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A Vendor of Mechanical Toys.
&>

F you're down on vour Juck and don’t
know what to do. go to Ann Street,
tell Mr. Cunningham, who is at the
head of a “ novelty " stove there, to

fit vou out (on credit)y and then stand on
the pavement and sell the public the
lttle brown dogs w=vith spring (a'ls, the
fily-catchers, the angry mothers-in-law,

&c., with whichi he’'s supplied you. In
short, be a street faker.
It's a most respectable occupation in

apite of having a name that calls up
vizions of Col. Roosevelt’'s wrath. You
even get a license by the city to allow
vyou to ply it, a most ornate looking 1i-
cense with your picture at the fop. e

The only trouble about the streetl ‘aking:
business is that it"s ton fascinating. IUs
like New York Cityv. People can't jeave
{t even tnough they could belter titeem-
gclves if theyv did. '

Nir. cunrningham, who.o 28 has heon
dicated. runs a store [rom voitich the
rtract fareors get their goeds, gave some
informa-‘on about the trade to a reporier
of 1.1 TIMES. !

“ Qur sald Ar. Cunainghaim,
“ecava from 2 oto £15-a dav.,

17 a faker hasn't got some smariness
aboui him. he'll be pushed out of thej
business quick. You see, a faker's natl
like a peddier. not at all! Your peddler [
sells things that there’'s a demand for,
like shoestrings.

*““* Now people always necded shoe-
etrings. They were on the mariket 300
years before Christ was born. ([Upon re-
flection it rather seems as if Mr. Cun- |
ningham’s enthusiasm got the better of
his judgment here.]

‘“ But a faker hands things to the pub-
lic that really aren’t wanted. Iie doesn’t
supply a2 demand. He creates it. Nobody
needs a little dog with a spring tall, for

P

.
1

SUTN DAY

Tokers,t

[

instance, =and _yet these dogs are the
most popular things on the streel to-
day.”’

As he spoke Mr. Cunningham held up,
a creation about as big as your hand, with
Very stiff legs and a melancholy expres-
slon. :

“ Pl its tall,”” said Mr. Cunningham

in an awed tone.
The reporter pulled. The tall, being &

spring one, kept on vibrating after the
pulling had stopped.

“ That Qog.” said Mr. Cunningham in
a slow, solemn undertone, ‘‘ has made &
fortune for its inventor. A fortune! It's
gelling 1lke hot cakes.”

We all gazed with admiration at the dog
for about five minutes, after which Mr.
Cunningham heaved &2 sigh and reverent-
1y deposited him In his box again.

** A Japanese man Invented that,”” he
uaid.

Evervbhody thought with envy of the
bank account of the lucky Japanese gen-
tleman. Finally Mr. Cunningham broke
the silence by starting to talk of the
way his firm supplied the fakers.

**We lend them the stuff at the begin-
ning of the day,”” explained dir. Cunning-
ham. * Then they go down on the street
and try to sell it. They make anywhere
from 50 to 80 per cent. on every fake they
get off. At the end of the day we take
back the goods they haven’t sold.

“ Some of the street fakers are qulite
rich. There’s BSporting John Mack, for
instance! Wait a minute, I'll have Mack
up.”

Mr. Cunningham put his head out of the
window. ‘* Mack! "’ he called. *“ Oh, Mack!
Y.eave your stall 2 minute and come here

2nd get in the limelight.” %
The street 18 evidently the ° Ilmelight,”™

but Sporting John Mack must have
thought that he was called to have his
picture taken, because as he appeared In
the doorway he said protestingly that he
wasn't beautiful, he knew he wasn't beau-
tiful, and that there was no use telling
him that he was. No one volunteering
that disagreeable information he quieted
down and leaned over the counter. - L
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Samuél Basch at the Left and Robert Cunningham at the Right, the Street
Faker Kings.

“ Alv specialty, Ma'am,” he gald, “Iis
literature. The News Company send thelr
books on the road, and them as isn’t took
is marked ‘returned’ in black letters on
the front page and sent to New York and
sent to me and is given by me to the
public,

*“ ¢« Given,' Ma'am, is the only word. I
have books on my stall downstairs that
would draw tears to your eyes for five
steady hours while you read ’em, and 1
sell 'em for O cents.

