Where and When Flat Dwellers Make Love

THE FAVORITE PLACE FOR THE FAMILY IS DANEATH TIHE BAND
PAVILION.

1T BRINGS UP.

(Copyrighted, 1903, by Guy T. V. Isknlskkl)
8 THE raln ceased its gentle fall
and turned Into a alight driezle,
two figures emerged out of the
darkness Into the glow of an
electric light and walked along
the park path to a bencli, whose bpack-
ground was a clump of frugrant fowered
bushes,

“Such a porfectly cosy place!” breathed
the young woman, as the man took a hand-
ker-hlef from a pocket and carefully wiped
the water off two s:ats.

Then they sat down with contenied
pighs; and a few minutes later, when the
dwellers of the nelghborheod poured into
tho square with the peeplng out of the
frst star, they were “two soula with but o
pingle thought.,” Nelther the constant
shuffiing of feet on all sides nor the varied
proceseion before the palr caused them to
uniooss Interlocked hands, or her to take
her head from cloge proximity to hls shoul
der. Their mutual contemplation bespoke
lgnorance of the prescnce of broadly amlil-
Ing strangers.

It Is such scenes as this that makes the
small park of New York City on a sum-
mer's night an excellent ehart of the human
heart and mind. Day in the average metro-
politan park 18 tame nnd monotonous
Everyvbody is more or less conventional.
Humanity s on s dignity, Even the
few chlldren scattered anbout and the
grown ldlers on the benches play and doze
with s restralned alr., But with fall of
night the park becomes a board on which
the gamut of human feellngs I8 run: and
much that Is serlous and tragle, amusing
and comlcal, and frivilous and inane |s
seen and beard in and beyond the reach of
the yellow lights,

This I= true of any night when the elty
Euasps for breath, but especinlly Is It the
case when the hand plays. Then the DO
ple pour out in greater numbers, Then,
under the spell of the rollicking notes of
the latest ragtime, or the memory-awaken-
ing sirains of “My Old Kentucky Home"
and ather old-time favorites, the convers
sations usuailly kept for family or friendly
oircles tuke place with refreshing freedom
In the open. No one seems to give a
thought to the probability that the person
Beated next on the beneh Is unwillingly
belng taken Into heaurt and home confi-
dencen

The small park of tha matrapalls on &
summer night is always the favorite trynt=
ing place of the lovers who live therse
abouts. It s the only place left to them
whers they can whisper thoelr “sweet noth-
ings.” A flat takes no thoughts of the
heyday of youth; the parior and sitting
room Is too often ons. But when the bass
drum thunders and the trombone's sonors
ous notes float over the benches the lovers
are legion. Young couples who are timid
on other nights and envious of the braver
spirits across the path forget all sbout
thelr surroundings, lose their bashfulness
and tenderly clasp hands and draw closer
under the mellowing bars of “Annle
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This I8 the best time of all for the
photograper after studies to get In good
work, 8o Intent will the lovers and the
other people be on their affairs that thay
would not notice the camera pointed in
thelr direction, and when the Auashlight
goes off they will still remain Ignorant of
the fact thut they have been taken holding
hands or wrapped In reverie,

The couples a-woolng are not to be found
beneath the band pavilion. Thither flock
those who love musle for the nolse It
inikes—~the small boy and his sisier. There,
too, are found the stald married couples
und the children’s parents, so that the fa-
vorite place for the famlly party In the
purk Is marked and made unchangeable
by the youngsters,

The wooers are found on the outskirting
benches in comnpany with solitury Ogures

LOVERS NAIVELY NEEDLESS OF THRIR BSURROUNDINGS,

THE MAN WHO SQUATS DEJECTYDLY AT THE PARK'S FRINGR

who listen to the music for the thoughts
it brings up, and the homeward-bound
workers, who pause for a moment 1o catch
a straln and then tramp on again,

Here, as the melodies sound softly from
the bandstand, such seraps of conversation
a8 these are borne on the atr for all who
happen around to hear:

“Ar—thur?" wvery timorously from the
peat along the walk underneath the big
elm tree.

“Yes, dearie,” In o heurt-mellowed mascu-
Une volce,

“Ar—thur, do—-do—oh, Ar—thur, do you
still—~love me, after—"'

And a smncking sound tells the wide,
wide world thut Arthur does.

The “Humph!” of & mun In overnlls as
his pipe-and-muile reverie Is disturbed, and
the *“‘Gee, listen to the damn (Jital” of o
rounder on the same bench, follow,
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A few minutes Inter, an a drawling basa
volee axks, “Lucindy, reckon It's putty nigh
de time us two boen glttin' married, win't
It, honey ™' an urchin seamperitag townrd
the pavillon ocalls the park’s attention to
his discovery:

“Eh, dere’s a big black eoon makin' love
to o yaller gal back dere!™

Whatever the comments of the outsids
world, they seem to have no offect on the
lovers. They wure vsually as oblivious to
them as & well dressed couples, who had
come from a private house bordering on
the square, were to an old woman who
dropped boside them for a foew minutes' rest
before trudging on agnin with her Inden
basket. They did not loosen hands for an
Instant, and the girl did not even turn
around to look at the woman as she seatod
berself. Small wonder that the man who
sguwits dejectedly at the park's fringe car-
rles home with him many a lover's seorot
when he would far rather go to his bod
comforted by the knowledge that on the
morrow he would be at work again

But the lovers, nalvely hecodless of thelr
surroundings, are matched by the fathers
and mothers within the glare of the pavilion
lights, ¥Ewven he who walks afar off cannot
escape thelr frank remarks,

“Johnny! John—ny Rob—erts!" sorenms
a mother, holding n struggling child in her
nrma, to o small boy fast making his way
Into a crowd of youngsters further in the
park, *If you don't come here thiz minute
1I'll give you another whippin' like last
night's!"™

“Didn't T tell you she troated her chil-
dren shameful ™ triumphantly asks a
woman, evidantly Jolinny's mother's oclosest
neighbor, of her companion. "“"Bhe's the one
that desarves the leking!™

“Aud I says to her”—from a pugnacious
type of woman farther down the human
border of the walk—"1 says to hor, "Mrs,
Brady, I'l break your face If you stoal
another one of me petticoats off me clothes-
line,” T mays. And Mrs Brady, she—**

“And so that's the bahy, Is " from &
pruserby, who has recognised an acqgunints
ANCH *“The dear Hitle thing—and you've
got & new baby carriage for it, too. That's
what 'l have to he getting If T have any
more—the old one's been usad so much It's
nll worn out.'

Equally as enlightening as the oconvers
sation heard around the bandstand or on
the seats that have come to he known as
"Movers' nooks" are the attempts ot re-
partee to be averheard on the less crowded
portions of the walks leading to the hands
stnnd Hern groups of youth take Lhelr
first lesgons in mashing.

“Hello. Mamle!” an overgrown hoy, with
n clgarette eticking to his lps, calls sedugs
tively to a passing girl

“Hey!"' breaks In one of his companions,
a8 the girl looks stralght ahead, “leave
Mamie alone. Can't you see she's a lady 1™

Then they laugh.

But often Mamie, or whatever name she

{Continued on Page Fifteen.)




