Bmve of The Observer.
York, Jan. 18,—It is estimated

Wi . New York's 575,000 childr\?n-—n.

whioh does not Include
eming population of inrantn—uwu
W and girls between the ages of
g mixteen are In the clty's hands

titutes, as improperly guardian- |
petty or greal.

as criminals,
,ﬂhar words, more than two and

# per cent. of the next generation |

ew Yorkers are to-day in Lthe
dter of asyviume, reformatories, and
table substitutes for homes In
ral.
iy & few yvears ago the effort of
shilanthropy would have been to cast
thousands In one mould, like

many huttons subjecting them all |

treatment regardless of

‘the same
characterintics.

helr individual

polcy
equation first conslderation,

timate acquaintances, such as can be

Mned. only by pe wrnonal contact—with |

he surroundings that have produced

he young unfortunates and the people |

5 have been respongible  for thelr |

. The New York Juvenile Asylum,

fnstance—the Protestant inatitu-

sy to which, with the Cathnle

hrew protectories, the city

consign most of the walfs who

@ directly under their notice-em-

y8 a visitor to cultivate this per-

nal acqualntance in the llght of

Which so much of ts work Is done

. There has heen at the Juvenile Asy-
<1’(.lm for a mooth now o well-gre

rman lad of twelve whose pecullar

iMerence and hardiness always at-

fracte attention.  His mother,

three rooms of & tenement on the

’Ipper East Stde ories nbhout him every
¥, calling hbm “my FPhilip.”

“He was not a had boy, my Phi

says to the visltor, “only he

prged B0 hart and WHS Rlwaywe

bad boys. Nights he vould stay

, unt den, hecause he afrald of

\ ting a vipping off his vasn.  he

| don't dust to come back. Kometimes

has

Is

' he comes back and sleeps In the hall |
he wvouldn't never rnmr-l

Foeutside; but
in.
“Pen von morning, ven he had been
¥ay treé nights, he comes In unt
ava ‘Mamnp,' he savs, 'von't yon glf
a cup of coffe? Unt and 1 tell
I must tnke him  to dpr
e to put him away because I vas
v 1o keen him from the bBad
he hroke my heart” wept
patient, stolidly-looking

- Yet In thi= home there appeara to

g nothing 1o drive a boy away, The

pome are bare but they are clean and

holesome: there I even an atirac-

fveness about them  The mother dis-

fally thin and sad, harn a ltouch-

tenderners

hildren; the father 1= a sober hard

; orking man who uses hls authorl-

with his rfamlly justly and kindly.

‘5 soems to have heen the curse of

e pavements that made Phillp un-
manageable,

S Only two doare away there (s an-

her Cerman mother whose boy was

t to the Asylum from the Child-

ren's Court for stenllng & gnld wateh,

, too are

p & youngster tor he good;

jlen Is nothing that neead

m

cortninly

The '

of to-day gives the per-|
It |
ins by making acquaintances—the |

|

at hoane |

I

mit

German

of manner toward her |

many things that might |

estrange |

him from the home  influgnce, . But
Herman suceumbed to temptatioh one
|day,,when taking & bundle of wash-
ing to one of his mother's customers,
| he found the watch lying upon a table,
| "Herman will do. anything to get
money—always must he haf money,”
| his mother told the visitor, ““He will
come by me first, and when he gets
all I have, he will go out und stole
some. Ones he took a wash which gave
a bill of seven dollars und sold it for
'ein dollar, Dat boy was crasy with
e theaytre. Dere ain't no night what
he ain't went dere since a long time,

Such are exceptional, however, Most
often squalor, misery and hunger can
| be traced in deep lines through the
storles of the Asylum's charges. Four
tnts were before the children’'s court
not long ago for lack of proper guard-
funship, The home from which they
rame would seem to  Justify—would
certainly expliin—any length of ab-
gence on any boy's part.

When the visitor knocked on

the

and |
authori- |

A Home In the Tenements—From Rooms Such as This Are lled !.hol

. 5t “& ' ! 1 I
v ,._t-snudriﬁ: o
tiny woman whose
e e

one lively featurs of an
less face-~ can still speak no
but that of her present home.
wanted to hear about het bay, w
and his new life in the dullub’l
Village, #o she called In as interpreter
& neighbor, another tiny daughter of
Italy on whom the impress of the
East Side had been deeply fimed.

The two women with their broods of
little Glovannis and Francescas cling-
Ing about their ekirts, stood taliine
with the visitor in the only spot of
the kitchen not cluttered with dilapl-
| dated furniture, unwashed pans, ket-
tles and dishes, refuse rags and pa-
pers or dirt, pure and simple. And in
the rlot of disheveled uncleanliness the
children were the most disheveled and
uncleanly objects. When the visitor
| anked what Romi's father was doing
| for a living, the group of matted heads
| chorused, “Father drunk”—which gra-

Children of the Streets.

door the father was away, and
mother was seriously 1l In a hospltal.
The kitchen stove had been cold for a
month, A tuble and a sink, above
which hung a cracked mirror, alone
kept it company. In the other room
n gorgeous new pink paper was the
background for u table, one shakv
chaly and a sewing machine-
elme except a dirly upholstered mofa,
#prend over with a cheap, red quilt
which was haeif thrown back Jusl as
the father of the family had left it In
the morning.