“ One thrill right after the other! Just
like the scenic “raflway, “only
* Sweet ' is the word. Sad and sweect—but
exciting all the time! " _

Sporting John Mack really has somse
very nice books. A couple of Oulda's
novels and one or two of Charles Dick-
ens’'s are on his stall, price, as he says.
cents. You'd have to pay 25 at an ordil-
nary newsstand, “ Why Did He Not
Die?” * Wedded but iNo Wife,” and a
book on pugilism by Corbett alsc adorn
his collection,

Sporting John Mack's literature, though,
is not the only thing he sells,. Just at

present, for instance, he's pushing a fly-
catcher, & recent Iinvention. 1Its manu-
facturers tried to get the goods off on
the public at 50 cents per catcher. The
public balked, and the manufacturera
went broke. Upon which Mr, Cunning-
ham's firm bought up the articles at a
very low figure, and Jjust now Sporting
John is waxing rich sellinag ** annthiiat-
org® at b cents per.

Bporting John s worth $10,000 to-day.
He could easily retire §f he wanted to,
but then there really seems to be some-
thing very fascinating about street fak-
ing. It gets a grip on its people like the
stage does.

““ Ay professilon takes magnetism,’” sald
Sporting John, * magnetism and person-
ality. If I'd had a better education I'd
have gone In vaudeville,

‘““Take them fly-catchers, now,”” he
went on. “ They're fine things, but it
needs a4 man with imagination and fasol-
nation like me to make the public stop
and take notice. *‘Stop! Look! Listen}’
I say, jJust as loud and solemn as a tolling
bell. People rezlly get frightened some-
times. 7You'll see when you come out.
My stand’s right in front of this shop.

“T tried saying ‘They are devilish' at

first, and holding up the catchers and

sadder,

making a face as I sald it, but T fright-
ened some twins—kids, you know-—almost
into fits, and so I had to stop.”

It certainly must take something re-
markable to sell those ‘' annihilators.”
They are labyrinths, If the fly can =see
which wway the labyrinth goes, (and it's
much smarter than the reporter {f |t
can.,) and if it makes {ts body {follow
its eve, it ends up by getting into a little
screened up space from which there's
no getting out. '

“"And then,” sald Sporting Mack, '' you
drown ‘em or roast 'em or get rid of 'em’
fn somo easy way. Gee, T sold twentiy-
four of them catchers to-day. That was
my high-water mark In selling. The next

most thing I sold was ' The Christlan’
—twelve copiles.” |

“ Sporting John Mack is one of the
richest men in the trade,”” said Mr. Cun-.
ningham as Mr. Mack went down the

stairs., ‘' A good many street fakers are
careless and easy-going about thelr’
money. Few of them save anything. i

* They're fond of reading, though. At/
night you’'ll see a lot of fakKers bending{

over tables at Cooper Union really edu- |
cating themselves.

* A good many fakers passed the census
examination a few months ago. One man
wrote to President Taft—oh, that's noth-
ing very remarkable, but he got an an-
swer from the President and the appoint-
ment he was after.
¢ mThe man wrote that he had passed
the census examination, but that he
understood political pull had a great deal
to do with getting a Job. He sald frankly
that he was a street faker and asked the
President to help him. The President did.

“ The reason that our men, even after
thev've got an education, stay In thils
business is that selling stuff on the street
has & good many advantages over other
trades. A faker's got his own hours. He
doesn’t have to get up till 10 in the morn-

ing if he doesn't want to. Nobody minds.
-« He's his own bhoss. He gets a lot of

traveling. Fakers follow conventions and
political meetings and celebrations around
the country, you know. They'ro always
where things are doing. They gradually
get dependent on the varlety and the
freedom of life, and wouldn't qult faking
even for something that had more money
in it.”
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very -attractlj\-'e, ladies. and gentlemen *’
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Mr. Cunningham s undoubtedly right

oy [

. e o

Cunningham of

B e w4

nn Street .Int

At ey el R oA =3 B R e L e

A

roduces

TR

rtj

Nn&

~ John Mack, Provider of Literature; Maggie

the Fly King, and O’thers.

as ‘to most of the profession. 'Oh Four-

teenth Street, though, there is a faker, a
small,, thin man; who sells his wares with
positive agony. The shrinking and yet

precise way in which he says ‘““This is

as he holds up a ridiculous black jumping
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and when I objected he arrested me. I—I
was taken to the court.. They fined me.
I--I urgently protest.”

Mr.  Smith is preity mmch alons in his
dislike of his Dbusiness generally, (very
few sensitive people have been driven to
taking it up,) but most of the stireet fa-
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kers seem to be one with him In feeling
‘* gsore at the cops.'” )
. Even Mr. Cunningham sald that in his
oplnion street fakers Wer'en-'t ireated alto-
gether fairly by the police.

