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. 7. By Adolph Klauber. *

- OME, SWEET HOME,” in the
asthmatic wheezing of a broken-
down concertina, that is to say,
it is nearer “Home, Sweet Home"’

than asny other tune 3you ever heard,

though the missing notes leave the ques-

tion open to some doubt if wyou insist‘
upon being too much 0f a skeptic. ;

“To the bundle of rags huddling there
in the shadow of one of the mewer build- .
Ings of Times Square, “Home, Sweet:
Home"” by any other name ‘would mean’
as lttle. To you the tune, or near-fune—
whatever it is—would be as doleful and
disjcinted, no matter what it may have
been before wreckage of the instrument,
and worse wreckage in the execulion,
made it this thing of groans and grunts..

The time is & A. M., there is a slow fall'
‘of fine drizzling rain, a sort of Imiia-
tlon fog. the thing that aims to be what
T.ondon dreads s0 much, and never re-
alizes its ambition (which is fortunaie
Tor us), and througzh which the incandes-
cents a@nd the arc lights, on the signs,
and in front of the big hotels, shine with
a scrt of discouraged lustre.

The day was fine, one of those early
sweet-scented days with promises we
Y/ve been having lately of a charming
Sprinz, the kind of day that puts spirit
into all of us:. Now the air is cooler, in
«3ct it has zip enough to make you glad
you have your overcoat along.

Since 8 o'clock or befcre, building hojpe
on the generosity of the <heatregoing
cerowd the bundle of rags has been squatl-
ilng in its corner. forecing out wheezy
sounds from its wretched concertina. Be-
fore it, massing on the pavenients, dasn-
ing across the street in front of whiz-
gwing motors and clattering cabs, thz pan-
orama of Broadway has been unfclded—
that paznorama of strange contrasts.
with its luxury and pseudo luxury, to
bring envy to the snapping point. But
slich a one as this,. the bundle of rags
aforesaid, has lost the spirit to be en-
wi=s:s. At least a paliid hope, a sort of
enaemic longing, that an occacsional
nickel will be dropped into the cup, mis-
taken in the darkness for a penny. But
pennies are welcome if Lthere aré enough
of them chink-chinking in the tin cuw,
and hour after hour it sits, this )bundle
of ragged clothes, adding to its “bank ac-
~sunt.”’

:;»ong ago the last of the theatres sent
tts crowd into the street, and now the
restaurants, all but the two or three of
.the garish all-night places, have been
amptied of their guasis. Cccaslonally
2rom downtownward a hansom, srapidly
firiven. or a taxi, or a motor, comes
&whizzing.

The spaces arce widening between the
emrg that clang up and down Broadway
ar <ind _jnto Fortv-second Street, for
their reguray fitips to and from the fer-
ries, and the congestion of an hour or so
ago, has given way 1o a comparative
emptiness.

Three or four blocks up the stireet
string band is still playing away for
dozen or more couples wiho will not for-
sake the. rather Bohemian restaurant
until the gray of dawn, and who PRow,
under t'ée inspiration of their wine, arns
*hoonit g it up in songs, telling silly
swories. or retaiiing uspre=szmi gossip.

But in the big hotels, the Knickerbock-
e across the way. and the Astor, the
fiddles have had time to get into a deep
sleep., the lights in the grill are out,
chzirs are.- banked on the tables. and the
sweepers are already busy in the lobby
getting ready for ancther day.

- QOccarionally a belated traveler wanders
in, has a word with the clerk. signs the
register, piles into the elevator, aud is
whizzed up to floor eleven, sixteen, six.
as the case may be, to go to bed and
rest, and maybe dream of a qulet little
home place hundred of miles away from
the Great White Way.

But does Times Square ever sleep?

1t never really does.

For a brief interval it may drowse, get
somnolent, lose its chronic state of wwear-
inz, tearing. nervous energy, and pull
up for a little rest. But wait here svith
me from 2 or 3 A. M., while there are
gtill plenty of signs of active life, sce
the night lights flicker and go out, see
the last of that line of -waltlng taxis
there crawl away toward home, or wher-
ever belated taxis go: see the gray of
dawn giving place to the rosc of morn-
ing, and you will stil find through ail
these varied phases some signs of the
big pulse of this blg square.
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A Varied Panorama of Life Keeps Moving and Changing
in Times Square from Early Evening Until
the Small Hours of  the Mornina. . .

