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Favorite Games of Urchins Who Are Never Home Except
. + + toEataond Sleep & By Marion Mac.Rae.

HEN the ball epldemic struck
W Portiand in the early Bummer, the
street urchins of Blabtown and

other river-front localities wers rather up
Sguinst (¢, for =& Bprulding baseball calls
for the expenditure of the fabulous sum
! 3.0 Occasionally, however, Dame
Fortune woull smils upon same young-
the vicinlty of Twenty-fourth and
n, and he could plek vp a foul
enme husky batter had put over
1 board fence, xnd be able to make
1 It hefore the policeman woke up
s then that this Fouth tasted of the
Joys of popularity mnd had all the gang
&t his feet! For 41d he not own a real
besiball ?—-no make-belleve or 1 cent rub-
hat! Al through June the epl-
It was pitch and eatch on
and in the middie of every
i became= somewhat risky
pot without the
rateher. The
. but the boys
and practicas

equipment of a
fever has died o
of the strect wtill play
falthfully on curves
“Aw, g'on! 1 ain’ gcin' ¢play i Cur-
isy’s In th' gams & us kids ¢'n
touch his curve
"Curves!—nothin'!! He cant git by me!™
And with thia beast & diminutive news-
Doy of £ took the plate—which was the
wireet crossing In this instancs, and an-
nounced himself as ready for the curved
balls of the crack plicher of lower Front
gtreet. Up In fromt of the messanger of-
fices the boys will play, and the news-
boys whils away the weary walting for

]

the paper to come from press hy s lttls
pitch and catch

It is particolarly noticea
always sproad. ke the ma
Ing cough. Marbles are po lar only by

ods. The popularity mumblepos
ads over the land Hke the grasshop-
per pest, then dies out to maks room for
other games and sports. Tops are gen-
erully the rage when school s In ses.
slon, but the old-fashioned games which
roqulire no expenditure—not even the in-
vestment of a solitary nickel—are always
popular with the small boy whose princl-
pal residence is the street, and who goos
home only to eat and catch a few winks of
gloop.

Hide and go seel. or hi-spy Is an oid
game which still retains its popularity
with the street gamin, It is frequently
calied by other names, and sometimes
varigtions, the principle
remaina the same. The boy
who Ia ° stands with his face ngalnst
the wall of some bullding or strest, and
while he is supposed to be counting @
with his eyes ahut, he Is making every
posiibie effort to peek 80 as to se2 what
directions the other boys go, that he may
eanily locate them and beat them on the
race home. Sometimen he only has to find
those In hidlpg and call gut in husty tones,
“Hi-spy on you! hi-apy on you!"™ but it
is nlso played with a run to base, the
first one “it” beats there taking his place
the next time. Who shall be *“IU"" is gen-
erally decided by counting out.

“Meeny—miny—mesny—mo,
Catch & nigger by the toel
I{ ha hollers let him go—
Meeny—emniny —meeny—mol™
Onse—two—three—

Out goea he!"

This lyric s repeated until thers is but
one jeft in the line and he s the unfortu-
nate “IU'" S0 necessary O every game.

# that games
= or whoop-

A street urchin is never too young to
enjoy a game of craps. Its strongest rec-
ommendation for his favor Iz the fact
that It is strictly forbldden by “de cops.™
The lnexpressible Joy of getting ahend of
blus-coated, brass-buttoned enemles of
all smali boys makes any game or pas-
time forbldden by them the greatest 1o
be desired. In the vieinity of the Unlon
depot the crap game hazx proven very
catching this Summer. | came upon a
group of small bogs on a =ide sireet In
that neighborhood, who were 50 Intereat-
od in throwing the dice that thes did not
pee me-approach. A Inughing-faced 1t-
tie ocolored boy whom they all dubbed
“‘Rastus™ was throwing, and the crap In-
stinet which had dominated the famlily
biood for generations before him was
strongly alive In this you 31 sport.

“Tome seben! Come eleben! Come
‘Rastus!""—he would earnestly plead, giv
ing n =nap of the flugers ns the dice would
Irave his hands

“Oh, we aln't playin' r money! Jus
throwin’ ter seo who'll go after de water-
mejon we gwine t'r buy!™

It fell to the lot of two white boys to
make the purchase, and while they were
gone ‘Rastus and the other boys selected
& shady spot on the curb and cleaned
thelr pocket-knives In réndiness for the
feast.

“I'll stand on my head for a nickel!™

(Concludad on Page M)




