LITTIE LOUIS EPSTINE

By Clarence S. Darrow.
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This story is sbout little TLouis Epstine, aged nine years.

As might be guessed, Louis was 2 Jew, But there are different kinds

of Jews. There are Jews who live on Grand Boulevard, and Jews who
live on Maxwell Street. TFor the most part, the Jews on Grand
Boulevard own wholesale clothing stores, and, for the most part, the
% Jews on Maxwell Streel work in the stores. ILouis Epstine lived on

Mexwell Street. When this tale begen, he had only one hand. Eow

he lost the other is a matter quite outside of this story. It seems
as if he was run over by a beer wagon when he was a baby. Eis ="

nurse - or, ho, it was an older 31ster, just past five - left h¥g

f&r 8 moment alone on the street, and the wagon came along% Bét he

since forgottsn al} about this, 1if indeed he ever knew.

ea:ieﬁis Epstiﬁe was nine yearghgld, he went to a

: '*-’éﬁ&rif-,y school. This was kept up by the weelthy Jeus, who

wished %0 do something for the poor. The fathers and mothers:a a
brothers and sisters of the 1ittle fellows worked for the men who
paid for the charity sehool."ﬁhe patrons of the school never esked
why their employees had to use the charity school. People do not
get rich by asking foolish questions of this sort.

Louis was not the only child in the family. EHEis mother
had five more besides him, and they 21l lived together in two large
rooms back of a Dakery. They had lived & whole year without moving.
The rent was five dollars a month., ILouis had plenty o playmates
when he was & child, for Naxzwell Street is full of houses and shops

Tevend flets, and even.then thexe is not room for all the chlldren.
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Some of them live in the bssements. Over on Grand Boulevard there

e
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are great houses and big yards, and the people fanmey it is a good

place for children, but Maxwell Street is a much better Place. Rither
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poverty mekes large families, or large families meke poverly; et
least there are & hundred children on Maxwell Street to every ohe
on Grand Boulevard.

When Louis was nine years 0ld, he helped the family by
selling papers. He got up at five o'clock in the morning and went
over to Newspaper Alley and bought his papers, and then stood on
the corner until sbout eleven o'clock, and s0ld them; then he went
to school in the afternoon. In this way he managed to make three
or four dollars & week, sometimes even five. Onee in a while a
good man would come along and give him & nickel for s pasper, and
now and then some kind-hearted fellow would give him & paper which
he had read, and then Louis would sell it again. He never took @
nickel from a customer and then rah to a corner to get it changed
and forget to come back, slthough he knew some boys who did.. Louis'
mother had told him that this was not honest and that he would never
getv rich if he got money that way, -although.the boys who did it
always seemed to get along as well as the others, sometimes better.
But Louis' mother had taught him to be honest, and he had heard of
@ man wno onge sold papers and who always gave the change, and he
was now a floor walker in a department store. Iouis had seen the
man himself. Louis' mother was a good women and she loved her child
and he loved her, although he never said anything ebout it to any
one. She kept him and the other children as clean as she possibly
could, and they almost always had something to eat. It is not neces-
sary heie to tell how she managed to get it, indeed, perhaps we
could not tell. Really, the mother hardly‘knew herself, but if
any one doubts the fact, let them visit Maxﬁell Street. o one>can
tell how all the children are fel, BUt 81T the-ssme-they. live. True,
some pf them do not grow to be very old, but there are always plenty

of new ones to teke their places if they die.



Well, Louis got along fairly well up to his ninth year.
Nothing serious happened to'him, barring the loss of his hand, snd
this never bothered him a great deal; in fact, he never thought
anything about it. If boys had three hands, they would doubtless
use them, but one is really quite enough. Touis could do almost
anything that the other boys could do. OFf course, he could ruﬁ as
fast, he could play all sorts of games, he could throw stones at
cats, he nevr had any trouble to eat everything his mother gave him,
and even his stub of a left arm was quite useful; he could hold
papers under it and fix his haet on his head and use this stub in
connection with his right hend to do almost anything he wished to
do. He really felt quite lucky to think thaet only his hand was gone.
He knew a boy who had lost his whole arm, and it was his right one,
toa.

