
»4 THE WHITE MOLL
her father s casual business acquaintances; no one die—except the Bussard. It was very strange I Her
reward for that one friendly act had come in a manner
little expected, and it had come very quickly. She had
sought and found a genuine relief from her own sor-
row m domg what she could to alleviate the misery in
that squalid, one-room home. And then the sphere
of her activities had broadened, slowly at first, not
through any preconceived intention on her part, but
naturally, and as almost an inevitable corollary conse-
quent upon her relations with the Bussard and his ill-

fortuned family.

The Bussard's circle of intimates was amongst those
who lay outside the law, those who gambled for their
livelihood by staking their wits to win against the
toils of the police; and so, more and more, she had
come mto close and intimate contact with the criminal
element of New York, until to-day, throughout its
length and breadth, she was known, and, she had rea-
son to believe, v. as loved and trusted by every crookm the underworld. It was a strange eulogy, self-pro-
nounced I But it was none the less true. Then, she
had been Rhoda Gray; now, even the Bussard, doubt-
less, had forgotten her name in the one with which
he himself, at that queer baptismal font of crimeland,
had chnstened her—the White Moll. It even went
further than that. It embraced what might be caUed
the entourage of the underworld, the police and the
social workers with whom she inevitably came in con-
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Moll, and had come, since she had volunteered no
further information, tacitly to accept her as such
and nothing more.
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Again she shook her head. It wasn't altogether
a normal life. She was only a woman, with all the


