
THE WIRE TAPPERS

There was neither sign nor token, in the faces of 
the citied throng that brushed past him, to show 
that any of life’s more tumultuous emotions and 
movements had touched their lives. It was only 
as he passed a newsboy with his armful of flaring 
headlines, and a uniformed officer, suggestive of 
the motley harvest of a morning police court, that 
once more he fully realized how life still held its 
tumult and romance, though it was the order of 
modern existence that such things should be hidden 
and subterranean. It was only now and then, 
Durkin told himself, through some sudden little ex
plosion in the press, or through the steaming man
hole of the city magistrate’s court, that these turgid 
and often undreamed of sewers showed themselves. 
. . . After all, he maintained to himself, life 
had not so greatly altered.
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