thizk shell have a roof
for her little head!® I have not a
place in the world ta go to, sir, but
to the police station. and there’s the
woman oo her back.”

Two big tears rolled down the
man’s cheeks. Fred felt a Jump ris-
ing in his throat, and he knew that
if he had had twenty dollars in his
pocket he would bave given it to
Cresxy. Rut be did not have £4, so
he rourhed vigorously and put on his
hat quickly and said:

“Well, thiz is hard. Mr Cressy. [l
=ee whit we cap do. I must go up
fown for a while and then I'll come
back and see you. Don’t move out in
this storm till the last minnte™

Az he rushed down the stairs he
met the little girl coming back with
a hizg hlue bottle of zomething with
a vellow label on it. He stopped and
pulled a quarter out of his pocket
thrust w into the childs hand. and
leaped on down the stairs. leaving the
little girl more frightened thap suor-
prised as he dashed out into the
ENOW

He entered the first drug =tore he
vame ta and looked up Q. C. Baggold's
address in the directory. It was
nearly four o'clock, and be argued the
rich shoe maoufacturer would be at
his howme. The address given in the
directary was in a broad street in the
fazhionable quarter of the city. Half
an hour later Fred was puolling at
Alr Raggolds door-bell. The butler
who apswered the summons thought
Mr Baggold was in, and took Fred's
card after showing the young man
into the parlour. This was a large.
elegantly furnizhed room filled with
castly vrnaments. almost an¥yone of
which. if offered for sale, would have
bronght the amoupt of Cressy’s debt,
or much more.

Presently Mr Ragpold eame into
the room. He was a short man, with

a bald head and a sharp nooe, and his
zmall eyes were fixed very close to
one avother under = not we igh
forehead. v e

“l am » reporter from the “Gax-
ette.” began Fred at ooce.  “I have
called 1o see you, Mr Baggold, about
this man Cressy whom You have
ordered 10 be dispossessed.™

“Ah. yes,”™ said Mr. Baggold, smil-
ing. “My agent has told me some-
thing about this matter, but I hardly
think it is of sufficient imporiance
to he of interest to the readers of
the ‘Gazette.".™

“The readers of the ‘Gazette'™
continued Fred. Yare always interest-
ed in good deeds. Mr. Baggold, and
especially when these are performed
by rich men. I came here hoping
you would dizavow the action of
your agent. and sax that the Creasys
might remain in thé room.™

“Nonsense}” replied Mr. Bagpold.
*“I cannot interfere with my agent. 1
pay him to take care of my rents, and
T can’t be looking after fellows who
wan't pay. This man Cressy is in
arrears. and he must get out™

*“But his wife is sick.” argued Fred

“Rah!™ retorted the other. “That
i= an nld excnse. These scoundrels
ter all sorts of dodges to cheat =
man whom thex think has money.”

~This woman is actually sick, Mr.-
Nagzokl” said Fred, severely. “and
ta drive her oot m a storm like this
i positive croelty.™

“(ressy has had two weeks to find
mlrer gquarters. and to-morrow is the
fixt of the month. I can’t keep him
any longer.™

“Yes. to-morrow is the great
French fete-day. and xewm put Cressy
in the street.”

“My dear sir.” retormed the rich
man. “I cannot allow =sentiment to
interfere with my business. If T did
I shonld never collect rents in Hous-
ton-street. And. as I told you before,
T do not see that this question is one
to interest the public. Tt is purely
a matter of my private business.”

“Very true” replied Fred; “but T
don’t think it would Iook well in
print.™

Thiz statement seemed to startle
Mr. Baggold a little, and Fred
thought it made him feel wonceom-
fortable. There was a brief silence.
after which the rich man said:

“It wonld depend entirely upon
how yeou put it in print. To tell yon
the troth. T am not at all in favour
of these sensational articles that so
many newspapers publish nowadays.
Reporters  often  jump at concle-
sions before they are familiar with
the facts of a case. and it makes
thing= disagreeable for aTl concerned.
NXaw. if you will onlr listenr to me.
cir. T think we can come to an un-
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