
WHAT THE DICKENS ARE OUR PARKS FOR IF
THE COPPERS WONT LET US USE THEM?

BY JANE WHITAKER
If you are a man, and you find it

too hot to stay in the house, and
you have an idea that it is your right
as a citizen to go into one of the city
parks and lie down on the grass
while the breezes gently fan you go
prepared:

Attach to your head very close to
your ear an alarm clock guaranteed
to ring until you awaken and shut it
off, then"set it so that it will raise a
racket before the hour of 11. Then
you may lie down and perchance fall
asleep, satisfied that you will spend
Sunday in your home. Otherwise,
the coppers will get you, and then!

This is what happened last Satur-
day night A man I know left his
home with the idea first of going to a
movie show, but when he had walked
a block or so he decided that he
would be much cooler in Jefferson
park, lying on the soft grass.

Thither he went and found many
others likewise bent He discovered
an ideal spot; so did some others. He
lay down and breathed a sigh of sat-
isfaction, and went to sleep.

The next scene occurred some
hours later, for not a single one of
the men who were seeking relief in
that manner from the excessive heat
had known about the need of the
alarm clock.

A gentle shaking, such as a wife
gives her husband when she thinks
there is a burglar in the house, but
doesn't want to wake the baby,
aroused the man.

"Come along," said a sibilant
voice, or as sibilant a voice as a fat
copper can have on a dark night
when he doesn't want to disturb any
one near by and thus miss making a
nicely-arrang- haul of prisoners
"come along "

The man I know, though still
sleepy, protested. "What do you
want?" he asked, Then he recog
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nized the copper and saw that there
were some other coppers, all 'quietly
waking sleeping men, one by one, so
as not to disturb any they hadn't
first nabbed.

The copper who held the man I
know unloaded some verbal lan-
guage as warm as the night and
menacingly clutched his club. Then
the man was taken to a patrol wagon
that stood waiting patiently at the
curb, and into it the man was shoved
and with him were crowded all the
men the coppers had rounded up.

Nobody was told why he was ar-
rested. The only language the cop-
pers permitted to escape them was
that above recorded, but after the
men had been thrown into cells in
the Desplaines street station, and had
sweated and sweltered' and suffered
for a few hours, an exceptionally
clever man, with corrugated brows,
solved the mystery.

"I know what it is, fellows," he
triumphantly explained. "You know
there's been a lot of talk since that
Mclntyre nut croaked a copper, and
they're rounding up all the people
they find to see if they're nuts.
They'll keep us here maybe 'til to-

morrow afternoon and study us, and
then if we don't throw any fits they'll
turn us loose."

The men stopped protesting. It is
a delicate thing to even protest when,
there is a possibility of being brand-y- j
ed a "nut" They simply continued
to sweat and swelter and suffer in
cells that smelled well, just the op-

posite of attar of roses, but Sunday,
afternoon came and they weren't,
turned loose.

Nor were they turned loose at all
until noon on Monday after a trial in ;
the Desplaines street court, in which
they sat all morning, wondering if
they could tell the judge they had the '

jobs that were theirs Saturday night"
or whether they would have to hunt"
up new ones and not until they