- ¢ If a policeman feels angry,” Mr. Cun-
ningham renmarked., ‘‘ he hauls in a man
who's selling ihings on the street—says
that he’s been standing in one place long-
er than twenty minutes. Maybe he has!
The faker can't hold his wateh in one
hand and his wares in'the other. If the
Muogistrate's fecling good he says ° Dis-
charged.” TIf the Magistrate isn’t feeling
cood he says ‘ I'wo dollars.” "’

Mr. Cunningham showed the reporter a
letter from a strect Taker to a friend of

the nrofession.

““The Latest Popular Songs, Words
and Music.”

jnck 1g pitifull
as Mr. Smith.

I was in—in need,” said Mr. Smith,
* and consequently I embarked in this oc-
oupation. IExcuse me, I see o gentlerpan
approaching who may buy this toy for the
Httle girl with him.” And Mr., Smith
gtarted to wiggle his doll vielently, the
very picture of shame and distress. The
gentleman wont past, almost to Mr.
Smith's relief.

‘“I should like to mention one feature
of the trade which {3 not connected with

This man gave his name

any—er—personal dlilstaste,”” sald Mr.
Smith, He blushed very suddenly and
vividly.

I have bcecen taken to prison,” he said.

‘“ I—I complain of unjust and oppressive
usage on the part of the authorities of
the law,’” he cried. °‘ The law states that
we may remsain In one spot for twenty
minutes. Wo may go on all the streets
excopt a few of the ones downtown, which
are very crowded. After I had been
standing here for only ten minutes, one
day, a policeman told me to ‘move on,’

Ehe New JJork imes
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The Supply Store in Ann Street
Where Thousands of Fakers Get
the Goods to Start in Business.

‘ The letter Is In part as follows:

** Your kindness toward our fraternity
'will go far to help us along in our most
| laborious efforts to bring peace with our
 heighborg, and also with the authorities
inf the law by whom we are nqt rightly
"understood, or we would never have to
'complein of wunjust and bothersome
“usage.'’

. 'The staples of the stircet-faking trade
 are banners and buttons:

|« YWe look at all the papers every day
' just as regularly as an editor does,” said
' Mr. Cunningham. *“ What e want to
find out, though, is if there's any big
'gathering or jollification coming off soon
in any part of the United States,

' 1 yf there's a convention, say, of the
| Biks, we start making their banners and
' badges as fast as we oan, give the supply
"to our fakers, and send them to stand
‘outside the hall the Elks are meeting in
and sell the articles to the members us
they come out. Everybody knows how
common badges and buttons are. That's
due to the street fakers,

“ Some of the clever fakers look through
the magazines and papers on their own
account every night at Cooper Union, in
the hope of landing a ‘scoop.” A man
will sometimes come across a small notice
of a coming affair that the other fellows
have missed. Then he's got a nice field
to sell his goods in all to himself,

““ Badges and buttons are the staples, as
I was saying. DBut the real sport of the
trade is in selling novelties.: What’s a
novelty? Ah, anything new that anybody
thinks up.

o

That little brown dog is the centre ot
attraction at present. .- Fly-catchers are
going off, too. Toys that dance are al-
ways pretty popular. Japanese parasols
gre liked. " - .

“ Show her the angry mother-in-law,

Bob,”” called Mr. Cunningham's partner.
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It comes Iin a small box and conslsts of
two beads and two Dpleces of rubber, ‘You
make a fist of your hand, stick the two
beads at the top, the long plece of rub-
ber in the middle in a vertical position
and the short piece of rubber at the bot-
tom in a2 horizontal position. Then you
tie a handkerchief about the whole and
wriggle your f{ingers.

The result is really killingly funny. The
beads are eyes, the piece of rubber In the
centre is 8 nose, the plece of rubber at
the ' bottom is a mouth, the handkerchief
is hair, and the whole effect, without
using much Imaglnation, elther, iIs that of
an awfully ugly old woman who's mak-
ing faces.

You can’'t help laughing as you look at
It. The little brown dog seems rather In-
adequate considering the burst of en-
thusiasm it has aroused, but the angry
mother-in-law is really funny.

“ To see Maggle work that mother-in-
Iaw! " exclaimed Mr. Cunningham.

““* Who's Maggle?” asked the reporter.

“*What! You don't know Maggie, the
belle of the trade?’ Maggie, the fly king?
Maggie's as weoll known Iin Wall Street
as Pilerpont Morgan.
man as there is iIn New York City.”

gan is— "
“No, no. I mean Maggle. Maggle,

short for Mary Ellen, nickname for Ed-
ward Joseph! '

Maggie, it appears, Is a gentleman about
50 vears of age, who weighs 250 pounds,
hasn't a tooth in his head, and {s Known
from the Bronx to the Battery for his
fun and cleverness. Just for the sake of
curiosity, the reporter asked a police-
man on Broedway, a newsboy on Four-
teenth Street, a postal card man on Fifth
Avenue, and a8 broker Iin Wgall Street If
they'd ever met Maggle. They ail broke
into an irrepressible grin at the sound of
the name, and sald of course they had.

