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# WERE # THE ¢ GOOD # OLD # DAYS?

Dancing School, or Minding Your Ps and Qs

Jus’ look at Fred
Rodgers an’'Wilma _—

L

iy

Now once more
One, two - together
One, two -together

—
—

Butch Munhall’s
Dropped the an-chor,

Ah cut it out
willyuh
Fellahs

il o

By SDWARD W. TOWNSEND.
OUR of us who had served time as re-
F porters met in Worthington's bache-
lor apartment and of course talked
shop. We discussed exclusive newspaper
stories, and when we had fibbed ourselves
hoarse nbout the great :Juripu we had turned
In our host, who had rather outfibbed us,
aidd: *But as a matter of fact, if a faet mav
safely be introduced into this company, it 1s
unsy enough to bring In a scoop. You've nll

won hrageing about nothing at all”

We hooted him, but good naturedly. It
% to be romarked that ene forglves much in
a friend who has ns good a semi-professional
brew ns Worthington sets out,

“All you have to do,” he aded, “is to select
n promiging prospect In the street and fol-
low; keep your eyes and ears open and
vou'll gel & story, probably a scoop.”

The next morning, a holiday, T stood at a
“ormer of the Grave White Way on the 1dok-
put. Huondreds, thousands pasged—rich man,
wior man, beggar man, thief, doctor, lawye~
merchant, ¢hiely not to ment'on those walk-
ing the weary way looking for stage work.
At lnet 1 was conscious of a little ripple of
copsation ns slight and pleasant as a baby
hreeze gently stieving for a moment the
mrfree of a lake, then dying, leaving a sur-
fuee ag hard and po'lshed as blue china

I soon saw that this moment's unusuul
futter was caused by a boy, 12 yedra old
or so0, 1 guesscd strolling down Broadway
cating expensive candy from a box of It;
happy, smiling, finding the world good and
telling it so. a

Boy's Smile Ingratiating
And Brings Many Responses

11 waa the smile that first interested me;
ihe sweetest, joilieat, well bred smile; a
winsome smile which brought instant, cor-
dinl smilea in response, 1 saw a notorious
gambler cateh the smile, and, smiling, lift

who slowed in her walk when the boy smiled
at her, and her smile was pensive as she
turned to look again at the gallant Nitle
figure.

1t was his dress which finally determined
me to make hlm a prospect; Jacket and
knickers of fine white flannel, stockings of
the modish wool, soft linen Rollo enllar with
flowing blue silk searf, patent leather pumps
and a dtraw sallor hat eocked quite Jauntily.
Thesa detafls 1 noted later; but at a glance
one dould ree that the hoy would not ordi-
narily be where he was unnecompanied, Tf
not ordinarily, then extraordinarily, So 1
followed as he turned east Into Forty-gecind
rireet.

Thoe last of hix candies entertalned him
until he eame to Fifth avenue and  was
halted by the up and down town traflic which
wasfhen having Its innings. His attention
wins promptly aheorbed by the windowed
civige atop of stecl supports in the centre of
ihe avenue where a pollceman wis munipu-

Romance Lurking

his hat in ncknowledgment; n famous actress:,

Everywhere on

“the Sidewalks of

How the Casual Discussion of Old Time Reporters Led to a Real O. Henry Story of a Banker’s
Runaway Son and His Day’s Adventures :

luting green, yellow and red elecirie lghts,

Eugene—that 1T finally learned was my
prospect's nmme—wng so engrossed that he
failed to see that he, too, attracted the in-
terest of many who pagsed or were im-
pounded In swirling pools by the restrainingi
grm of the law. The officer in the signal
cage several times turned his eyes from the
conflicting traflc rapids he silently controlled
to glance curiously at the boy who watehed
him so Intently.

A man In citizen clothes, a detective I
recognized as an old acquaintence, who had
exchanged a few low spokerm words with the
foot police, caught & signalling nod from the
officer in the cage, and, directed by a glance,
nuletly approached Eugene and asked pleas-
antly: ,

“Walting for some one, Sonny ?"

