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n the ocean of New York, there is one 
stream which carries on its daylight 
current the fresh and healthy tide of its 

humanity, Fifth Avenue. Another current 
bears the dregs of what was once, too, fresh 
and healthy. This is Sixth! They never 
intersect, these streets, yet on Broadway, 
another parallel, both currents meet and 
mingle in the great, strong wash which sweeps 
beneath the arc-lights. 

On Broadway is the Hotel Blaine, rich, 
ostentatious, and exclusive, yet free to any one 
who bears, unfurled, the Standard of the 
Dollar. 

In the lobby of the Blaine, and tucked 
away into a corner, stands the Western 
Amalgamated Telegraph Service Booth, a 
circular enclosure with a counter made of 
marble. This marble of the counter is the same 
as that which makes the hotel’s three huge 
Doric columns and the figures posed in 
unexpected niches high along the walls; 
figures which, from cone-shaped finger-tips 
shed light to lend esthetic presence to the glare 
from voltage, hidden. 

There Miss McNulty, telegraph operator, 
her elbows crossed upon the counter, trained 
sky-blues eyes upon the shifting crowd. Her 
blouse was white. Her hair was black. Her 

whole appearance, ordinary. But her eyes 
were deep. Those eyes, half-veiled, betrayed 
her for philosopher and secret analyst. 

At Miss McNulty’s side, Tom Dillon, 
house detective, product of old Ireland, and a 
master tailor, leaned his broad, tall, dinner-
coated self a little closer to the girl. 

“I’m going to chuck this job some day,” he 
said. “It’s getting on my nerves. You feel the 
same?” 

“Not me!” said Miss McNulty, patting 
down the fringe of hair which lay upon her 
forehead. “Try to pry me loose from mine!” 
She nodded to the laughing, chatting, gaily-
colored, ever-shifting lobby crowd. “Tom, 
turn your lamps on that bunch there and tell 
me if you find one missing from the cast. Say, 
wouldn’t you prefer to be right here, than 
down front at the best show in the burg? Look 
there!” She nodded to a palm-sequestered 
nook.  

“That woman’s waiting for a man and 
praying that he don’t show up!” She tossed 
her head the other way. “Look there! That one 
is waiting, waiting, waiting like a hawk for 
any one to start her way.” 

Her blue-black head bobbed once again. 
Her small mouth curled in downward, 
crescent, cynical. 
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“We certainly have got ’em all here, Tom. 
The man! His wife!” she tabbed. “The fellow 
with the other fellow’s wife! The youngster 
spending Father’s money. And Father running 
close behind his boy!” She watched the moil a 
moment. “Funny how they work so hard to 
show themselves this large-sized time. These 
days, the old man beats his son out of a slice 
of the inheritance, you bet! Just lamp the 
bunch around the room-clerk’s desk. That 
traveling salesman’s just come in. He’ll make 
a splurge with money from the firm. I tell you, 
Tom, all jokes aside, no other first-class house 
gets quite the mixed crowd we get here.” 

Tom Dillon swept the place, professional 
vigilance in play even while he spoke. 

“The dancing does it, dancing, Nell,” he 
said. “It’s dancing every afternoon and 
evening three years now and nothing like a 
let-up yet in sight.” 

He patted down his hair with both his 
hands, that hair, which, plastered flat, 
branched from a part right in the middle of his 
ruddy crown. 

“The hoofers never seem to tire. You 
know that any place permits the Light 
Fantastic’s got ’em coming from the corners 
of the earth. Time was, when this was one 
exclusive coop, but now—” He raised both 
shoulders and one corner of his nicely-
modeled mouth. “Now, all you need to take 
you by is one dress suit. I tell you, kiddo, both 
the Bowery and Sixth Avenue is in here 
strong, right now, but they all look like Fifth, 
and we can’t tell the difference.” Once again 
he shrugged. “It’s make-up, kiddo, make-up. 
An even dozen bunked again this week. And 
nothing but the dance to blame. These million-
dollar babies blow in here the afternoons, and 
dance with men they never met before. You 
bet they wander home shy on a rock or two. 
And men who ought to know a whole lot 
better stake some guileless-looking kiddy to 
the eats and find themselves apart from their 
fat rolls. Still, they don’t dare to make a 
howl,” he said. “They never help us out. We 

spotters got to work alone.” 
He moved away as two men and a woman, 

coming one behind the other, bent above the 
counter. Miss McNulty took her place down at 
the key, her eyes and forehead only showing 
now above her desk. The men wrote rapidly, 
then paid the tolls and walked away. The 
woman lingered. Right above the counter she 
showed tall and slim, yet immature, enveloped 
in a film of pretty clothes, developed only in 
so far as years had brought her growth. Her 
brown eyes showed the courage of her 
unsophistication. 

