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T HIS volume aims to give scrupulously exact descriptions of

life and scenes in the great metropolis under three differ-
ent aspects: 1st, “As Seen by a Woman;” 2d, “As Seen by
a Journalist ;” 3d, “As Seen and Known by the Chief of the
Iew York Detective Bureau.” It was essential that each of
the writers selected for this undertaking should possess a thor-
ough practical knowledge of the subject, combined with ability
to describe what they have seen and experienced.

The first division was assigned to Mrs. Helen Campbell,
whose life has been spent in New York city, and whose well-
lmown sympathies for the poor and unfortunate, combined
with long experience in city missionary work and charitable
enterprises, peculiarly fitted her for this portion of the work.
Her interest in missions and her labors among the lower classes
have brought her face to face with squalor and misery among
the hopelessly poor, as well as with degraded men and women
in their own homes; while her ready sympathy gained for her
access to their hearts, and thus gave her a practical insight intc
their daily life possessed by few. Who but a woman could
describe to women the scenes of sin, sorrow, and suffering
among this people that have presented themselves to her wo-
manly eye and heart ?

To Col. Thomas W. Knox was assigned the task of delineat-
ing phases of city life that a trained journalist of many years’
experience in New York is more familiar with than almost any

other person. To the advantages ot his facile pen and quick
Cwif)
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observaticn, born of long newspaper work, are added those ¢f
a lifetime spent in the great city and perfect familiarity with
many features of metropolitan life which he so well describes.

To Chief Inspector Thomas Byrnes, the famous head of the
New York Detective Bureau,—the most efficient burean of its
kind in the world,—the public is indebted for the faithful de-
scriptions of criminal life and detective experiences given in
this volume. For thirty years he has been connected with the
police force of New York, working his way up from the ranf,
of patrolman to his present high and responsible position. Fer
many years he has been constantly and prominently before ths
public as a detective of wonderful skill and unerring sagacity-
The very nature of his life-work has brought him into close
contact with crime, destitution, and vice, and has given hiin
exceptional opportunities for the study of life among the dar-
gerous classes. More than any other man he knows the meth-
ods and characteristics of “crooks” of high and low degree,
and possesses a thorough knowledge of their haunts.

‘When the manuscripts of these joint authors were placed in
the publishers’ hands, they for the first time realized the great
importance of the work they had undertaken. In genuine
interest and graphic description it exceeded anything they had
hoped for, and their estimate of its worth grew with closer ex-
amination. The original plan of the book included but a few
full-page illustrations ; but the sterling character of the work as
revealed by reading the manuscript,—its authenticity, incontro-
vertible facts, and startling revelations,—led the publishers to
believe that it ought to be illustrated with more than common
fullness and in the most truthful and realistic manner. But
how could this be accomplished ?

The old method of employing artists of quick talent to seize
the general outline of a scene, and by a few rapid strokes of a
pencil preserve the general idea, until, in the studio, leisure was
found to enlarge the hasty sketch and reproduce the details
from memory, was open to serious objection; for in this war
everything is left to the artist, whose generally exuberant ani
sometimes distorted imagination has full swing, and in additios
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the method is exceedingly faulty in having to rely upon one of
the most treacherous of human faculties —the memory. Such
pictures can only approximate to the reality: they may be —
and often are — very wide of the truth. The publishers were
satisfied that illustrations produced in this way could not show
the fidelity to nature that the text demanded. Here the
modern camera came to their aid, and it alone is the basis for
every illustration in this volume. In deciding to adopt the
camera as a means to an end, they little dreamed of the labor,
time, and expense which the undertaking involved.

Recent develppments in photography have rendered it pos-
sible to catch instantaneously all the details of a scene with the
utmost fidelity. The publishers and their photographer ex-
plored the city together for months, by day and by night,
seeking for living material on the streets, up narrow alleys
and in tenement houses, in missions and charitable institutions,
in low lodging-houses and cellars, in underground resorts and
stale-beer dives, in haunts of criminals and training-schools of
crime, and in nooks and corners known only to the police and
rarely visited by any one else. These two hundred and fifty
remarkable pictures were selected from upwards of a thousand
photographs taken at all hours of the day and night. Many of
them were taken at moments when the people portrayed would
rather have been anywhere else than before the lens’ eye.
By far the greater part of them were made by flash-light,
without the aid of which much of the life herein shown so
truthfully could not have been presented at all. Some of
them were made under circumstances of great difficulty,
in dimly-lighted holes and in underground places, literally “in
darkest New York,” where the light of day never penetrates.
Not a few were made long after midnight, for there are
phases of city life that cannot be seen at any other time. Asa
whole these illustrations depict many and varied scenes of
every-day life and all-night life which go to make the sum of
New York’s daily history.

The dark side of life is presented without any attempt to
tone it down, and foul places are shown just as they exist. Any
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one who undertakes to “see life” in the haunts of vice and
crime in New York, especially by night, takes his life in his
own hand, and courts danger in many forms. Criminals are a
suspicious class. The appearance of a camera in their midst at
once suggests to them the Rogues’ Gallery, and recalls to their
mind crimes known only to themselves. It is not pleasant, in
underground dens, where hardened criminals and the vilest out-
casts hide from the light of day, to be mistaken for detectives
in search of their prey; noris it pleasant to spend day after
day in vermin-infested tenements and oozy cellars waiting for
opportunities to portray some particularly desired scene. It i
dangerous to breathe for hours at a time an atmosphexg poisonel
with nauseating effluvia; it is hazardous to be sf‘ ounded in
narrow alleys by a crowd of toughs who believe that bricks
and other missiles were specially designed for the benefit of
strangers. There are hundreds of places in New York where
even the air of respectability is an element of personal danger.

In midnight expeditions it was often necessary to creep
stealthily into a locality where it was known that night life ai,
its worst existed. The camera was quickly and silently ad-
justed in the dark, and the sudden and blinding flash of the
magnesium light was generally the first knowledge the subject
had of the presence of photographers; but the knowledge came
too late to prevent the lightning work of the camera, which in
the two-hundredth part of a second had faithfully fixed *he
scene on the sensitive plate. Surprise and wonder were often
followed by oaths and threats that were of no avail, for the
camera had done its work.

In some of these pictures will be seen —in their own haunts
and amid their own surroundings — lineaments of old and well-
known criminals, both men and women, together with those of
younger years just entering upon a life of crime and degrada-
tion, and of some whose footsteps have barely touched the
threshold. In no instance have artists been allowed to exercise
their imagination by drawing pictures of impossible scenes, or
exaggerating what is already bad enough. The fact thatevery
illustration in this volume is from a photograph made from life,
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and that the greatest care has been taken fo present these
photographs in fac-simile, even to the preservation of the por-
traits, are features that will commend themselves to all.

It is said that figures do not lie. Neither does the camera.
In looking on these pages the reader is brought face to faece
with real life as it is in New York; not AS IT WAS, but AS
IT IS TO-DAY. Exactly as the reader sees these pictures,
just so were the scenes presented to the camera’s merciless and
unfailing eye at the moment when the action depicted took
place. Nothing is lacking but the actual movement of the per-
sons represented.

Here, then, are presented to the reader faithful pictorial
representati?)ns of street life in New York by day and by night;
scenes in various well-known Christian missions in tough dis-
tricts, their audiences, services, and so forth; gospel work by
day and by night by mission-workers and rescue-bands in the
vilest slums; scenes of hospital life and in charitable institu-
tions ; in cheap lodging houses and cellars ; in back streets and
alleys; in dens of infamy and crime, where the dangerous
classes congregate ; in the homes of the poor ; in wretched tene-
ment districts, where the horror of the life that is lived by
human beings herded together by thousands is well-nigh in-
credible ; in newsboys’ lodging houses ; in the police, detective,
and fire departments ; in opium-joints and among the denizens
of Chinatown; among the Italians of Mulberry Street, ana
along its famous “ Bend,” — these and many other topics are
here presented in the best pictorial manner, and always with
strict regard to truth.

The publishers return their sincere thanks to all who have
in any way helped them in this arduous undertaking. Their
grateful acknowledgments are due to the Board of Police Com-
missioners, and to Chief Inspector Thomas Byrnes, without
whose aid many rare photographs could not have been made:
to the captains of various police precincts, who on numerous
occasions detailed special detectives to pilot and accompany the
photographers to places known only to the police; to the offi-
eers of the Children’s Aid Society, and of the Society for the
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Prevention of Cruelty to Children ; to the superintendents of
the Florence Night Mission. the Water Street Mission, and the
Cremorne Mission ; to Sister Irene, of the New York Found-
ling Asylum; to the president of the Board of Public Chari-
ties and Correction, and to the Board of Fire Commissioners.
Unfailing courtesies were extended on every hand, and made it
possible to secure new and desirable material that has never
hitherto been presented.

The publishers’ thanks are especially due to Mr. O. G.
Mason (at present and for the ‘past twenty-five years official
photographer at Bellevue Hospital), to whose rare skill they
are indebted for many fine photographs made expressly for
this volume. In photographing difficult scenes, Mr. Mason’s
skill could be relied upon implicitly. Nearly all of the photo-
graphs from which the full-page engravings were made were
taken by flash-light by him, as well as many of those for the
smaller illustrations. . Always ready for emergencies, possess-
ing ability and facilities to instantly meet them, he was in
every way the right man in the right place. Mr. E. Wazr-
RIN, JR., Mr. Freperick Virmar, and Mr. Jacor A. Rus, also
placed at their disposal large collections of photographs from
which very interesting selections have been made.

The whole work has passed under the editorial supervision
of Mr. E. E. Trerrry, of New York, and the publishers are
indebted to his experience for many valuable suggestions.
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HE problem of the great city is the problem of modern
civilization. It was brought to -the attention of the
thoughtful in 1851 by Henry Mayhew’s “London and the
London Poor ™ ; interest in it was revived a few years ago by
the brief but suggestive little monograph “The Bitter Cry of
Outeast London”; reawakened in 1890 by Gen. Booth’s “In
Darkest England and the Way Out”; and further invaluable
material for its study is furnished by Charles Booth’s “ Labor
and Life of the People,” still in course of publication; and on
this side of the water by Jacob Riis’s life-like study entitled
“How the Other Half Lives.” The present volume is in a
noble succession and worthy of the literary elass to which it
belongs. Though not the first, it is the most comprehensive
pieture of New York city with which I am aequainted ; it is
furnished by experts who xknow whereof they write, and who
verify their graphic aecounts by the indisputable evidence of
the photograph. I am glad to be permitted to recommend it
to American readers. For over a third of a century the sub-
ject of this book has been one of the subjects of my study —
sometimes in literature, sometimes in life. The realism of this
volume needs no endorsement. If there were such need it
should eertainly have mine.
Mr. Loomis, in his admirable monograph, “ Modern Cities
and their Religious Problems,”* has brought together com-

! Modern Cities and their Religious Problems, by Samuel Lane Loomis,
see Chapter I.
8 ey
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N DARKNESS AND DAYLIGHT IN NEW YORK.

pactly some startling ficures upon this subject. In 1790, one-
thirtieth of our population lived in cities of over eight thousand
inhabitants ; in 1370, nearly or quite one-fourth. The growth
has been as remarkable in other countries as in ours. Three
hundred and fifty more persons sleep in London every night
than the night before. Macaulay is said to have walked
through e.cry street of London; to-day this would involve a
tramp of twenty-five hundred miless The London of 1838
had not so large a population as is contained in the combined
cities of New York, Brooklyn, and Jersey City. The London
of to-day possesses a population equal to the combined popula-
tions of New York, Philadelphia, Brooklyn, Chicago, Boston,
St. Louis, Baltimore, Cincinnati, and San Francisco. Glasgow
has increased more rapidly than Chicago. In Belgium, Den-
mark, and Germany the growth of population in the cities has
been twice as great as that of the rural districts; in Sweden
" and Russia four times as great; in Norway ten times. In
thirty years Berlin has more than doubled her population. To
Paris, as to New York, fifty thousand souls are added every
year.

In our own country the growth of perils has kept pace with
the growth of the population. In our great cities, poverty,
ignorance, intemperance, and crime, the four great enemies of
Republican institutions, thrive in frightfully over-crowded dis-
tricts. There are wards in New York city in which the

population is so dense that there are less square feet of the
earth’s surface for every man, woman, and child than is allowed
therefor in the most crowded graveyard in the country. :
saloons are many and are increasing; the churches are few
and, relatively to the population, decreasing. In 1880 there
was in Boston one saloon to every 329 of the population—men,
women, and children ; in Chicago, one to every 179; in New
York, one to every 171; in Cincinnati, one to every 124. On
the other hand, in Boston, one church to every 1,600 of the
pepulation ; in Chicago, one to every 2,081; in New York, one
to every 2465. There are wards in Brooklyn, “city of

itized by Microsoft ®.-
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churches,” in which, counting all places of worship, Protestant,
Roman Catholic, and Jewish, there is not one church for every
5,000 of the population. In many instances these churches are
not more than half full, and then only for one service on Sun
day. Of the alleged tendency of foreign immigrants to crowd
into our great cities, I do not speak, because I am not sure that
the tendency exists or that it is evil if it does exist. There
are rural districts in the West which are as truly given over to
foreign occupation as any wards in our great cities, and many
of our citizens, foreign born or born of foreign parents, are as
industrious, temperate, virtuous, and every way as valuable
members of the community as those who boast a Puritan
lineage.

In the cities great fortunes are made. Therefore greed
and enterprise,—a vice and a virtue which often go together,
—draw the young men of energy and acquisitiveness city ward.
In the cities are to be found the men of noblest ambition
and the men of insanest passion for money-making. Every
city is a gambling center; and the gambling devil is as dan-
gerous as the drink devil. Misery loves company. The poor
flock to the great city, partly because it offers delusive prom-
ises of employment to those who wish for work, and endless
opportunities for beggary and crime to those who wish to
live on their neighbors; partly because it affords companion-
ship to those who have no resources in themselves and who
find no company so distasteful as their own barren souls.
“Wheresoever the carcass is, there the vultures will be
gathered together.” The city is the natural gathering place
of all the carrion birds. Thus the city presents in microcosm
all the contrasts of our modern life,—its worst and its best
aspects. Iere are the broad avenues, and here the narrow
lanes; here the beautiful parks where landscape gardening
has done its best, and here the fetid streets whose festering
filth pollutes the atmosphere; here palaces on which selfish
_ extravagance has lavished every artifice for luxury and dis-
play, and here tenements where, in defiance of every law,

v
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moral and sanitary, men, women, and children are erowded
together like maggots in a cheese. Here are the greatest
universities, equipping men for the noblest intellectual work,
and here the grossest illiteracy and the most absolute igno-
rance of the simplest and plainest laws of life. Here the
greatest churches and here the most garish saloons, nightly
the scenes of debauchery and vice, frequently of dread-
ful crime. Here are the noblest men and women put-
ting forth the most consecrated energies in sclf-sacrificing
labors for the redemption of their fellow-men, appalled, but
not discouraged, by the immensity of the problem which
confronts them; and here the most hopeless specimens of
degraded humanity, in whom, so far as human sight can see,
the last spark of divinity has been quenched forever.. What
shall we do with our great cities? What will our great cities
do with us? These are the two problems which confront
every thoughtful American.

For the question involved in these two questions does not
concern the city alone. The whole country is affected, if
indeed its character and history are not determined, by the
condition of its great cities. Rome has made Italy, Paris
France, Berlin Germany, St. Petersburg Russia, London
England; and Boston, New York, Philadelphia, Chicago,
Cincinnati, St. Louis, San Francisco, and New Orleans are
making the United States. The excessive religiousness of
Rome has dominated Italy with the spirit of a too credulous
faith and a too unenterprising submission. The barbaric
splendor and bureaucratio paternalism centering in St. Peters-
burg has paralyzed Russia, that overgrown babe too long
kept in swaddling clothes. The cold intellectualism of Berlin
has pervaded Germany with an unemotional and unspiritual
but intellectual life. The sensual gaiety of Paris has cor-
rupted France, undermining alike its political and its religious
institutions. The surviving brutalism of the Anglo-Saxon
race, reappearing in bestial forms in London, affords a .
metropolitan example for many a smaller town to follow.
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And every American will recognize that in Boston he sees
the spirit of New England, in New Orleans that of Louisiana,
and in Chicago that of the growing West. The political
influences exerted by these cities often over-balance the rest
of the state and determine the political action even of the
nation. The crimes which occasionally terrify the residents
in rural villages and smaller towns are planned and perpe-
trated by skilled professionals, educated in the nearest great
city; the gambling mania developed in its markets and
exchanges is by the telegraphic wire carried to every part
of the country with the rapidity with which the nerve
flashes intelligence from the brain to the finger. The cities
are kept alive by the immigration from the rural districts.
" They become schools in vice or virtue for hundreds of young
men and women who go up year by year from their country
homes to the great cities in quest of a greater success than
the farm or the village store promises them. To make a
fortune or to mar a character? That depends upon the
associations they form, the atmosphere they breathe, the life
in which they are immersed in the bright, beautiful, but awful
city. There is not a father or mother in America who has
not reason to feel a strong personal interest in the conditions
and character of the city which this book describes.

And yet the picture is not all a dark one. Another volume
as. large, thought not as dramatic as this, might be written on
the benevolent influences in our great cities for the redemption
of the erring and the sinful. In the early history of Christen-
dom the great cities were the gathering places of the first
Christian churches. The pagans,— that is, pagani, — were the
country men or villagers; the heathen were the heath dwellers.
Later it was from the towns and cities that the Benedictines
went forth, carrying with them the seeds of an improved civ-
ilization, in better education for the common people, and in
improvements in every art which concerned the common wel-
fare. In England, in the days of Simon de Montfort, it was in
the cities that the Franciscans carried on their missionary
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work, and all unwittingly prepared the way for the English
Reformation. The cities furnished Cromwell’s army with his
recruits,— his tapsters and serving men. The towns and cities
were the centers of the great Methodist revival. And to-day
it is to the cities that country parishes appeal and Western col-
lege presidents come for means to carry on the religious and
educational work of the smaller towns and the rural districts.
The city is not all bad nor all good. It is humanity com-
pressed, the best and the worst combined, in a strangely com-
posite community.