“No. Just watching the officer in the box,
Funny work, what?"

“Fine work, Saves half & dogen ambulance
calls a day. Let's see, what your nume?"

“Iack Ormsby. CGluesa you are s plain
clothes officer.”

Surprises the Detective
By His Keen Observation

“What makes you guess that?" the other
asked, after a surprised look.

“Oh, the way you spoke to the foot officer
and answered the signal of the man in the
Lox.*

T gasped and wondered if the boy had been
reading Chesterton’s Father Brown detective
storiea. He looked quite capable of it, The
plain elothes man stared in amagzement, then
caught Bugene's smile, smiled In return and
gald: “Yep, Detootlve Henry Morrison. Now
yon be a chummy with me: where do you

Tivk "
~ “Harlem." .

“Hurlem, ¢h? And where are you golng
Juok ™ .

“Hrooklyn."

“Bridge, tunnel or ferry

“Hridge,  Isn't there a Willlamsburg
Bridge?"

The other, after studying the boy closely
suid: "Tell an old pal what you are golng
to Brooklyn for"

“How could | cross a bridge without goinmg
t4 Brooklyn?" Eugene responded with a
lantigh #0 merry that his questioner lnughed
with him.

“Hnow your way to Willlamsburg Bridge?

“Over that way," Eugene answered, Indl-
eating o vague easterly course,

“I'm going that way, and 1'll pilot youw."
Morrison sald, and the three of us, 1 in the
rear, took a crosstown car and transforred to
the Third avenue surface, Our car wnas
Woeked Just above Cooper Unlon, where the
oy suddenly exclnimed, "Look! Thers's a
man steallng a ear” He pointed to the
Cooper Unlon Hall entrance, where a man

was starting a car Into which he had jutnped,

Morrison looked, dashed to the rear plat-
form and off. The man who had started
the machine must have recogaized Morrison
for he gave the car terrific speed and
turned it townrd the Bowery, Morrison fol-
lowing in a commandeered cnr.

“How'd vou know the guy was ifting
the boat?" asked the conductor, who had
heard Eugene's warning. ;

“From the way he acted before he got
in, RBugene answered, “Let me off near
Williamsburg Bridge, please.”

At the corner of the Bowery and Kenmare
street the conductor signalled to Hugene,
“There's Delancey #rect,” he said, pointing
to the oppoeite side of the Bowery. “You
ean see the bridge at the end”

“You are very kind, I am spure,” Rugene
gald, smiling.

“That kid Is too fine haired and too swell
dressed to be bumming around here alone”™
the conductor muttered to me as T fol-
lowed my progbect .

Bugene found the parkway, a £pace made
by widening old Delancey street, nothing
like & park nor like anything he ever could
have seen. Down its centre ran n fonced
ih apace closed at it beginning, near the
Bowery, and at its end, near the bridge, by
subway kiosks, but of grass or flowers
Kugens saw none; only a dusty strip bor-
dered by benches occupled by human dere-
licts, #ome asleep, some mumbling over
ragged papers printed (n uncouth type, some
staring vacantly, deift steanded In this back-
water from the active Dawery currents

Eugehe seemed deprossed by the drab out-
look and would have turned back, 1 think,
1.0 nat hia sober reflections been hrightened
At the sight of a gropp of youngaters lnugh-
I over their dport, and It wae imdd that
they laughed, for they seemed to be Aehting
‘ The oldest of the group was an authori-

tntlve master of ceremonlos iwsiging  his
companions Into pnirs to fight, starting
thelr Bouts, Instructing) stopping them, Tt
entiesd Bugene. The sport was attractive

and—they were boys! He hesitnted, prob-
ably wondering, dressed as he was, |f they
would let him play with them. Only thelr
teader wore ghoes, the others pagied knicks
and torn cotthn shirts, nothing else.  But
Pugene smiled conxlngly afd asked, “What
you fellows doing?”

“poxin'. 1s ver lamps on de blink?" the
leader responded,

“Boxing for fun

e

I'm

“wNaw, fer tralnin'. Me, goin' t'be a
perfesh. Ever box 7
“No, 1'0 ke to try.”

