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The Life of the Party

jammed down again into a heap. Mr. Leary stepped

nimbly forth upon the pavemerft, feeling in his over-

coat pocket for the fare ; and then he realised he was
not in West Eighty-fifth Street at all; he was not

in any street that he remembered ever having seen

before in the course of his life. Offhand, though, he
guessed he was somewhere in that mystic maze of

brick and mortar known as Old Greenwich Village;

and, for a further guess, in that particular part of it

where business during these last few years had been

steadily encroaching upon the ancient residences of

long departed Knickerbocker families.

The street in which he stood, for a wonder in this

part of town, ran a fairly stra^jjht course. At its

•western foot he could make out through the drifting

flakes where a squat structure suggestive of a No*h
River freight dock interrupted the sky line. In his

immediate vicinity the street was lined with tall bleak

fronts of jobbing houses, all dark and all shuttered.

Looking the other way, which would be eastward, he

could make out where these wholesale establishments

tailed off, to be succeeded by the lower shapes of

venerable dwellings adorned with the dormered win-

dows and the hip roofs which distinguished a bygone

architectural period. Some distance off in this lat-

ter direction the vista between the buildings was cut

across by the straddle-bug structure of one of the Ele-

vated roads. All this Mr. Leary comprehended in a

quick glance about him, and then he turned on the

culprit cabman with rage in his heart.

"See here, you!" he snapped crossly, jerking the

other by the shoulder. "What do you mean by bring-