Mr. Charles Booth—mnot to be confounded with Gen.
Booth, the founder and leader of the Salvation Army — began
in 1886 a careful, scientific study of the city of London, espe-
cially the East End, and has published in part the result of
these investigations in three volumes entitled, “ Labor and Life
of the People.” His volume is not like the present one,
graphic and pictorial, though illustrative incidents are not
wanting ; it is chiefly scientific and statistical. As the result of
this investigation, he divided the people of London into eight
classes, distinguished by the letters from A to H, as follows:—

POPULATION.
A. The lowest class.of occasional laborers, loafers,
and semi-criminals, . 3 3 5 . 1 »1.2 per.cent.
B. Casual earnings, very poor, . . . . 112 «
C. Poor — Intermittent earnings, . 3 5 o 0B I
DI LS Small regular earnings, 5 x i e (O
E. Fairly Comfortable — Regular stated earnings, 42.3 =~ ¢
F. - Y Higher class labor, o1 113465 535
G. Lower Middle class, . 2 3 : 5 it S I
H. Upper Middle class, . 5 5 5 3 R 51(1) T L3

In considering what duties are imposed upon us by the con-
dition of our great cities, what remedies are possible for their
vice and crime, what protection possible against the perils with
which they threaten our commonwealth, Mr. Booth’s careful
scientific survey of London may serve us a useful purpose.
We cannot, indeed, assume that the conditions in London are
like those in New York, The proportion between the different
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classes is probably different in every different city, and almost
certain to be in New York other than it is in London. No
such careful study of New York city has yet been made, and
the census statistics are somewhat uncertain, if not absolutely
untrustworthy. Yet those best acquainted with the conditions
of life in New York estimate that at least one-tenth of the
population of that city belong to the dependent, that is, to the
pauper and criminal class. Mr. Booth’s classification may
thercfore serve our purpose, though his figures may not.

The problem of our civilization is primarily one not of cure,
but of prevention. The first duty of both the State and the
Church is to study, not how to recover the pauper and the
criminal, but how to prevent the poor from drifting down into
the pauper and criminal class; and how to help them to climb
gradually into a region of permanent self-support and manly
independence. It would be carrying coals to Newcastle were
I to attempt to add to this graphic volume any further descrip-
tion of life in New York city, but I shall venture to offer some
suggestions as to the practical remedy for the evils described
and the duty imposed upon all men and women of a humane
spirit.

These remedies are of two kinds : the political and personal.
As to the distinctively socialistic remedies this is not the place
to speak. The existence of poverty and crime in such vast pro-
portions is a symptom not merely of individual depravity, but
of imperfect social organization. Very considerable social re-
construction is necessary before modern society can be truly
called Christian. But to discuss the socialistic questions involved
would require space far beyond the limits of such an introduc-
tion as this, and I therefore confine myself to a consideration
of those remedies which may be put in operation without any
radical reconstruction of social order or organization.

I. Porrrrcar Remepies.— Mr. Gladstone has well said that
our laws ought to be so framed as to make virtue easy and
crime difficult. In our criminal laws there is much which
makes crime easy and virtue difficult. Sydney Smith satirized
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the jails of England as public schools maintained at great ex-
pense for the cultivation of crime and the education of crimi- -
nals. That satiric but sadly true description has been in print
for many years, and yet remains true. Our institutions for the
punishment of petty crimes are admirably adapted to convert
the first not very guilty offender-into a permanent and profes-
sional criminal. The homeless girl in our great cities, under
the influence of evil companions, falls into vice or the suspicion
of a crime. She is straightway locked up in the same guard-
house with criminals of the other sex or with more hardened
criminals of her own. Only recently, and after a hard battle,
has the legislature of New York reluctantly enacted a law pro-
viding for women custodians of women suspeets in the station
houses of New York city. A woman committed to the peni-
tentiary is a woman disgraced; honorable life is henceforth
almost impossible for her. And yet the judge, knowing this
fact, can avoid perpetrating this crime against womanhood, °
only by stretching his authority to its utmost. That he may
not do this great wrong, he will suspend sentence and then
tell the girl before him that unless sheiyoluntarily submits
herself to the custody of some designated philanthropie institu-
tion he will have her re-arrested and committed on the charge
preferred against her. In my own city of Brooklyn, The Way-
side Home, provided by Christian women as a means of pre-
venting the law from pushing accidental criminals into a career
of permanent crime, has with difficulty seeured a charter, and
can render the service which it desires to render only by suffer-
ance of the law through this exercise of judicial discretion.
Experts have long demanded reformatory institutions for juve-
nile criminals, and that judicial discretion be given to the crim-
inal judges to commit criminals under a specified age to such
reformatory and educational institutions as Christian philan-
thropy may provide for the purpose. A little has been accom-
plished ; a great deal remains unaccomplished.

While the community imposes penal sentences of too great
severity in the case of unhardened criminals, it imposes absurdly
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short sentences upon habitual drunkards. The usual term for
a man or a woman arrested for disorderly and drunken behavior
in the street is ten days. It barely suffices to sober the habitué
of the saloon and whet the appetite for a new debauch. The
convict is discharged only to get drunk on the day of his
" release, and to find himself on the following morning before
the magistrate, awaiting a new sentence. “Rounders” spend
half their time in the penitentiary, housed at the public expense,
and the other half in drinking and debauchery in the public
streets. All students of criminal law are agreed that this erime-
breeding abuse should cease; but an apathetic, perhaps igno-
rant, legislature thus far has given no relief. Every person
arrested for drunkenness should be committed to an asylum for
a term sufficiently long to make a radical cure of his inebriacy
possible; and for a second or third offense the committal should
be until competent authorities in the asylum pronounce a cure
effectual. If this sometimes involves a life sentence, what then?
It is a folly, which Talleyrand would call worse than a crime,
for us to maintain, at public expense, police courts and a peniten-
tiary, to administer a system of miscalled punishment, which
does nothing to lessen and much to aggravate the public offense
and the public cost of drunkenness.

Every man who walks the streets of a great city, especially
towards nightfall, finds himself from time to time accosted by
some vagrant beggar. Every man who lives in a great city
finds his door besieged by a procession of them. Sometimes
the beggar is in search of work; oftener of a lodging for the
night ; still more frequently of money to pay his passage to
some other city where he has friends or the promise of a job.
He is usually the victim ot some accident or disease — chronic
rheumatism, a hacking cough. Frequently he has just been
discharged from the hospital. Occasionally he carries an old
greasy testimonial. He used to be an old soldier ; but the old
soldier has now disappeared. If he really has met with some
accident and has a wooden leg, or a disabled hand, he is excep-
tionally equipped. Sometimes this man really is an unfortu-
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nate, without ability to support himself, and without personal
friends; sometimes he is a criminal, and it is never wise to
leave him alone in the hall if there are overcoats on the hat
tree. But generally he is a vagrant who has found it easier to
beg than to dig, and who is on his downward way to petty
crime—or worse. On a cold night in a comfortable home, one
is reluctant to turn such an applicant away ; but to give him
money or clothing is to do him a wrong, because it adds one
more impulse to his vagrant and lazy propensities. Philan-
thropic men and women have united to protect the community
against these professional vagrants. The Bureau of Charities
receives subscriptions from its patrons and then invites them to
send every such beggar to its doors. It has a woodyard and
gives to the man a job by which he can earn a lodging or a
breakfast. It has a laundry for the employment of the vagrant
woman. But all unfortunates cannot saw wood or wash
clothes. Gen. Booth in his Salvation Army has sketched a
larger scheme and a wiser one. To the woodyard he has
added the workshop. For work done he will give food and
shelter to every tramp who applies. For admission there is
but one condition —the tramp must be willing to do any
work assigned to him. Smoking, drinking, and bad language
are not allowed upon the premises. The willing and compe-
tent worker graduates into an upper class where he receives
small wages besides food and shelter. And from this class he
graduates into independent employment which the Salvation
Army endeavors to find for him as soon as he is competent to
perform it. The principle of the Army is, — Never give some-
thing for nothing. To do this is to rob man of his manhood.
Gifts that pauperize never truly relieve poverty. In some
future day the state will do by law what Gen. Booth endeav-
ors to do by private charity. It will assist the vagrant who
cannot support himself ; it will provide him with food, shelter,
clothing, and work. It will require him, if he is able, to do the
work in payment of his maintenance. And it will look back
with amazement upon the daysin which men and women com-
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mitted petty thefts in order to secure the privilege of being
sent to jail and provided with the necessaries of life, which the
state gives to the criminal but not to the honest incompetent.
We are just beginning to learn that self-interest is not.a
suflicient protection to the community. It is not safe to allow
landlords to build such houses as they can rent, or tenants to
occupy such apartments as they like. Sanitary laws are
already in existence which profess t6 regulate the condition and
character of tenement houses. But the appropriations for the
Board of Health in New York city are ridiculonsly inadequate
and the number of its inspectors absurdly small. Asa conse-
quence, indefiance of law, unsanitary tenements still exist,
where the tenants are deprived of air and light ; and bad drain-
age and cheap plumbing combined with filthy streets and
courts make breeding places for public pestilence. In London
they have gone further and done better than we have in demo-
cratic America. Unsanitary tenements have been torn down,
the height of buildings has been regulated by a certain fixed
ratio to the width of the streets, the number of tenants allowed
to a given number of cubic feet is regulated by law and the
violation of the law by the landlord severely punished.” Acres
of land in London have been cleared by Act of Parliament, and
in the place of the old unsightly and unsanitary tenements
decent dwellings have been erected by private capital. But
these reforms will not be carried out in New York city until the
country districts awaken to their righteousness and necessity,
and give to the over-crowded wards the boon which their igno-
rant population are not intelligent enough to ask for. As I
write these lines a movement has already been inaugurated in
New York city, championed by one of its leading papers, to
secure by political action the opening of parks and play-grounds
in the more densely populated wards to whose children the
Central Park is an El Dorado too distant for even an annual
outing ; and to provide reading and club rooms in the publio
schoolhouses as gathering places in the evening for the boys
and young men who have now no other meeting-place than the
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saloon. In all these reforms Whitechapel (London) has already
led the way. The free library started by private benevolence
has been assumed by the district, and, by a popular vote of four
to one, made a public charge; play-grounds have been attached
to the public school buildings; and the buildings themselves
have been opened for club purposes in the evenings. There is
no reason why these simple reforms should not be carried into
effect at once with us, exéept that under our system of local
government, the ‘wards in which the need for these reforms is
the greatest are the wards where that need is least realized and
therefore least likely to be supplied. The impulse for the
reform must come in most cases, if not jn all, from without.

II. PrrsonaL anp PriLantarorié Remepis. — Rev. S. A.
Barnett, the founder and head of Toynbee Hall, in an article
on Whitechapel in the Christian Union, has pointed out the
methods by which a considerable measure of reform has been
wrought in that famous district. “It has been,” he says, “by
a combination of official and voluntary action. Official action
has a tendency to become narrow and hard ; voluntary action
has a tendency to become weak and uncertain. Whitechapel
reforms have been initiated and are still inspired by the hu-
manity of active citizens, but they have the authority of the
public sanction and the stability of official control.”

Law may punish crime, repress disorder, stop up some of the
fountains from which crime and disorder flow, do something
to change environment and ameliorate conditions; but it can
do very little directly for moral improvement of character,
and moral improvement of character is fundamental. This
work must be largely voluntary. It must be done by those
who engage in it inspired by faith and hope and love, not ap-
pointed to it by a burean and selected for it from political con-
siderations. In this field of philanthropic effort professionalism
of all kinds is fatal. Even the paid agents of religious societies
cannot save as a substitute for volunteers. Their knowledge
may be more accurate and their experience larger, but their
sympathies will be less vital, and they will always labor under
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the suspicion which attaches to paid officials of every de-
scription.

The secret of success in all personal and voluntary work for
the improvement of the outcast class, or of those who are in
danger of falling into it, is personal contact with men and
women of higher nature. This was the method of Jesus; he
put himself in personal touch,with the men and women whom
he sought to influence, and then sent out to a wider ministry
those who had received inspiration from him, to impart it in
turn to others. It is the herding of the despairing and the
criminal together which makes reform almost impossible.
“By herding together,” says Mr. Charles Booth, “both the
quarters they occupy and their denizens tend to get worse;”
and he describes the gain which has been made by destroying
the horrible lodging-houses (of these as they exist in New York
the reader will find a graphic description in the pages of this
volume), and in the consequent dispersion of their inhab-
itants. This process, however, can be carried out only where
the tenements and the lodging-houses are of the worst descrip-
tion ; and this process does not of itself constitute reform. It
is for Christian philanthropy to turn into these lower wards a
stream of pure and better humanity, and by furnishing ideals
and examples of life promote purer and better living. This
work of private and personal benevolence until comparatively
recently has been left undone. 'What Mr. Charles Booth says
of London is equally true of New York: “the publican is left
too much in possession of the field as friend of the working
man.” Nothing will really serve except to give him a better
friend.

It is a part of the common cant of our time to charge
the Christian churches with being indifferent to the condition
of the poor; with being so absorbed in creeds and rituals
and in their own luxurious worship that they have no eyes
“n see the destitution which is about them,—no ears to hear
the outery of the outcast. Whatever truth there may be in
these charges, the Christian churches have been the first to
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enter the missionary field in our great cities, to explore it,
and to engage in measures of recuperation and redemption.
Every city church of any considerable size and resources has
one or more mission chapels in the lower wards of the city,
with its Sunday-school, its week-day meetings of various
descriptions, and generally its Sabbath evening service. The
teachers in these schools are yqung men and young women
from the up-town churches. They are not always wise, and
are rarely skilled teachers. The value of their ministry lies
not so much in the Bible or in the catechism which they
teach, as in the fact that for one hour a day unkempt boys
and girls are brought in contact with a young man or a
young woman whom they admire, then learn to love, and so
instinctively take as a pattern to be imitated. Any man who
is familiar with the work of these Sunday-schools knows
how, in two or three years, the appearance of the children
changes. They become cleanly and well dressed. The
ragged school ceases to be a ragged school; they carry back
into their homes something of the inspiration which they
have derived from the hour’s companionship on Sunday after-
noon ; the whole neighborhood feels and shows the influence.
The Five Points, for years dangerous even to policemen at
night, was as absolutely purified by the Five Points House of
Industry, established and maintained by Mr. Pease, as is a
filthy street when flushed out by a stream of pure water.
Of this mission work Mrs. Helen Campbell has given in the
opening chapters of this volume a most graphic picture in
her account of the work of Jerry McAuley. Her description
of that mission makes evident that our Christian work in the
outcast wards will never accomplish what it ought, until the
outcasts themselves, who have been converted, are set apart
to mission work among their fellows. Jesus ordained to the
gospel ministry the twelve fishermen after they had received
but a year’s instruction from Him, and one of them had not
fully recovered from his sailor habit of profanity; and Paul
began preaching to the Jews within a few days after he was
converted to Christianity.
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Growing historically, though not organically, out of these
Christian missions are missionary movements equally Christian
in spirit, though not in name, nor in theological doctrine. In
lieu of an hour’s contact on a Sunday afternoon, these new
philanthropic movements, born within the last quarter of a
century, seek to provide a more permanent and continuous con- -
tact. The most notable of these, Toynbee Hall in East London,
may serve as an illustration of the others. Toynbee IIall is a
young men’s club, with a house which is open only to the
members or their special guests. It was founded by the Rev.
S. A. Barnett, who is still the head of it. The club house
adjoins his church, St. Jude’s, Whitechapel, but there is no
other connection between Toynbee Iall and the church. The
conditions of admission to the club are only two: that the can-
didate be a clubable fellow, congenial to the other members,
and that he enter the club because he has a sincere desire to do
some unselfish work for his fellow-men in East London. Most
of the members of the club are engaged through the day in
some vocation, being dependent on their industry in greater or
less measure for their livelihood. But the evenings which other”
young men devote to calls, theaters, concerts, and society in
general, the residents in Toynbee Hall devote to some philan-
thropic work in the district. One young man organizes a class
in language, another in literature, another in some practical
phase of physical science, another a boys’ club. Each man
selects his own work according to his own idiosyncrasy, con-
ferring with the head of the club only to avoid collision and
duplications. To those who measure a missionary work by
statistics of the number of pupils tanght, congregations ad-
dressed, visits made, and converts enrolled, Toynbee Hall
appears a failure. But to those who are able to see how the
inspiration furnished to one life is transferred to a second and
a third, how each lighted torch lights in turn another, the work
of Toynbee Hall takes rank with the highest and best Christian
work of our century. It is imitated in spirit, though not in
detailed methods, by the College Settlement of New York, a



52 DARKNESS AND DAYLIGHT IN NEW YORK.

settlement of college.girls, who, with a similar aim, have taken
up their residence in one of the lower wards of New York city ;
and by the Andover House in Boston, which has recently been
established by the students of Andover Theological Seminary.

Another form in which this same principle of personal
intermingling of the cultivated and the virtuous with the less
fortunate, is wrought out, is furnished by the Boys’ and Girls’
Clubs. A Working Girls’ Club usually consists of from
twenty to fifty members. It sometimes has rooms in a mission
chapel or parish house, but more frequently hires a house of its
own. A group of ladies interested in the movement identify
themselves with the club and attend its sessions with greater or
less regularity. The house is usually open every evening in
the week, and classes are established in which dressmaking,
millinery, cooking, and the like are taught. Every member of
the club pays a small fee, and every member of each class
some additional fee. These payments, however, are rarely
sufficient to meet all the expenses of the club; the deficit is
provided either by special contributions or by some church.
"The Working Girls’ Clubs thus connected with the Episcopal
Churches of New York are united in one central organization.
There is also both in New York and in Brooklyn a federation
of the non-Episcopal Working Girls’ Clubs. Connected with
these clubs are country homes or ¢ Vacation Houses,” where
the girls can spend their week or fortnight of summer vacation.
They pay their actual expenses, thus maintaining a self-
respecting independence, but the house is provided and more
or less equipped by private benevolence. These Working
Girls’ Clubs can hardly be called missionary enterprises; since
the girls who constitute them are independent and of unexcep-
tionable character; the merit of the club consists in the oppor-
tunity for social intermingling and consequent moral culture.
In many of them no denominational lines are recognized, and
in not a few supported by Protestant churches, Roman
Catholics constitute a majority of the members. The Boys’
Club differs from the Working Girls’ Club only as the boy

»
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differs from the girl. They vary in membership from twenty
to two hundred. A room is secured in which the boys are
gathered once, twice, or ftener a week, for all sorts of employ-
ment from a lecture or a class to a military drill or a musical
or stereopticon entertainment. The expense involved in such
work is not necessarily very great. The Rev. John L. Scudder,
Pastor of the People’s Tabernacle (Congregational) of Jersey
City, has recently opened in connection with his church the
apparatus for such a work as I have just briefly described.
He has bought two dwelling-houses; turned the parlor and
basement of one of them, by taking out the floor, into a swim-
ming bath ;-in the other, furnished a parlor and provided some
class rooms ; in an additional building, constructed for the pur-
pose, placed a gymnasium, bowling alley, billiard tables, library
and reading-rooms, and game-room for the younger boys. The
entire expense of the whole establishment has not exceeded
$15,000. What the running expense will be it is too early to
state with positiveness, but a considerable proportion of it will
be provided for by the fees, and the demand for admission by
the boys is already so great that they have to be admitted only
in sections. The People’s Tabernacle, however, is in a down-
town district and is peculiarly well situated for such a work.

Clubs of workingmen are more common in London than in
this country. In Whitechapel alone there are six of them,
classed by Mr. Booth as philanthropic and religious, and all of
them, with one exception, total abstinence clubs.

This account would not be complete without at least refer-
ing to the system of “Friendly Visitors,”*—a system accord-
- ing to which certain persons, under the direction of a central .
board, pledge themselves to take one or more families who
need counsel, if not material help, on their visiting list, and
maintain personal friendly relations with them; and to the
Free Kindergarten Schools, generally maintained by private
benevolence, but in some communities attached to and forming
a part of the public school system.

