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piano on your left; then you turn around and they thump
on the other side. You are lucky if they do not pull
your ear. Is it time to begin?

The song leader gives the signal for the chord and
shouts “Let’s go!” and they go with plenty of pep, sing-
ing “America,” “Rose of No Man’s Land,” “Long,
Long Trail,” and real live ones like Harry Lauder’s
big success “Oh how I hate To Get Up in the Morning,”
“Frenchy,” “The Navy Took Them Over, the Navy
Will Bring Them Back.” '

Still more coming on a run from adjoining streets!
All ages! Babies crying, boys fighting, women scolding,
little girls carrying their younger brothers and sisters.
“All this for nothing?” asks a cautious man, listening to
the singing. “Goin’ to pass a hat?” Of course no hat
is passed. The only thing about the hat is that is is in-
vited off during the singing of America, but it can be
clapped on almost immediately and no further effort
made in any direction to let a man feel uncomfortable.

Such a volume of sound! Three thousand people!
look at their faces! their mouths wide open and their
bodies swaying in the excitement of trying to show. the
ones standing next them how it is done.

Goodness! Push them away! Sometimes it takﬁ %

strong arm to emphasize the threat. What is that?. A
little baby’s hand is coming from somewhere up in the
air. Oh yes! The mother is holding it. You look at
the mother and start to explain, that no one must play
the piano, that if you let the baby others would be en-
titled to. She cannot understand English;.you. know she
has no piano at home and she is so happy because her
baby loves music. Something feels queer in your throat;
vou hear the leader call “Let’s go,” and you and the
baby play “Youre in style when you're wwmg a
smile,” and it probably sounds as well as usual.

Pictures of Washington, Mount Vernon, The Wlute £

House and the Capitol are thrown upon. the screen, all
greeted with cheers and waving of hats. By this time
the boys are again trying to crowd around the. song-
leader—they have climbed up the front of the Settle-

ment house and are sitting along the edge of the con-

ductor’s stand acting very much as if they would like to
help with his conducting when, whackl. the megaphone
has hit something—everyone looks up to see the song-

leader smiling, for his decisive action has cleared the £

director’s stand.

At this point the pink, white and green of the ar-

butus makes the screen like a forest on May day. The

crowd has changed. What is the sound we hear? These
Bowery children have mever seen the arbutus so how -
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“Won’t you be glad when you cn ang likg'dat?
somemother'isheardtalkmgtohermmi" ‘
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could they care? Just listen to them! Watch them!  be

Little girls clasp their hands with a breathed “Oh!” -

Boys whistle, their best expression of approval. - Men’s

eyes glisten, their faces showing how a spnng ﬂower

couldn'i fér thg Ilfe» o :
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