L]

L

Now., sometlme afier

is =t1ll more life than you might see on
Main Street in the ajverage city of the
second class at 8 o'clock at night, yes,
or at noonday. The big rush around the
soda fountains, beginning swhen the first
theatre crowd is out, is over, to be sure,
but the prescription clerks are busy down
below, and thcre at the toilet prepara-
tion counter, are buvers of rouge and
posrder and black pencils,
- Over on the scttee arsund the central
pillar Patience on a monument sits aud
chews her gum. He—the Inevitable he—
is late in coming.
seek the clock, then brighten as he final-
ly trips aloung, apologetic, but able to
malke amends with 2 box of sweets, picked
up from the counter there, and handed
over with a2 smirk and some fool remark
conirasting it—and to its disadvantage—
with the receiver of the gift. Down inuto
the Subway they go to Jjoin a dozen or
more passengers who have been waiting
for the Brooklyn train, just now rumbling
into the station, with a clattering of
opening gates and the famillar injunction
of the guard to ** Mind the steps.”

Further” down under the level of the
Subway THE TIMES'S presses are clashing
away, while up from the depths bundles
upon bundles.- of the next edition are
being ralsed, shoved on to trucks, pas=zed
through the gates, loaded Iinto the
cars, whirled uptown and downtown, and
t0o the traing that carry °‘‘ All the News
That's T'it to Print"” to the breakfast
tables. FFor an hour more editors and
reporters, compositors, and the office staff
will be busy up above giving way to the
men who take the *‘ lobster’ trick, and

o'clock, ther.

and her eyes furtively;
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humaniind that rilter through this high-
way at three-thirty in tho morning. And
a8 conirast to thoso others <who amble
along at a snail’s pace, pbause at overy
lHzhted corner, gloanco sharply up and
down the sglreat, {nspocting, then g0
further along, repeating their hesitating
progress of tho regular promennde. Quear
facos, these, not always without beauty
of o sort, though the rednass of thol
lips and the unnatural brightness of thelr
eyes procluim the work of art rather
than of nature.

A rumbling sound from Yorty-seconl
Street and a heavy truck drawn by two
huge horses passes by. It iz loaded with
milkk cans, and is the advance guard of
Jersey's supply, coming over now oYy
wagon loads tuo the cremmeries and res-
taurants. DMilk. .And then another con-
trast. See that bent, slinking figure hob-
bling uneasily across the street, stop-
ping every now and then—there, within
an ace of that automobile that Just
flashed by—leaning wearlly on his stick,
then hobbling salong again, and dlsap-
pearing around the corner on the other
slde of the way. A cocalne wreck. 13ack
from the 1island a month or 8o azo,
straightened up and apparently In fair
condition. To-morrow, or next day, muy-
be, another trip aweay, then the end, and
for him no more of the Great White Wauy.
It has tragedies,
watching: tragedles for which - thut
mourniul concertina, still active among
the rags, provides the doleroug dicge.

A sound of laughter, but not such
lJaughter as you heard a little while wzo.
There iIs something tervible in this, a ort
of agonyv of laughter, and you do
have to wonder why. 8he 13, or might

Times Square at Night. ;

finish up the composition that means
early proofs for advertisers. But all this
is 2 matter of course, the sort of thing
to be expected where a great newspaper
is being made ready for the reading pub-
lic.

Get back to the sidewalk for more gsigns
that Times Square is never quite asleep.
The great troops of human ants that
blacken-Broadway by day and night have
thinned fnto & broken line or two, but
there iIs movement still up and down
and east and west.

From a near-by actors' ¢lub half a dozen
voung men, disdalining the invitations of
the taxi drivers, and some other Invita-
tions, come laughing down Broadway,
breaking into groups of two and three.
as they reach the corner, so-longing to
each other, then going their several ways
toward home,

A trim, neatly dressed girl hurries by,
looking nelther to right nor left, but
stralght ahead, disappears in the dark-
ness further up the street,

&

A cashier, perhaps, from one of the
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a worker,

near-by restaurants,
be sure, never molested, regarded sileat-
1y and respectfully, even by the dregs of

vou may

bae, 2 woman of say thirty-five, though
the grime and the wear and tear of lifno
makes her seem g hundred. Cursing and
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this early morning

was
early editions on the sireets. Now, while
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laughing alternately, muttering a -cou¥ -
fused buabble that might mean anything
she 1s that most awful of all things—¢-
drunken woman. A crowd quickly gauﬂ :
ergs At midday m crowd would not suyW .
prise you. The wonder now is where thes{
people al! have sprung from, for it i -
well on toward 4 o'clock, and evan tni °
thin line of an hour ago has svavers :
down to oan opecasional human dot anj :
dash, g