One day, Louis' mother had been betier to him than usual.
She had bought him a nice warm cap that pulled down over his ears,
and cost twenty-five cents at the department sfoTe. Te had never v
seemed to know how good she was before, and then suddenly im his
boyish mind he commenced to think how hard she worked, what poor.
clothes she had, how she never went to a circus or killed a ra%t
in the gutter, or had any kind of fun; how she got up every morn-
ing"and fixed his breakfast before he was out of bed; and how she

washed the dishes affer he had gone to sleep. Ee felt very tenderly

. toward her. It was really more pity than love. And then he remem-

glass
bered a string of great red heasds that he hed seen hanging in the

department store on the corner where he sol&.nls papers, and which
were marked forty-eight cents, and he thouvht how happy his mother
would be if he could bUJ thls string of beads. Ie was only a boy,

end d4id not knmow why the beads were not as valuable as & String of*

pearls, and perhaps they were. So in his foolish, boyish mind he

congeived the thought of seving enmough money to buy the heads and
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giving them to his mother at Christmas time. He kept out a penny

or two each day and carefully hid it away until he had thirty-five
cents that no one but himself knew anything about. Every morning
when he took his stand before the great store he looked in through
the polished window to see thatthe heads were still hanging in their
place. As Christmes time drew on, he always looked with quaking
heart, for he felt almost sure that some rich lady would buy them
before he had saved enough.

The eighteenth of December ceme around. The day can easily
be remembered, because it was so very cold. This morning was far
the coldest of the winter, and all through the night Louis had kept
weking up because there were not enough quilts on the bed. In the
moining he was ready to get up and go after his papers hefore the
usual time. His mother urged him nbt to go, telling him it was too
cold, but Louis would not hear'to this; it wes only a week till
Christmas time, and, besides, if it was cold he could sell more papers,
for some of the other boys would stay away. So his mother got him
a cup of coffee and & big slice of black bread with some yellow
stoék yards' bultter - not a bad breakfast for & poor child in the
Ghetto. In fact, somehow he had been getting pretty well fed this
fall and winter. He stil] had the memory of a nice turkey that the
alderman had sent them on Thanksgiving, and there was a rumor in the
ward that this year enother one would be sent on Christmes. Some of
the boys said that the alderman wanted to be assessor in the spring.
Louis did not know what this was. Fe had never even sSeen an assegsor,
but then he had never seen a king.

Well, on this morning, after breakfast, Louis' mother bundled
him up the best she could, ~mWis shoes were not very good. He had
bought them "second hand", or whatever it is with shoes. And théy
were really not mates, but neither were his feet exactly, for that

matter. One shoe had 2 hole on the side and was ripped down the back,
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but otherwise was pretty good. The other was worm through in one
place on the bottom and his old stocking stuck out at the toe. 3Ioth
of thenm Wére pretty large, but his mother had always teld him that
large shoes wore the best and would wear the longest and would not
meke corns. As he understood it, only rich people wore shoes that
were too small, and then mostly ladies. Eis psnts had most likely
been made from gray cloth, and certainly for some one else. These,
too, were guite large, and had a number of patches scattered around
in various places like sores. There was one on each leg sbout the
knee and quite a large one in the back, and a few more besides. Then
there were several places where there was no patch. The cloth did
not seem to hold the thread very well, and anyhow Louis expected a
new pair - or, rather, another pair - this winter. He could have
had them long ago only for the beads. His pants were held up by a
ﬁlaek strap, just like the;swells that he had seen on State Street,
well, not just like them, ﬁut gtill with a black strap. His coat
was really a prize affair. It was the best garment he had except a
woolen conforter which we have not yet reached. This coat had been
given him two years before by a charity society. It is not sure
where it came from, but it must have been from some rich people on
the North Side. There was not muchwrong with the coat. The lining,
of course, was torn, and When Louis put his hand into the sleeve he
had %o grasp hold of the wristband of his shirt, and hold it until
his hand came out at the bottom of the sleeve, but this was partly
beceuse the buttonhole of the shirt was broken out. This was his
right hand. He slways put his left stub down through the arm very
carefully, as a navigstor would steer a shi§ through the shosls. He
putthis erm through first. Then his mother wound & wool comforter
around his neck. This was really a grand affair, or had been once.
Iow so many threads ha@ been broken that it was getting pretty ragged,
end it seemed to be about the same color all the way through, although
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it would be hard to tell what that was. His mother often told Louis
how it looked years ago. It had been given to her by a rich uncle
in Russig who was & peddler, but it really was very warm. Then on
top of hié head, hest of 2ll, was the new cep, the cause of all his
trouble. This he pulled clear down over his face so that only his
eyes could be seen. There is no use to descoribe his shirt and
things like tha%. Even poor boys ought to have some privaey, and
besides you could only see his shirt in one place, down below his
coat, and not then unless his back was turned. OFf course, he had
no overcoat. None of the hoys had these, except some of the little
dudes that he had seen their mothers leading into the department
stores on State Street. :