The spectrea of drink and sickness !

atalked through the houme, The man
epent his money In the nelghboring sa-
loons, and could never be depended
upont to furnish nine dollars for the
privilege

nothing |

of dwelllng for a month in'

|
the

—

tultous bit of “nformation was re-
warded with a speclally Imperative
call for s#llence and a particularly
pointed menace of a fistl-cuff. Mild
curiosity, a dull, perverted cause— of |1
Importance—these seemed to be the
only feelings excited by ‘Roml's pre-
Cdleament; and the elght beamirched,
neglected children evidently had all
the Inducemente In the world to fol-
low him as fast as their wobbly legs
would carry them when their oppor-
tunity arrived.

From homes such as these the tran-
sition to the streets |8 po/easv as to
be monreely perceptible. In some cases
(he Lud Is actually driven out, and in
muny he has no apparent reluctance
about golng. The parents of one 1lit-
tle fellow now In the Asylum prefer-

mihm

' Am

i ‘Asylum.
'rm u  ETeater contrast hetvoen
the wrétched | with its sixty-nine
z'n:rtth of Phil i tht‘hz;
s ip's mother
hetween mt that represent the
two homes in’ the institution at Dobb's
Ferry. The t, the g¢rim=
inologist,. the. in reéformer have
l:;:'l:.l‘e tom 1?.1‘:. the full mﬁ:nlnlf' of
a youngster guilty of no
greater crime than ‘improper guardl-
anship is not treated as If he were an
le ruffian, predestined to
state’'s prison. ’
The old fashloned barracks that ser-
ved as institutional dormitories a few
years ago have mnade way for attrac-
tive hom cottages. Broad lawns
and biue skiad, fresh air, pure food and
healthful exercises are depended on as
a subtle, psrmanent tonic for minds
and bodies that have grown unwhole-
some in the polsonous atmosphere of
the brick And mortar wilderness. The
New York Juvenila Asylum, one of the
oldest and most far-reaching philan-
thropies In the country, hae succeed-
ed In shaking off the dust of the city,
but only the most necessary bulldings
have yet been erected, The comple-
tion of Its Children’s Village Is stfl]
far off In the future; 1t will take slow
and patlent work, but it has shown it-
self ®mo important to the great cl‘{
twenty miles down the Hudson an
indeed, to the wast country of which
the metropolls (s the ohlef gateway,
that_ it is hoped its possibilities may
be expanded fast enough to keep pace,
in some , with the grave prob-
lems [t does s0 much to solve.

 'The Apple’s Family Trec.

Chicago Chronlcle.

the fruits of the rome ramily
ara apples, lputl. peaches, plums, cher-
ries &nd qu as well as the straw-
barrl ries aAnd blackberries..
The .pﬂc l‘ﬂllt of long descent.
Among the ruln- of the ﬂwm lake d\ul-
lers are found remains of small seed a
ples which show the seed valves and t e
grains of b.  The crab-apple Is a
native of Britain lml wis the stock of
which was grafted the cholcest varietles
when brought from HBurope, chiefly
France. Apples of some sort were abun-
dant before the conquest and had been
t_-ntroduced probably by the Romans.

t often Baxon manuscript speaks
of apples and dolder there [s no mention
of named varieties before the 13th cen-
tury. Then one may read of the pear-
n and the costard—Chaucer's “mel-
low costard.”

In the roll of household expenses of
Elegnor, wife of Blmon Ire Montford, ap-
plu nd pearl are entered, In the year

al frulterers to Edward I'pre-

unu " bll for les, pears, quinces,
maedlars and nuts. pins, belleved to be
seedlings, hence called the pips or seeds, |
are not to have been grown In Eh.-[
ll.ml beforeli®s. The @xactﬁ‘trayden writ-
Ing of the orchards of Kent at the period, |
can name only the apple, the orange, the

n-m.r; the sweeting, the pome water
and t rienette.

John Winthrop Is umnll; held respons)-
hle for the introduetion of the apple Into
the New World. But as a matter of fact
when Winthrop anchored off Cape Ann
tha recluse Blackstope a.rendy had apple

owl lbout him cabin at Shaw-
r.lmt eck me of the best Amerlcan
ap n wera bml:xht over by the Hugue-
there, among others,

the mml l'on.h or aplce apple,

they're blotted out.

