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Chapter 50 A Little Local Colour (—miA &%)

| mentioned to Rivington that | was in search of characteristic New York scenes and incidents —
some- thing typical, | told him, without necessarily having to spell the first syllable with an “i.”
CEIRIRX W, FIEASHBENANRNES, REkt, F—EERTRHEE—1E

——
To

“Oh, for your writing business,” said Rivington; —

‘B, ATRSESL, WX, —

“you couldn’t have applied to a better shop. —

RIS T, T —

What | don’t know about little old New York wouldn’t make a sonnet to a sunbonnet. —

HIFFIXANKIBRIALIFT A T RV AR A B A AL RBEIE R+ U171, —

I'll put you right in the middle of so much local colour that you won’t know whether you are a
magazine cover or in the erysipelas ward. —

(SILMESTUHLFESENZRDR, UETMHINEECRAERSHE L, ERERKR
%o -

When do you want to begin?”

(RFTE IR A 2

Rivington is a young-man-about-town and a New Yorker by birth, preference and
incommutability.

MR AEHERAN, £TAHLY, EFAL, TENEE,

| told him that | would be glad to accept his escort and guardianship so that | might take notes
of Manhattan’s grand, gloomy and peculiar idiosyncrasies, and that the time of so doing would
be at his own convenience.

(EiRfth, BIRFEERMAERIMRE, CAMERFTLNCR T SRWRIZAS. RIS IARY
=, B E ] AR th S ERIRZHE,

“We’ll begin this very evening,” said Rivington, him- self interested, like a good fellow. —

“BANSIEHMAIE, "X EEMR, RO FRK—FRME, —

“Dine with me at seven, and then I'll steer ‘you up against metropolitan phases so thick you'll
have to have a kinetoscope to record ‘em.”

“CRABHEMRE, ARRESHFHREBAENIAE T, BERSAGHEANRICRE
M, ”

So | dined with Rivington pleasantly at his club, in Forty-eleventh street, and then we set forth

in pursuit of the elusive tincture of affairs.
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“ATCAFRAN B it R A A IR E R EH A E, ARBINHLEIIEURENESE

==
Ho

As we came out of the club there stood two men on the sidewalk near the steps in earnest
conversation.

SEAEL BRI, EEMIHEMAITE LIEER N AEIAERHR

“And by what process of ratiocination,” said one of them, “do you arrive at the conclusion that
the division of society into producing and non-possessing classes predicates failure when
compared with competitive systems that are monopolizing in tendency and result inimically to
industrial evolution?”

WAt A#IEERE, "  HF—PMARHE, "REEH—NEE, ANABRHED REFT=M
ﬂ,ER%i%%m&,E%Mﬁméﬁlﬂﬁ%ﬁ%%#ﬁtﬂ%.

“Oh, come off your perch!” said the other man, who wore glasses. “Your premises won't come
out in the wash. —

‘B, AEREEBRT | Z—APRREIAWR, RRIRTR 2UEAERAY,

You wind-jammers who apply bandy-legged theories to concrete categorical syllogisms send
logical conclusions skallybootin’ into the infinitesimal ragbag. —

RIXER/XRIA, IEERBCNATRANEBIVES, Z2EECHS YRIRAR IR
BEXT,”

You can’t pull my leg with an old sophism with whiskers on it. —

RA—NARANNEXMRWA T H, —

You guote Marx and Hyndman and Kautsky - what are they? —

{/J\glﬁﬁq?z/u\\ 7 *ﬂ%mg ﬁi-‘!'ﬂ-JIE'l«E? E-ITETZ;i' -

— shines! Tolstoi? —

FRETRIE ? —

— his garret is full of rats. —

- fERERER R TER. —

| put it to you over the home-plate that the idea of a cooperative commonwealth and an
abolishment of competitive systems simply takes the rag off the bush and gives me
hyperesthesia of the roopteetoop! —

BAEXEEFRRELR, SEHAMNRERGERRIEERAIMZFRRE, IEHRBRIIREE !
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The skoo- kum house for yours!
XPERSFRFIRT !

| stopped a few yards away and took out my little notebook.