“AL rlght. Lay off, youse Klds"™

The young master of ceremonles gave
Bugene some excellent advice and with him-
welf na opponent enlled time, and they were
at attack, briskly. In a minute Fug-ne was

aitting In the dust, blood from his tingling
nose gtreathing over hig white ¢lothes

His oppiment helped him to his feet and
took his handkerchief, with whi h he
squeszed Fugene's nose sharply, sayine:
“She won't bleed much more, but your dude
cloge is on de bum.,” To remedy this he
seraped up a handful of dust, rubbed it into
the blood stulns, ohserved Lthe effect of the
nrtistle deviee and commented, “Dat ain’t
a0 wolse, Want to box some more?"

Kugene wanted =ome more, and In ‘h
socond round was dolng “fhe” hls mentor
asgured him, and both boys were puffing
whon one of the younger Inds, dolng sentry
duty, cried, “Beat [t! De bull!™

A polleemnn strolled toward them growl
ing “Now, vou, Hogan, chase yourself back
to where you belong or I'll spank the pants
off all of yvou.” The boys, not much fright-
ened, were moving slowly away when the
officer added, “Who's this you're palling with,
Hogan "

Bugene, Instead of Hogan, answered: “I'm ,

James Appleby, on my way to my father's
office, and stopped to play with these bovs™
His smile for the pollceman was u little
rueful owing to swollen lps, bieeding nose
and derkening eyes.

“You're taking a crooked way for down
town,” the officer commentell. “If he don’t
know his way s=how him, you, Danny
Hogan."

“Come on” Danny sald to his new com-
panion. “We can sell papes and drag down
enough Jack for movies and enls™

Thrall of Busy River Scene
Reflected in the Boy's Eyes

Al Hugene's suggestion they first went
out on the bridge, It may have been the
river with Its teeming life, the wharves with
their suggestion of romance, ships unlond-
i strange coargoes from far away ports,
the navy yard with t8 grive gray war-
ships, the distant view of shy searching
towors, the graceful sweep of acey steel
high swung from |slend to i=land which
kept Flugene silent, wistful eyed

“YWhat's  happensd  you, Kid?" Danny
asked, eyoing his new friend shrewdly,

“Oh=1 must hnve been dreaming.”

“I didn't mean for to give youse dat poke
in do eye” Danny sald, by way of express-
ing sympathy for one who eould dream In
n world offering o many things designed
tor wakefulness,

They retraged thelr steps and started
south through narrow streets cluttered with
podiers, ravcous with barter, swarming with

muiltitudes of children who should bhave
groen flelds for thelr play, not reeking
asphnit,
“Say, owae dat vour true monnker youse
glve to de cop? Danny anked,
J

Thomiis

He's

“Monaker?
Parks
in

O, nume. No, I'm
. I'm gaing to eall on.a cousin
@ steamshlp offlioe™ .

“Youse have a right to wash up foist al
Newsle Home where we gets our eats.”

Danny had a teading place in Park Row
near the onge lmuge of benlgn Ben Frank
ln, and, after he had loaned an assortment

the

:

of evenlng papers to Eugene, sllowed his
pupil to shure hig stand, BEugene's smile,
handicapped ns it was, won trade, and he

had repadd Danny's loan and hotd o pocket
full of nickels and dimes when, after a look
nt City Hall clock, he sald:

I'1 have to go now, You have glven
me n bully party, Dunny. I hope we meet
In"

“Aw, dat's all FHight,” Danny assured him
1 wns hep dat ‘vouse wus a sport de wany
yvouse took de bump on de beak 1 har ded

foleing that my long walting for de-
velopments seetned atout to end 1 followaed
the Lovs na they turned sgouth, Danny prom-
Ising to show his friend a subway entrance

after they should have had thelr “eats”

When Detective Morrigon tuened op ol
headgqunrters with a long sought for auto-
mobile thief and told how the thief had
heon pointed out to him by a clever little
swell kid he had been interested In hie enp-
tnin  interrupted to ask, “"Did this clever
little chap happen to have an  attroctive
smile?"