10f this method of encouraging self-help Miss Octavia Hill gives an
admirable account in the August number of the Nineteenth Century..

[33 — half sig.]
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The reader will remember how Bunyan’s Pilgrim was taken
into the Interpreter’s House and there saw a fire which burned
hotter the more water was thrown upon it. He understood
the mystery when the Interpreter took him to the other side
of the wall, where he saw a man with a vessel of oil in his
hand which he continually but secretly cast on the fire. I
have tried in this introduction to take the reader to the other
side of the wall and give him a glimpse of what is being dong,
and of what should be done on very much larger scale, to keep
alive that form of faith and hope and love which burns cr
flickers, or at the worst glows as a divine ember in every
human heart. The book to which this is an introduction de-
seribes only too truly the influences at work to quench the
divine spark in humanity. But the case is by no means desper-
ate. Mr. Charles Booth is authority for the statement that less
than 13 per cent. of the population of London can be counted
as “very poor,” while nearly 65 per cent. are in comfort, and a
portion of them in affluence. And Mr. Barnett is authority
for the statement that in twenty years time, by the influences
which I have here briefly hinted at, Whitechapel, famed as one
of the worst eity districts in the world, has been so greatly im-
proved that “the death rate is now normal, and only one com-
paratively small district remains unreformed and vicious to
remind the child of what was common in his father’s days.”

‘WHAT HAS BEEN CAN BE.

W .
Prymourn Cuurcen,

Brookryn, N. Y.
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CHAPTER L

SUNDAY IN WA'TER STREET — HOMES OF REVELRY AND VICE —
SCENES IN THE MISSION ROOM —STRANGE EXPERIENCES.

Water Street, its Life and Surroundings — A Harvest Field for Saloons and
Bucket-Shops — Dens of Abomination — Sunday Sights and Scenes— The
Little Sign, ‘“Helping Hand for Men” — Inside the Mission Building —
An Audience of ex-Convicts and Criminals— A Tough Crowd — Jerry
McAuley’s Personal Appearance— A Typical Ruffian — A Shoeless and
Hatless Brigade — Pinching Out the Name of Jesus— ‘“ God Takes what
the Devil Would Turn up His Nose at” — ‘O, Dear-r, Dear-r, Dearie
Me 1” — Comical Scenes — Quaint Speeches — Screams and Flying Stove-
Lids— A Child’s Hymn — ““Our Father in Heaven, We Hallow Thy
Name ” — Old Padgett— A Water Street Bum — ‘“God be Merciful to
Me a Sinner ”—A Terrible Night in a Cellar— The Empty Arm-Chair,

OR six days in the week the gray-fronted warehouses on
Water Street, grim and forbidding, seem to hold no
knowledge that Sunday can come. All the week, above the
roar of heavy teams, and the shouts and oaths of excited
drivers as wheels lock and traffic is for a moment brought to a
standstill, one hears the roar of steam, the resounding beat of

great hammers, the clash of metal as the iron plates take shape.
(49)
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Whether stoves or boilers have chief place here it would be
hard to say. At first sight one is inclined to say stoves, since
through open doors, as well as on the sidewalks, are enough, it
would seem, for the whole world,— great heaters for great
houses, more modest ones for lesser needs, and with them stoves
of all orders, sizes, and shapes. How is it possible that any
creature in any winter, however winds may blow, can remain
unwarmed, since here is the “ Poor Man’s Friend,” holdingonly
a few quarts of coal, and warranted to consume everything but
the merest suspicion of ashes? Here, then, are stoves for the
world, and, having settled this, it instantly becomes certain
that there must be boilers for the whole world also, with a no
less supply of sewer and water-pipes. Boilers are everywhere,
along the sidewalk and in the gutters, and children from the
side-streets “ play house ” within their recesses with as thorough
abandon as that of other children in quiet country fields and
lanes. They are bedrooms as well, for at least in one boiler
two children are sleeping, undisturbed by roar of trade or shout
of contending truckmen ; while other children, also bent upon
such play as the street may afford, play hide-and-seek in the
pipes or behind the stoves, and tumble about as if the iron were
feather-beds. Now and then a policeman appears and scatters
them, but for the most part they have their will, and live their
small lives with a freedom untouched by any thought of the
press and urgency about them.

This is Water Street for six days in the week, and then
comes Saturday night, and the doors of the warehouses close,
and the crowd streams up town. The trucks stand idle at cor-
ners and offer one more means of delight for the children, who
run under and over them and reflect that a whole day.of suck
bliss will be theirs unless some new policeman, more rigid in his
notions than his comrades, orders them back to the dens from
which they have emerged. Sunday has come, and with it
creeps into the empty street all the life that for the other six
days bides its time till night and gives no sign of existence. Itis
essentially a business street and only business, save here and there
a tall tenement-house, reminders of a day when Water Street,
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like many another around it, was a part of the region known
as the Five Points, long ago reduced to order and decency by
forces working for good.

This is what the casual looker-on thinks, till the side streets
are traversed, and the sudden discovery made that, in spite of
the fact that business has claimed much of the old ground,
enough still remains in the hands of the enemy to offer full
harvest for the saloon and bucket-shop. Side by side with
warehouse and factory are dens given over to all abominations.
Here are sailors’ boarding-houses, where poor Jack is fleeced
and turned loose to ship again and earn painfully the wages
that he will return to use in the same fashion. Stale-beer dives
are in every other basement ; and from shackling old houses —
once the home of old New Yorkers who knew this as fashion-
able and aristocratic ground —come the jingle of cracked
pianos and the twanging of cheap fiddles. Women hideously
painted and bedizened are here, their faces bearing an imprint
of vice unspeakable; and here also children swarm at every
point, drinking in the influence of all phases of a life which
even to look upon for a fleeting moment carries pollution
with it.

Standing at the corner of Dover Street, shadowed by the
great pier of the Brooklyn Bridge, one sees here and there a
low, gable-roofed house, the last remnants of the homes once
owned by the quiet Dutch burghers, who, if spirits walk amidst
their old haunts, must shrink and shudder at the sights and
sounds of what was once a country street. Rat-pits and cock-
" pits, as well as bucket-shops, are here, and they are thronged by
recruits from narrow streets and from dark alleys festering with
filth. Cherry street is near, and the neighboring police station
is always busy. - Every nationality under heaven is brought
before its court, charged with every form of drunkenness and
vicious act ; and though through the week they are in hiding,
as it were, and wait the friendly shadow of night for the work
they would do, Sunday is theirs to deal with as they will.
‘What can check them, and what hope is there for this region,
where evil rules and every pestiferous alley and swarming tene-
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ment-house holds its quota of defrauded, vicious, and well-nigh
hopeless human life

A step or two farther, and the question is answered. A
plain brick building shows itself; a carefully kept walk before

~ it. The wide
doors are
closed with a
spring lock,
and on the
- steps stands
a policeman,
waiving off
* the children
and half-
grown boys
 who make
occasional
rushes to-
" ward the
building and
Sas- j - smash its
e e vy
- volleys of
. stones. It is
the Water
Street Mis
sion; and
though the
rare soul of
its  founder
has passed on
to the larger life for which it waited, his work is still done as
he planned at the beginning. '

Jerry McAuley, born a thief, and with a lengthening record
of crime ; a bully, drunkard, and convict ! —who does not know
his story and the work of the thirteen years in which he
labored for the ward in which he had grown up, and which he

THE WATER STREET MISSION.
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left reluctantly for a field hardly less fruitful, in and about
Thirty-second Street, — the Cremorne Mission? Whoever once
entered the plain little chapel on Water Street, holding at
most not over four hundred, and looked into the face of the
man whose pride and joy it was, believed at once in his deep
sincerity. Other converts who had started missions had fallen
from grace, and many had known a last state worse than the
first ; but for Jerry fear had long ago ceased. Beginning fresh
out of prison, and in one little room, where he hung out his
sign, “ Helping Hand for Men,” he had gone on till this fruit
of his labors had risen as a visible token of what power lies in
passionate consecration to the spirit of help.

I will write of it, then, as it was in the days when he came
and went there; and all will be true to-day, since nothing has
altered, and he could once more take his seat in the arm-chair
on the raised platform with no sense of strangeness. On this
platform is a small reading-desk, a piano, a cabinet organ, and
. a few benches for visitors, who sit facing the andience. Serip-
ure texts hang on the walls, and on each side are two framed
cards printed in heavy black letters, “Speakers strictly limited
to one minute.”

Looking about the audience which has come in quietly, it is
hard to believe that this is the Fourth Ward, and that it is
made up of ex-convicts, criminals of many orders, and all the
baser products of-this nineteenth-century civilization. What-
ever they may have been, to-day at least finds them new men,
and among them all there is not a face that owns worse lines
than Jerry’s own, or that would be seized upon by the phys-
iognomist with greater avidity as a proof of his most damaging
conclusions—a typical bully and ruffian fresh from the hand of
Nature, who has chosen forms that do not lie. The frame is
tall and firm, with long arms and great hands, which show
immense brute strength. The head could hardly be more de-
fective in all that makes possibility for man. The forehead is
retreating, the eyes small and deep-set; the nose heavy and
projecting, and the wide mouth equally animal and significant.

There is a keen and quiet observation that one sees at times on
4
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the faces of old convicts who have known every phase of
successful crime. It is the look, too, of some powerful animal
anticipating attack from a hidden enemy, and certain that
its own strength will suffice for any conflict that may come.

This is Jerry, and at the cabinet organ near him sits his
wife, a sweet-faced motherly woman, who looks at him with de-
votion, but also nods and smiles as one and another enter and
take what are evidently familiar places. She has played at in-
tervals hymns from the Moody and Sankey collection, to which
the feet of the audience keep time as the chapel fills, but as the
hands of the clock point to half-past seven she nods again, and
a tall man comes up to the desk and says-quietly, “Let us
pray.” _

It is an Irish tongue that speaks. There is no rant, no
shouting, but an appeal of deepest earnestness that this night
many wandering souls may be brought into the waiting fold.
“There are some of us that’s clane and dacent,” he says.
“There’s more outside that is nayther. Oh, Lord Jesus, that
picked me up out of the gutter, pick up them too an’ make ’em
come to youn.”

“DBring them in here,” he adds, after a moment in which
his voice has broken, and he has stood silent, quite powerless to
speak. “Bring them in here, an’ let us show them the way
out o’ trouble into peace.”

A hymn follows and then a chapter, the story of Blind
Bartimeus. The speaker has his own method of pronunciation,
but he reads with a reverence so deep that all inclination to
smile is destroyed, until he ends with a climax, grotesque, yet
full of power:

“An’ so ye see that the Lord was willin’ to give his time
and his mind to any one that would be askin’ ayther. I tell
ye, dear +friends, there’s nothin’ like it. Joshua commanded
the sun and moon to stand still, an’ sure ’twas for his own
interest he did it, but Jesus Christ stood still an’ spoke to a
blind beggar! You’ll never get ahead o’ that, do what ye
will.”

Men crept in as he reaa and talked, some hatless, others
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without shoes or coat, with matted hair and dirty face, seeming
" to have come straight from the gutter, each one watched by
the deep-set eyes of the occupant of the chair. His time had
come, and now he rose slowly and looked about.

“The time’s come for experiences,” Jerry began. “ There’s
few of you like to have had more than me, but when you start
to tell, don’t you forget an’ run over your minute. -There’s
a deal can be said in a minute. Cut out the middle an’ give us
both ends. An’ you needn’t be afraid to tell the whole.
There’s no spot in New York where you can tell the worst an’
have it so natural not one winks when they hear it. Why look
at me. Clean, ain’t I, an’ respectable, ain’t I, an’ happy, as
the blindest might see. That’s me, an’ yet I’ve been down in
the gutter deeper than those fellers over there or one-that’s
here to-night. Yes, that’s so. I'd no clothes but an old red
shirt thick with dirt, an’ a hat that might ’a’ lain in an old tar-
pot. I've lain on the floor in stale-beer dives an’ begged for a
drink, an’ that head on me, me own mother wouldn’t ’a’
known me; but for all that an’ more the blessed Jesus picked
me up an’ set me on me feet, an’ now I’'m tryin’ to do the same
with them that needs it. 'Who wouldn’t?”

“I’ve got the same story to tell, and may be even a worse
one,” said a voice from behind me, and I turned to see the
organist stepping forward, her eyes full of pity as one of
the drunken men broke into a wail—“0O Lord! What’s the
use?” “Yes, it’s the same old story,” she went on. “I
drank and drank till there was nought left of me but
the beast. I was so lost and degraded I don’t want to
think about it, but even then there was a power that could
save me, and it did; and here I am to tell you every one you
oan’t be so far gone but what you can be picked up out of it.
The dear, tender Saviour found me, and all I want in the
world is to make every one know His power, and have the
peace and comfort I have every hour of my life. Now, let’s
hear what some of the rest think, and if there’s any that
doubt.” A

If Lucretia Mott had suddenly arisen, flung down her
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Quaker bonnet, and announced herself an inveterate drunkard,
I could not have been more profoundly amazed. 1 studied the
" sweet, steady face; not a line of it bearing any meaning but
that of love and cheer and helpfulness, with an even, merry ex-
pression about the lips, that smiled involuntarily at the un-
expected turns of thought and speech from one and another.

Half a dozen spring up at once, and sit down smiling,
watching their turn. A flood of experience pours out, some
eight or ten occupying not more than five minutes:

“I came in here fresh from a three-years term, and Jesu¢
saved me.”

“Fifteen weeks ago to-night I rolled in here so drunk I
. couldn’t stand, and God saved me that very night.”

“FEight months ago I was a wicked woman, none but God
knows how wicked, though some here has had a taste of it, and
Jesus saved me.”

Then a woman rose; a markedly Jewish face, and the
strong accent of the German Jew.

“J bless Gott dat ever I come here. O, my tear friends,
how vill T tell you how vicket I vas! So vicket! I schvear,
und tell lies, und haf such a demper I trow de dishes at mine
husband ven he come to eat. And I hated dem Christians so!
I say, dey should be killed efery one. I vould hurt dem if J
could. One time a Bible reader she come und gif me a Bible.
Ven I see de New Testament, I begin mit mine fingers, und
efery day I pinch out de name of Jesus. It take a goot vhile.
Efery day I haf to read so to see de name of Jesus, und efery
day I pinch him out. Den at last it is all out und I am glad.
Oh, vhat shame it makes me now to see dat Bible so! Den
mine husband runs avay und leaf me und de five children, und
I cannot get vork enough, und ve go hungry. I vas in such
drouble. Und one day mine neighbor comes, und she say,
¢Come mit me. I go to a nice.place.” All de time I remem-
ber some vords I read in dat Testament, und dey shtick to me.
So I come, but I say, ‘I am a Jew, I like not to come.’ Dere
vas a man, und he say he been a Jew, too, und I could spit on
him; but den I begins to gry, I feels so queer, und den some

A
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one say, ‘Come; it vont hurt you to be prayed for, but I say,
¢Go avay mit you, I vill not” I keep comin’. It seem good,
und at last I did understand, und I pray, un’ beg eferybody
~pray. O, my sins are so big! I vant to lose dem. I vant to
lofe Jesus! I keep prayin’, und in one day dey are all gone.
Oh, I am so happy. You vill not believe. I do not ever vant
to schvear any more. No, not any more. I do not vant to
holler und be mad. No, not any more. I do not vant to tell
lies ; no, not any more. Gott is so goot to me. I could not be
vicket any more. Oh, pray for me, und help me to be goot.”

At this point an interruption occurred. An old man in a
sailor’s blue shirt had taken his place among the rougher men
near the door,—a man between sixty and seventy, with every
mark of long dlSSlpatlon His hat was gone, as is often the
case, and he had come from across the street barefoot, having
pawned his shoes for a final drink. Heavy and gross ; his nose
bulging with rum-blossoms; his thin white hair gone in
patches, like the forlorn mangy white dogs of this locality ;
trembling with weakness and incipient “ horrors,” and looking
about with twinkling, uncertain blue eyes, he seemed one of
the saddest illustrations of what the old Water Street had
power to do. His seat had not satisfied him. Once or twice
he had changed, and now he arose and sturbled up the aisle to
the front, sitting down with a thump, and looking about curi-
ously at the new faces. Jerry eyed him a moment, but appar-
ently decided that the case at present needed no interference,
The organ sounded the first notes of “The Sweet By and By,”
and the old man dropped his head upon his breast and shed a
drunken tear. Then looking at Jerry, he said:

“Q, dear-r, dear-r, dearie me! Here I be! here I be!” A
the words ended, it seemed to occur to him that, like Mr.
Wegg, he had “fallen into poetry unawares,” and with great
cheerfulness and briskness he repeated his couplet, looking
about for approbation. One of the “regulars” came and sat
down by him and whispered a few words.

“All right,” was the prompt answer, and for a time he
remained silent.



58 COMICAL SCENES AND QUAINT SPEECHES,

Another hymn, “Have you trials and temptations?” was
sung, and another man stood up.

“I want to tell you, my friends, salt’s salt, an’ if the salt
you salt with ain’t salt, how you goin’ to salt it ?” '

A pause, and the man, flushing deeply, sat down.

“You’re tangled up, like, that’s all,” said Jerry. “TI see well
enough, you want us to be lively Christians; plenty o’ sea-
sonin’, and no wishy-washiness. Ain’t that it!”

“That’s it,” said the embarrassed speaker with a smile of
relief, and another arose.

“I tell ye a man’s passions ride up jest the way his eollar
does sometimes. You ever fought with your own shirt-collar,
when a button’s off an’ it rides up an’ rasps your ears an’ skins
your neck, an’ you'd give half a dollar to keep it down? That’s
me, an’ between tobaceo, an’ liquor, an’ swearin’, I tell ye I had
more’n I could do." I thought I'd refoym on me own hook. I
didn’t want no hangin’ on to somebody’s skirts an’ goin’ into
Heaven that way. But I had to come to it. I was jest beaten
every time. An’ now I hang on, an’ the harder I hang the
better I get along, an’ that’s me.”

It was a July evening, and doors and windows were all
oper. I had taken my place at the organ, to relieve for a time
Mrs. McAuley, who usually presided. Street sounds mingled
with the hymns and testimonies, and the policeman found it
all and more than one could do to preserve any degree of
order outside. DBack of the Mission building is a high tene-
ment-house, the windows overlooking the chapel and within
speaking distance. Listening to the speeches of the men, and
fanning to bring some breath of coolness into the stifling air, I
heard from the upper rooms of this tenement-house the sound
of a fierce quarrel. A man and woman were the actors, the
man apparently sitting quietly and at intervals throwing out
some taunting words, for the woman’s voice grew louder and
shriller. Then came the crash of breaking furniture ; a scream,
and the throwing of some heavy piece of iron; probably =«
stove lid. - The door banged furiously, and for a moment there
was silence. Then began the snarling, raging ery of demoniac
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passion ; a wild-beast rage that it curdled the blood to hear,
interspersed with screams and oaths. No one went to her.
The house was well used to such demonstration, and as” her
fury slackened slightly she leaned from the open window and
Jooked into the chapel. Then followed a volley of oaths.

il
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TIHHE PLATFORM FACING THE AUDIENCE IN THE WATER STREET
MISSION ROOM.