HISEILES, BHFBVNELESE,

“Oh, come ahead,” said Rivington, somewhat ner- vously; “you don’t want to listen to that.

IR, WRIE, " BEXWAL AR, IRa] ANERERA,

“Why man,” | whispered, “this is just what | do want to hear. —

‘B2, fkit, "REFL, “XERHERN. —

These slang types are among your city’s most distinguishing features. —
IXEERIE LR BRI h IR RS I 2 — —

Is this the Bowery variety? | really must hear more of it.”
X2 XA ? HENBITES,

“If | follow you,” said the man who had spoken flrst, “you do not believe it possible to reorganize

society on the basis of common interest?”

“MRBIEBEIER, "BERSHALR, “RABEEEBUEERNZAEMENRARUZ?”

“Shinny on your own side!” said the man with glasses. —
“BRRETERIS AL : RE CABAERA—AIE ! —

“You never heard any such music from my foghorn. —

(RMBHERBF T RHE R, " —

What | said was that | did not believe it practicable just now. —
‘BHERR, BRNARRETIT, "—

The guys with wads are not in the frame of mind to slack up on the mazuma, and the man with

the portable tin banqueting canister isn’t exactly ready to join the Bible class. —

“HEHRENANMENESNIERSE, AEFRBHIESENABCTNESZMAREN, "—

You can bet your variegated socks that the situation is all spifflicated up from the Battery to

breakfast! —

“Re]AFTHE, NBEBRIRE, BRA—HEE!"—

What the country needs is for some bully old bloke like Cobden or some wise guy like old Ben

Frank- lin to sashay up to the front and biff the nigger’s head with the baseball. —
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‘RNMEXRFZERHAEIRNFER, HEGES E=MXFMEEARK, E2F%, A%
PRiER R ARARYSK, " —

Do you catch my smoke? What?”
“YREAEFBIEEE ? 4 2"

Rivington pulled me by the arm impatiently.

Rivington ANt Kt Fi7 5 Fx A RS A,
“Please come on,” he said. —
B, . —

“Let’s go see something. —

“FELEFRAE, —

This isn’t what you want.”

EXANZIREER,

“Indeed, itis,” | said resisting. —
“SKRRLE, BHY, "FInitii,

“This tough talk is the very stuff that counts. —

“EMEERRIEADN EREREENGRA, "—

There is a picturesqueness about the speech of the lower order of people that is quite unique.

“RIEMEARNSREBMBIRE, " —

Did you say that this is the Bowery variety of slang?”
(RIAIX BRI X R (EERD ?

“Oh, well,” said Rivington, giving it up, “I'll tell you straight. —
IR, IIE, BN, BEFT, “HERFE, —

That’s one of our college professors talking. —
BERATKFBIREWRIE, " —
He ran down for a day or two at the club. —

EBRRIPF T —BR, —

It's a sort of fad with him lately to use slang in his conversation. —

fRITRITREER®, —
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He thinks it improves language. —
A XA AEIES, —

The man he is talking to is one of New York’s famous social economists. —
SHRRKIB P ARHANZTRNHEERFRZ—. —

Now will you come on. You can’t use that, you know.”
MEMRZBEE T, (RAEEERIRA, RIER,

“No,” | agreed; “I can’t use that. —

‘N, BEE; BAEERBS. —

Would you call that typical of New York?”
RIANJIX ZHLIRY B EIRIPAG 2~

“Of course not,” said Rivington, with a sigh of relief. “I'm glad you see the difference. —
“HARE, "BXWMM T —O5W, “BRSMEBR T, " —

But if you want to hear the real old tough Bowery slang I'll take you down where you’ll get your
fill of it.”
(BERMRFEITEIEZINANEIEEIE, BrIUFERE, BERSFABH,

“I would like it,” | said; “that is, if it's the real thing. —

“BABNT, "R, “BEEiR, IRMBEEN. —

I've often read it in books, but | never heard it. —

BREBEHPIER, BEARRITT, "—

Do you think it will be dangerous to go unprotected among those characters ?

