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nocuous children ran when they
would see this boy coming. Every-
body knew Harold. Gossiping women
called him the wild boy; little girls
called him the"bum; big, strapping
men feared him, not for the boy's
strength, but for his viciousness. Boys
who were known as bad called him
the toughest guy in the city. Prac-
tically every probation officer and
every policeman on the west side
knew Harold, for he was arrested
nine times in thirteen months, once
for shooting at a butcher who ob-

jected to a lone hold-u- p on the part
of this boy.

Harold Wray "skipped" from St.
Charles a few weeks ago. He tied
three bedsheets together and slid
down out of ja. bedroom window and
walked all the way to Chicago. For
three days he walked the streets al-

most starving to death. On the fourth
day he came to me for advice. He
knew me from having taken his part
once in Juvenile Court. I gave him
my card at the time and he kept it
ever since.

Harold has now been good for
eight days. He knows that the po-

lice are looking for him. He knows
that if he falls into their hands it
means back to and he
knows what is waiting for all run-
away boys there, but there is just
this that he does not know neither
do I know what am I going to do
with him?- - He is now being fed and
housed at the expense of the "Last
Chance Boys' Club," an organization
of boys like himself more or less, and
his time limit is almost up as the
club has no funds, Harold calls to see
me every evening. Last night he came
with a cigaret in his mouth, though
he knew that I object to it, but what
Harold does, he does it in front of
you.

I called him aside and told him
that cigaret vili injure his health,
and that if he wishes to please me he
will have to cut it out. There were
other .things I told him about cigarets
tuat interested him, and before he
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1 left me the following were the exact
words he used: "I will never smoKe
cigarets again. I will do everything
you ask me to do if you will promise
not to stop loving me."

In asking the readers of The Day
Book for a suggestion as to what
they think I ought to do with the boy,
the following might interest them:

I have written to eleven institutions
and about that many re-
formers, telling them the history of
the boy, and from each one I asked
if they would take the boy and give
him a human chance. I
have twelve answers, each and every
one refusing to undertake the re-
sponsibility. Their answers are not
all alike, but they mean the. same.
There is just this much more that
will interest the readers. Harold
Wray's mother is dead, his father is
serving time in Joliet. He has spent
eight years in orphans' homes and re--
form schools. He never knew right
from wrong. He never had a real
friend. He was kicked and pinched
all his life. And now, at the age of
fifteen and three months, society has
cast him aside as a hopeless case.
Jack Robbins.

P. S. The advice in seven out of
the twelve answers which I received
was "turn him over to the police."
That I will not do, but the question I
want answered, is: What shall I do
with Harold Wray, the boy who never
had a human chance?

TOO MUCH MUD
Editor Day Book: I wish you

would please go after the Chicago
surface lines and the .electric switches
they use that throw mud and dirty
water all over the .people that hap-
pen to be near them. I was crossing
the street on July 22 and I had on a.
grey suit and it was splattered full of
mud in the front and my face was
black with muddy water. Seeing
your paper stands for equal things I
hope you will give this thing a big
writeup in your paper, and as I am a
constant reader of your daily book
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