“Curséd heretics. Bunch o’ liars. I sphit on ye all. Abh,
but wouldn’t I like to get at the eyes of yees, ye ivery one!
An’ me fine lady there at the organ! O, ye sit there an’ fan
at yer ease ye ,do ye? Think ye could éarn yer own livin’,
ye! Comin’ down an’ sittin’ there an’ niver carin’ a
if all of us has our hids knocked off! What do ye know about
throuble,——ye? A, let me get at ye once, an’ I'll tear ye to
slithers. I'd slatter ye if I had the handlin’ of ye. Turn
round, will ye, an’ show yer face an’ Il sphit on it.”

As the torrent of oaths and abuse went on, so fierce and
furious that one instinctively shrunk back, fearing some missile
must follow, a child’s voice from the room below-—a voice not
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shrill and piercing, like that of many children, but clear, pure,
and even— began singing, to the air of “Home, Sweet Home,”
a hymn learned in the Howard Mission; “Our Father in
Heaven, we hallow Thy Name.”

The oaths redoubled, the child now being the object of
attack, but she did not stop, and each word came distinct and
sweet. The man who had risen to speak stood silent.
Straight through to the end the little voice sung on. The
storm of words above slackened, then ceased, and silence
settled down; a silence that seemed the counterpart of that
which came upon the wild waves of Galilee when—then as
now —the Saviour’s voice had power to bring quietness out
of the storm.

The men, to whom such horrible scenes were no novelty,
continued to narrate their experiences:

“If Heaven had cost me five dollars I couldn’t ’a’ got
there,” said another. “I was that ragged an old-clothes man
wouldn’t ’a’ bid on me; no, nor a ragpicker ’a’ taken me up on
his hook; but here I am. Oh, I tell ye, anybody can be saved.
I said I couldn’t be. I was too far gone, but here I am, clean,
an’ good clothes too. You say you can’t be saved. You can
be. Jesus took holt of me just the way he saved wretches
when he was down here, an’ don’t you suppose His arm is long
enough to reach across eighteen hundred years and get a holt
of you? Try it.” ’

“Damned hypocrites, every one of you!” growled a man
in the background, and shuffled out, turning to shake his fist
as he opened the door.

“ There’s many a one here has said the same in the begin-
ning,” said a young man who had sprung to his feet and stood
looking intently about. “I did, for one. I said Jerry McAuley
was the biggest liar goin’, and a fraud all the way through.
"Twas me was the liar, and I said so when I'd got strength to
stop my drinkin’ and chewin’ and smokin’ and keep out o’ the
gin-mills. I'm clean inside and I'm clean outside now, and I
bless the Lord it’s so. Oh, believe, every one o’ you.”

“He’s told the truth!” cried another: “He was a sneak,
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and I was a rearin’ tearin’ bully, worse than ten o’ him, and
here I am now, ashamed yet, but there was forgiveness for me
and more like me, Hi, old Padgett! Ain’t that so?”

“You'd better believe it is!” and old Padgett rose slowly,
the ‘old’ being a term of affection rather than descriptive of his
battered yet almost youthful countenance. “It’s me that swal-
lered me wages fast as I could earn ’em, an’ me wife the same.
I bummed round here with Jerry before ever he got sent up,
an’ I wouldn’t believe me eyes the night I come in here an’ see
him clean an’ respectable an’ heard him tell how it happened.
I knelt down here that very night. I wasn’t going to lose any
time, I can tell ye, but I said to meself, I didn’t much believe
anythin’ would come of it, but somethin’ did. I was that shook
up I couldn’t get to me feet, an’ when I got up I said I was
done with drink forever. I was, boys. I hain’t never been in
a gin-mill since, save to pull my wife out, an’ it’s a hard pull
an’ a long one she give me before she’d come round to my way
o’ thinkin’. Here she is, though. Ain’t you, Ellen?”

“] am that, praise the Lord,” said a little woman, rising
suddenly. “I won’t go back on his word. He'd give me
mnoney to get supper, an’ I'd spend it for drink, an’ he’d come
lome an’ find me dead drunk on the floor. That’s a nice kind
¢f a wife, ain’t it? But he never lost patience. I come here
a year an’ couldn’t never seem to understand. I was Catholic,
an’ that made it harder: But one night I heard ’em singin’ as
I come: ‘Light in the darkness, sailor, day is at hand, an’ all .
at once in it streamed, an’ there was sunrise inside o’ me. 1
wanted drink sometimes; I won’t deny it, but I said, ‘Jesus
save me,’ an’ He did every time. I never get tired sayin’ it
over an’ over.”

“ Nor none of us,” said Jerry, rising slowly. “It’s time now
to change the meetin’ an’ see who’s tired o’ knockin’ around
an’ wants to be saved. There’s one down by the door there
I'm dead certain of, an’ I've got me eye on one just out from a
ten-years term. I’ve been there. Don’t you think I'd like to
ke quiet about it? Well, I ain’t goin’ to be quiet. A dirty
1ascal of a thief,—that’s what I was, an’ I'll tell every time
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what I had to be saved from. I’d ’a’ cut a man’s throat for a
five-dollar bill an’ kicked him overboard. I was a bummer,
too, in war-time, an’ had plenty o’ money, an’ rode behind me
own fast horse, an’ I fought with every one that looked at me
the wrong way. The lower I got the more I fought. Head
on me like a mop. Big scar acrost me nose. Wonder I've got
a nose at all when I think on all the licks it got. I got that
low down I’d hang round the bucket-shops, an’ sawdust the
floor and clean up the nas-
tiness just for one glass o’
bad rum. An’ I’d hang
round an’ look at every
soul that come in, like a
hungry dog, hopin’ they’d
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take a cool-off round the
block.” Oh, how mean I’d
feel! But I'd come ouf.
I was like as if I’'d die,
if T didn’t get a drink.
Many’s the time I've slep’
in a corner on the street.
I had a home, too. Want
to know what it was like ?
T'll tell you. It wasina

“ALL MY DRINKS 3 CENTS.” AN Every- cellar on Front Street.
DAY SCENE NEAR THE WATER STREET e an’ three men slep’
MISSION.

on some foul straw in
the corner. Often the tide came in, and we’d wake an’ the
water well over us an’ risin’. We kep’ a log there, an’ we'd
get up on the log, an’ float ’round till it went down. One
night some feller stole the log an’ locked the door for fun.
The tide was high, an’ we were pretty drunk, an’ couldn’t find
the log nor the door neither, an’ before we kicked the door
down the water was up to our necks, an’ we sober enough, an’
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scared to death for fear we’d drown. Then I had another
home. That was the same kind, only I changed me base an’
tried a Brooklyn cellar instead of a New York one. There
ain’t much choice. Oh, wasn’t I a dirty rag-shop of a man!
You ought to see the home I’ve got now; right up-stairs here.
Any of you may go and look that wants to. I tell ye I sit
down an’ the tears come in me eyes many a time when I
see me nice furniture an’ carpets, an’ everythin’ good an’
comfortable, an’ I think what a thing I was, an’ what the Lord
gives me now. Want to know how I started bein’ a drunken
bummer! Lemonade with a stick in it. That’s the way I be-
gun, an’ then I wanted me stick bigger, an’ soon I wanted it
straight. I tell ye I got to be deader’n Lazarus, but God lifted
me out of that grave an’ saved me. None of me people would
look at me. T disgraced em all. Me sister begged me to clear
out an’ not bring no more shame on ’em, an’ me mother the
same. DI’d a patch on me nose the year round, an’ a black eye,
too; sometimes a pair of ’em. Get into a fight an’ smash
things. Turn off the gas for fun, an’ then break chairs an’
everythin’ else. Get taken up an’ off to the station-house.
Next mornin’ to the Tombs. ‘Ten days, young man. *8ix
months, young man.’ Nice kind o’ fun, wasn’t it? Now it’s
done with, an’ the worst of it is I'm most done with, too. I
spent the best o> my life in deviltry, an’ now, when I want to
live an’ bring souls to Christ, I've got to go before very long.
But as long as I've got a breath I'll say this one thing: that
there ain’t one of you so far gone but that Jesus will save you
an’ make a new man of you. I want each man o’ you that’s
tired o’ just roughin’ it to come up here an’ be prayed for. I
used to say why did God make me a loafer an’ put me in a
hell on earth? T’ve held up me hands an’ cursed Him because
I was a drunkard an’ a thief. But it come over me at last, He
hadn’t done it. I’d done it meself. Where was me common
sense ?

“There’s many come in here that say,“ Oh, 'm too bad.
God wouldn’t give me a show.” That’s a big mistake. God
takes what the devil would almost, turn up his nose at. 1Iknow
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a man that come in here to lick another for sayin’ ¢ Jesus saves
me.” What do yon think? Jesus saved that very man him-
self. He came along lookin’ for fight, but the starch was
knocked out o’ him. e went away that night like a cur in a
sack, tremblin’ all over, but he’s a good man now. Come now,
you men over there, an’ all o’ you; stan’ up an’ be prayed for.
Oh, won’t you stan’ up an’ be prayed for ?”

“This loving Saviour stands patiently ” sounds from the
organ, and all are on their feet as the refrain comes full and

clear:
““Calling now to thee, prodigal,

Calling now to thee ;
Thou has wandered far away,
But he’s calling now to thee.”

The old man in front had listened intently, and rose at
once, falling on his knees and covering his face. The bench
filled, another had to be vacated before all could find place.
Jerry’s face glowed, and so did that of his wife as she led
forward the last candidate, a sailor-boy of eighteen or twenty.
Both prayed with an intensity of earnestness that no repetition
seemed ever able to lessen. Then came the prayer from each
one of the kneeling figures, broken by sobs, or murmured so
that none could hear, yet fervent and far-reaching beyond any
word in their past lives ; the first conscious appeal to the mys-
terious power working in and for them. Then all rose to their
places, and Jerry hesitated a moment as he saw the twinkling
eyes of the old sailor fixed full upon him, then turned to the
other end of the bench. One or two refused to speak, but the
majority rose at once, and declared their intention to lead a
better life, one man laughing with purest happiness as he
said :

“I tell ye, my friends, I can’t hardly hold in. 1 was that
down when I come up here I jest wished the floor’d open an’
take me in, an’ when I said jest now, ‘Lord Jesus, do take my
wicked soul an’ show me how to do different,” seemed like as
if a door opened an’ I seen sunshine, an’ my trouble jest went.
Oh, how I feel!”

At last the old man was reached.
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“Do you feel you are a great sinner?” asked Jerry, and the
whole bench turned, as the answer came with prompt distinct-
ness:

“ Never sinned in me life.”

“What do you mean ?”

“I mean what I say. I ain’t a thief nor a blackguard. I
hain’t been in prison. The most I’ve done ain’t much. Mought
'a’ told a lee, now an’ again ; mought ’a’ told a lee, but it was
for fun. Never sinned in me life.”

“Do you want to be saved? Do you believe you can be
saved ?” :

“To be sure, an’ why not?” returned the old man, in a
high interrogative key, and Jerry, who saw he was too drunk
to be responsible, turned to the next candidate, a most hard-
ened-looking man, who had been urged forward, and who had
dropped on his knees and burst into tears, burying his face in
his arms. Mrs. McAuley had left her place and kneeled be-
side him. It was a prayer of utter faith that came from her
lips, and as she ended and said, “ Now let this poor soul pray
for himself,” the answer seemed already certain.

“QOh, Jesus,” said the weeping man, “You know all about
it. I'm sick o’ my sins. I want to be decent. You can help
me. Don’t let me get into the mud again.”

“I'm too bad to pray,” said the next one. “I’m afraid to.”

“That’s me, too,” said his neighbor.

“You’re none o’ you too bad. There’s no such thing as too
bad,” said Jerry earnestly. “‘God be merciful to me a sinner,
is all you want. Try it now, an’ you’ll see.”

His full face turned for a moment toward the group on the
platform. Could this be the man whose coarse features car-
ried such seal of all he had revealed himself to be. A glorified
face, with tender eyes as ever looked on human pain. A face
that had lost the brute and held only the divine. Such a look
means more than years of argument. It is the one thing that
can never be assumed. The men who met it held out their
hands as if he had power to lift them up, and who shall say
he had not? One by one, as they took their places on the
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bench, avowed their determination to lead a new life, and
through the deep stillness that filled the room came murmured
“Thank God's!” from men and women who had known the
same bitter repentance and felt the same power at work.

“We'll pray for you,” said Jerry. “Keep comin’, an’ we'll
do you good.”

Nine o’clock struck. Another hymn, and then all sang
together,.“ Praise God from whom all blessings flow.”

Mrs. McAuley had passed down to the door and stood there
to shake hands and speak a word of greeting or encourage-
ment. Men flocked about the new converts, offering help. All
were chatting like close friends. Jerry stood smiling, but said
little. It was plain now, as one looked at him critically, that
the long years of indulgence and crime had undermined the
powerful constitution, and that disease was at work.

“Every night in the week an’ twice for a Sunday,” he said
to me. “What do you think o’ that for a steady diet? It
never sickens on me, I can tell you that. For all the sameness
it’s never the same. Come up an’ see the home we’ve got.”

He led the way to the second floor, —a comfortable, prettily
furnished flat, exquisitely neat, and full of homelike feeling.
Above it was an open attic, which they planned to some day
partition into rooms for larger work. Half a dozen bird-cages
were here, holding cardinal and mocking-birds, which Jerry de-
lighted in training. In the windows geraniums and heliotropes
were growing. Could this be Water Street, and what hint of
the foulness in which both had lived was in these faces alight
with love and tenderness? It is that memory that stays with
all who loved the man now gone to well-earned rest, and who,
as the Sunday service ended, said in tired but happy voice:
“It’s a tired body, sure enough, but rest is comir’, an’ it
will be sweet. I can’t sing any more, an’ I do miss it. One
lung is all gone, they say, an’ the other goin’. There’s only
one thing I pray for. Day an’ night I ask—an’ it'll be
granted, too—that there’ll be one to take me place, an’ do
better for ’em all than ever I've had the sense to do. For
forty heads plannin’ and forty hearts achin’ at once for the
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CHAPTER II.

CHRISTIAN WORK IN WATER STREET — THE STORY OF JERRY
McAULEY’S LIFE TOLD BY HIMSELF — A CAREER OF WICK-
EDNESS AND CRIME —THE MISSION NOW.

'The Historic Five Points — Breeding-Ground of Crime — Dirty Homes and
Hard Faces — “ The Kind God Don’t Want and the Devil Won’t Have *’
—Jerry McAuley —The Story of His Life Told by Himself —Born ia
a New York Slum — A Loafer by Day and a River Thief by Night- -
Prizefighter, Drunkard, Blackleg, and Bully— A Life of Wickedness
and Crime —Fifteen Years in Prison —His Prison Experiences — Un-
expected Meeting with ‘‘ Awful” Gardner — Jerry’s First Prayer — He
Hears a Voice— Released from Prison—His Return to Old Haunts
and Ways— Signing the Pledge —His Wife — Starting the Water Street
Mission — An Audience of “Tramps and Bums — Becomes an Apostle to
the Roughs — Jerry’s Death — Affecting Scenes — Old Joe Chappy — The
Hadley Brothers— A Mother’s Last Words— A Refuge for the Wicked
and Depraved.

HE Five Points was once the terror of every policeman, au
4 well as of every decent citizen who realized its existence
It was for years the breeding-ground of crime of every order,
and thus the first workers in City Mission work naturally
turned to it as the chief spot for purification. Here the Water
Street Mission was begun just after the Civil War, and here it
still continues its work. Its story has often been told, yet the
interest in it seems no less fresh than at the time of its incep-
tion. For years it was headed by Jerry McAuley, a man whose
absolutely unique personality has stamped itself forever in the
minds of all who dealt with him in person. It is to him that
every mission of the same general order owes its standard of
effort, and the knowledge of methods withoutwhich such work
is powerless; and though personally he never claimed this
place, all who knew him would accord it unhesitatingly.

I have often talked with Jerry and his wife on the origin of
: : (68)
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the work, their personal share in it, and the effect produced in
the neighborhood, — its present vileness being peace and inno-
cence compared with its condition when Jerry began his work
there. The second floor of the Mission building was their
home, — a comfortable, prettily-furnished flat, exquisitely neat,
and with a homelike feeling not always had in statelier places,
—and I was always greeted with a warmth and courtesy that
absolved me at once from the guilt of intrusion.

“Come again. Come as often as you like,” Jerry would say
in his hearty way each time I took my leave. “Tll tell you
anything yow'd like to know, though if T talk the rest o’ me
life I couldn’t tell all the stories I know nor the sights I've
seen.” v

I did “come again” and again, at last taking my place
among the “ regulars,”.as the few were called who had stated
employment and came constantly. With my own eyes I saw
men who had come into the Mission sodden with drink turn
into quiet, steady workers. Now and then one fell, —in one
_case permanently ; but the prodigals commonly returned con-
fessing their weakness and laboring earnestly to prove their
penitence. I saw foul homes, where dirty bundles of straw
had been the only bed, gradually become clean and respect-
able ; hard faces grow patient and gentle ; oaths and foul words
give place to quiet speech. "

It is for Jerry, then, to tell the story, taken almost verbatim
from his own lips, and given with all its personal details as one
of the most wonderful in the history of crime, or the story of
the poor born to life in a New York: slum. Words can never
hold the pathos, the tenderness, the strength, the quick-flashing
Irish humor which made him the power that he was, and that,
even with a weakened body fast failing to meet the demands
made upon it, still rendered him the most wonderful of apostles
to the roughs. He told the story to me in a long afternoon in
the old Mission, from which he soon after removed to. the
Cremorne Mission, begun by himself and wife, and where he
shortly afterwards died. '

The Water Street work was left in the hands of one of his
5
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own converts, and still goes on in the same lines; and these
two Missions may be said to do the most distinctive work in
the city. Water Street and its up-town prototype, the Cremorne
Mission, are of the same order, and each is unique in its way.
There are others, most of them connected —as is that of the
Madison Square Mission — with some special church. All have
their own interest and deserve full recognition, but they lack
the distinctive quality given by Jerry McAuley and his wife.
Her personality is as much a part of the work as was his, and
her story is also part of his.

“There’s two sides to this thing,” Jerry began, throwing
himself back in the big arm-chair, from which he rose at inter-
vals to walk restlessly up and down. ¢ Folks mostly seem to
think there ain’t but one. It was only last night a fellow come
in here ripe for a row. You've never happened to see an out-
an-out rough spillin’ over with fight, an’ bound to make some-
thin’ fly before he’s through. More of his sort used to bother
us than do now ; an’ it’s lucky, too, for the time when I could
just take any one of ’em up by the scruff o’ the neck an’ drop
'im out on the sidewalk just like you’d drop a strange cat is
pretty well over with me. But this fellow come in last night
an’ sat awhile, an’ I was tryin’ to think just where I'd seen
him, an’ couldn’t for the life o’ me, till he rose up with a sort
of a sneery smile, an’ then I minded well enough where we’d
met, —in Sing Sing, an’ he working at the loom next to me.