When Louis went to get his papers, he was in the habit of
going down Van Buren Street and then along Franklin Street. The
buildings on these streets were so big that they kept the wind away.
When he would go down on the cold mornings, he would meet men and
—boys with great stacks of overcoats on their heads and in their arms.
They were carrying them in and out of the great stores; none of the
men and boys wore overcoats, except now and then one that was very
0ld and poor; and them he would pass great rows of clothing stores -
miles and miles of these kind of stores, and he looked in through
the great square windows and saw endless heaps of overcoats, and
other nice new coats and pants, too, piled up in great high heaps

and long rows a@s far as he could see. There was not much else the
whole line of Franklin Street, except these clothes, and now and then
a great building full of shoes, and Louis used to think that there
Were more coats than all the boys on the whole West Side could wear,
more than all the boys he ever heard of could possibly use; and then
in his foolish way he wondered why these were locked up a1l the eold
winter when none of the little boys had coats; but Louis was not a
statesman or a politieal economist, he was only a poor little Jew

boy, nine years 0ld.
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On this morning, Louis' mother opened the door and started
him out. She did not kiss him good-by. This is no use when a
mother has eny other way of showing her love. She just opened the
dooxr and let him out. She told him to be sure and keep his coatl
buttoned up. EHe sang out, “Gée, ain't this co0ld!" And that was
all that was said as he went away. Ee walked down the sireet To
Jackson Boulevard, and then crossed to the South Side. He always
liked %to eross on the Boulevard. The buildings were so grand, and
the welk so smooth. e went on down to Franklin Street, and turned
north past the great clothing stores. The coats and pants and vests
seemed to e piled up higher thanm ever. He looked at them and said,
"Gee, I wish I had one o' dem.™ Bubt he never thought of going in
and getting it; poor people never do. In this way he got down to
Newspaper Alley, where the boys were trying hard to trade their
pennies for papers. There were fewer there this morming than before.
He got his bundle of papers, thrust them under his stub arm and
started off. Besides the cold, there Wt u cutting wind, and as he
came north it was all he could do to walk, but when he turned south
with his pspers it was easier, though the drifting snow botheied him
quite a bit. Ke darted along one or two alleys and in one place
walked through an arcasde. These mede him a iittle warmer than
before. Finally, he got down to the department store and took his
stand just in front of the grest red beads and begen to eall off
something that they had told him was in the papers, something about
some grand affair, a charity ball, or an insugural, or something
of the sort. Anyhow, he didn't know what it was. On the corner he
missed the man who ususlly sold lead pencils and the boy without any
legs, who always sat with his cap in his hand and raked out the pennies
as fast as the people put them in. ‘ B

