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AT CROSS-PURPOSES.

( Continued.)

An up-town car came rattling along just then, the driver’s whistle and
the conductor’s bell chiming forth together in the vain endeavur to 1nduce an
obdurate truck just ahead to pull aside off the track. I'aul pushed his way
through the c¢rowd on the back platform and entered the car. e was
greeted with the universal scowl of welcome which cvery new comerina
public conveyance has a right to expect. He muttered his perfunctory
apology to the old gentleman who had tripped him up with lus umbrelia,
and by & frantic clutch at a strap and an exeruon of unusual aguty he saved
himself from falling when the car started agawn. e hung to the roofl of
the vehicle in as complete a state of comfort and security as any New York
street passenger may hope to attain.  And now, having paid the conductor
and declined the wares of several news-boys, he was at leisure to think
again. He had made up his mind to sece Zalinski from the moment that
Duncan had mentioned the man’s name and business. It was an unpleasant
interview to look forward to ; but for Charley's sake Paul was ready to do
things mote unpleasant than tuis. With this strange man Charley scemed
to be mixed up somehow, just how or why Paul did not kuow, and he
ecarcely dared corjecture.

The connection of a ¥ fence” with the outside world, so Paul arzued,
must needs be twofold. The receiver of stolen goods 1s the manager of the
jobbing and commission house of crime. Like other commissiun houses, it
must buy frem the producer to sell to the consumer.  Therefure he will pay
money 10 the one and receive it from the other. James Bust, the house-
breaker, is 2 producer ; that is plamn enough, and nothing was more natural
than that Zslinski should pay him money,—Charley's check, for instance.
This reasoning was a relief to Stuyvesant’s mind. Ol course he did not
suspect Charley of anything wrong; he would have scofied at any onc who
should have suggested that he might come to believe that the young artist
was guilty of any evil; yet it was a relief to remember that because a man
pays money to a receiver of stolen goods, there is no reason to suppese that
be has been selling plunder. Unless—

‘¢ Bleecker—r—r "

A fat woman, with two small children and a large basket, struggled 1o
her feet. The conductor, having awakened the echoes of the car with his
stentorizn announcement, relapsed into indifference.  The fat woman made
frantic gestures, and the car rolled on. Stuyvesant gave the bell strap a
vicious jerk, and proceeded to thread his mazy way out. The conductor
scowled at him, and muttered something that sounded like * Fresh,” the
passengers who had further to go giared indignantly at the man who had
presumed to interrupt their journcy, as the car slowed up and stopped about
the middle of the block, and Paul descended into « neatly assuried com-
pound of mud and water.

As he reached the curb-stone he looked back and saw the fat woman
still standing on the platform and gesticulating angrily as she powted to the
miniature lake in the midst of which the car had helted. The two children,
more aquatic in their habits, or mure indifferent to dint, were paddhing glee-
fully to the sidewalk. They shricked with laughter as they watched
 granoy a-givin' it to the kinducter,” but their triumph was short lived, for
that autocrat quietly pulled the bell strap and the car proceeded-  Thus was
a family party broken up.

Stuyvesant turned and retraced his steps to Bleecker Sireet, while the
youngaters, yelling like Comanches, raced along the sidewalk, evidently bent
on keeping pace with the car till the next block, where they expected to
reclaim their relative.

By name Stuyvesant knew Bleecker Street well enough, but it 1s one of
those mid-way streets, neither up town nor down town, with which a great
many well informed New Yorkers are hopelessly unfamiliar. As it
debouched on Broadway, it was not amiss ; two large stores occupicd tho
corners, and if they had fronts on Bleccker Street they had fronts on Broad-
way also, and scemed determined 1o live up 1o the pretenswons of that
renpowned thoroughfare. The first glance at the street which M. Zalinski
had selected as his residence was satisfactory caough ; but before Paul had
taken many steps westward he changed his opinion.

What was the matter with the strest? It would have puzzled him to
say. Dinty it certainly was ; but a ditty street is not so uncominon in New
York as of itself to create a prejudice. The houses were mostly substantial
and oid-fashioned buildings, now apparently a livtle rua to seed, but no
more than was patural in a region left so far behind by the march of fashion.
Cleaoed and painted and repaired, many of them would net bave disgraced

—
——

personal property. A street car passed along, but 1t did not halt exther gy
take up or set down passengers. ‘There were a great many children in the
street, and a select contingent of these followed him at a short divtagee
with audible comments.  Ewidently a tall man with a handsome overcoa
and seal skin glaves was an unfrequent sight i that part of Bleeckor Streer,
Taul found himself wondering whether Charley often had occasion to
visit this quarier 1n the course of lus ysternous dealings with Zalinski and
1 50, whether the place was as odd and foreign and as unsavory to the
arttst as 1t was to the lawyer. Derhaps he might meet Charley whep he
reached his desunation.  Un second thoughts he acknowledged that this
was unbtkely. Then he fell to wondenng what Zalinski's store or office
might be ke, 1)id the ** fence” carry on lis nefarious operations behing
one of those open doors, almost on the sudewalk, so to speak, or did he
lutk 10 an awic room secured by bolts and bars, and accessible only under
proper introduction and Ly the aid of a whispered pass word? ‘The lauer
scemed the mure likely supposition ; and 1f it were right, how was he, Payl
Stuyvesant, to gain admittance? He might use Charley’s name ; but he
was determined that this should be a last rosort.  How Charley had gamel
his introduction was a question he did not like to ask himself.  All wys
mystery and uncertanty. The only thing to be done was 10 wait—or
rather 10 go on—and see.
Of course Stuyvesant had read * Olwer Twist,” and he had seen the
play which has been made out of it.  Fagin, he assumed, was a tolerably
correct portrait of a typecal * fence I bet [Fagin belonged to the London of
half a century ago, while Zalinski belonzed to the New York of to-day. A
citange of climate and an advance of forty years or more would »aturally
make many a modification n Fagin. ’
These mental quenies were 1dle, he confessed to himsclf, for he would
soun know what manner of man Zalinski might be. There were only twy
more numbers to be passed. Paul looked up. He unbuttoned his coat and
refreshed his memory with a2nother glance at the card. Here was the
number. He stopped in surprise and doubt, staring hard at the house in
front of him, as though he had made a mistake.
Opposite him onc of the inevitable unfastencd doors swung and creaked
as some onc passed out. Over his head gliered the arms of Lombardy,
and beneath a legend in tarnished gilding se forth—