“ He went on so with his sneery talk ’twas hard for me to
make out if he was in earnest or not,—sayin’ how he remem-
bered me in times way back, an’ the way I used to look, an’
how well set up I seemed to be now, with me fine coat an’
good clothes all through, an’ just lickin’ me chops to think what
a comfortable, easy time I was havin’, an’ a chucklin’ to meself
every time I told the life I'd led.

“‘You're off there,’ says I, risin’ up so sudden that he
jumped ; he thought maybe I was goin’ to hit him. ¢Yes,
you're off there. There’s many a one says I loves to tell the
story of me own life, an’ I tell you an’ them, as I've often said
before, there’s nothin’ 1 wouldn’t de, &1f I could see me way

F
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clear, never to tell it again in this world. Do you suppose if a
man was set up to his neck in a sewer, an’ kept there months
an’ years, he’d be chucklin’ over it when he got out? Faith,
not! He’d be apt to keep quiet, unless he saw some other fel-
low steppin’ into the same place, an’ then, if he’d the heart of
a grasshopper, h ’d warn him off. Do you think I’ll ever stop
rememberin’ that wzi' nigh thirty years o’ my life have gone
in deviltry, an’ no he p for it? The only comfort I take is in
thinkin’ that if I hadr’t been the devil’s own all that time, I’d
never know now how to feel for them that’s in his clutch yet.
He’s a mighty tight grip on you, me friend, an’ many a one
like you, an’ you’d better come up in front an’ let every soul
pray hard that you may find it out for yourself.’

“He made for the door thén, an’ won’t come back in a
hurry. Iknow his kind. It’s a kind God don’t want and the
devil won’t have. God forgive me for sayin’ so, but you’d
think so too, maybe, if you’d had ’em to deal with an’ could
never be just certain whether they had a soul or not. I used
to say they had, an’ must be worked over, an’ I don’t say now
they haven’t ; only there’s others more promisin’ to spend your
strength on, an’ I’ve had to learn to let his kind mostly alone.
The Lord knows. He made ’em, an’ may be He’ll find out a
way after a while. .But it’s a poor show for me to be doubtin’
about any human bein’ when I've got meself to remember.”

Jerry was silent, and for a few moments paced restlessly
up and down the floor of the great room over the Mission —a,
room which some day is to make a temporary home for some
of the many who, if kept from old haunts for even a few days,
would gain a strength attainable in no other way. Then, as
now, it was simply an unpartitioned space, far enough above
the street to hold a little sense of quiet. Ivies ran over the
windows, and the cages of two pet mocking-birds were there,
—birds that twittered restlessly as the tall figure passed by,
and chirped impatiently for recognition. It came in a mo-
ment. The doors of the cages were opened and the pretty
creatures perched on Jerry’s arm and thrust their heads
into his pockets for crumbs. =_Jerry’s face cleared.. From some
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corner a wriggling meal-worm was produced, and a mock quar-
rel began, the birds making fierce little dashes at the worm
and at each other, and securing the ‘morsel at last with a
triumphant whistle, followed by a flood of pure clear song.

“There’s heaps o’ satisfaction in the creatures,” Jerry said
as he returned them to the cages and sat down before them.
“Many’s the time I come here 'most gone from tiredness in
the meetin’s, an’ they rest me so I can go at it again. I never -
knew I had a knack for ’em an’ could learn ’em anything, till
one was give me, an’ I began of meself. It’s the same way
with flowers. They’re good friends o’ mine now, but it’s
strange to think o’ the years I hardly knew there was such a
thing in the world. I can look back now an’ think how
things were in Ireland, but I'd no sense of ’em then. It wasa
pretty country, but me an’ mine had small business in it but
to break the laws an’ then curse the makers of ’em. You
want to know all about it, an’ I'll tell you now, for there’ll
never be a better time.

Tre Story oF JERRY McAuLey’s Lirk.

~ Me father was a counterfeiter, an’ ran away from justice
before ever I can remember him. There was a lot of us, an’
they put me with me grandmother. She was old ar’ a devout
Romanist, an’ many’s the time when she was tellin’ her beads an’
kissing the floor for penance, I'd shy things at her just to hear
her curse an’ swear at me, an’ then she’d back to her knees.
T’d got well beyond her or anybody by the time I was thirteen.
They let me run loose. I’d no schoolin’, an’ got blows for
meat and drink till T wished meself dead many a time. I
thought could I only get to me sister in America I'd be near
the same as in Paradise, when all at once they sent me to her,
an’ for a while I ran errands an’ helped me brother-in-law.
But I was tall o’ my years an’ strong, an’ had no fear for any
man livin’, an’ a born thief as well, that stealin’ came nateral
an’ easy; an’ soon I was in a den on Water Street learnin’
to be a prize-fighter, an’ with a boat on the river for thievin’

~ at night. By this time I was nineteen, an’ I don’t suppose 2.
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bigger nuisance an’ loafer ever stepped above ground. I made
good hauls, for the river police didn’t amount to much in them
days, an’ it was pretty easy to board a vessel an’ take what
you pleased. The Fourth Ward belonged to my kind. It’s bad
enough now, but it’s heaven to what it was then.

Now, I’d done enough to send me to prison forty times
over, an’ I knew it, but that didn’t make it any easier to go
there for something I hadn’t done. A crime was sworn on me
by some that hated me bad an’ wanted me out o’ the way.
Fifteen years in prison! That was the sentence I got, an’ I
not twenty years old. That hour goin’ up the river was the
toughest I’d- ever come to. I was mad with rage, but hand-
cuffed and forced to keep quiet. It was in me mind to kill
me keeper, an’ I marked him then. ¢Wait,’ said I to meself,
Tl be even with you some day if I have to hang for it” An’
when I put on the prison dress an’ they shut me in, I knocked
me head agin the wall, an’ if T dared I would a’ killed meself.
At last I made up me mind I'd obey rules an’ see if I couldn’t
get pardoned out, or maybe there’d come a chance of escape,
an’ I set me mind toward that.

I tried it for two years; learned to read, and had a pile 0’
cheap novels they let us buy; an’ I learned carpet-weavin’,
an’ no one had a word to say agin me. But then I grew
weakly. I'd been used to the open air always, an’ a shut-in
life told upon me. Then I got ugly an’ thought it was no use,
an’ then they punished me. Do you know what that is? It’s
the leather collar that holds an’ galls you, an’ you strapped
up by the arms with your toes just touchin’ the floor; an’ it’s
the shower-bath that leaves you in a dead faint till another
dash brings you out. I've stood it all an’ cursed God while I
did. I was that desperate I would have killed the keeper, but
I saw no chance out even if I did.

It was one Sunday morning. I'd been in prison five years.
I dragged meself into the chapel an’ sat down. Then I heard
a voice I knew, an’ I looked up. There by the chaplain was a
man I’d been on a spree with many an’ many a time,— O1ville
Gardner. He stepped down off the platform. “My men,”
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says he, “I’ve no right anywhere but among you, for I've been
one of you in sin,” an’ then he prayed, till there wasn’t a dry
eye there but mine,— I was that ’shamed to be seen cryin’, but
I looked at him an’ wondered what had come to him to make
him so different. He said a verse that struck me, an’ when I
got into me cell again I took down the Bible an’ began to hunt
for it. I read awhile till I found somethin’ that hit the Catho-
lies, I thought; an’ I pitched me Bible down an’ kicked it all
round the cell. “The vile heretics!” I says. “That’s the way
they show up the Catholics, is it ?” It was the verse that says:
‘Now the Spirit speaketh expressly, that in the latter times
some shall depart from the faith, giving heed to seducing spirits
and doctrines of devils; having their conscience seared with a
hot iron, forbidding to marry and commanding to abstain from
meats which God hath created to be received with thanksgiving
of them which believe and know the truth.’

“T’ll have a Catholic Bible,” says I, “an’ not this thing that
no decent Catholic would touch with a ten-foot pole.” Sol
got me a Catholic Bible from the library, but it was pretty
much the same, only more lumbered up with notes. I read
’em both, an’ the more I read the more miserable 1 was.

I wanted to be different. I thought about the new look in
Gardner’s face. “ What makes it?” says I, “an’ if he’s differ-
ent, why can’t I be? Now if I send for the priest, he’ll set me
to doin’ penance an’ sayin’ so many prayers, an’ all such like.
The chaplain says I'm to be sorry for me sins an’ ask God to
forgive me. Which is the way, I wonder ?”

You wouldn’t think I’d ’a’ minded, but if ten thousand peo-
ple had been in me cell I couldn’t ’a’ felt worse about prayin’.
I kneeled down, blushin’ that hot as I’d never done in me life
before, an’ then I’d up agin; an’ that’s the way it was three or
four weeks till I was just desperate. Then there come a night
when I said I’d pray till some sense come to me, an’ if it didn’t
I’d never pray again. I was that weak an’ trembly I seemed
as if I could die easy enough. Iknelt there an’ waited between
the times I prayed. I wouldn’t stir from me knees. Me eyes
were shut. I was in an agony, an’ the sweat rollin’ from me
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face in big drops, an’ “ God be merciful to me a sinner” came
from me lips. Then, in a minute, something seemed to be by
me. I heard a voice, or felt I heard one plain enough. It said,
“My son, thy sins, which are many, are forgiven.”

To the day o’ me death TI'll think I saw a light about me
an’ smelled somethin’ sweet as flowers in the cell. I didn’t
know if I was alive or not. I shouted out, “Oh, praise God!
praise God !”

“Shut your noise,” the guard said, going by. “ What’s the
matter with you?”

“I’ve found Christ,” I says. “Me sins are all forgiven me.”

“T’ll report you,” says he, an’ he took me number, but he
didn’t report me.

Well, then, seein’ how it had come to me, I began to pray
for others. I was quiet an’ content all the time, an’ I believed
if it was good for me, God’d find a way to let me out o’ prison.
I didn’t pray for it for two years, but just worked there to save
others, an’ many a one turned to a new life an’ stuck to it.

Then at last come a pardon when I’d been in seven years
an’ six months just, an’ I came back down the river to New
York.

There was never a lonesomer man alive. I wouldn’t go
back to the Fourth Ward, for fear I'd be tempted, an’ so I
wandered round tryin’ for work, till one day I met a friend,
an’ he took me to a lager-beer saloon. Lager-beer had: come
up since I went up the river. I didn’t know it was any more
hurt than root-beer; they said it wasn’t. But that first night
did for me. Me head got in a buzz, an’ in a week or two I
wanted somethin’ stronger. I got work in a hat-shop, an’ had
good wages, but a strike come, an’ I led it an’ lost the place.
It was war time, an’ I went into the bounty business—a ras-
cally business too. Then I had a boat on the river again. I'd
buy stolen goods of the sailors, an’ then make ’em enlist for
fear o’ bein’ arrested, an’ I took the bounty. The end o’ the
war stopped this, an’ then I stuck to the river, buyin’ and sellin’
smuggled goods an’ payin’ all I could in counterfeit money.
Do you remember when the Idaho burned in the East River$
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Me an’ me partners rowed out,—mnot to save life, but to rob;
but when we saw ’em screamin’ in the water we turned to an’
helped ’em, though one o’ me partners in the boat said we'd
make a pile pickin’ up coats an’ hats.

Often an’ often I was shot at. Do you think I didn’t re-
member what I’d had given me, an’ how I'd lost it? I didn’t
pray, I didn’t dare to. I kept under liquor all the time to head
off thinkin’, for I said God was done with me, an’ T was bound
for hell sure an’ certain. ‘

About this time, one night I'd gone over to Brooklyn very
drunk, —too drunk to do me share o’ the work we’d laid out
for that night, an’ as me partner boarded the ship we were
after I slipped an’ fell overboard an’ went under like a shot.
An eddy carried me off, and the boat went another way. I
knew I was drownin’, for I went down twice, an’ in me ex-
tremity I called on God though I felt too mean to do it. It
seemed as if I was lifted up an’ the boat brought to me. I got
hold of it somehow, I don’t just know how. The water had
sobered me. When I was in it, I heard, plain as if a voice
spoke to me, “Jerry, you've been saved for the last time. Go
out on that river agin an’ you’ll never have another chance.”

I was mad. I went home an’ drank an’ drank an’ drank.
I was sodden with drink, an’ as awful lookin’ a case,— more
so, than you’ve ever laid eyes on. An’ oh, the misery o’ me
thoughts. It was the John Allen excitement then, an’ I heard
the singin’ an’ was sick with rememberin’, an’ yet drinkin’ day
an’ night to drown it all. '

A city missionary came in one day to the house on Cherry
Street where I boarded. He shied a bit when he saw me at
the top o’ the stairs—a head like a mop, an’ an old red shirt.
He’d been pitched down stairs by fellers like me, and I’d a
done it meself once. I hung roand while he went in a room,
thinkin’ maybe he could get me a job of honest work, an’ when
he come out I told him so. He asked me to step out on the
pavement. He said afterward I was that evil-lookin’ he was
afraid o’ me, an’ he didn’t know what I might do. So out on
the street I went, an’ he took me straight to the Howard
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Mission, an’ there we had a long talk, an’ a gentleman wanted
me to sign the pledge. “It’s no use,” says I; “I shall break
it.” “Ask God to keep you from breaking it,” he said. I
thought a minute, an’ then I signed it an’ went home. Me
partner was there, an’ he laughed himself hoarse when 1 told
him. He had a bottle o gin in his hand that very minute.
“You!” he says. “Here, drink!” I took the glass an’
drank. “That’s the last glass I'll ever take,” says I. “Yes,”
says he, “till the next one.” ’

T’d hardly swallowed it when who should come in but the
missionary. We went out together, an’ I told him I was dead
broke an’ hungry, an’ I would have to go on the river again
once more anyhow. “Jerry,” says he, “before you shall ever
do that again I’ll take off this coat an’ pawn it.” The coat
was thin an’ old. I knew he was poor, an’ it went to me heart
that he’d do such a thing as that. He went away a minute,
an’ when he come back he brought me fifty cents. An’ he
kep’ on helpin’. He followed me up day after day, an’ at last
one night at his house, where he’d had me to tea an’ there was
singin’and prayin’ afterwards, I prayed meself once more, an’
believed I should be forgiven. There wasn’t any shoutin’ this
time, but there was quiet an’ peace.

It was a hard pull. I got work now and then, but more
often not. An’ then everybody thought I was shammin’
for what I could get out of it. I didn’t wonder, an’ I helped it
along by doing what youw’d never believe,—1 caved in again.
Three times I was drunk, an’ do you know what did it?
Tobacco. That’s why I'm so down on tobacco now. Chew
an’ smoke, an’ there’ll be a steady cravin’ for somethin’, an’
mostly it ends in whiskey. A man that honestly wants the
Spirit of God in him has got to be clean, I tell you, inside
an’ out. He’s got to shut down on all his old dirty tricks,
or he’s gone. That’s the way I found it.

I was married by this time to Maria, an’ she’s been God’s
help from that day to this, an’ often we talked about some way
to get at the poor souls in the Fourth Ward. We were
doin’ day’s work, both of us, an’ poor as poor could be. But
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we said, “Why have we both been used to filth an’ nastiness,
an’ all else, if not so’s to know how to help some others out of
it.” An’ one day I had a sort o’ vision. I thought we had
a bouse in the Fourth Ward, an’ a big bath, an’ a stream
o’ people comin’ in. I washed ’em outside an’ the Lord
washed ’em inside, an’ I cried as I thought, “Oh, if I could
only do that for Jesus’ sake.” “Do it for one if you can’t for
more,” said Maria, an’ that’s the way we begun in an old rook-
ery of a house, in one room, an’ a little sign hung out,

“THE HELPING HAND FOR MEN.”

You’d never believe how many that sign drew in. We did
what we could, an’ when Thanksgivin’ Day came, friends gave
us a good dinner for all. Afterwards there was a meetin’, an’
it was so blessed we were moved to say they should all come
the next night.” From that day to this,—first in the old
buildin’, an’ then in this, the new one,— there’s been a meetir’
every night in the year, an’ now it’s hundreds,—yes, thousands
—that can say the Water Street Mission was their help to
a new life. .

Day an’ night we work,—you know how. My life is
slowly but surely goin’ from me. I feel it, but livin’ or dyin’
it’s the Lord’s. All these years He has held me, but I don’t
know now but that I’d have fallen again if I hadn’t been
so busy holdin’ on to others. An’ that’s the way to keep men,
—set ’em to work. The minute they say they’re sick o’ the
old ways, start ’em to pull in somebody else. You see when
your soul is just on fire, longin’ to get at every wretch an’
bring him into the fold, there’s no time for your old tricks, an’
no wantin’ to try ’em again. I could talk a month tellin’
of one an’ another that’s been here. Oh, there’s stories if one
but knew ’em! An’ not a day that you don’t know there ain’t
a bummer in the Fourth Ward so low down but what the Lord
can pick him out o’ the gutter an’ set him on his feet. That’s
why I tell me story an’ everthin’ right out an’ plain. There’s
times I'm dead sick o’ rememberin’ it, but I have to do it,
an’ them very times seem-the ones that help most. An’ as
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long as tongue can move, may I never be ashamed to tell
what I’ve been saved from.

This was Jerry’s story in the days in which Water Street
still counted him its peculiar product and property. Even then
his eyes had turned toward a haunt of vice not so plain to the
outward eye, but as full of need as any den in the lower wards
of the city, the Cremorne Garden, on Thirty-second Street. To
the ordinary passer-by there were few indications that the
region needed him ; but Jerry knew, and after long discussion
and much opposition the Cremorne Mission was opened and he
took charge of the work. Such a life as Jerry led in. the days
of his wickedness made him an easy prey to disease, and he
died at the age of forty-five. He had long been ailing and
knew that his cali home would come suddenly. On the day
previous to his death he was in the best of spirits. That night
he was taken with a severe hemorrhage of the lungs. While
expecting every moment would be his last, he said in an almost
inaudible voice to one of the converts of the Mission, pointing
upwards as he spoke, “It’s all right.” He was too weak to say
more. Another hemorrhage came, and his spirit took its flight.

On the following Sunday afternoon Broadway Tabernacle
was thronged by a vast audience assembled to pay a last trib-
ute of respect to the dead. Hundreds were unable to obtain
entrance. Prominent clergymen conducted the solemn and
affecting service, and the Tabernacle choir sang with tender
pathos,

‘“We, too, must come to the river side,
One by one, one by one ;
‘We're nearer its brink each evening tide,
One by one, one by one.”

For two hours a constant stream of friends passed by the
coffin to take a last look at Jerry’s face.

During the services a gentleman was standing at the
entrance of the Tabernacle, when a shabby-looking old man,
who had been lounging on.the outskirts of the crowd, ap-
proached and said :
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*“Bey pardin’, sir, but seein’ as you were kinnected here,
and seein’ as how I ain’t posted on ways and things, I thought
I’d ask you a favor.”

