
The scene is laid in New York, in the lost district of the lower
West Side, where the wandering feet of actors and one-week tran-
sients seek furnished rooms in dilapidated houses of fallen grandeur.

One evening after dark a youngman prowled among these crum-
bling red mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he rested his

lean hand-baggage upon the step and wiped the dust from his hat-
band and forehead. The bell sounded faint and far away in some
remote hollow depths. . . . *'I have the third floor back
vacant since a week back," says the landlady. . . . "It's a
nice room. It ain't often vacant. 1 had some most elegant people
in it last summer^no trouble at all and paid in advance to the
minute. The water's at the end of the hall. Sprowls and Mooney
kept it three months. They done a vaudeville sketch. Miss
B'retta Sprowls, you may have heard of her,—Oh, that was just
the stage name—right there over the dresser is where the marriage
certificate hung, framed. The gas is here and you see there's

plenty of closet room. It's a room every one likes. It never
stays idle long

"

The young man takes the room, paying a week in advance. Then
he asks:

"A young girl—Miss Vashner—Miss Eloise Vashner—do you
remember such a one among your lodgers ? She would be singing
on the stage most likely."

The landlady shakes her head. They comes and goes, she tells

him, she d esn't call that one to mind.

It is the same answer that he has been receiving, up and down,
in the crumbling houses of the lost district, through weeks and
months of wandering. No, always no. Five months of ceaseless

interrogation and the inevitable negative. So much time spent
by day in questioning managers, agents, schools and choruses; by
night among the audiences of theatres from allstar casts down to
music halls so low that he dreaded to find what he most hoped
for. . . . The young man, left in his sordid room of the thJrd
floor back, among its decayed furniture, its ragged brocade uphol-
stery, sinks into a chair. The dead weight of despair is on him.
. . . Then, suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled

with the strong, sweet odour of mignonette—the flower that she
had always loved, the perfume that she had always worn. It is
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