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Shimoleski, Murphy & Co

tRH, shdeofhea arger tree9s odiithejURPHYe oceaumer 10999, stordrione of the few breathîng spots in Greate:
New York, ami, after a furtive gianc<

around for the sergeant, loosened the top button o:
bis coat and removing his summer hehuet, wipedbsfeverish and perspiring brow with a handker-chief bordered with a violent shade of pink.

Along the curb was a scattered string of taxi and
hansomn cabs and one lonely coupe.

Lt was the hottest day in midsummer and the t own
seemed utterly deserted by t-heý ",good ones" who,
inost of the year, make a cabby s life flot the most
linremunerative in the world; for al they wiil each
and every one of themn pathetically assure you that
though they are "«aiways on the job" they are just

abolit starving -to death.
Evcry box was deserted and the cabbies werelolling on the railing surrounding the park; their

coats x% ere open, their shabby silk hats removed
altogether or tipped so far back that a juggler miglit
well envy therm the dexterity they displayed ini keep-
ing themn on at aIl.

Murphy strolied a few steps nearer, more to be
on the move than because hie wanted to get any
dloser.

a red-faced villain who had been kicked off neariy
every cab-stand ili New York. His head was asinnocent of bair as a billiard bail and bis face wascoloured the brilliant hue of a broîled lobster byyears of wind, whisky and a violent temper.

"Ten to one they are jawin' about the ponies or
'rammany Hall. Sure they are a bad buncli. 1 bet
-every one of themn deserves to be doin' time for
something. I've a good notion to run them ini for
obstructin' the sidewalk. 'Tis Tammany Hall .an'
nie in particular," he told hiniseif, for, as lie ap-
proached, a sudden silence feul, and Baidy cut short
a sentence.

"'?Lhe're wonderin' wliy I don't get busy on thi'
-graft. Sure can't they give me time now? Ti'
only on the beat -two days." When hat was well past
hie indulged in a grim smiie, for officer Murphy
wuas that rara avis, a policeman who scorned petty
graft.

Calibies on a second-rate cab-stand sucli as this.
p3eanut men and push-cart vendors, unless they "got
Wresli,» were as safe fromn any depredation from
biim as if unborn.

Lest you think this paragon neyer lived in reallife, 1 will hasten to add that Murphy was flotaverse to turning an honest dollar whenever lie got
the chance.

Many was the tinie his heart had softened to aninebriate reveller who had the mischance to moul
into his arms in the wee small hours, after a
isoftener of suitabie size had ehanged hands.

Often and often in those same smali hours hadl
over-speedyr joy-mîders contmibuted, and-whisper it
low-mome often than once or twie. had a sky-
larking Madame High-Society been put into hem
carniage with a fatlierly admonition and had wisely
seen the needfulness of propitiating her admonisher

iwith whatever lucre she had about her, often
yconsiderable.

r There is nothing like fear of Mrs. Grundy for
nimaking lier worshippers and slaves generous to,

F "the boys in blue." And for a mloney-maker, there
1is nothing to compare with a station at the opera

bouse, combined with a memory like a filing-cabinet
for names and the faces f ramed in carniage and

1auto windows during the season.
"Say," said "Freddy the Kid" to Baldy, after

Murphy was out of hearing. "What cher tink about
dat guy? Tink we ouglita make a crack ter 'im ?"

"Wot kmn' of a crack ?" said Baldy, yawning.
"Aw gwan!1 Do youse *tink I means a crack on

de coco? Naw, I means shall one of us do the
Love Kiss Waltz- up to 'im an' ast 'im wat 'is graft

"Kid,' youse gimme a pain in de necktie. If any
of youse is dat soft, L'I put cher lamps out," said
Baldy. "Not on your life; we'1l hold Our mugs,see!1 Let 'im make the first break. I betcha he'
been sent over here from the wes' side some'her'se
fer goin' de graft too strong, an' he's iayin' low,
see."

"Den if dat's de dope, lie won't try to ring lu on
us fer awhule yet. Hully gee! We'ii have de coin
now," said the kid, liopefuliy. The others laugzhed
derisively and the talk turned to the eccentric be-
baviour of the ten to one shot tbey hall backed, to.
their everlasting sorrow, the day before.

M\ EANTLMB, Murphy went bis way, dolefuliy
miusing on the futiiity of human endeavour,

lis own in particular.
Who would have thouglit týhat last drunk hie liad"lshook down for twenty" should have been a friend

of one of the police powers and have been re-
sponsible for that uncoîfortable haîf hour, on thecarpet and that boresome two weeks of suspension?

Hieretofore Murphy had gone bis devious way
unsuspected and unquestioned.

.He was a big, liandsome son of .Erin, generous,dîd as lie was told without question or comment, and
had the finest "forgetery" in the department.

He wis unfailingly loyal to Taîmany and did
valiant duty at election time. You neyer cauglit
him rememberîng anything inconvenient, and his
superiors, in private, used to sweam by liii. Besides,
lie was neyer cauglit "holding out" and was flot
averse to dividing the spoils.

