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A Night's Lodging

|

POOR DOCUMENT

In

New York Underworld

Incognito Exploration of

Cheap Sleeping Quarters

for Men Reveals Appalling Squalor and Misery
—Chinese Keep Cleanest “‘Hotels™

(New York Evening Post.)

“We're looking for a white feller,
Zambo Jim. He’s been passing bad
money in Sands street, and he made his
getaway by your stairs. Suppose we Jjust
see who you’ve got here.”

The proprietor of the Chincse lodging
bowed with sad gravity. Some two hun-
dred sleepy Chinamen in their several
cots drew the covers decorously to their
chins in recognition of the presence of a
skirtt The air was guiltless of opium,
and Zambo Jim was not visible We
weren’t looking for him, anyway. We
wanted to observe what you could see in
the way of sleeping accommodations for

less miserables of New York on a late]

night ride from Brooklyn to Harlem.

“] ean prove to you that the Chinese
have the best of it,” the man who knows
‘the city had said. You haven’t the re-
motest conception of the misery night

Human beings couldn’t inhabit
worse quarters—I don’t care if you cite
Neaples or Cairo. The lodging houses for
men in New York are a horror and a
scandal. Come and look.”

A place to sleep! Even for the man

/with a dollar in his pocket it is not to
be found. The “hotels” where the men
of the underworld lic when night comes
are dungeons peculiar to the Occident.
“The air is unbreathable. Soap is un-
known. But somehow the Chinese order
these things better. We began with
them.

Chinese Lodgings.

It was about midnight when we went
tnto the place on Sands street, Brook-
lyn, climbing up four flights of a most
respectable-seeming business building,

Chinamen’s lodging is on top. It Is
hideously crowaed, but quiet and reason-
ably clean. It seemed probable that the

bedclothes were wushed every few
months.

And clean, comparatively, was the big
Chinese boarding house at High and
Water streets, which accommodates five
hundred men on four. floors. The pro-
prietor heard of our quest for Zambo
Jim, and we proceeded down cellar,
where they were playing—well, domi-
noes, with solemn absorption. In all
Chinatown, of both boroughs. Indeed, we
encountered nothing but politeness and
attempted sanitation. The Chinese ac-
commodations  for the down-and-outer
are pretty good.

The “Dead House.”

We had a look at the “dead house” on
Pell street, into whose cellar cave those
who no longer had need of lodgings were
sometimes thrown in days less orderly.
We went into a drug emporium and
found only tea and cigars. Up in a joss
‘house they were ejoying a lecture about
Confucius! So we proceeded to see
where the dregs of society lay their
heads when they are not Chinese. £

There is a place on Third avenue, near
Twenty-third street, that is as far gone
in dirt and misery as any night lodging
in fiction or reality that you could name,
not barring Russian novels. Here, too,
there are four floors, with a couple of
hundred men sleeping on each in narrow
wooden cubicles. A gas flame splutters
out a little light, but the air—we might
have beén twenty feet under ground.
The sleepers were negroes mostly. The
manner of our reception was suspicious
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A Start in the

Right Direction.

Thé temptation to
spend money in your
pocket is greater than
when your money is ina
savings account in the
bank. That margin of
temptation may mark the
ditfference between an
opportunity to go into
business later on or of
working for wages with
nothing saved and nothe
ing ahead, at the end of
your working years.

. Why not open a sav-
ings account in The Bank
of Nova Scotia to-day?

Your account will be
. welcomed and you will

have made a start in the
right direction,
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—how could they be in that den?—but
they resented our tour of identification.
We were armed cap-a-pir, and yet we
made our way down the narrow staids

“Well, there .are other places—down
jon Byers street, on South street—where
Ewe might go. But the air is better up-
!town. ,Suppost we run up to Pleasant
'avenue, over on the East Side, where the
!good shots try their luck about this
{ hour? Or would you rather pass a few
| minutes in Harlem’s Nortorious Murder
Stable?”

“People don’t sleep there?”

“No, bit there’s plenty to see these
after dark. Let’s go.”

Harlem’s notorious murder stable is
always mentioned thus, by its full title,
for it commands respect. Sixteen men
have been picked off as they passed by
‘or else dragged in to be dispatched
among its vast shadows. It is on the
southwest corner of First avenue and
108th street.. We walked through, but
it was as silent as the graves it had
helped to fill. The custom is to use a
ghotgun from behind a grocery wdgon or
a pile of boards.

“A gort of lonesome beat,” we said to
the policeman who had kept his eye on
pur car.

“Well, T have my amusements,” he re-
flected, “that you can’t appreciate unless
you come over and look through this
knot hole. I often stroll by here for
company myself.”

“There is another stable ecross the
street that is kept lighted all night, and
grain is stored inside. Stooping to the
knot hole you could see parading with
assured poise a company of rats a little
smaller than the horses. We shouted
to scare them, and they came slowly
across the floor.to the door sniffing.

“Don’t’ be afraid, soothed the officer.
“They’re the best thing in.the block.”

|

mineral acid.

