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perience here shows, however, that the land owners

themselves, by a large majority, favor taxation of

land values. The single tax is a land owner's policy

as well as a people's policy where the majority of

land owners are land users. The real opposition to

it is confined to speculators, whose distinguishing

characteristics are Inordinate greed and laziness.

A. G. HUIB.

* * *

ROOM FOR THE CHILDREN.

Staples, France, Sept. 22.

Give us children, cries France, and sends their

mothers from door to door searching any decent

apartment in which she will be allowed to house her

little ones.

Give us children, cries America; strong, healthy

children, well born and well nurtured, that they may

build us a mighty nation.

Then Capital proceeds to buy up all the vacant

land and the children are crowded together in the

tenement districts where the open spaces have long

ago disappeared.

But they tell me that Chicago has magnificent

plans for vistas of lake and prairie and river that

shall Intersperse the buildings of the future. Surely,

then, some one has thought about the little children

and their needs have not been overlooked. Among

the men and women able to see and feel the needs of

a new generation the children we have with us can

not have escaped without provision being made for

their immediate needs. For after all, if we neglect

the present what can we hope for in the future?

It is nearly two years since I wrote to The Public

of the playgrounds for the Paris children in the

beautiful garden of the Luxembourg (vol. x, p. 7),

and on the unsodded boulevards of the city. For

three summers now I have watched those same chil

dren spend their long vacation beside the sea. Dur

ing the months of July and August they come in

hundreds from the Paris gardens to the wide stretch

of ocean sand, known as Paris Plage. The day that

the lyceums and schools of the city close they be

gin to arrive, with mothers and nurses who remain,

and with fathers and uncles who come and go, as is

the way with the grown up men of the family. Pale

and anemic many of them are at the beginning of

the season, round and rosy, almost without ex

ception are they now as it draws to a close.

Mornings, noons and nights I have watched them.

Early as I may get down to the beach never have I

been able to find it clear of children. Three boys

whom we have known for three summers, seem lit

erally to live on the beach. Digging in the sand,

building wonderful walled cities with towers, moat

and drawbridge, running, jumping, leaping, playing

every game ever devised by the mind of man to be

played in the great open spaces, fetching and carry

ing for mother and her guests, fine manly little fel

lows they are, and it is easy to prophesy for them

a life of health and worthy endeavor.

Not far from their picturesque cabin is another

whose inmates are strangers to us, hut who have

not the less excited our interest. Every morning the

mother herself superintends the ocean bath. Each

child is in turn consigned to the arms of one of the

stalwart Etaples fishermen, who wades far out from

shore with him and instructs him in the art of swim

ming. When the mother thinks the lesson has lasted

long enough she makes a sign, and back to shore

come the pair of them, and the second is handed over

while nurse puts a wrap around number one and

hurries him to the cabin to be dressed. When the

youngest has been a few minutes in the strong

brown arms and then been held up to the silvery-

haired grandmother for her kiss, he is borne up the

bank in the arms of the Breton peasant. When the

bath of the younger children has been superintended

in this way the older ones with their mothers wade

out along the shallows to meet the incoming tide,

and. soon it is a laughing battle with the surf, and

rosy and dripping all trudge off to dress for luncheon.

In the afternoon gay crowds throng the beach,

walking up and down or sitting in picturesque groups

under the gaily colored tents and umbrellas. The

children wade, build castles in the sand and fly kites,

and September finds them doing all these things

with even more eagerness and delight than they

began in July.

And I? Yes, I, too, am doing sometimes one, some

times another of these things, but always and forever

my thoughts are far away with a host of children

whom I know across the great ocean, in another land

that is not less fair, and that is to countless thou

sands a land of promise.

Do I understand the nostalgia of the emigrant?

Perhaps I come a little nearer to it than before these

years of expatriation. But it is not of this that I

would speak.

I long with a great longing to bring into this

atmosphere of laughter and of life, of freedom from

care, many thousands of the burdened children of

our great American cities, but most of all pf the city

where my work and life have been.

In imagination I see those pale-faced children

of South Halsted street, as they throng the pave

ments on some stifling August day and I can see the

change that two weeks beside the sea would make

in them. I think regretfully of the ease with which

they would absorb the nature lessons that some

patient teacher must labor long to instill, and I know

that could all of them have such a holiday as this

no isolation for tuberculosis would be needed.

Then, in imagination I see the varied shores and

the dimpled surface of our fair inland sea. Lake

Michigan stretches away to the sands of Indiana and

the forests of Michigan, and I say to myself, some

where here should be the summer playground of

the children who need these weeks in the great open

spaces where nature has her reservoirs of air, of

sunshine for all.

Lastly I remember that Chicago contains men

and women of the broadest minds and the noblest

generosity. Nothing is too great or too good for

them to accomplish. The children must have their

play grounds near at hand for every day, and farther

away for special times and special needs. Nothing

that makes for better citizens costs too much.

Let us, then, leave room for the children.

IDA FURSMAN.