Louis 4did not stand there very long until he begen to ‘get

cold, so he commenced walking up and down the block and ecalling his
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papers whenever anyone passed. There were not many people out on
the street that morning and they all hurried pretty fast, most of
them not stopping long enough to buy a paper. Along toward eight
o*clock, his hand had begun Lo get very cold. He couldn't put it

in his poecket and use the other one. He was obliged to make all

the change with this one, and could only use his stub to hold

the papers. Two or three times he stepped into the outside doorway
of the store for g minute, but he could not sell papers there, and
then the last time the floor walkei drove him out. The floor walker
had once sold papers, but this was long sgo. He was now a self-
made man., Louis had not yet learmed never to expect anything from

& self-mede man. He did not know that the man who is born in poverty
and misfortune slmost always grows very hard, unless he keeps his
poverty and misfortune. Indeed, he is obliged to grow hard to get
over his poverty and misfortune.

Two or three times in the morning Louis thought he would
give it up and go home, but then there were the glass beads and
besides he had the papers and could not afford to get "stuck"™ with
them on his hands; so he stayed at his post. It is possible he
might have gone away anyhow, except that along ebout nine o'clock
or half-past, his hand began to get warmer, and although his feet
and body were pretty cold, he could move around and manage to stand
this. So he stayed and sold out his papers and went back home about
the usual time. Soon after he got into the house his hand commenced
to feel queer - it was all prickly and numb, and seemed to burn. He
t0ld his mother, and she had him put it in cold water; still it
ached so bad that she finally sent over to the corner for a doctoz.
He looked the hand over carefully and then shook his head. The doctor
finally said that the hand was badly frozen, and he did not know
whether Louis could ever use it again or not. But he put some stuff

on it and wound it up in a cloth and went away. In a few .



(9) 3

hours he came back. The hand did not pain as much as before, but

it felt numb and queer. The doctor took off the bandage and shook
his head again. It was red and purple clesr up to the wrist. The
doctor told Louis and his mother that he must go to the hospital]
end he was afraid they must cut off the hend, but they would ask the
doctor at the hospital first, ILouis and his mother had no time to
cry, - they had to start at once. They went in to the greet big
building. ILouis thoﬁght it smelled pretty bedly, although he was
used to all kinds of smells in the Ghetto. They found the big
doctor, and he looked at Touis' hand and ssid it must be amputated
at once. Louis did not know exactly what that was, but of course
he made no objection and his mother made none. It had all come so
suddenly that neither of them fully realized what it meant, and then
poor people never do object to angthing that the rich say must be
done. The dogctor told Louis thaet it would not hurt, and this was

the main thing at the time. They took him into a great long bedroom,

- Where there were dozens-of-iittle white cobs &ll the same size, and

most of them with a child lying on top. They told him that they
would give him something which would put him to sleep, but that he
would wake up 2ll right, end it would be all over without his knowing
ik,

There is no need to tell about the operation. If any one
really has a taste for that sort of thing he can visit a hospital
any day in the week. Most people stay away as long as they possibly
can, gnd of course they would not like to read about it - for that
matter, they do not like to see how poor people live.

Well, Louis went to sleep, end the next thing he knew he
was lying in one of the little cots, and his mother, the doctor and
a girl with a striped blue and white dress were standing by the bed.
His hend was tied up in a ecloth and was aching pretty bad. It took

him some time to remember where he was, and then he asked them about
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his hand, why it wes hurting so much. Then his mother told him all
about it, although it wes almost as hard for her s for Louis. But
the little fellow was rather dazed at first, and did not seem to
think much about his hand. Then Louis lay still for quite awhile.
He was looking at the ceiling and the walls, and following the
zigzag pattern of the paper up and down. Finally, he turned away
from his mother, and pretty soon they heard a sob. The ﬁoor woman
went around to the other side of the cot, and stroked ILouis' face
and hair gently, and asked him not to cry, She told him that he
would be well again before long, and that she and his brothers and
gisters would aslways be good to him and take care of him as long as
he lived. ILouis told her that he knew this, but it was so near

Christmas and he couldn't get the rest of the money. She asked him

what he meant, and then between his sobs he t0ld her 2bout the beads. ¢

T
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