Lt was unmnercîfuliy hot and Murphy, basidesbeing par-boiled outside, boîled within. His
tongue was parcbed, and hie felt as if a dollar was,
not too great a price for just one long, cold,schoonier of beer. There were moisture-parlours
on aIl sides, but lie had the oppressed feeling of the
watclier watched, and did not care to risk it: on un-
famniliar gmound.

But physical thirst was as nothing to the thirst
for mevenge which consuîmed hlm.

Curiouslv enough, lie feit no anger toward the
superior who had dealt so severely with hlm. that
was part of the garne, but if hie couild have planted
bis great red fist squarely in the offending eye of
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the man who had flot been too drunk to remember
hlm, lie wouid have been happy.

This new beat was second class with a vengeance,and unless lie descended to extorting tnibute tromthe push-cart men and the cabbies, he wouid flotiake here ini a month what bis old ground bad neyerfaiied to net hlm a day in the season.
Oh, yes, gentie reader, there are seasons in graftjust the saine as in lobsters and strawberries andopera. The more unseasonable, apparentîy, thebetter.
0f course some lobsters, like the poor, we havealways with us. L don't exactly refer to the catiledvariety, but I will admit tliey. ought ail to be canned.The season for strawberries is, as everybodyknows, from November to Felbruary, wbenthey are hot-house,' flat, tasteless, painted like aForty-second Street rose, and expensive! Oh, dear,

yas.
Wlien the strawberries are ait their very mostsuperlative worst, and the lobsters are bîting weii,excuse me, L mean have bitten well and are at theirbiggest, best, redd'est and juiciest, as they lie intheir cosy nests of lettuce with tasty trimmings, andyou watcb "her" clasp lier dainty, jeweled fingersand exciaim, "Oh, isn't lie a nice fat one !" and you-complacently pieased wîth lier toilette and thebit she is making with the folks at the next table-gaze around at the giittering roomnful, eager andanxious and faliing over each other to make Beck.tor and Stanley idi, and wonder how in the nameof modemn miracles you are to pay the piper andkeep out of the bankruptcy court; then-or rathersome three hours before-you get your opera, andmen like Murphy begin to coliect their graft.
Who says things are not even in this dean, de-lightful, blandly wicked and fascinating old worid?

A S Murphy trudged weanily along, every generous
pore bursting with perspiration and wratb ashie thouglit of lis afflictions, lie failed to observe ahansomn drawn by a decrepit-looking grey horsecome to a stop by the curb.

The driver, from lis amry percli behind, tlirewout the weight, 'and with the devilish perversityoften sliown by inanîmate things who througb longassociation witli ourselves get to take on our ownhumours, it rolied merrily along on one ear, so tospeak, and if officer Murphy had flot suddeniycome to hiniseif, and removed his number twelvefrom there in iess tume than it takes to tell it, wouldhave come to a stop on lis pet corn and given hlma real grievance and another vacation.
"What tie -" lie began, violently. The cabbyuttemed one horrified «Ou.t" hunched up bisshoulders, ducked lis liead, and closed bis eyes toshut out the vision of a 'jeilified foot and the lion-rible fate that would surely descend upon him.
But as we have seen, Murphy w.as spared andýthere was no tragedy.
He stopped in the middle of the long breati hebad drawn in order to pmopemly express lis opinionand stared at the bony Rosinante who stood meeklybetween the shafts, one fiank hitcbed up, for ailthe world like a lazy cash-girl. What advancingyears had leftof a once very fine rat-tail ivasswîshing flies. One ear was cocked forward likea rabbit's, and the other lay back in a dejected, oh-wbat's-the-use sort of manner that wouild go toyour heant.
Murphy took in ail these details and turined liseyes on the buddled little figure upon the box.Surely lie knew that battered old tile bat, balf-hidden bctween the shoulders of the ragged coatwhich was two sizes too large for its wearem andhad once been the most dignified of Prince Aibents.And tbat beast! Althougli he had seen it carmiedaway dead witb bis own eyes, lie neyer doubted fortlie smallest fraction of an instant but what it was

Radhael.

TEcali-man grew tired of 'hiding bis headT£ 'ostrich-wise-, and bis curiosity to sec wliy ne-tribution was so slow about overtaking hlm madehlm brave enougli to uncover one eye and peep atthe man lie lad corne so near to hitting. Oneglimpse was enougli.
He straightened up. A wide, glad smile spreadover bis round face, lifting bis fan-like cars uintiltbe tule bade faim to lie roughly dis-placed froni itscomfortable seat upon theni, and wav'ing bis bandin greeting lie jumped down and reachcd Murphy

in one lump.
"'Moify! Goit in Himmel! Belief me, I arnso glad to se you 1 assume you honest, 1 can't tell

"The detective, with levelled revolver, burst in upon Vincent"