The onlookers aro mostly men, but ther
ere helf o domen womea in the airel
creatures Iin showy plumsge, a.nd-‘tha?
seem to vacillnto between f sensp of .saod
Ing somothing funny and a queer, hal®i
sick, terrified expression. Little wonder,
too, for this awful human signpost p&intd
the way that they ere going—ne mistalq .
of that, once you have rmizod up the ded
talls, tho wastrel's bedraggled skirt, whieh -
s of silk, though tke color haes gone ot
of it, and it {3 ’lmoat torn to slreds: thq
high-heeled (where the heal i3 left at all)
siippers. end the bedraggled feather on
her hat. A policemen hurrying up, =8
short struggle, the clang of a patrol
wagon a few minutes later, and anothel
dismal early morning chapter hag beenr

1 closed.

Then, almost without warning, e ters
ri{lc clatter, 2 qulck dash for the mided
walk by pedestirians, a violence of gongw, .
the beat of hoofs, the ring of gtesl, anl!.""
a flre englne is disappearing up the street.
There 1s something inspiring in the sighi
—somethng to ‘stir the blood =and tha
imagination in this exhibition of readia
ness and nerve and quickness of response,
Five minutes ago the alarm ticked Into

110Ta Headquarters, three minutes later the big,

wlilte horses' heads were in their haltersn,
the men were at thelr posts, the heavy
fire-fightine machinery wes on the ga
pell-mell., Ag it happens, the blaze Is ouf
before they reach the spot. It was a
** false alarm,’” Just another case of sirain
for nothing to which the fire-fighter gets
accustcmed. When the alarm sounds,
““ theirs not to reason why."

For two hours or more g boy at each

Subwayv station has been crying out the

morning papers: indeed, before midnight
hial! an hour old there were somae

the all-night workers from various near-
by places are lining up on the stools In

the all-unlght restaurants, laying a found-
gtion of ham and eggs, but with an <yva

on the more enjoyable cocanut, jelly, o®
chocolate cake to follow, the newsmen
are beginning to open thelr stands and
arranze their papers for the early morn-
ing trade.

From downtown and uptown, turning
east and west, into the side streets of
the forties, the butcher and the groced
wagons are beginning to parade. the mitize
carts rattle along, depositing thelr tin.
cans here and there, in preparation fod
the day. A baker's boy with a huge tray
of hot rolls poized on his head turns tha
corner and disappears (nto a near-hy
doorway. Storm doors are beginning to

' be opened and sleepy housemalds coma
out, look up ut the sky.,
Cwith

seem satistied
the prospect, yawn, and turn ina
doors agaln. A group of 1tallan laborarss
with pilcks aund shovels, clatter up tha
Subway stalrs, pass Into the street, ready
{o begin work. Alinost at the same mine
ste anoiher group, drazsing slowly along,
their shoes thick with sticky clay and
itheir faces grimy, hall a Broadway cal
bound Mulberry Bendwardg. They hava
becen working hargd all night, under thd
flaming torches, on a bit of new track
laying hrIlf & dozen blocks down the
street.

A boy comesg whistling along, sudden!¥
stops. glances suspiclously to right and
left, as it afraid of belng seen, digs down
into hils pocket, and you hear a faint
gscund of metal striking metal. A penn¥
has fallen into the beggar's cup. Ior it
{g still there, the bundle of rags, WwWiti
{ts wheezing concertina, and the tuns 3d
still that something that may be “ Hom
Swee! T{ome.”

Then .wo shopgirls, in neat black, with
white collars and cuffs, comse through a
side street, turn into Broadway, brushing
against the last of the midnight crew of
harpies, who, finally discouraged, is plods
ding her way toward home, whereval
that may be. Then, almost In an instant,
clerks and shopgirls, the firat of the mars
katers with their baskets—bound toward
the Sixth or IKighth Avenue butchers and
green grocers—mechanics and laboring
men of this kind and of thet. The regue
lar procession Is under wa).

And in Times Square ancther busy d&

beglins. -
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