RARERLEAFEERIFPEBRIR ?

“Oh, no,” said Rivington; “not at this time of night. —
‘B, N, "BIRWE, R EXNEERES, —

To tell the truth, | haven't been along the Bowery in a long time, but | know it as well as | do
Broadway. —
WKiE, BFRAZEZIHEET, ERNENTHNEE L —HFAL. "—

We'll look up some of the typical Bowery boys and get them to talk. —
AT LB BI85 B S 2RI, —

It'll be worth your while. —

XIFBIFL. —
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They talk a peculiar dialect that you won’t hear any-where else on earth.”

1 — MRS S, ERIRE it 7S (RERIT AR,

Rivington and | went east in a Forty-second street car and then south on the Third avenue line.

BRI BSLL2ENBNEFERE, AR L=XKBERM.

At Houston street we got off and walked.

A TARERERA T EL1T,

“We are now on the famous Bowery,” said Rivington; —

‘B AEEZRWEEE, "BRWL, —

“the Bowery celebrated in song and story.”
“BRANCAFREE AN T B 2 RVEE R,

We passed block after block of “gents™ furnishing stores — the windows full of shirts with prices
attached and cuffs inside. —

BANEE —HX —HI B RE—EERRAR T IHEN RN ERWMmO, —

In other windows were neckties and no shirts. —
HitffEEN 2w meaests, —

People walked up and down the sidewalks.

MIEANTELEERESE,

“In some ways,” said I, “this reminds me of Koko- mono, Ind., during the peach-crating season.
‘EMIEEL, "BiR, XEREBETHRRREERETFNED, 7
Rivington was nettled.

A A,

“Step into one of these saloons or vaudeville shows,” said he, “with a large roll of money, and

see how quickly the Bowery will sustain its reputation.”

‘ERXEEESRRFRELAF, i, “FE-REBVE, BEAKRHISRTEAECHNRER,

“You make impossible conditions,” said I, coldly.
YRIBE T ARTRERIFRM, "HORRHIAIE,

By and by Rivington stopped and said we were in the heart of the Bowery. —

AAZiE, BXWETHE, WRAIEEKRE TREENFRD, —

There was a policeman on the corner whom Rivington knew.

HRLE—MERE, BEXXWIARM,
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“Hallo, Donahue!” said my guide. “How goes it? —

‘T8, SR "BESITAFE, —

My friend and | are down this way looking up a bit of local colour. —

BN ? BRAIBMARRIAI K —REHER, —

He’s anxious to meet one of the Bowery types. —

B2 INR—NRE#ET LAY, —

Can’t you put us on to something genuine in that line — something that’s got the colour, you
know?”

REREESARIER —EEERHRENA - BIMEEFA 2”7

Policeman Donahue turned himself about ponder- ously, his florid face full of good-nature. —

SMAEETEMEGT TR, ILLEANKE ERHRMBFIENRE, —

He pointed with his club down the street.
fhRERIEEHIE,

“Sure!” he said huskily. “Here comes a lad now that was born on the Bowery and knows every

inch of it. —

“SHRT AR RE, MEMR—NIMKT, thREREEEEN, NE—TihE TIEE,

If he’s ever been above Bleecker street he’s kept it to himself.”

NRhBEELHANEEN LT, teDgiHbR,

A man about twenty-eight or twenty-nine, with a smooth face, was sauntering toward us with
his hands in his coat pockets. —

—PKRA28E29%, MEFABFHNEA, NFHEIEORE, EXRABMNER, —

Policeman Donahue stopped him with a courteous wave of his club.