this woe I find mywmelf a multi-million-
alre— of sums G far beyond
my wildest dreams of fortune my
eye oan scarce take in the m of
all the figures. My dollars colned into
silver, placed on top of one arnother,
would formt & bullion tower that would
reach higher into the alr than fiftéen
superimposed domes ‘of St Peter's
placed on top of seventeen spires of
Trinity on the summit of Mont Blanc.
In five pound notes - laid side by side
they'd suffice to paper every scrap of
bedroom wall in all the Astor, houses
in the world, and invested In Amalga-
mated Copper they would turn the
system pgreen with envy—and yet I
am not happy. My wall-beloved Hen-
rletta's last adventure has turned my
fortune into bitterest gall, and plain
unvarnished wormwood forms the fin-
ish of my interior, for she Is gone! I,
amid the splendor of my new-found
possessiona, able to keep not one but
& hundred-motor-cars, and to pay the
chaffeur’s fines, to endow chaire In
universities, to bulld Hbraries in every
hamlet in the land from Podunk to
Richard Manafield, to eal three meals
a day and lodge at the St. Regiclde,
and 10 evade my taxes without excit-
ing suspicion, am desolate and forlorn,
for, I repeat, Henrletta, has gone! The
very nature of her laft sdventure by
a successfnl issue has blown out the
light of my life.

She has stole Constant-Scrappel

It I could be light of heart in this
tragic hour I would call this story the
Adventure of the Lifed Fiamce, but
that would Be so out of key with my
emotions that I cannot bring myself
to do it. I must contént myself with
a narration of the simple fact of the
lengths to which my beloved’'s amil-
tion led her, without frivolity and with
a heavy heart.

Of course you know that all New-
port has known for months, that the
Constant-Scrappes were seeking dl-
vorce, not that they loved one an-
other less, but that both partles to the
South Dakota suit loved some one else
more, Colonel Scrappe had long been
the most ardent admirer of Mrs. Gush-
ington-Andrews, and Mrs. Constant-
Scrappe's devotion’to young Harry de
Lakwitz had been at least for two sea-
sons evident to every observer with
half an eye. Gushinton-Andrews had
considerately taken himeelf out of the
way by eloping to South Africa with
Tottle Dimpleton, of the Frivolity Bur-
lesquers, and Harry de Lakwitzs's only

| nize the real truth and ayold over-fa-
| miliarity by addressing me as Mre.

| me anything you please there. Here,

comfortable, and I, blind fool that I

perception than mr own 1
fact that he had made »
pression upon Henriette, th
never mentloned ft to me

“I think, :Bmm;" she sald to me
one morning as I brought her a mar-
malade toast, "that consldering our
relations toward each other you should
not call ﬁu Henrlette. After all, you

know, ﬁ: here primarily as my
butler, and re Are soms nroprkthl
that should be observed even Iin this
Newport atmospherg. _

“But,” I protested, “am I no more
tha;: that? I am your partner, am X
not?"

“You ara my busineas partner—not
my wsoclal, Bunny,”, she sald. "We
must not mix soclety and business.
In this housa I ‘am mistress of the
situation; you are the butlar—that is
the precise condition, and I think it
well that hereafter you should recog-

Van Raffles. If we should ever open
an office for our Burglar Company in
New York or elsewhere you may call

however, you must be governed by the
etiquette of your environment. Let {t
be Mrs. Van Raffles hereafter.”

“And ia It to be Mr, Bunny?" I In=
puired, sarcastically.

Her reply was a cold glance of the
eye and a majestic sweep from the
room,

That evening Colonel Scrappe call-
ed, ostensibly to look over the house
as a landlord to see If there was any-
thing he could do to make it more

was for the moment,believed that that

never knew, for whatever inter-

eolom?l_nﬂ:m have had In our

i T T R Tt ks v
me ow it cou
. te  our mutomoblles, One

thing I did notice, however, was & '

growing coldness beiween Henrlette
and Mrs. Gushington-Andrews., - The
latter came to & oard party at Bolivar
Lodge one afternoon about two weeks

after Colonel Scrappe's return and her

greeting to her hostess instead of hav-
ing the old time effusiveness was frig-
id to & degree,, In fact, as they clas
aﬂhlnllxdonht if more then the .
tips of thelr fingers touched. More~

over, Mbke. Gushington-Andrews, hith-

erto considered one of the best fAsla
at brideé or heéarts In the 400, actually
won the booby prize, wifich T saw her
throw {nto the street when shs de-
parted. : It was qyldent something
had happened ' distureb thelr equa~=
nimity.

My dyes werc finally opened by s
remark made at the club by Digby,
Reggle de Peit's valet, who asked me
how I lilked my new boas, and whose
explanation of the question led to &
complete revelation of the true facts
in the case, Everybody knew, he sald,
timt from the moment she had met
him Mrs. Van Raffles had set her cap
for Colonel Bcrappe, and that meeting
her for the first time he had fallen
head over heeéls in love with her aven
in the pruenca of " his flances,
course I hotly denléd Digby's huhg.—
ations, and we got Bo warm over

disoussion that when I returnsd home -

that night I had two badly dlecolored
eyes, and Digby—well, Dighy dldn't
go home at all. Both of us were sus-
pended from the Gentlenian’s Gentle-

(cqn‘u__nued on’ Page Three.)
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