M. ZALINSKI,
LICENSED PAWNLROKER.

LIBERAL ADVANCES UN ALL KRINDS UF PERSONAL PROPERTT.
UNREDEEMED PLEDGES FOR SALE.

dtuyvesant had never bargamned for this.  The ¢ fence™ was bad cnough.
but, 1n a way, the pawnbroker secmed nfimiely worse, Arouud the one
had hung the halo of sume sort of mystery, white the other stood boidiy
confessed as the licensed conductor of a shabby, sordid, and (in Paul’s
eyes) degraded trade.  And Charley had paid this man money,—not once,
nor twice, but several, perhaps many, umes. And Duncan, ignonng
ostensible business altogether, had spoken of lim asa * fence.” Cleariy.
this matter was onc to be invesugated further.

The door swueng back once more, and then hung, quivening and com-
plaining, n its normal position, half open, half shut.

Two young men passed out  Onc of them was attaching 2 latch-key to
his watch chain as he came down the steps.

“Timc's ug," he remarked, with a coarse, reckless laugh.

“And iUs Lkely to be up fur a whale,” responded the uther.
sce those three balis?" and he pomnted upwards
stand for ?”

Lo 12" sud the tirst speaker, somewhat atterly.
a good chancc to learn.”

* They mcan that it’s two to onc you don't get anything out, once yo
putitint

“ Double the odds and us a safc bet sull,” said the young man, battos-
ing his coat su as sull to display the watch chamn.  ** Devit may care, foz

allof me. Comcon. we've got the boodic now , let's go somewhere azd
get a ball for ourselves.”

“I'm with you,” replied the other, with evident alacruty.

Stuyvesant watched them as they passed down the street until the naares
siloon swallowed them up.  They had not far to go.

Then he turacd again to inspect the building. It was a narrow higs
stooped four story house. Evidently built for a dwelling, originally, &
change had been deemed necessary to adapt 1t 1o ats present uses. J\ spacg.

“hye
* I>’yc know what they

* [ think I've had

j long siace cut o1 order, had been fitted to the froat dwor; a sign had bee

an up town strect, but here they looked tawdsy and out of place despite | huag abave 1t ; and that was all

the dignity of their architecture. Paul thought that they had sumcthing of
tho incongruous cffect of magnificent rings on a coarse and dirty hand.
Another thing struck him as not a littic unusual. Whue ne waiked
a2long, running over the numbers as hc passed them, he could not fail to
remark that most of the doors stood open. This was pecuhiar un 2 wintry
day ; to a man of Paul's ideas, it was pcculiar at aay time. Neither did
thesc open doors 2ll belong to drinking saloons, arnd this reflection caused
him to obsecrve that there certainly was a superabundance of sampic rooms,
—as we Americans are wont 10 call them cuphemistically.  Neither were
2]1 houses with the open doors restaunants of a certamn class, though 1t was
undeniable that, on the whole, there was a plsthora of restaurants of a
certain class.  Neither were they all pawnbrokers' shups, alihvugh ia his
short walk Stuyvesant had aircady passcd two cof thesc exchanges of
poverty, and could sec the three gilded balls of a third, glimmening in the
wiotry sunsaine, ahcad of him. The:e scemed to be no «iber bunincss
transacted than that of cating, drinking, «nd makiog temporary lvans on

* luc windows were coated thick with durt and cobwebs. ‘The gas w3
lighted on the fisst loor and in the hall, although 1t was still carly i tic
aficrnoon and the day was clear and baght.  The whale house had a rakise.
dissolutc look, and most of the men and women who went 1 and camz ¢
as Swyvesant stood watching, were people whose habitual residence w33
scemingly on the shady sidc of Queear Street.

He walked away to the next corner and paused there for a momes.
He felt an almast mvimable repugnance to cnter the place. Itscemedt:
aim as if 2z would lcave sewmcdung ol his selfrespect behmd im. What
would Katty think 11 shc were to sec him going nto a low, disrepatade
pawn shop or coming ont of it? Then he laughed to himsclf, as he glared
up and down the strect , it did not secm a hkely promenade for a fashioe
able young lady.

He wisked camestly that ke were fairly in<ule. Hc had a nev:s

dread of beng :cen, not by his acquaintances, but by the SUraagers w2
passed him on the street. It appcared to him that they all turned ad