SIREBILRMIESFEER, SETH,

“Evening, Kerry,” he said. “Here’s a couple of gents, friends of mine, that want to hear you spiel
something about the Bowery. —

“BpLYF, ENE, i, "XEIRJLNAK, MIEIRRIE —LX TiEHNES, Reeatili
JLahg 2" —

Can you reel ‘em off a few yards?”

“SHAARICA, SRR, "XNFBRARFIGE, IR LY, SBEA]. MmN HAMERE R,
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“Certainly, Donahue,” said the young man, pleas- antly. —

SR OEMIKEREAERT, —

“Good evening, gentlemen,” he said to us, with a pleasant smile. —

Donahue walked off on his beat.

Xe]RER, "BRWRAEN U, BFRETHR—T. "Bt TE !

“This is the goods,” whispered Rivington, nudging me with his elbow. —

R, R, "BRWAE, MEEE, —

“Look at his jaw!”

RITL®?

“Say, cull,” said Rivington, pushing back his hat, wot's doin’? —

“BAFAARRERXERER-AANL ? ERESIRFAA VR HEELS TNEE, BXHEL?" —

Me and my friend’s taking a look down de old line — see? —

De copper tipped us off dat you was wise to de bowery. —

BANMEMBR R RUHERIMRRIEES ), —
Is dat right?”

| could not help admiring Rivington’s power of adapt- ing himself to his surroundings.

“SARZNR, "XANFRAERMGE, "HREREETIRARN,

“Donahue was right,” said the young man, frankly; —

“l was brought up on the Bowery. —

| have been news- boy, teamster, pugilist, member of an organized band of ‘toughs,’ bartender,
and a ‘sport’ in various mean- ings of the word. —

HKEBZE—1MHESZ. TEEN. E25F. —MBEHEANEXEIRRR. Bk, Uk—
AN

The experience certainly warrants the supposition that | have at least a passing acquaintance

with a few phases of Bowery life. —

EANEZEH RN FH/REHEEN—EAEEVEM TR, —

10
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| will be pleased to place whatever knowledge and experience | have at the service of my friend

Donahue’s friends.”

BRESFHIAEMINRTMEZ I ST AR ENRRI AR,

Rivington seemed ill at ease.

BXWAFABH,

“l say,” he said — somewhat entreatingly, “I thought — you’re not stringing us, are you? —

“rE, MtERRKMEE, “BUARAARRRERFHRAINE ? —

It isn’t just the kind of talk we expected. —
EARZHATERRIESL N, MEZE—XEEBHRITHE | —

You haven'’t even said ‘Hully gee! once. Do you really belong on the Bowery?”
MREMNETEH/RERN ? TR, "MRESZEER, R ERERXFNALEEMKS],
e/ REBETRIERE MR T, "

“l am afraid,” said the Bowery boy, smilingly, “that at some time you have been enticed into one
of the dives of literature and had the counterfeit coin of the Bowery passed upon you. —

“EX, LD, "RESZETR, ‘RBEIUHESZ. FESN. EEF. —1MHER
RBEXEIRAC R, R, R—NMERAF ., XLEEAENERKEDE/REGEFN—L
LEBMTH, "—

The ‘argot’ to which you doubtless refer was the invention of certain of your literary ‘dis-
coverers’ who invaded the unknown wilds below Third avenue and put strange sounds into the
mouths of the inhabitants. —

(REZEFTIER RIE BRI ERN RIME LB, HIEATE=KEFHRMTE,
HRSFENFERABRNOR, —

Safe in their homes far to the north and west, the credulous readers who were beguiled by this

new ‘dialect’ perused and believed. —

EEILLAMALSNREEEE, WM A RENBZERENHARABEE.