“The prettiest you ever saw,"” Muorrison
pesured him,

“(o and get him!"™ hiz captiin ordered

with great declsion

After hearitig brief particulars of & story
from hig chief Morrison telephoned to the
oiir sheds of the Third avenue surface line
‘Please loonte onr  AR04, conduetor's  cap
number 637, passed Cooper Unlon golng
south a couple of hours ago.”

1t wns duoe, the starter Informed him, at
Park Itow and Broadway in hall an hour
Presentdy the offlcer wus on the Cir
wealn,  Supe, the conductor remémbered the
kid, He left the cor at Belancey strect and
walked townrd the bridge. This and much
more 1 learned from Mobrrison when he told
me his end of thé story that evening

1t was only routine work for Morrlson
then: aquesfloning Delandey Park police
Mes, Hogap—an old Fourth wardor, ns wis
Morrigon—the Newsboysa' Home wpecretiary,
the plodding officer at lust overtook the
three of us,

“Well, BEugene™
are you headed?”

sHome,” Bugene sald, “after I've freated
thy friend to dinner™

“Panny Hogan won't
you vome home wi h me

st

he sald cheerfully, "how

be any the loser if

now Fhere's only

about five thousand uniformed cops and »
couple of hunidred private detectives looking
for you, ol timer."

Morrigon 16t me ride
in a taxi, and when
which wax the in=tant curled up in a
hack sent corner, Morrison explained: Fu-
gene, only son Banker Dariug Thorpe
wont that morning with his mother's woman
seeretary to a theatre ticket office,

When the etaty wnd in the office Eu
stipped  out without
the chauMeur minutes |ater
Thor)pwe, cold about kid
papping, wons using powerful Iinfluence
with every high police officer in this city
and every town within a hundred miles. All
the family, ull the servants, twenty of them
gnve descriptions, Morrison’s captain hap-
pened to be on the wire when the Thorpe
housekeeper wins telephoning.

“You'll know “him,” sald, “hy
gmile; the sweetest amile in the world.”

Maorrison took sleepy bot smiling Eugend
intn the Thorpe home in Madison avenus
and when he came out he wore the conm
tented look which, some assert, comas only
from merit rewarded—well rewarded. Mor-
rison nodded when | made some such re
mark, and then s=ald: “Besides, I've
thing for Mrs. Hogan to start n
bank sccount for Danny.”

Runker Thorpe assured the reporters Chat

up town with them
Bugene fell asloep

Ll
being

Bt of the car
I'én

feiphtencd

seen by
Hanker

she his

EOme

savings

night that there was nothing in the story
I'he adventurous yvoungster had takes
notion to visit his father's office, but was
brought home without finishing his trip
It would be a great comfort to Mrs, Thorpe
if nothing was =aid about it in the papers
so the editors kindly ohliged—and =0 have
I: for the banker's nume ls in truth very
unlike Thorpe

Waorthington = vight In principle; thers
g an excluxive story almost invywhers o
the pathent scarcher I shal] call on Waprt!
nEion=have | mention il his seml-profss
jonal brew *——amnd congratulate him.

Super Cement Made

NALOGOU'S to th supeg-man  and
A ot hi ipor-products, there Is now
wing  produced what |a knowan &g
upe r=cement Ie i & Canadian proeduct and
im dd to he Waterproof and 1o have othes
exeellent properties
Avenmdlite to an abstraet in » anoy
trade paper, It ' manufactuped by mixine
gypsum and a entalytic eo [oIN with eoment
olinker In the ordinary process of Portinnd
cement manufae! ure It clnimed tha
concrete made with this coment Il dons
Impérviouz maes, waterproof and ollproo
and stronger than Portland cement, though
the hardening s alower
This cement requiros more Water to pro
duce a paste o' normal consistency (han
ordinary Portland cement ™ Intrease |
strapgth 18 =pecinlly marked in the case of
cement and sand r-:--lun-_ wnd the differe
incronses with thme,