The listener was turning away, expecting an untimely
appeal for alms. But the old man said, “I've heerd it’s the
right. thing to send flowers and sich to put on the coffin of any
one who’s bin good to you. Well, I don’t know, sir, as I’ve
got the rights of it or not. But there’s somethin’ here for
Jerry.”

He took off his tall, battered hat as he spoke, and felt in it
with trembling fingers. “It ain’t no great shakes,” he said,
as he took out a little bunch of white flowers. Then looking
up, as though to read in the face of his listener approval or dis-
approval, he went on, apologetically: “They’re no great
shakes, I allow, and I’spect they mayn’t set off the roses and
things rich people send. I'm a poor man, you know, but when
I heerd as Jerry was gone, I gets up and says to myself, ¢ Go
on and do what’s fash’n’ble ; that’s the way folks do when they
want to show a dead man’s done a heap for ’em.’ So there
they are.”

They were handed to the usher.

“ And when you drop ’em with the rest, though they ain’t
no great shakes,” he added, with the old apologetic look,
“Jerry, who was my friend, ’1l know,” and his voice trembled ;
“he’ll know they come from old Joe Chappy.”

“What did he do for you?” his listener ventured.

“A great deal,” the old man replied. “But it’s long ago
now. My gal had gone to the bad, and was dyin’ without ever
a bite for her to eat. I got around drunk, but it sobered me,
and I hustled about to hunt up some good man. They asked
if she went to Sunday School and all that. O’ course she
didn’t. How cud the poor gal? Well, they called her names,
sed she was a child o’ wrath, and I went away broken-hearted,
when I come acrost Jerry, and he went home with me and
comforted me, and he sed Almighty God wouldn’t be rough on
a poor gal what didn’t know no. better. She died then, but I
ain’t forgot Jerry, no, nor never will.”
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The poor old wreck could not be prevailed upon to enter,

and the crowd was so great that the little bunch of flowers
could not reach the casket. The choice floral emblems that
covered Jerry’s coffin ‘
‘could not be sweeter to  fiiul J,M;W W’“MW :
the dead than that simple [T p——
offering of a bunch of §
wilted white flowers.

How did it fare with
the deserted Mission on
Water Street after Jerry
gave his time to the Cre-
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tire charge, but another whose day was yet to come, and who
stands for one of the most effectual pieces of work accom-
plished in the Cremorne Mission, to-day fills Jerry’s place in
Water Street as hardly another could do. The story of Water
Street would be incomplete without some portion of this his-
tory, as unique in its way as Jerry’s.

It is the story of two, not one, though but one has chosen
Water Street as his field. A log cabin in Ohio was the home
into which both were born, but it was a cabin like many
another of that region,—the home of New England emigrants,
the mother the daughter of a minister, and both parents edu-
cated, self-respecting members of the little community. Here
the two Hadley brothers were born, and here till eighteen
years old the younger kept his promise to his mother that
tobacco and liquor should he untouched. The older one had
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already gome out into the world. 8. H. Hadley, the younger,
born in 1843, shall tell the story in his own way and words:

S. H. Haprey’s Story.

A friend, who was the miller of the county, told me he
would never speak to me again if I did not drink, and that he
would think I had some grudge against him or felt myself
above him socially. I took the bottle after he had coaxed me
a full half hour, and put it to my lips and drank. Will I ever
forget that moment? The vow I had made to my mother was
broken, and the devil came in and took full possession. My
mother died a short time after this, happily in ignorance of my
sin. I was away from home that day, but her last words were,
“Tell Hopkins to meet me in Heaven.”

By the side of my dead mother, I vowed never to drink
again, but in three days yielded to the temptation. It was thus
far only occasional. My father died, and I began the study of
medicine with the village doctor, who was himself a heavy
drinker, though a brilliant member of the profession. Both of
us went down swiftly, the doctor soon drinking himself to
death. I left the place, and after a little experience as travel-
ing salesman, became a professional gambler, and for fifteen
years followed this life. In 1870 I came to New York, where
I had a fine position offered me, which I soon lost. Delirium
tremens came more than once, and in spite of a strong consti-
tution the time was reached when I knew that death must soon
result.

One Tuesday evening I sat in a saloon in Harlem, a home-
less, friendless, dying drunkard. I had pawned or sold every-
thing that would bring drink. I could not sleep unless I was
drunk. I had not eaten for days, and for four nights preced-
ing I had suffered with delérium tremens, or the horrors, from
midnight till morning. I had often said, “I will never be a
tramp. I will never be cornered. When that time comes, if
it ever does, I will find a home in the bottom of the river.”
But the Lord so ordered it that when that time did come I was
not able to walk a quarter of the way to the river. As I sat
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there thinking, I seemed to feel some great and mighty pres-
ence. I did not know then what it was. I walked up to the
bar, and pounding it with my fist till I made the glasses rattle,
I said I would never take another drink if I died in the street,
and I felt as though that would happen before morning.

Something said, “If you want to keep this promise go and
have yourself locked up.” I went to the nearest station house
and had myself locked up. I was put in a narrow cell, and it
seemed as though all the demons that could find room came
into that place with me. This was not all the company I had
either. No, that dear Spirit that came to me in the saloon
was present and said, “Pray.” '

I did pray, and kept on praying. When I was released I
found my way to my brother’s house, where every care was
given me. While lying in bed the admonishing spirit never
left me, and when I arose the following Sunday morning I felt
that that day would decide my fate. Toward evening it came
into my head to go over to the Cremorne Mission and hear
Jerry McAuley.

I went. The house was packed, and with great difficulty I
made my way to the space near the platform. There I saw
the apostle to the drunkard and outcast, Jerry McAuley. He
- 10ose and amid deep silence told his experience. There was
something about this man that carried conviction with it, and
I found myself saying, “I wonder if God can save me.”

. listened to the testimony of many who had been saved
from rum, and I made up my mind thaf’T would be saved or
die right there. When the invitation to kneel for prayer was
given I knelt down with quite a crowd of drunkards. I wasa
total stranger, but I felt I had sympathy, and it helped me.
Jerry made the first prayer. I shall never forget it. He said,
“Dear Saviour, won't you look down on these poor souls?
They need your help, Lord ; they can’t get along without it.
Blessed Jesus, these poor sinners have got themselves into a
bad hole. Won’t you help them out? Speak to them, Lord.
Do, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.”

Then Jerry said, “ Now,.all keep on your knees, and keep
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praying while I ask these dear souls to pray for themselves.”
He spoke to one after another as he placed his hands on their
heads. “Brother, you pray. Now tell the Lord just what you
want Him to do for you.” 7

How I trembled as he approached me. I felt like backing
out. The devil knelt by my side and whispered in my ear, re-
minding me of crimes I had forgotten for months. “ What
are you going to do about such and such matters if you start
to be a Christian tonight? Now you can’t afford to make a
mistake. Hadn’t you better think this matter over awhile,
and try to fix up some of the troubles you are in, and thea
start ¢” : /

Oh, what a conflict was going on for my poor soul! Jerry’s
hand was on my head: He said, “Brother, pray.” I said,
“Can’t you pray for me?” Jerry said, “ All the prayers in
the world won’t save you unless you pray for yourself.”

I halted but a moment, and then I said with breaking
heart, “ Dear Jesus, can you help me ?”

Never can I describe that moment. Although my soul had
been filled with indescribable gloom, I felt the glorious bright-
ness of the noonday sun shine into my heart. I felt I was a
free man. ,

From that moment to this I havd never tasted a drink of
whiskey, and I have never seen enough money to make me take
one. I promised God that night that if He would take away
the appetite for strong drink I would work for Him all my
life. He has done His part, and I have been trying to do
mine. It took four years to make my brother believe I was in
earnest. He believed it fast enough when he was converted
himself. He is a splendid-looking man, a colonel in the army,
and is doing rescue work, and will as long as he lives, with all
his money and all his strength. He had a newspaper run in
the interest of gin-mills, and the day after he was converted he
cut out every advertisement that they had given him. ¢ This
paper is converted, too,” he said, and it was a queer looking
paper when he got through.

I was called to take charge of the Water Street Mission
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after I had been working with all my might for four years in
the Cremorne, and here I am settled with my wife and two
other missionaries, one of whom everybody in the ward knows
as well as ever they knew Jerry. *Mother Sherwood” they
all call her. We run low in funds often, for it costs $4,000
a year to carry on the work. When a man starts on a better
life the odds are often against him, and he must be helped for
awhile with food, clothing, and whatever else may be wanted.
Saturday night is “coffee night” at the Mission room.
Many a poor discouraged fellow, who has been looking for
work and found none, and gone on short commons a whole -
week, drifts in here on Saturday afternoon, knowing that he will
get a cup of coffee and a sandwich in the evening. There are
plenty of bummers and tramps in our Saturday night crowd,
and some a good deal worse than either, too. We weed out a
few, but we try to keep nearly all, for who knows whal
may come to them? Empty cups are placed on the seats. and
each man picks one up as he sits down, and patiently waits for
hours. At seven o’clock our own workers carry the big coffee
pots among the audience, and laugh for joy as they see the
look on some of the faces. The men begin to pile in by three
o’clock on Saturday afternoon, though our service does not
begin till half-past seven. Time is of no account with them,
you know, and the room is packed full in half an hour.
We are often obliged to lock the doors and turn the rest away.
Many have nowhere else to go. After lunch we have a service
of song, followed by an experience meeting, lasting till half-
past nine, when the men depart. Most of them sleep in cheap
lodging-rooms or police station-houses, though some walk the
streets all night. On several cold nights this winter we let
some of them sleep on the floor of the Mission room all night.
_Coffee night is one of our institutions, and always draws a big
crowd, though generally a pretty tough one.

No matter how dirty, how vicious, how depraved a man
may be, he will find a welcome here. We will take him down
stairs and wash him. If he is sick we will have a doctor

for him, or get him into a hospital, and we won’t lose sight of
6
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him, and we will bury him if he dies. There is hope for all of
them if they once begin to pray.

Plainly Jerry has found such a successor as he himself would
have chosen, and the work he loved goes on as he would have
had it. The doors of the Iittle Mission swing inward for
all comers, and the voices of men who have found here refuge
and hope are always sending out into the night the call,—

* Calling now to thee, prodigal,
Calling now to thee,

Thou hast wandered far away,
But He’s calling now to thee.”



CHAPTER IIIL

UP SLAUGHTER ALLEY, OR LIFE IN A TENEMENT-HOUSE —A
TOUR THROUGH HOMES OF MISERY, WANT, AND WOE
— DRINK’S DOINGS.

‘Why Called Slaughter Alley — Kicking a Missionary Downstairs — Life and
Scenes in Tenement-Houses — Voices and Shapes in the Darkness — My
Tour with the Doctor — Picking our Way through Slime and Filth—
‘““Mammy’s Lookin’ for You” — ‘“Murtherin’ Dinnis” — Misery and
Squalor Side by Side — Stalwart Tim — In the Presence of Death— 1
Want to go, but I'm Willin’ to Wait” —Patsy— A Five-Year-Old
‘Washerwoman — Sickening Odors —Human Beasts— Dangerous Places
—*“Mike Gim’'me a Dollar for the Childer ” — The Charity of the Poor
—“Oh, Wurra, me Heart’s Sick in me” — Homes Swarming with
Rats— Alive with Vermin and Saturated with Filth —The Omnipresent.
Saloon — A Nursery of Criminals and Drunkards — The Terrible Influ-
ence of Drink — Conceived in Sin and Born in Iniquity —The Dreadful
Tenement-House System.

HY <“Slaughter” Alley, who shall say, since among its
inhabitants not one can tell. No map of New York
holds the name, but from the fact that one of the oldest inhab-
itants reports that it was once Butcher Alley one may conclude
two things: either that more than one murder done at this
point has given it right to the name, or that it has arisen from
the slaughter of the innocents,—the babies, who die here
in summer like rats in a hole. And in the old days, when this
whole seething, turbulent spot was quiet meadows sloping to
the East River, there may have been, as vague tradition in-
dicates, an actual slanghter-house, cleaner, we will warrant,
than any successor found to-day.
Be this as it may, the name has established its right to per-
manence, and the alley shall make its revelation of what one
form of New York tenement-house has for its occupants.

To one familiar with the story of old New York, Roose-
(89
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velt Street, through which we pass, is itself a bit of history,
the name belonging to one of the old Dutch families whose
houses once covered this favorite site. Who owns the tall
tenement-houses that have taken their place it is not always
easy to tell, since many owners hide behind an agent who must
shoulder the responsibility of the hideous conditions to be
found in most of them. They are chiefly five-story buildings,
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ENTRANCE TO A TENEMENT-HOUSE.AND ALLEY.
The door at the left leads directly into a tenement. The archway at the right is a dark passage-

way leading to filthy yards and tenements in the rear.

run up with the one object of getting as many rooms into the
space as it will hold, and with an absolute ignoring of the
means by which light, air, and sunshine are to enter. Half
way up the street there opens suddenly from it a narrow
alley ending in a blank wall. If the houses are no higher,
they secem so here, for outstretched arms can touch the walls
on either side; and, even as we go, a voice behind, rich in
brogue and thick with the first stages of whiskey’s effects, is
saying to a companion,—
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“Sure, thin, an’ I wouldn’t be livin’ anywhere else at all,
for whin wan is a bit unstiddy, an’ there’s no knowin’ where
the feet’ll be landin’ him, shure it’s the walls that holds ye,
an’ there’s no fallin’. Long life to the alley, an’ bad ’cess to
thim that talks o’ layin’ its walls low, sez 1.” )

The doctor who comes to the Mission once or twice weekly
is a gentle-looking woman, a little beyond middle life, who
devotes a large share of her time and professional service to
the poor of this wretched locality without the least expecta-
tion of reward save the approbation of Him who said, “Inas-
much as ye have done it unto the least of these, ye have done
it unto me.”

“If you want to know how some of the poor souls in the
alley have to live and die, come with me,” she said to me one
day. “Itis safe enough now, but ten years ago not the brav-
est would have gone up that alley alone. Even now they
sometimes kick a missionary down stairs, or you encounter a
drunken pair clinching and rolling at their leisure from top
to bottom. But- we can go up safely, though I warn you
beforehand of the smells. Often, well-seasoned as I am, I
have to run out to the hallway and lean over the stairs for a
bireath of something a shade less nauseous. Come.” 3

Standing at the entrance to the alley, I hesitated and
shrank instinctively from further attempt to penetrate the
mysteries of these shadows. Over the stones, slimy with inde-
scribable filth, we picked our way through garbage and refuse
of every order. Above, a frowsy woman looked out with an
oath, followed by more as a neighbor’s head emerged from the
window below and tossed back a reply which evidently meant
the re-opening of old hostilities. The voices had risen to a
shriek as we entered the low door at the end of the alley and
began the ascent of the stairs, on which something moved,
shrinking close to the wall, damp with the exhalations from
privy and sewer. It was too dark to see more than that it
was a girlish figure waiting silently for us to pass on, but the
doctor paused. The girl had turned her face to the wall, and
bent still lower as the doctor said,—
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“In trouble again, Sophy? Why didn’t you come to me?
You promised.”
* Then she gave a little cry and rushed through the darkness
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A TYPICAL TENEMENT-HOUSE BACK YARD.

for the door below. A shuffling step followed her. It was a
man who had been lurking in some niche above, and who held
to the shaky stairrail as he descended, looking back for a
moment, with an evil glance felt rather than seen. On the
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next flight —darker, if that were possible, than the last—
three or four children were quarreling, with oaths caught from
their elders and used with-a horrible fluency. One of them
caught at the doctor’s hand as she passed.

“ Mammy’s lookin’ for you,” she said. ¢ She’s crazy most,
an’ I’ve been watchin’ for you.” »

“Who wouldn’t be crazy in such a hole?” another voice
answered out of the darkness, and another form appeared from
above and felt its way toward us.

“Who, indeed?” the doctor murmured under her breath,
but made no pause. Our eyes, which had gradually accustomed
themselves to the darkness, could now dimly make out doors
here and there, one of which the doctor opened and passed
through. A dim light came from windows crusted with dirt.
It fell on little save walls in the same dirty condition, and a
mattress black with age in one corner on the floor; a tiny cook-
ing-stove, one leg gone and its place supplied by a brick; a
table propped against the wall for the same reason; and a
single rickety chair. On a shelf were a few dishes, and on the
stove an old tomato-can held water. No wild beast’s den could
offer a more hopeless prospect for a human being, yet on this
mattress a human being lay, and turned heavy eyes toward the
doctor, who tenderly took the bony hand for a moment, feeling
the pulse mechanically.

“He’s been at it again,” the husky voice whispered. *He
went off with the saucepan and one of the coverlets this morn-
ing, an’ by this time they’re drunk up. It don’t make any
matter. I’ll be done in a day or two now.’

The fact was so evident that no comment was poss1ble, nor
did the doctor make any. The child who had followed us
brought some water in a tin basin, and watched while the pain-
drawn, pallid face was sponged off. But even alleviation was
impossible in such surroundings, and death was too near for
any attempt to better things. An old Irishwoman, bent and
twisted with rheumatism, hobbled in, and nodded with an at-
tempt at cheerfulness.

“Shure, an’ it’s a beautiful breakfast she’s afther atin’, an’ I
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makin’ it wid me own hands. A bit o’ ilegant beef, an’ tay
strong enough to float an egg. That’ll kape her up an’ take
her through the day, but she’s set as ever, she won’t go to hos
pital, an’ small blame to her. Ye needn’t worry, Doctor dear
Me eye is on her, an’ on that murtherin’ villain of a Dinnis
that’s dhrunk up every stick o’ furniture, an’ may it choke him
unbeknownst an’ stick forever in the evil throat of him. Take
a peep at Tim as you go by, Doc-
tor dear, an’ all the saints make
yer bed for it. It’s naught else
Pve got but
a wish, an’
thim’s plenty
in a hole like
this, though
there’s little
in ’em that’s
fillin’.”

The voice
rambled on
as we passed
again into
the hall and
opened the
door into an-
other room, a
trifle cleaner,
but hardly
less bare.
Tim, a stal
wart Irish
man, aslee:

A TENEMENT HOUSE ON HAMILTON STREET KNowN As “Tue on the bed ir
SHIP.” 1, NARROW ENTRANCE TO THE REAR LEADING gpe corner,

TO THE GARRET ROOMS.
? was, so far as

one could judge, simply in a drunken stupor, for the smell of
stale beer was in the air, its pungency dominating other un:
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savoriness. In the back room three lads, also asleep, lay across
a bed, and on the floor was stretched a woman, her sodden
face, with a great bruise over one eye, indicating what kind of
orgie had been held there. The doctor closed the door.

At the top of the house we entered a low and narrow room
under the eaves; the bed was pushed as far as it would go
against the sloping wall; a chair or two, a small table, and a
tiny cooking-stove, over which a man bent stirring something
in a saucepan, made up the furniture of the room. So deadly
and heavy was the smell, as the door opened, that a mighty
effort was necessary before I could enter at all.