Like Marco Polo and Mungo Park — pioneers indeed, but ambitious souls who could not draw
the line of demarcation between dis- covery and invention — the literary bones of these
explorers are dotting the trackless wastes of the sub- way. —

MDA SRBMERE IR —H, WXELERE, BMIMN2BEOMAN, TiEXERINTLFRY
R —XERE BN F R B RMAETL LR IRT B P, —

While it is true that after the publication of the mythical language attributed to the dwellers
along the Bowery certain of its pat phrases and apt metaphors were adopted and, to a limited

11
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extent, used in this locality, it was because our people are prompt in assimilating whatever is to
their commercial advantage. —

SAAELAR THIITHF IR (Bowery) S6HIERIVIEIES 2fa, EEAREHEREIENIESM
Fami At ARAMUBRIZEMER, EXERAHATHIARERIERII A=W EFSE
1) LERIREBIER, —

To the tourists who visited our newly discovered clime, and who expected a realization of their
literary guide books, they supplied the demands of the market.
S FRENBANF LRI G ROBEEA], ANAR T HizhFER, HEXMMIINXFIEE BT

i,

“But perhaps | am wandering from the question. —

“BHFHRERT. —

In what way can | assist you, gentlemen? —

B I0) TR CASN BR BRAIY, BT ? —

| beg you will believe that the hospitality of the street is extended to all. —
BRE, IFRHENRBEFENFEAFR. —

There are, | regret to say, many catchpenny places of entertainment, but | cannot conceive that
they would entice you.”

RERE, BIFSWRSIANMGIRAGA, ERLTEBRENSKRSIE,

| felt Rivington lean somewhat heavily against me. “Say!” he remarked, with uncertain
utterance; —

FEEIRivingtonTHERINW FHREE T — L, “HIE | "M EAREMERHE, —

“come and have a drink with us.”

“SRINFAT]—RE—RIE,

“Thank you, but | never drink. | find that alcohol, even in the smallest quantities, alters the
perspective. —
“BHgt, ERAEE, REAMNERERLVENEREINENAE, —

And | must preserve my perspective, for | am studyinc, the Bowery. —
BOARBERNOAE, BABEMRE/RE, —

I have lived in it nearly thirty years, and | am just beginning to understand its heartbeats. —

BEXECZLEETRHE=1TF, WEAFRIEFECHOMR. " —

12



Chapter 50 A Little Local Colour (—miA &%)

It is like a great river fed by a hundred alien streams. —
EE—FA—BRBEZRERNAA, —

Each influx brings strange seeds on its flood, strange silt and weeds, and now and then a

flower of rare promise. —
BKBABTER T HFRMF. FBEMNKENRE, BREBE—XHEZENESR, —

To construe this river requires a man who can build dykes against the overflow, who is a
naturalist, a geologist, a humanitarian, a diver and a strong swimmer. —
BREXFR, FE-DEBEFFHRRNIA, —MBEARAFER. HRFR. ANEEXE, BK

RAMBALHIERE, —

I love my Bowery. It was my cradle and is my inspiration. —

RERMIRE., ERBMEE, BREAMWRBRE. —

| have published one book. —

HRELHRT &R, —

The critics have been kind. —
TFERINMEER, —

| put my heart in it. —

BREHRHOORBAER, —

| am writing another, into which | hope to put both heart and brain. —

BREASA—FH, BEEEBAEEFRALRNER, —

Consider me your guide, gentlemen. —

ERIFERMNNES, BEl]l, —

Is there arything | can take you to see, any place to which | can conduct you?”

BT AFFIAHIRIEZBRING ? B A AR AHIRIIEZEMN ?

| was afraid to look at Rivington except with one eye.

HEHARMRRBEEENL,

“Thanks,” said Rivington. “We were looking up ... —

“BHE, "B, "EAIEESHK.... LR, BYAR.....1Z5E, —

thatis ... my friend ... —
XiEE T —IRG..... IEE R R E. " —

13
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confound it; —

it's against all precedent, you know ... —

“Ghigt, "EXmiE, "HAIEES ... R HROBRR....%5E, —

awfully obliged ... just the same.”