Miss McNulty bored her through with 
penetrating eyes; that girl, who, writing hard 
with rigid wrist, was knitting brows in painful, 
concentrative effort. 

“Bran’ new fish in bran’ new water!” Miss 
McNulty told herself, the pupils of her eyes 
contracting. “Need my help?” she asked. 

The girl looked up with frank, ingenuous 
smile. 

“Oh, thanks! I have one telegram all 
finished now. But I must write another. One is 
going to my married sister up in Johnsonville, 
Ohio, telling her I got here safe and have a 
lovely room with three big lovely windows 
and a bath.” She paused a moment. “Isn’t this 
a big hotel? I never saw one like it in my life.” 

“Of course, you didn’t! Not in 
Johnsonville, Ohio,” laughed the operator. 
“Hotel Blaine is pretty near the biggest in 
New York!” 

“It is right pretty, this here place, New 
York,” returned the girl, in frank approval, “I 
just love the noise and rush. There’s so much 
life. I didn’t know which way to turn when I 
got in the depot, so I took a taxicab and asked 
for any big hotel.” 

The operator laughed at this. 
“You like New York?” 
“I love it!” 
“Been here long?” 
“An hour! That’s the reason for these 

telegrams, you see! Of course,” the girl 
enthused, her youthful ebullition bubbling 
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“Oh, of course, I feel a little lonesome yet, but 
that’ll wear away.” She gazed back at the 
nightbirds preening for the pleasures of the 
night with something like a shadow in her 
eyes. “No one has said ‘how-do’ to me, just 
yet. They’re lovely people, aren’t they? But 
they’re just a little stiff. In Johnsonville, we 
say ‘how-do’ to strangers, and we put them in 
the ‘locals’ when they come. We entertain 
them and we visit with them so they don’t feel 
lonely hardly none at all.” Her manner was a 
trifle wistful. “Here, it’s different, isn’t it?” 

“You bet it is!” smiled Miss McNulty. 
“Here it’s just as different as can be. But say, 
you got ahead and write your other telegrams 
before we talk. I’ll visit with you all you like 
when you get through.” 

“Oh, will you,” smiled the girl. “That’s 
nice. My name is Maud Purcell. I’m up in B-
15. I’d love to have you come upstairs and 
visit with me there. I brought a lot of pretty 
things I’d like to show you.” 

“I’ll come up.” said Miss McNulty, 
reaching for a pad of blanks. “Just let me write 
this thing for you. Now, what’s the name this 
message’s going to?” 

“It’s Mr. Albert de la Martinell!” replied 
the girl. “The Hotel Binghamton, on Forty-
Fifth Street, West.” 

Miss McNulty’s pencil hung suspended in 
the air. 

“I thought you didn’t know a soul? This 
man’s a New York man. He’s got some fancy 
name. I’ll bet you money he’s some fancy 
kiddo, too.” 

“He writes some awful fancy letters,” said 
the girl. “Why, he’s the one I’ve come to see. I 
missed him at the station. That’s the reason I 
came here.” She flushed as youth to youth 
spoke with a superb candor. “Oh, he writes 
grandest letters. You just ought to see ’em. 
Why, you’d fall in love with him yourself, I’m 
sure. He’s writing me for four months now.” 

She fumbled in the fancy bag which hung 
upon her arm and brought to view a hand-
kerchief, a bunch of keys, a memorandum-

book, and change, and all the other futile 
incidentals to a woman’s purse. And then, at 
last she fished a letter out. 

“I met him in a New York paper,” she 
explained. “The time when he was looking for 
a secretary. And I answered just for fun at 
first. Here! Just look here!” she bubbled.  
“Read this! It’s the last he sent. You tell me if 
it isn’t downright sweet.” 

With eyes now slightly narrow at the 
corners Miss McNulty took the proffered 
sheet and read: 

 
Dear Miss Purcell: 
It’s almost foolish to address you by that 

formal title when it seems I’ve known you 
since the world began. Your letters show so 
much of your sweet, charming, 
unsophisticated self. I simply can’t wait to see 
you in the flesh. 

Of course, it must be irksome for a girl 
like you to live in such a limited environment 
like Johnsonville, Ohio. But, since you’re 
possessed of means and free to come and go, I 
really cannot understand why you should wish 
to spend your life in any one-horse town. Why 
not come to the city? 