“She’s a-grain easier, but only a grain,” said the man, com-
ing forward and addressing the doctor. ¢ She’s been prayin’
to be released, if it’s the Lord’s will, an’ I’ve come to be willin’.
Look at her.”

The bandages had been removed, and I saw a painful sight;
cancer of the face and head; yet life enough in the poor lips to
smile in the doctor’s face.

“Im most through, ain’t 1?” she whispered. “O, I
hope so; I want to go, but I’'m willin’ to wait.” ¢

“Yes, you are almost through,” answered the kind voice of
the doctor. “You have only a day or two longer.”

The man knelt by the bed, shaking with sobs, and the doc-
tor prayed for release, for patience and strength to bear what-
ever pain must still be borne.

“That does me good,” the dying woman whispered. “Come
to-morrow an’ every day till ’'m gone.”

‘With a pressure of the wasted hand we hurried down the
stairs.

“T thought you would faint,” the doctor said, as we reached
the street and the wind blew up cool from the river. ¢ Stand
still a minute. You’re trembling.”

“Why does not such a case as that go to the hospital #” I *
asked, when the fresh air had brought back color and voice.
“She could at least have decent comfort there.”

“We wanted her to, but her husband wouldn’t hear to it.
He wanted to be near the Mission, and so did she, and she said
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she’d got to die any way, so that there was no use in going
away. They were both converted there, and he’s been tender
as a woman with her. He’s tended her all night, sleeping

A ROOM AND ITB OCCUPANT AS FOUND IN THE GARRET OF
‘‘ THE SHIP.”

when he
could, after
working all
day on the
dock, and it
breaks his
heart tothink
she’s going.”

The next
place, a six-
story  tene-
ment-house,
while less
shaky than
the one we
had just left,
was equally
odorous; and
how human
beings lived
through such
pulling upon
all the vital
forces I could
not see. We
passed famil-

~ lar faces on

two of the
landings, and

I found that this house had gradually been filled up by “regu-
lar” attendants at the Water Street Mission, and though a
liquor-saloon still flourished below, the building had lost its
former character as one of the most brawling, disorderly

houses in the block.
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We climbed up to the fourth floor and entered a front room
overlooking the street ; a room of tolerable size, but intolerable
dirt, where four little children sat on the floor eating bread and
molasses, while a man sat in the corner smoking. He nodded
surlily but said nothing, and I followed the doctor into an
inner room; a dark bedroom, where no sunshine could ever
reach, and which had the same heavy, oppressive smell I had
noticed in the other house,—a fog of human exhalations.
Propped up in bed, for easier breathing, was a woman in the
last stages of consumption; a deep red spot on each cheek,and
her frame the merest skeleton. I returned to the larger room,
and tried to talk to the children, but they were absorbed in
their bread and molasses, and the man eyed me so suspiciously
that I sat silent, looking about. An old mattress was in one
corner, evidently the children’s bed at night; a few chairs; a
closet, whose open door showed some broken crockery and one
or two cooking utensils.

“T’ll come round to-morrow, Patsy, and straighten up a
bit,” said a neighbor who had unceremoniously entered. “It’s
pretty hard on you, trying to do all yourself.” The man
grunted, and in a moment left the room.

“Come here, you poor, sticky little things,” she went on,
“and have your faces washed.” Turning to me she said,
“They can’t see out o’ their eyes for dirt. Their mother kept
round till a month ago, but she can’t help herself a stroke
now.”

The oldest child, only five, but preternaturally old, and with
a business-like expression, laughed.

“I washed yesterday,” she said; “I borryed a little tub,
an’ I let Molly rub her own apron. It ain’t dry yet. An’ to-
morry I’'m goin’ to scrub mother’s floor with Mrs. O’Rafferty’s
brush.”

“TIl be here,” said the kind-hearted neighbor, who had al-
ready transformed the two youngest into very lovely looking
children, whose dark curls and clear blue eyes were the best
type of Celtic beauty. “You ought to wash ’em more,
Bridget. You’re old enough.”
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“They doesn’t like it,” said Bridget. “They hollers, an’
that plagues mother. I can’t make’em be still for it, savin’

sometimes.”

The doctor’s work was over ; the bed freshly made, and the
sick woman rendered as comfortable as possible, and after a

OUT OF WORK.— A LONGSHOREMAN’S FAMILY AND HOME,

prayer from
this true min-
istering spirit
we went out.
Children
looked from
every door—
it seemed to
me — by doz-
ens; they
swarmed on
the stairs and
in the halls.
“All just
as usual,” the
doctor said,
turning to
me.  “{This
floor—for
you see there
are doors on
the other side
of the hall —
has nothing
better to of-
fer. In that
room oppo-
site you elev-

en people sleep at night; father, mother, two daughters
who work in a bag-factory intermittently, and the rest board-
ers. My coming here is quite useless save that this dying
woman craves it. She refused to go to hospital because she
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thought she could perhaps keep her husband from drinking
himself to death if she stayed on, and she has the prejudice of
her class against hospitals. On the two floors below are fami-
lies, three of which take boarders, each of whom has a certain
portion of floor space and that is all. They are of the worst
order of tenants. Some of the men work along the docks
at odd jobs, laying off for a spree at least once a week, and
always more or less full of liquor. Three of the women scrub
office floors, and one takes in washing. The girls are in some
of the various factories about here ; those, at least, who make
some show of earning an honest living. But you see for your-
self how much chance there is for any life born in a house like
this. Take it all in, for it belongs to one of the rich men
of New York.”

Such scenes may be witnessed in New York every day.
There are men and women who lie and die day by day in these
wretched tenement-house rooms, sharing in their weakness all
the family trouble, enduring the hunger and the cold, and
waiting, without hope, for a single ray of comfort, until
God curtains their staring eyes with the merciful film of death.

“"We made our way slowly down the stairs, pausing for a
minute as the doctor pointed out the sink at the end of
each hall.

“That is a concession to popular prejudice,” she said. “ At
first there was water only in the yard, and I am not certain but
that they were as well off, since the sink is always stopped
with filth ; and the waterclosets fare the same, all the refuse
going down there. The Board of Health! What could the
Board of Health do in a house like this? Disinfect it as they
might; order cleaning and new plumbing ; but what good,
when these human beasts flock here, with no chance of being
anything but beasts so long as they have no desire to improve ?
It is a case of reflex action. The tenement pulls them down,
but they also pull down the tenement. Let us try the one
on the other side of the alley and see if it is an improvement.”

Even the foulness of the alley seemed pure after the sicken-
ing passage down and out. On the step sat a little cripple, his
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crutches lying beside him, and another child, a hunchback, .
playing “toss-up” with him. Children were playing in the
gutter, down which a foul stream of dirty suds was running
languidly, but which served to carry the boats they had made
from bits of. wood, and thus to give a hint of play. On the op-
posite side the story repeated itself, but with a difference. In
the first there had been at least fairly sound floors and stair-
ways. In the second, great gaps were in both. The stair-rail
had given way at several points, and even for the sure-
footed there was danger all the way. How drunken man
or woman reached top or bottom without broken limbs was a
question. The smell was unbearable. One sickened and grew
faint in this atmosphere in which babies were growing up and
human beings living on contentedly a life hardly above that of
the maggot in a festering carcass.

“Stop a moment,” the doctor said, when breath had been
taken. “You have not seen the lowest depth. Turn around.
There is a door at your left.”

The door showed itself as she spoke. There was a step
leading down into a narrow cellar room lighted only by one
dirt-encrusted window, and containing a dirty bed in one cor-
ner, a broken-backed chair, a three-legged table, and a rickety
stove. In the chair was seated a crying woman, with a deep
cut across her cheek; a baby lay in her lap and five children
huddled about her. In a corner, on some rags, groaning and
telling her beads, lay an old woman, while across the bed was
thrown the body of a man who breathed heavily in a drunken
sleep. It is a frequent story, and he who runs may read.
First, a carouse in any saloon of the neighborhood ; then, on
getting home, the agreeable pastime of beating his wife and
children, throwing the few remaining dishes at the old grand-
mother, one of them taking the wife’s cheek in its flight, and
then tumbling on to the bed to sleep off the effects of the de-
bauch, only to wake ready for another bout.

The doctor went quietly to work, washing the cut and plas-
tering it from a roll she carrled with her, while the woman
told her tale.
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«] wouldn’t have yees see the eye on me if I could help it,
for Mike’s as kind a cratur whin the dhrink’s not in him, as
ye’d want to see. But he came in mad loike, an’ the first thing
was up wid his fist an’ hittin’ me. He’d worked nigh the whole
week, an’ there was good wages comin’ to him, but the minute
he’d his pocket full he wint to Jim’s. I knowed he’d be there,
an’ I was on the watch for him, but he’d had more dhrink ‘as
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AN EVERY DAY SCENE IN A TENEMENT HOUSE ALLEY.

he come along, an’ was jest full enough not to mind. I says to
him, ¢ Mike, gim’me a dollar for the childer. We’ve none of us
ate since mornin’,’ an’ he swore and pushed me to wan side.
Thin I begged him, and the saloon-keeper pushed me out, and
said he wouldn’t have no snivelin’ women around. The baker
wouldn’t trust me, but wan o’ me neighbors give me a quart o’
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male and let me cook it on her shtove, so they wint to slape
with somethin’ in their stomachs. Thin I wint round to-day, -
an’ I says, “ For the love o’ God, Mike, don’t let the childer
starve, but he couldn’t attind, bein’- full o’ the dhrink. I
don’t know what we’ll be doin’. I've got wan day’s washin’
come Wednesday, but that won’t kape us, an’ what he hasn’t
swallyed they’ve tuk from him in the night. Oh, wurra! me
heart’s sick in me!”

This is one order of cellar homes, and in all this vicinity
are others of the same sort, save that when the tide is high the
furniture is set afloat, and that rats swarm at every turn.
They are all homes, however ; homes of every vice known to
the most degraded forms of human existence, and all parts
of this tenement-house system which we are trying to under-
stand.

Scene after scene is the same. Rags, dirt, filth, wretched-
ness, the same figures, the same faces, the same old story of one
room unfit for habitation yet inhabited by a dozen people, the
same complaint of a ruinous rent exacted by the merciless
landlord, the same shameful neglect of all sanitary precautions,
rotten floors, oozing walls, vermin everywhere, broken win-
dows, crazy staircases — this is the picture of the homes of
hundreds of people in the tenement districts of New York.

No one who has seen how the poor live can return from the
journey with aught but an aching heart. He will be brought
face to face with that dark side of life which the wearers of
rose-colored spectacles turn away from on principle. The wor-
ship of the beautiful is an excellent thing, but he who digs
down deep in the mire to find the soul of goodness in things
evil is a better Christian than he who shudders at the ugly and
unclean and kicks it from his path.

Only a Zola could describe deliberately what any eye may
see in this locality, but any minute detail of which would ex-
cite an outburst of popular indignation. Yet I am by no
means certain that such detail has not far more right to space
than much that fills our morning papers, and that the plain,
bald statement of facts, shorn of all flights of fancy or play
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of facetiousness might not rouse the public to some sense of
what lies below the surface of this fair-seeming civilization of
to-day.

An extreme case? If it only were,—but these are tene-
ments built within a comparatively recent period, and thus
nominally more comfortable than older dwellings. The older
buildings still show their dormer windows here and there, and
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SICK AND DESTITUTE. A GROUP A8
FOUND IN A CHERRY STREET
TENEMENT.

give to the tenants of upper
2.2 rooms walls sloping at the
back almost to the floor, and but one window to the room. Yet
they swarm no less than the newer ones, with the added disad-
vantage that the ancient timbers and woodwork are alive with
vermin and saturated with all foulness beyond even the possi-
bilities of brick. The older tenements are battered and worn-
looking, so hideously massed together in places as to be with-
out yards, or huddled together like styes among stables, facto-
ries, and vile-smelling outhouses. Rows of dirty houses are
crowded on the narrow sidewalk, with still more forlorn rear

tenements crowding behind them:
7
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A rear tenement is sometimes reached by a low tunnel or
alleyway running through the front house. This tunnel is not
much higher than one’s head, is two to three feet wide, and is
always partially dark. The air is sickening in most of the
yards. The garbage-barrels are odorous with decaying refuse,
and the smells from the cellars are vile. Oftentimes the cellars
are ankle-deep in water, or are choked with rubbish.

The sun slants into the yard but for a short time in the day,
if it comes at all, and
dirty water lies in stink-
ing pools on the flags.
Here old and young,
sick and well, live in a
deadly atmosphere la-
den with the stink of
nasty garbage and
whiffs of stale liquors
from neighboring sa-
loons. Even the breezes |
blowing cannot make
much difference.
Scores of children play
on the sidewalks, and
tiny big-eyed creatures
sit on the dirty flags
against the house wall.
The children have three
playgrounds, the yards,
the cellars, and the
streets. It is especially common in these regions to find three
out of the four corners of a street filled with saloons, every
other house in some places having one on the ground floor.

The glimpses into the nooks and dens where work is going
on are horrifying. Here and there a cloud of dust comes up
out of a cellar, where ragpicking is carried on, and the
loosened filth so fills the air that the wretched beings bending
over the filthy heaps are indistinguishable.

A MORNING WASH AT THE BACKYARD
HYDRANT,
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Smells, filth, degradation, and misery; old and young
crowded together; evil, coarse, and suffering faces; tattered,
faded, old clothes; dirty shops; drinking saloons right and
left,— these things are scarcely lacking in any quarter, and are
plentiful in many.

In each alley are several hydrants. All the water for use
must be carried up stairs and dirty water brought down again.’
Here, as else-
where, it is not
necessary to
enter a door-
way to under-
stand in part
the awful
meaning of
tenement-house
life.

~ In one of
them, a few
women who
worked for
a fashion- -
able cloak-
manufac-
turer on
Canal
Street had :§
brought i
their ma- :
chines to-
gether,and

IN A TENEMENT-HOUSE BACKYARD IN THE REAR OF
then club-

MULBERRY STREET.
bed to keep \
the tin teapot on the little stove, filled with the rank tea
that is their chief source of strength, and hardly less destruc-
tive than the drink most of their husbands take from their
earnings to supply.
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Through the crowded streets the doctor made her round,
preaching the gospel of cleanliness and decent living as she
went, and here and there finding good ground on which the
seed might bring forth fruit. But for the most part there
seemed but one course that could mean any real good,— total
destruction and a new start ; like the summary proceedings in

- Glasgow in 1870, when by Act of Parliament ten thousand
houses were torn down, and a new city arose on the spot; the
result in two years being an extraordinary change for the
better in health returns, prevention of crime, and the raising of
a new standard of living. DBut, save for a model tenement here
and there,— tenements, by the way, which have demonstrated
that better things are as possible for New York as for Glasgow,
—the ward is given over to this order of home for its inhabit-
ants. Not one day’s visit but many were needed to take in all
features of evil possibility. There are grades of degradation
and misery with which we have yet to deal, but chiefest of all
sources of misery and infamy in the better order is the fact
that well nigh every family harbor from two to eight or ten
additional inmates, and that life is as promiscuous as that of
brutes. The saloon is a perpetual invitation to spend earnings,
and the atmosphere of the ward is one not only of wretched-
ness but of crime of every order.

Take one house on a side street just back of the Water
Street Mission. TFour families to a floor is the general rule,
but the top floor has a family to every room. These are rag-
pickers chiefly, and they pay four dollars a month for this
accommodation. In one room are four men and three women
living together. In the next a widow has seven boarders, and
the floor is thick with them at night. On the floor below
another widow takes in servant girls out of employment, at
ten cents a night. Back of her is another ragpicker, with four
boys, and they sort the bones and rags in the dark room open-
ing from the larger one. The Health Board has interfered
and forbidden this, but as their visits are only occasional the
occupant goes on with his foul work. In front of him is a
washerwoman with four small children, and with three men
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as lodgers besides the two boys of eighteen and twenty. Four
families are on the floor below,—all earning wages, but all
drinkers. In this house are thirty-two dark rooms with no
possibility of air or light except from the one into which they
open. Whoever sleeps in a room like this wakens with a feel-
ing as if an iron band were screwed about the head, and with
a craving and sinking at the stomach that long ago they
learned to quiet with
whiskey. Small won-
der that they drink.
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A RAG-PICKER’S CELLAR IN
AN ALLEY OFF BAXTER
S8TREET.

Small wonder that vice thrives and that prisons are full and
asylums running over. From one block alone in this ward, —
the old Gotham Court on Cherry Street,— hundreds of crimi-
nals have gone out, to be followed by other hundreds from
other blocks close at hand.

The tall houses are packed from sub-cellar to attic. One
may see on any suminer night many a roof erowded with rest-
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less and uneasy tenants seeking relief from the sickening heat
of their airless quarters. If one climbs the stairs of any of
these wretched tenement-houses on a warm summer night, {the
whole population seems to have sought the roof; and lies upon
it in every uncomfortable attitude,— men, women, and child-
ren huddled together, and all alike moaning in troubled sleep.
‘Wherever tenement-houses rise this is the only refuge from
the heat, and the tenant who begins sleep on the doorstep is
tolerably certain to end the night on the roof.

It is not always criminals and drunkards who house here.
Often respectable men and women out of work drift into the
neighborhood, falling always a little lower and lower, till the
worst is reached in one of these houses given over to unclean-
ness. Sometimes, driven by despair, they take to drink and
end in as wretched fashion as-the original inhabitants, and
sometimes, though rarely, better days come and they emerge
from the dens where they have hidden and take their rightful
place once more. To-day, in a fresh look at the familiar
ground, there shambled along the street a man once hard-
working and honest. Drink led him here, and a weak will
and constant temptation made him powerless to reform. Iie
married a woman in the ward, who, as he went lower and
lower, took in washing and tried her best to give the children a
chance. Eleven of these came into the world, each a little more
burdened than the last with the inheritance of evil tendency.
Five died before they were three weeks old, from want of
proper food and from vitiated blood. Two were born idiots
and are in an asylum. Two are in prison serving long terms,
and one has disappeared. Those in prison are having their
first chance to learn a trade, to eat wholesome food, and
possibly turn into decent citizens.

Drink is the curse of these communities. Not only is the
temptation to drink created by their fearful surroundings, but
a positive craving for it is engendered by the foul and fetid
atmosphere they continually breathe. Saloons flourish in these
localities, and stale-beer dives are numerous. Drink is suste-
nance to these people; it dulls every sense of shame, takes the
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sharp edge from sorrow, leaves the drinkers for a while in a
fool’s paradise, and ultimately reduces them to the level of the
brutes. To many of them the saloon is heaven compared to

1

ey
TR

the hell of their miserable
homes. A few cents often ob-
tained by pawning the last de-
cent rag that covers their shiv-
ering children will buy enough
drink to make a father or a
mother insensible to the

THROUGH THE HALL
wretchedness that awaits them ' % INTO THE BTREET.
at home. 'With these people to be drunk is to be happy.