EE TR, IFE RS RUEWE.

“In case,” said our friend, “you would like to meet some of our Bowery young men | would be
pleased to have you visit the quarters of our East Side Kappa Delta Phi Society, only two
blocks east of here.”

“ﬂﬂﬁiﬂnu»LAiA-—Eﬁiﬁﬂ]ﬁ@ﬁﬂﬁu FHE, HERESXBHRSMBNEX THEREFEFSNE
i, BXEIEHINHXIES, "

“Awfully sorry,” said Rivington, “but my friend’s got me on the jump to-nioht. —

“EERI, ImNmiL, ERSMIRIBAAKRIKERE, —

He’s a terror when he’s out after local colour. —

it I AEF L LLIER, " —

Now, there’s nothing | would like better than to drop in at the Kappa Delta Phi, but — some other
time!”

“WE, BBLBLLETHEREFEEREZNMAS T, RE2...... FXBEE !

We said our farewells and boarded a home-bound car. —

#B&E5lE, £ET7T—WERME, —

We had a rabbit on upper Broadway, and then | parted with Rivington on a street corner.

BANELBEELEIZT —WFEAMRE, ARHRE—NEHANRXWMA T

“Well, anyhow,” said he, braced and recovered, “it couldn’t have happened anywhere but in
little old New York.”
"Bz, MtiREssm, ENIRIFEXR, "IMERISRET/IVIIALY,

Which to say the least, was typical of Rivington.

FE LRI R 3mSR B EY,

14
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“I see,” remarked the tall gentleman in the frock coat and black slouch hat, “that another street
car motorman in your city has narrowly excaped lynching at the hands of an infuriated mob by
lighting a cigar and walking a couple of blocks down the street.”

‘BEE T, "BFRIIEMBERBHISNFEERE, ERIIIBTHE, XE—BBREENE
REFRHNREMBERIE, FH e T —REMALGEHE TLMEX,

“Do you think they would have lynched him?” asked the New Yorker, in the next seat of the

ferry station, who was also waiting for the boat.
RIS RIEMIG ? "SZAMALI AL)E, fhthiEFHXEn.,

“Not until after the election,” said the tall man, cutting a corner off his plug of tobacco. —
"“BERBERAEAS, BN FEFHE, BT REE, —

“I've been in your city long enough to know something about your mobs. —

“BEMIRBHEFEEBAT, WRMINRREAM TR, —

The motorman’s mob is about the least dangerous of them all, except the National Guard and
the Dressmakers’ Convention.
VN RREREABRA—X, RTEREINNHBEXRST.,

“You see, when little Willie Goldstein is sent by his mother for pigs’ knuckles, with a nickel
tightly grasped in his chubby fist, he always crosses the street car track safely twenty feet
ahead of the car; —

“RE, SOER X/RETBHMMEEIRESLIER, FHREE—NED, thERSERERRZA
TEWFUEE, BEFBE_TRZZ; —

and then suddenly turns back to ask his inother whether it was pale ale or a spool of 80 white

cotton that she wanted. —
KA NES RN EERE R ALE0ZHERE, —

The motorman yells and throws himself on the brakes like a football player. —

NESWARE, AREXGIHR—FIENE, —

There is a horrible grinding and then a ripping sound, and a piercing shriek, and Willie is sitting,

with part of his trousers torn away by the fender, screaming for his lost nickel.
RETHNERFNERE, —FRENXW, RBFLERE, #FRIPslRT —885, Bt
ERIETRMSRA,

“In ten seconds the car is surrounded by 600 infuriated citizens, crying, ‘Lynch the motorman!