I should be delighted if you’d let me meet 
you at the station. Let me know when you 
arrive. Should you decide to stay in town. I’m 
sure my friendship will be all that any one 
could ask.  

 Sincerely, 
  ALBERT DE LA 

MARTINELL. 
 
“Now, isn’t that a perfect book?” the girl 

enthused. “It’s romance, every word of it!” 
“It is!” replied the operator. “More than 

that! It’s fairy-tale.” 
“I knew it!” said the girl. “I felt it from the 

start! It’s just too sweet! You know, I’m awful 
glad I met you. We’re so much alike. I know 
that we could be the best of friends.” 

“Of course.” assented Miss McNulty, 
Pencil poised again. “But what do you want to 
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say to this young man?” 
“That’s just what I don’t know!” replied 

the girl, one thumb-nail clicking with 
insistence up against the marble of the 
counter. “Why, I thought that when you 
offered help you meant you’d help me out 
with this. You see,” she said, “I hardly know 
him, but in letters, and I couldn’t meet him at 
the station just because I saw so many men. 
And yet, I’d hate to wire and have him think 
that I was running after him, you know.” 
Blush came on blush. “You’d feel the same if 
you were I, now wouldn’t you?” 

The operator leaned against the counter 
more for actual support than for the graceful, 
studied attitude she usually affected. 

“Mean to tell me that you’ve come a 
thousand miles to meet a man and then back 
out for fear he’ll think you’re anxious?” she 
barked out. 

“Why, certainly!” said Miss Purcell. “He 
might think that way, mightn’t he?” Her 
puzzled voice persisted. “Oh, I know you must 
be awful smart to hold this big position, so if 
you will tell me that he mightn’t think that 
way. I’ll telegraph him in a minute.” 

“Listen, girl,” said Miss McNulty, leaning 
harder on her counter. “Listen now, and get 
this straight. This Albert de la Martinell looks 
anything but good to me. So take my tip and 
go on home.” She wagged her pencil. “I’m 
dead sure he simply can’t be worth your 
while.” 

“Not worth my while!” exclaimed the girl 
“Why, how can you say that! You know a 
man just couldn’t well be anything but good to 
write the letters that he does.” 

Now Nell McNulty blinked.  
“I really hate to do this thing to you.” she 

said. “But, kiddy dear, you’re running loose. 
You’re much too nice and sweet and good to 
go on building castles in the air around a man 
like this here Albert de la Martinell. He 
doesn’t want you for a secretary and he 
doesn’t want to marry you. Now, do you 
understand?” She fumbled for the proper 

words. “He’s nothing but a dancing chappy, or 
he’s maybe, maybe something worse. He lives 
off women who have money. New York town 
is full of men like that!” 

“It is?” intoned the girl.  
“It is!” 
Quick as a thought the operator reached 

below her desk to tap a curt rejoinder to a 
Morse command. And then she looked again 
into the frank, brown eyes. 

“I can’t talk any more,” she said, “because 
I’m busy now. But if you wait for me at 
twelve o’clock, I’ll come up to your room and 
tell you all I know. I leave this desk at twelve. 
And in the mean time,” she explained, her 
right hand resting lightly on the open key, “I’ll 
look up Albert de la Martinell and phone for 
him to call. That ought to fill the bill.” 

A grateful exclamation leaped up to the 
childish lips, but Nell McNulty waved the 
young girl back. 

“Not now!” she said. “Not now. You save 
the gab. I’m awful busy. But be sure to wait 
for me at twelve and then—I’ll do the rest!” 

She watched the girl pass on despite the 
protest of her calling sounder; watched her 
loose herself among the lobby crowd. That 
lobby crowd was thinning out, for music from 
the dining-room had sounded invitations to the 
feast, and lights outside were claiming all their 
own. And then she copied on without a break 
until the house detective, bored and 
discontented, came to pick up threads of 
former conversations. 

“Who’s your friend?” he quizzed across 
the counter. “Lengthy confab, what? I think 
she’s pretty young to travel ’round alone.” 

“She’s Miss Purcell, from Johnsonville, 
Ohio, Tom,” smiled Miss McNulty. “And I’m 
guest of hers in B-15 to-night.” She lifted 
speculating eyes. “We’re going to have a 
visitor unless I’m very much mistaken. Hunt 
me up a phone-book, will you, boy? And, 
Tom—” she called, as Dillon turned to do her 
bidding, “Tom, no interference, please, for 
just tonight—” She fanned the air with languid 
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hand. “Well, out of my young life, you 
understand?” 