There iz a story that one day when
Maggle was feeling particularly * smaxt
and sassy,” he induced Mr. Russell Sage
to buy a tin doll that turned somersaulis.
Maggie considers this day the high-water
mark of his career.

Mr. Joseph got his feminine title be-
cause he can take off women so well.
Hea'll stand tn the downtown business seac-
tion, and, holding up a very little 4doll
at a passing broker, he'll call out {n his
great big rumbling voice, ‘‘ Finest thing
in the markz2t! Here you are, Sir!"”

If the broker waves the doll off Impa-
tiently. Maggle’s just as likely as not to
hunch together his shoulders, purse up
 his mouth, and squeak out, *‘ Oh, Yyou

! The angry mother-in-law is & 'screa,m;Q

Buttons and Medals for All
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that she could make an exact repr,e-e’-',:-"

duction of a fly. She got the idea of a.t'f-'; *

taching a pin to the mock fly and selllng
the result as a novel stickpin. Nobody.

wanted to buy her wares. Then she met
Maggie. DMaggie went out on the strest
and sold the pins by the thousand. The
woman is so grateful that now she won’t
let anyvbody besides Maggie handle _her
pins. | =

The pln Is pretty nearly as funny M}
the mother-in-latw, by the way.
it In vour coat in such a way that the
pin part is hidden.

fly.

A

You sticlki

- = g -J
Then a friend comaeas: "t
L R
.

along and gets his eye on the motionless :
The friend thinks he's got a fine -

chance to kill the fly., which is nice, bes--'-

The friend says: ‘“IIold on & minuts,™

innocent, surprised way, and stand very
still. The friend, with joyful anticipation:
in his eye, makes a wviolent jab at the
fly. Then the friend says ' Ouch!” puts

his finger in his mouth, and feels silily. ~ .

He's as clever a . cause it's such a big, wicked-looking one. as ¥
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5

*“ Yes, every one knows that Mr. Mor-|old man!” ** What's up?’ you say m-a-m':::-{:

i
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“ Maggia could sell anything, though,”™

sald Mr. Cunningham. *‘“ He's a genlus,
in his own way, of course.” IR

On the whole, the street fakers sesti
to have & Jolly life,
anybody

. x

and everybody.

They can talk to's
They can out-:
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up and have all the fun they want to.-.

They don’t have to remember, as the raest
of us do, that 1

** I,dfe 1s serious, 1life is solemn,”” &c. .‘:.e-:*.".:
Thelr trade doesn’t pay badly and isn't’

uncertain, If thinga get dull in the city,

as often happens In the Summer months, _.
the fakers are always sure of a market,;i-
for their goods In the smaller towns, .

People there, having lots of time, are
glad to waste a nickel or a dims in an
entertaining way. .All that a street faker
who's broke has to do is to go to a near-

by village, pay a dollar for a license, and .

then stand in the middle of the maln
street, and be the centre of attraction.
One or two men who used to be street
fakers have risen pretty high in life. A
certain Wall Street broker usually drops
a dollar into the hand of one or another
of the fakers whom he passes as he

walks from the Subway to his office.
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brute! ** in a killingly feminine manner,
Of course the crowd around him—Mag-
gle's alwayos got a crowd around him-—
laughs. The broker slinks off wising he'd
bought the vld doll. You can’'t stay angry
at Maggle, though, they say. He's the
most popular man in Wall Street.
Maggie's got a faster monopoly than
has Mr. John D. Rockefeller. Maggie’s
| the fly king. Likewise Maggle Is always
dead broke, but that's because, says Mr.
Cunningham, he's a ** terrific ’” spender.
A couple of years ago a lady Iin
straitened circumstances and the Bronx
(the two often go together) found ,fout
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The Errand Boy Can’t Resist Them.

He remembers when he did thelr stl;hi.
for a Lving himself. _

Most of the street fakers know eadh.,

other. They give each other funny na.mgg,
like tramps do. ** Information Kid,” ** Ho-.
boken Mike,” &c., are some of the stars
of the profession. '

“ We're a fraternity,” said a street fa-
ker, speaking of the members of hils-
trade. ‘““ That's what we are,
ternity. We make people laugh. That®
more than some Wull Street brokers do:
We're all right, we street fakers. You'd
miss us If we dldn't show up at our

stands.’”’ - | Cad T
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