“TRMZE, SERABMRENTRER, tIIESFNREE,  —

15
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Lynch the motorman!” at the top of their voices. —
REENMZEEIN | RFEHERN | —

Some of them run to the nearest cigar store to get a rope; —

PR — L AREIRANEMEEREF; —

but they find the last one has just been cut up and labelled. —

BftI&xM&EE— P RIRILMEFIRCT. —

Hundreds of the excited mob press close to the cowering motorman, whose hand is observed
to tremble perceptibly as he transfers a stick of pepsin gum from his pocket to his mouth.
HEBMENERBLABEERENVIESV, MRt FRESEH, tAOREZEH—RE
HLAERAER

“When the bloodthirsty mob of maddened citizens has closed in on the motorman, some
bringing camp stools and sitting quite close to him, and all shouting, ‘Lynch him! Policeman
Fogarty forces his way through them to the side of their prospective victim.
S—HRENNFSTREEEN, BEAZRTSHLEMBSIAL, KFEREE: “RIEM | " BERH
BERDMEIAR, MEMITEENZEES L,

"Hello, Mike,” says the motorman in a low voice, ‘nice day. —

g, b5, "EVRFIRE, “RRSAFRH —

Shall | sneak off a block or so, or would you like to rescue me?’

HizfafaAE— MK, E2FERFK 27

"Well, Jerry, if you don’t mind,” says the policeman, ‘I'd like to disperse the infuriated mob
singlehanded. —

B, RE, MRMEANEIE, "ERR, ‘HERRLEDRREIBFHRBNER, BLENMEH"N
R, HLLEBI—XRFARRER, BBRRB300A, WIBRE—NMZERHMEAXSZ "—

| haven’t defeated a lynching mob since last Tuesday; —

and that was a small one of only 300, that wanted to string up a Dago boy for selling wormy
pears. —

"X BREERBMEAF BT,

It would boost me some down at the station.’

R, By, "ENiR, ‘REER LI, BRSTFEAFHEH,
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"All right, Mike,” says the motorman, ‘anything to oblige. I'll turn pale and tremble.’
TFRIGMZFEM T ; ERFRTFTEHERWR: KA

“And he does so; and Policeman Fogarty draws his club and says, ‘G’'wan wid yez!" and in eight
seconds the desperate mob has scattered and gone about its business, except about a
hundred who remain to search for Willie’s nickel.”

— “UX/\Pth, BEMABFEZNNAE, SEILEDLECHER, RERY—BABTXRST
Fwilliefm FYR M,

“I never heard of a mob in our city doing violence to a motorman because of an accident,” said
the New Yorker.

“BARITREEHANAH R ERESZHMS ERDFNM, "HIARE,

“You are not liable to,” said the tall man. —

“MRARITHE, "&NFiR, —

“They know the motorman’s all right, and that he wouldn’t even run over a stray dog if he could
help it. —
“MATFIEERKESE, MREBEREHE—REXNA,

And they know that not a man among ‘em would tie the knot to hang even a Thomas cat that
had been tried and condemned and sentenced according to law.”

“fiFE, MEBARFERE, RBEZFEHRGHLEABEZREEEZER—REDHE, ~

“Then why do they become infuriated and make threats of lynching?” asked the New Yorker.

BT LMMNZEFNLCERR, ERPEFMIR ? "HLI A&,

“To assure the motorman,” answered the tall man, “that he is safe. —

“ATUEERBLD, "N FEE, “MNERESFMbER 21,

If they really wanted to do him up they would go into the houses and drop bricks on him from
the third-story windows.”

“NRMATTEREN ST, IS HEF, N=EFPIHELTR,

“New Yorkers are not cowards,” said the other man, a little stiffly.

AHAHREIER, "B BAGLRGHE,

“Not one at a time,” agreed the tall man, promptly. —
“_/l\_/l\;Eo ”%4?%A1‘ZEDE%EO -

“You've got a fine lot of single-handed scrappers in your town. —

YRMELR— N —NMTHHIAERS, "—
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I'd rather fight three of you than one; —

‘BT BIR=DATS, —

and I'd go up against all the Gas Trust’s victims in a bunch before I'd pass two citizens on a

dark corner, with my watch chain showing. —

tEABEERENTABIHITER, RNFREFELR,

When you get rounded up in a bunch you lose your nerve. Get you in crowds and you're easy.