At twelve the lobby of the Hotel Blaine 
looks much the same as when the dinner 
crowd takes up its space, except that now the 
supper crowd foregathers. Shortly after twelve 
a man walked boldly through and made his 
unmolested way into the harbor of an elevator. 
Not in solitude alone lies safety for the hunted. 

This man’s gray-streaked hair was 
plastered straight back from his narrow 
forehead and his eyes, though small, yet 
seemed to see and take in everything at once. 

Outside the door of B-15 he paused to 
smooth his plastered hair. He hitched a 
faultless fitting coat. He touched his tie. And 
then he tapped upon the door, and was 
admitted. 

Miss McNulty stood against the sharp 
edge of the writing-table in a room where one 
small oaken bed with matching chairs showed 
charmingly against the blue and green of an 
old Persian rug. 

“How do!” she thrilled. 
“How do!” he answered. 
Then he paused and fixed the girl with one 

long stare of incredulity and plain chagrin. 
That look swept up and down before it came 
again to rest upon her face. 

“You’re Maud Purcell! You! Why, I never 
in the world expected anything like this!” 

She twisted nervous fingers, interlacing 
them. 

“I’m Maud Purcell!” she said. 
Appraisal gleamed within his shifty eyes. 
“No wonder you got by me at the station!” 

he replied “That skirt hiked up above your 
waist! That fancy hair-cut on your forehead! 
Why you’re no more country girl than I’m a 
farmer’s yap, you pavement bird.” 

“You mean to say-” 
“I know! I pick your kind out in the dark,” 

he shot. “I see the reason why you wouldn’t 
send your phiz ahead.” 

“A nice layout you picked yourself. Say, 
wouldn’t I be green to fall for anything like 

this!” 
She gasped again. “You think—” 
“Oh, can the play!” he interjected. “Tell 

me straight now, what’s your game?” 
“My game!” She flung her chin aloft. 

“What’s yours, I’d like to know.” 
“You never mind me, kid. Just talk about 

yourself. You can’t fool me with such a spiel.” 
“You’re awful smart,” she flung. 
“As smart as you. But you’re dead wrong 

this trip. Your play is easy money.” 
“Ain’t it yours?” 
His lips drew back exposing his white 

even teeth to sudden, savage snarl. 
“You let my game alone. You’re some 

slick operator, babe, but shy the make-up. 
“Take my tip,” he volleyed back. “Don’t look 
the part. I’d pick you out a mile away for what 
you are.” 

Miss Nell McNulty left her place against 
the writing-table’s edge and moved up closer 
to the man, her eyes aflame, her face as white 
as her white waist.  

“You’ve said enough,” she choked. “Get 
out or else—” 

“You gutter snipe,” he taunted. “What can 
you do?” 

“Be careful! I have letters!”  
“Frame ’em! Would you stand a show in 

court?” 
She paled again, her inturned nails 

imprinting marks within her palms. “You rat. 
You sleek, gray parlor rat!” 

He glared. She snatched the telephone 
clear from the writing-table, but in barely half 
a moment he sprang right across the room and 
tore it from her grasp, He pinned her arms 
close to her sides as, all unheeded, the receiver 
fell and dangled down, its sound lost in the 
muffler of the thick, soft Persian rug. 

“You’ll call!” he grated with one elbow 
pressing up against her chin. “You’ll call and 
have me pinched, you cheap come-on for 
some big easy-money cad. I’ll snap your head 
right off your spine if you let out just one 
peep.” He forced her head back to display his 
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strength. “Now, lemme hear you holler.” 
Then he flung her off. She fell against the 

footrail of the bed, her hair half tumbling 
down, her hands up to her throat. And then, 
through half-closed eyes she flashed a glance 
of relief across the room. 

The fellow saw. He whirled. He made a 
leap. He met, half-way, the house detective’s 
small revolver pressing tight against his side. 
And Dillon backed his prisoner up with 
savage, deadly mien. 

“Some nerve you got to show yourself in 
here,” the ‘house detective growled. “You 
know we’re after you for months.” He pressed 
up closer to the other man. “The slickest 
foxtrot kid in seven states you are, my boy. 
But now you’re played your last foxtrotting 
trick. You’ll foxtrot to a nice, snug corner of 
the jug, you will.” He fastened iron fingers on 
the gray one’s wrists. “Come on now, watch 
your step. You’re moving on with me.” 

With hair disordered, coat and tie awry, 
the fellow flashed his shifty eyes into the 
plain-clothes man’s. 

“You take her, too,” he snarled. “She tried 
to job me here.” 