The woman who uses Magic Baking Powder has
the positive assurance that it contains nothing
injurious. and that her food is made more whole-
some and nutritious by its use. ~

<as A

constituent in food, while alum is a dangerous
Magic Baking Powder contains
no egg albumen or other added ingredient for
the purpose of making unfair and deceptive tests.
and which have no value as a constituent of
baking powder. '

ing powder, and it is

Sie . Incriminating Evideace, thing about the case. The man  was “Yes, sir. Dse perfectly innocent as
‘ :uhcura Soa An, aniwstay nciaent in the career of |most reticent. Finally, the lawyer for|long as I sit with my feet under dis
wedR ' the late Chief Justice White is related |the other side called the accused to t&ke table, but if I get up on the stand—Jedge
Cnmiene AND QINTMENT —— in The New York Times, As a young |the stand. The prisoned turned to Mr. |the trouble is I’se got them pants on!”

‘ . 5 lawyer he was called upon to defend a|White and said:—
‘ lear the Skln ‘mar{ who was dccused of stealing a pair| “Jedge, I don’t want to take the| Lovers of light literature will be glad
- v g \ ?f “lpents.”d'l‘he lma,n ?.tfl sestﬁd wl\i'lth stnnwd.” et . to know that, following after Leacock,
Ofntmant, Taleom, : iis legs under & large table, when Mr. . “Why not?”-asked Mr. ite, ou're | the lady detective may now take her
[Con Degors m‘"‘ red o il White sat down and asked him some- perfecgy innocent, aren’t you?%® eyelashes from the eyelash stand. s

with some speed and caution. The at-
mosphere of Third avenue seemed deli-
cious.

“Uptown, now, to West Forty-second
street. Tll show you what a chap with
a quarter to spend can do for himself
just off the most extravagant street in
the world,” said the man who knows the
city. Everybody is aware that the dis-
trict there, between Tenth and Eleventh
avenues, is no rose garden. But not
many people know the nadir of dirt and
degradation that has been attained in
.| one house. We walked right in. There
were only white men here; men of the
white race, perhaps were better said.
Some groaned from the airless cubicles,
but hundreds of others, in abandon of
misery, lay upon' the rusty frames of
cots in one large, open room, rags of
coverings pulled party over them, and
dug and scratched at their vermin-tor-
tured skin. In the sickly gaslight and
the occasional flashes from our electric
lamp we saw the nail-drawn blood upon
their chests.

The lost Zambo Jim wasn’t there,
either. “I’'ve seen enough,” said the
woman, who wouldn’t have believed it.

Rats His Best Neighbors.

with a dentist’s name on the door. The'and threatening. Many were not asleep
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2 T HESEN EVER- ST CAR

The Ford is now selling |
below pre-war prices

P TO August 1, 1914 the Ford Touring Car sold for $650,

F.O.B. Ford, Ont. Now the price is only $625—for a

better car in every way. At the new price the Ford Car of

" today with its improved body, ventilating windshield, one-

.. man top, demountable rims and better upholstering repre-
sents value far in excess of pre-war models.

Can you afford to be without a Ford Car? Your family L
will appreciate it. Your business will benefit by it.

See your dealer today while he is in a position to fill your
order promptly. :

v

Touring Car |
Runabout

Chassis 520
Truck Chassis 670

Above models equipped with Starter and Electric Ligh#ihg $85.00 extra

Coupe $ 990
Sedan 1,090

All prices are F. O.B. Ford, Ontario and do not

include Federal Sales Tax.
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/Your cup of Tea means much to you.™ It is more than an item in’
the daily fare. It is the one thing that ‘‘rounds off’’—or spoils—an
emjoyable repast. . . .

Tea is fortunately so cheap in this country that there are few who

‘cannot afford Choice Tea. The cost per pound is only slightly higher

than ordinary Tea, while the increased pleasure you get from every"

cup you make is worth many times the difference. It'is true also !
that a FLAVOR-FULL Tea like KING COLE Orange Pekoe will
actually spend further—that is, make more cups to the pound.

KING COLE Orange Pekoe is prepared particularly for lovers of

Choice Tea. -
EXCLUSIVE FLAVOR'

-$ 625
560

‘'

- UNUSUAL QUALITY’

Ask your grocer for it by the full name,
SOLD IN SEALED PACKAGES ONLY,

Including Starter
and Electric Lighting

KING CoLE PEKOE

GE

!

THE EXTRA in CHOICE TEA. '} . — ,
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Ford Motor Company of Canada, Limited, Ford, Ontario

MUTT AND JEFF—JEFF EVIDENTLY FIGURES THAT EITHER JACK OR GEOGES WILL KISS THE CANVAS - . By “BUD"” FISHER

(COPYRIGHT, 1921, BY H. C. FISHE R, TRADE MARK REGISTERED IN U. S. PATENT OFFICE.) :

UT YoU CANT QUALIFY . \

[' MVTT, Tt Me! Tm ) | TOURE b T knew WUD BE\| AT A ReFeReS) o, 13 THAT S0 7 mﬂ&zog“neot;‘\rgg_}:ecv E AT 30 SR
£5 LA B Aveoniiun | | THROVEM YOUR JeALous WHEN N youR IGNORANCE ReFeREEING O MENT ABout | | AD0vr e e
ALTERNATE REFEREE HAT. ov HeARD 1T. S RSERESHING, A FIGHY 1S REECREECING: BUT T tAn count
OF THE BIG FIGHT: ALL THE PAPERS SOUP FOR ME. 2 T TEN, AND THAT'S
IN CASE ANYTHING ; ARE GONNA s = THE MAIN THING.

ANRNOUNCE :T
TomMoRROW

HAPPENS TO THE
OTHER REETERES
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