SHIFMTREE —HEARR, ISREAES, MESFE—EMESXERE,

Ask the ‘L’ road guards and George B. Cortelyou and the tintype booths at Coney Island. —
“la)fa] L' BRE. A -B-AFERIMRELIHEBSIE, R/(1157%K178), —

Divided you stand, united you fall. —
FASGHERFS KM, E pluribus nihil (FITE) . —

E pluribus nihil. —

Whenever one of your mobs surrounds a man and begins to holler, “Lynch him!" he says to
himself, “Oh, dear, | suppose | must look pale to please the boys, but | will, forsooth, let my life
insurance premium lapse to-morrow. —

“BEMRMNRERE - DAFABRE A REEM | "HESHIEE: ‘W, FE8, BEHS
EERRKESH, FEUHXLA, EERBRASILBRMASFREEETE, " —

This is a sure tip for me to play Methuselah straight across the board in the next handicap.’

“BENHRKRIAEER—MIBRRKNESR, T -17RSERENE NISEERL.

“I can imagine the tortured feelings of a prisoner in the hands of New York policemen when an
infuriated mob demands that he be turned over to them for lynching. —

“FEI AR S — Aﬁum§§nXh BRARREMAIELATARIE, BRBRNIBEHNEREFH
FTZhrEE R,

“For God's sake, officers,’ cries the distracted wretch, ‘have ye hearts of stone, that ye will not
let them wrest me from ye?’

SKORARITT, BEA, "BNMEEALTHRIICABE, “RITAVOEERE L —HFE, Neikfti]
BEKL?”

"Sorry, Jimmy,” says one of the policemen, ‘but it won’'t do. There’s three of us—me and Darrel

and the plain-clothes man; —

18



Chapter 51 A Little Talk About Mobs (/JMRFRE)

“HREI, 5K, HP-REREE, TX{TAE, BIE=NA—F. A ROBMERE

gL

and there’s only sivin thousand of the mob. —

MERERBCTA. MRMIMETIR, —

How’'d we explain it at the office if they took ye? —
BATZELABEDRNERNK ? —

Jist chase the infuriated aggregation around the corner, Darrel, and we’ll be movin’ along to the
station.”

WAER, BHBEEESHWARDSRA, BATMNBEZERE,

“Some of our gatherings of excited citizens have not been so harmless,” said the New Yorker,
with a faint note of civic pride.
‘AT LT RRESAARNRIBALTLE, "MANRE, FE —£MBENHHERR.

“I'll admit that,” said the tall man. —

BRI, BIFBAE, —

“A cousin of mine who was on a visit here once had an arm broken and lost an ear in one of
them.”
“BR—AEREERXBL, GREHEFP— IR T—FFE, *kEFT—REH%, "

“That must have been during the Cooper Union riots,” remarked the New Yorker.
“BR—EREEIRREZFTFIRELEAE], "HLANHIE,

“Not the Cooper Union,” explained the tall man—"but it was a union riot—at the Vanastor
wedding.”
“ANREIREXE, "S1MFiR, “ERR— 1T IRENFI—EChETSEL L,

“You seem to be in favor of lynch law,” said the New Yorker, severely.

“IRILFEERLFAR, "HLI AR IR E,

“No, sir, I am not. No intelligent man is. But, sir, there are certain cases when people rise in

their just majesty and take a righteous vengeance for crimes that the law is slow in punishing.

R, KE, BAZR, RBEBRAZENR. B2, ©tE, ERERAT, AMSCAESRIE™E
R, NEBBREEINRITHITEXHEMN. " —

| am an advocate of law and order, but I will say to you that less than six months ago | myself

assisted at the lynching of one “of that race that is creating a wide chasm between your section
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