“She did!” 
“She did! She did!” 
Tom Dillon laughed. “You’re full of 

soup,” he said. 
The fellow flashed a glance of hate at him. 
“Who is the baby? Where does she 

belong?” he snarled. 
“She’s in the house,” said Dillon, “See? 

Another word from you, I’ll knock you clean 
from underneath your hat Step lively now.” 
He jammed his bit of blue steel closer to his 
man. “I said you’re moving on with me, I 
did!” 

Alone at last, Miss Nell McNulty 
smoothed her rumpled hair, then faintly, with 
tremors in her knees, she walked up to the 
bath-room door and went inside. There, Miss 
Purcell, her head lost in the towels, leaned 
against the nickel of the rack in shaking, 
palpitating fright. 

“Oh, has he gone?” she whimpered. “Has 
he gone? That awful man! I’ll never be so 
foolish in a million years again.” She sobbed 
aloud. “I wish that I was home. Oh, dear, I do 
wish I was home.” 

Miss Nell McNulty quivered, too, with the 
reaction. “Yes, he’s gone,” she managed. 
“Now you’re safe. You go to bed.” 

“I can’t!” The young girl turned and clung 
to her. “I’m nervous. Please stay here to-night 
I’m so unstrung. I feel that I could scream.” 

Despite herself, the operator smiled while 
patting down the smooth, brown head. 

“All right! I’ll stay! Don’t cry!” 
She drew the youngster back into the 

bedroom. There she gathered up the loose 
strands of her hair, pulled out the few 
remaining pins and shook all down. She 
plaited it in two long braids. She helped the 
other girl to do the same, and then, undressed, 
she switched the lights out, crept into bed. But 
in the dark the younger girl’s sobs persisted, 
ending always with the homesick moan: “I 
wish that I was home. Oh, dear, I do wish I 
was home.” 

Miss Nell McNulty turned herself face to 
the wall. “Just go to sleep. You need the rest,” 
she said. “I have to be downstairs at two 
o’clock again. That’s right.” As sounds proved 
that the other one was settling. “Just you go to 
sleep.” 

At 2 P.M. the lobby of the Hotel Blaine is 
wrapped in soft, gray light. The gold 
reflections from the sun are shadow-flecked. 
Across her counter Miss McNulty leaned with 
chin sunk in her hands as Dillon, fresh and 
wide-awake, advanced to greet her. Then she 
lifted up her drowsy head and yawned. 

“I didn’t sleep a wink,” she said. “Because 
I had to see that youngster to an awful early 
train. Tom-” Now she blinked in rumination. 
“Tom, I’m trying yet to figure how you 
happened in last night. 

Detective Dillon smiled his widest. 
“Why, I saw the guy go up and spotted 

him for what he was,” he said. “And when you 
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lifted up the telephone, the switchboard got 
the flash. They couldn’t raise you there, in B-
15. That’s why the switchboard girl slipped 
me the dope.” 

“Well, anyway, I’m glad you came in 
time,” said Miss McNulty, fervently. “That 
guy—” She drew a reminiscent breath. “He 
would have beat me up, that’s sure.” 

She stared out straight ahead, a weight of 
something else besides her sleep within her 
eyes. 

“Tom, how do I size up to you?” she 
asked. 

He smiled. 
“You know you look darned good.” 
“Darned good, but just a little tough, eh, 

boy?” 
“You tough!” Tom Dillon stared. “Stop 

kidding me!” 
The operator bent her head to hide the 

glaze which came across her eyes. “You mean 
to say I don’t look tough with this here little 
skirt and with my hair cut this way in the 
bangs? You really mean to say I don’t?” 

The house detective searched the downcast 

face, a frown upon his own. 
“You know right well you don’t!” he said. 

“You know I’m ready any time you’ll listen; 
ready on the jump, to tell you what I think 
about you.” 

“But are you sure I don’t look tough? You 
sure?” Nell McNulty asked, persistent. 

 “Sure, I’m sure!” The house detective 
leaned a little closer. “Say, dames come in 
here with diamonds and with furs on and they 
look tough, just the same. But you—” He 
measured her with calculating look. “You’re 
just a plain-dressed, self-supporting, self-
reliant kid. That’s what you are. And that’s 
just how you look.” 

She thanked him with a smile which 
showed her even teeth. And Dillon, seeing, 
comprehended. 

“Now, you put me off my cable. Nell,” he 
said. “I came to tell you that the Hotel Men’s 
Association offered a nice reward for that gray 
parlor-rat. You’re falling heir to hundred fifty 
small potatoes. Bunch of small change, kiddo, 
what?” 

 