The tenement-house and its life have done effectual work
and one that goes on day by day. It is here that we must
seek for the mass of the poor, and it is here that we find the
causes which, combined, are making of the generation now
coming up a terror in the present and a promise of future evil
beyond man’s power to reckon. They are a class apart, the

A TENEMENT-HOUSE
BACKYARD, LOOKING
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poor Irish forming by far the larger proportion. They retain
all the most brutal characteristics of the Irish peasant at home,
but without the redeeming light-heartedness, the tender im-
pulses, and strong affections of that most perplexing people.
Sullen, malicious, conscienceless, with no capacity for enjoy-
ment save in drink and the lowest forms of debauchery, they
are filling our prisons and reformatories, marching in an ever-
increasing army through the quiet country, and making a
reign of terror wherever their footsteps are heard. With a lit-
tle added intelligence they become Socialists, doing their heart-
iest to ruin the institutions by which they live. The Socialistic
leader knows well with what he deals, and can sound every
chord of jealousy and suspicion and revenge lying open to his
touch.

And so the evil thrives; and then come ever-increasing
appropriations for prisons, reformatories, asylums, and homes.
For this, all give joyfully, each fresh building being pointed to
with pride as evidence of progress and the beautiful humanita-
rian spirit of the age. Prevention would make less show, and
with prevention successfully at work this chapter perhaps
would have found less material; but till prevention is at- -
tempted New York cannot be said to be civilized, nor indeed
any great city in which the like conditions are to be found.



CHAPTER 1IV.

NEW YORK NEWSBOYS—WHO THEY ARE, WHERE THEY OOME
FROM, AND HOW THEY LIVE— THE WAIFS AND STRAYS
OF A GREAT CITY.

The Newsboys’ Code of Morals— Curious Beds for Cold Winters’ Nights —
Shivering Urchins — Sleeping in a Burned-out Safe — Creeping into Door-
ways —The Street Arab and the Gutter-Snipe— A Curious Mixture of
Morality and Vice —His Religion —“Kind o’ Lucky to say a Prayer”
— Newsboys’ Lodging-Houses — First Night in a Soft Bed — Favorite
Songs — Trying Times in ‘‘ Boys’ Meetings ” — Opening the Savings Bank
—The ““Doodes” — Pork and Beans — Popular Nicknames — Teaching
Self-Help — Western Homes for New York’s Waifs —* Wanted, a Perfect
Boy ”—How a Street Arab Went to Yale College — Newsboy Orators —
A Loud Call for ‘‘ Paddy "—‘‘ Bummers, Snoozers, and Citizens ” — Speci-
mens of Wit and Humor — ¢ Jack de Robber”— The ¢ Kid” — “ Ain’t
Got no Mammy ”— A Life of Hardship— Giving the Boys a Chance.

l OW shall one condense into one chapter the story of an

army of newsboys in which each individual represents a
case not only of “survival of the fittest,” but of an experience
that would fill a volume? They are the growth of but a gen-
eration or two, since only the modern newspaper and its needs
could require the services of this numberless host. Out of the
thousands of homeless children roaming the streets as lawless
as the wind, only those with some sense of honor could be
chosen, yet what honor could be found in boys born in the
slums and knowing vice as a close companion from babyhood
up?

This question answered itself long ago, as many a social
problem has done. The fact that no papers could be had by
them save as paid for on the spot, and that a certain code of
morals was the first necessity for any work at all, developed
such conscience as lay in embryo, and brought about the tacitly

understood rules that have long governed the small heathen
(111)
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who supply this prime need of the business man, —the morn-
ing and evening papers.

Most of us have never bothered ourselves about how the
newsboy lives. We know that he exists. We are too apt to
regard him only as a necessary evil. What is his daily life?
What becomes of him? Does he ever grow up to man’s estate,
or are his inches never increased ?

Though it is by no means true that all newsboys are wan-
derers, yet most of those seen in New York streets have no
homes. Out from the alleys and by-ways of the slums pours
this stream of child humanity, an army of happy barbarians,
for they are happy in spite of privations that seem enough to
crush the spirit of the bravest. Comparatively few in number
before the war, they increased manyfold with the demand of
that period, and swarm now at every point where a sale is
probable. Natuf‘ally only the brightest among them prospered.
They began as “street rats,” —the old name of the police for
them,—and pilfered and gnawed at all social foundations with
the recklessness and energy of their prototypes. Their life was
of the hardest. Driven out from the dens in tenement districts,
where most of them were born, to beg or steal as need might
be, they slept in boxes, or under stairways, and sometimes in
hay barges in coldest nights of winter. Two of them were
known to have slept for an entire winter in the iron tube of a
bridge, and two others in a burned-out safe in Wall Street.
Sometimes they slipped into the cabin of a ferry-boat. Old
boilers were a favorite refuge, but first and chief, then and
now, came the steam gratings, where at any time. of night or
day in winter one may find a crowd of shivering urchins warm-
ing half-frozen fingers and toes, or curled up in a heap snatch-
ing such sleep as is to be had under adverse circumstances.

Watch a group of this nature. Their faces are old from
constant exposure as well as from the struggle for existence.
Their thin clothes fluttering in the wind afford small protection
against winter’s cold, and are made up of contributions from
all sources, often rescued from the ragpicker and cut down to
meet requirements. Shoes are of the same order, but worn



THEIR ONLY BED. —SUPPERLESS AND HOMELESS STREET BOYS SLEEPING OUT AT NIGHT.—A NIGHT SCENE IN AN bH.H..H%.

Many of the newsboys and street boys of New York have no homes. Driven out from the alleys and by-ways of the slums, and from the
dens in tenement districts, where most of them were born, they sell papers, black shoes, beg or steal, as need be, and sleep wherever night over-
takes them. Their faces are old from constant exposnre as well as from the struggle for existence. Their thin clothes afford small protection
against the winter’s cold. It is not till one sees them at night curled up on some doorstep, tucked away in old barrels and cmpty packing boxes,
Iving in any and every sheltcred spot in dark alleys or deserted hallways, that one begins to realize that there is no softer pillow for them.




.
*
B
A ||
Pyl q, W
5 WHI?'
- ML e
-+ 2 s ff( 11 (:
,' ] v "'»';-l 7 -u-- §= | TL



PERTINACIOUS LITTLE WORKERS. 115

only in winter, the toes even then looking stockingless, from
gaping holes stopped sometimes by rags wound about the feet.
Kicked and cuffed by every ruffian they meet, ordered about
by the police, creeping into doorways as winter storms rage,
they lose no atom of cheer, and shame the prosperous passer-by
who gives them small thought save as a nuisance to be tolerated.
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GETTING POINTS FROM THE LAST EDITION.

They are the pertinacious little chaps who spring up at every
crossing, almost at every hour of the day and night, and thrust
a paper under your nose. They run to every fire, and are
present wherever a horse falls down, or a street car gets into
trouble, or a brawl is in progress. They are the boys who play
toss-penny in the sun in the City Hall Park, who play baseball
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by electric light, who rob the push-cart of the Italian banana-
seller, who can scent a “copper” a block away, and who always
have a plentiful supply of crocodile tears when caught in fla-
grante delicto. '

The tiny fellow who flies across your path with a bundle of
papers under his arm found out, almost before he ceased to
be a baby, that life is very carnest, and he knows that upon
his success in disposing of his stock in trade depends his supper
and a warm bed for the night. Though so young he has had
as many hard knocks as are crowded into the lives of a good
many folk twice his age. Ile is every inch a philosopher, too,
for he accepts bad fortune with stoical indifference.

Homeless boys may be divided into two classes,— the street
arab and the gutter-snipe. The newsboy may be found in both
these classes. As a street arab he is strong, sturdy, self-reliant,
full of fight, always ready to take his own part, as well as that
of the gutter-snipe, who naturally looks to him Yor protection.

Gutter-snipe is the name which has been given to the more
weakly street arab, the little fellow who, though scarcely more
than a baby, is frequently left by brutalized parents at the
mercy of any fate, no matter what. This little chap generally
roams around until he finds some courageous street arab,
scarcely bigger than himself, perhaps, to fight his battles
and put him in the way of making a living, which is generally
done by selling papers. In time the gutter-snipe becomes him-
self a fullfledged arab with a large clientéle, two hard and
ready fists, and a horde of dependent and grateful snipes.

This is the evolution of the newsboy wherever he be found.
Some of them bring up in penal institutions and reformatories,
and no wonder. Their mornings are too apt to be spent in
pitching pennies or frequenting policy-shops. They are
passionately devoted to the theatre, and they will cheerfully
give up a prospect of a warm bed for the night for an evening
in some cheap playhouse. Their applause is always discrim-
inating. They despise humbug, whether in real life or on
the mimic stage. The cheap morality current in Bowery
plays, where the villain always meets his just deserts, gives
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them a certain standard which is as high as can well be
when one lives among fighters, stealers, gamblers, and swear-
ers. After squandering his earnings for an evening’s enter-
tainment of this sort, a convenient doorway or a sidewalk
grating, through whose bars an occasional breath of warm air
is wafted from underground furnaces in winter, are often
the only places he has to sleep. This is the boy who is the
veritable street arab, the newsboy pure and simple. You
can see him early any morning hugging some warm corner
or huddled into some dark passage, waiting for the moment
when the papers shall be ready for distribution.

Their light-heartedness is a miracle. Merry as clowns,
flashing back repartee to any joker, keen and quick to take
points, they manage their small affairs with a wisdom one
would believe impossible. Their views of life have come from
association with ¢ flash-men” of every order, with pugilists,
pickpockets, cockfighters, and all the habitués of pot-houses
or bucketshops. Yet Charles L. Brace of the Children’s
Aid Society, who knew them best and did most for them,
wrote :

“The newsboy has his code. He will not get drunk;
he pays his debts to other boys, and thinks it dishonorable
to sell papers on their beat, and, if they come on his, he
administers summary justice by ‘ punching.’ He is generous to
a fault and will always divide his last sixpence with a poorer
boy. Life is a strife with him, and money its reward ; and as
bankruptcy means to a street boy a night on doorsteps without
any supper, he is sharp and reckless if he can only earn or get
enough to keep him above water. His temptations are to
cheat, steal, and lie. His religion is vague. One boy, who
said he ‘didn’t live nowhere,” said he had heard of God, and
‘the boys thought it kind o’ lucky’ to say over something
to Him which one of them had learned, when they were sleep-
ing out in boxes.”

Almost forty years ago these were the conditions for
hundreds as they are to-day for thousands, though philan-
thropy has fought every step of the way, as industrial schools
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lodging-houses, and Homes bear witness. Chief among these
rank the Newsboys’ Lodging-Houses, in many respects the
most unique sight to be seen in New York.

A thousand difficulties hedged about the way of those who
first sought to make life easier for this class, not the least
of which were how not to assail too roughly their established
opinions and habits, nor to touch their sturdy independence.
They had a terror of Sunday-schools, believing them only
a sort of trap to let them suddenly into the House of Refuge or
some equally detested place. Even when the right sort of

: superintendent had been

1’ (E' found, and a loft had

E— : *—‘*"\T"‘ been secured in the old

“Sun” building and

fitted up as a lodging-

room, the small skeptics

regarded the movement
with great suspicion and -

contempt.

: It was in March,
— 1854, that the new quar-
\\= ters were opened. A
good bed, a bath, a sup-
: per, the first two for
six cents, the last for
four, was evidently a
=i fact, but behind this
fact what dark design
might not lurk! They
formed their own theo-
ry at once. The Super-
intendent was to their
mind undoubtedly a
street-preacher, and had,
laid this elaborate trap
to get them into the House of Refuge. They accepted his
invitation for a single night, which they concluded would be

‘‘ EXT-R-A-H ’DISHUN.”
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better than “bummin’,” that is, sleeping out; but they planned
to turn it into a general scrimmage in the schoolroom after
they had cut off the gas, and end with a fine row in the
‘bedroom. '

Never was there a blander or more benevolent reception
of such programme. Gas-pipes were guarded ; the ringleaders
were sent down to the lower floor, where an officer was in
waiting ; and up in the bedroom, when the first boots flew
from a little fellow’s bed across the room, he found himself
suddenly snaked out by a gentle but muscular hand, and left in
the cold to shiver over his folly. Mysteriously it dawned upon
them all that authority reigned here and was getting even with
them, and they finally settled down to sleep, suspicious still,
but half believing good might be meant.

The night went on, broken now and then by ejaculations
from the new tenants. “My eyes! Ain’t these soft beds!”
“I say Jim! This is better'n bummin’ ain’t it?” ¢ Hi, Pat!
It’s most as good as a steam gratin’; an’ not a cop to poke
you up!” :

A morning wash and a good breakfast completed the
conversion. One and all they went out sounding the praises
of the “Fulton Lodge,” which soon became a boys’ hotel,
one loft being known to them as the Astor House. Often the
boys clubbed together to pay the fee for the boy who wanted
to try it and had no pennies saved, and each one came at last
to look upon the place as in degree his private property.
No word as to school had yet been spoken, but one evening the
Superintendent said :

“Boys, there was a gentleman here this morning who
wanted an office-boy at three dollars a week.”

“My eyes! Let me go,sir?” and “Me, me, sir!” came in
loud voice from scores of excited boys.

“But he wanted a boy who could write a good hand.”

Deep dejection among the boys, who looked at each other
blankly.

“Well now, suppose we have a night school and learn to
write,” the Superintendent ventured.
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“ All right, sir,” sounded from a dozen of the most unruly.
Soon the evening school began, and the tired little fellows
struggled with their copy-books and readers, — learning, how-
ever, with surprising success. '

Already they had been taught to sing together in the even-
ing, generally preparing for the ceremony by taking off their
coats and rolling up their sleeves, but no mention had yet
been made of any Sunday meeting. A great public funeral
produced a profound impression upon them, and the Super-
intendent for the first time read them a little from the Bible.
They were astonished at what they heard. The Golden Rule
they declared to be impossible for «fellers that got stuck and
short and had to live.” ‘

Miracles from Holy Writ created no surprise, and they
found great satisfaction in learning that a being like Jesus
Christ was homeless and belonged to the working eclasses.
Whatever gentle elements were in them seemed to find ex-
pression in their singing. “There’s Rest for the Weary” was a
great favorite with these untiring little workers, and ¢ There’s
a Light in the Window for thee, Brother,” they sang with
deepest pathos, as if they imagined themselves wandering
alone through a great city by night till some friendly light
shone out for them. :

The early days of those “Boys’ Meetings” were stormy.
The boys, as is well known, are exceedingly sharp and keen,
and somewhat given to ckqff. Unhappy was the experience
of any daring missionary who ventured to question these
youthful inquirers.

How to break up their special vice of money-wasting was
the next problem, and this was accomplished by opening a
savings bank and letting the boys vote as to how long it
should remain closed. The small daily deposits accumulated
in such degree as to amaze their owners; the liberal interest
allowed pleased them and stimulated economy, and thus was
formed the habit of saving which is now regarded by all of
them as part of the business. Often three hundred dollars and
more are deposited in a month, and this has done much to
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break up the habit of buying policy-tickets, though that re-
mains a constant temptation.

The old building soon proved inadequate, and another one
was taken at 49 and 51 Park Place, which was retained for
many years. Its Superintendent had been in the British army
in the Crimea, and was a man of excellent discipline but
generous in feeling and a “good provider.” The house was
kept clean as a man-of-war’s deck, and no boy ever left the
table hungry. His wife was equally valuable, and many a
man, once a newsboy, looks back to both as the closest friends
his youth ever knew. ;
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THE S8CHOOL ROOM AND GENERAL \
RECEPTION ROOM IN THE NEWS-
BOYS'. LCDGING-IIOUSE.

In 1869 and 1870 8,835 different boys were entered. Many
of them found good homes through the agency of the Child-
ren’s Aid Society; some found places for themselves; and
some drifted away no one knows where, too deeply tainted
with the vices of street life for reclamation. In this same year
the lads themselves paid $3,349 toward expenses.

What sort of home is it that their money helps to pro-
vide? The present one, with its familiar sign, “ Nrwssovs’
Lonemxe Housk,” on the corner of Duane and Chambers Street,

is planned like the old one on Park Place. - The cleanliness is
8
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perfect, for in all the years since its founding no case of con-
tagious disease has occurred among the boys. The first story
is rented for use as shops. The next has a large dining-room
where nearly two hundred boys can sit down at table; a
kitchen, laundry, store-room, servant’s room, and rooms for
the family of the superintendent. The next story is parti-
tioned off into a school-room, gymnasium, and bath and wash-
rooms, all fully supplied with cold and hot water, a steam-
boiler below providing both the latter and the means of heat-
ing the rooms. The two upper stories are large and roomy
dormitories, each furnished with from fifty to one hundred
beds or berths, arranged like a ship’s bunks, over each other.
The beds have spring mattresses of wire and are supplied with
white cotton sheets and plenty of comforters. Ior these beds
the beys pay six cents a night cach, including supper. For
ten cents a boy may hire a “private room,” which consists of
a square space curtained off from the vulgar gaze and supplied
with a bed and locker. The private rooms are always full,
no matter what the population of the dormitories may be,
showing that the newsboy shares the weakness of his more
fortunate brothers.

Up to midnight the little lodgers are welcome to enter
the house, but later than that they are not admitted. Once
in, he is expected after supper to attend the night school and
remain until the end of the session; and once outside the
door after the hour of closing he must make the best of a
night in the streets.

Confident of his ability to take care of himself, he resents
the slightest encroachment nupon his freedom. - The discipline
of the lodging-house, therefore, does not seek to impose any
more restraints upon him than those which are absolutely nec-
essary. He goes and comes as he pleases, except that if he
accepts the hospitality of the lodging-house he must abide by
the rules and regulations.

~ Supper is served at seven o’clock and is usually well pat-
ronized, especially on Mondays and Thursdays, which are pork-
and-beans days. Every boy has his bed-number, which corres-




HOW THE BOYS LIVE IN THEIR HOME. 123

ponds with the number of the locker in which he keeps his
clothes. 'When he is ready to retire he applies to the superin-
tendent’s assistant, who sits beside the keyboard. The lodger
gives his number and is handed the key of his locker, in which
he bestows all his clothing but his shirt and trousers. He
then mounts to the dormitory, and after carefully secreting his
shirt and trousers under his mattress is ready for the sleep of
childhood.
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BOYS APPLYING TO THE SUPERINTENDENT FOR A NIGHT'S LODGING.

The boys are wakened at different hours. Some of them
rise as early as two o’clock and go down town to the news-
paper offices for their stock in trade. Others rice between
that hour and five o’clock. All hands, however, are routed
out at seven. The boys may enjoy instruction in the rudi-
mentary branches every night from half-past seven until nine
o’clock, with the exception of Sundays, when devotional ser-
vices are held and addresses made by well-known citizens.

A large majority of the boys who frequent the lodging-
houses are waifs pure and simple. They have never known
a mother’s or a father’s care, and have no sense of identity.
Generally they have no name, or if they ever had one have
preferred to convert it into 'something-short and practically
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descriptive. As a rule they are known by nicknames and
nothing else, and in speaking of one another they generally
do so by these names. As a rule these names indicate some
personal peculiarity or characteristic. On a recent visit to a
Newsboys’ Lodging House pains were taken to learn the
names of ‘a group of boys who were holding an animated
conversation. It was a representative group. A very thin
little fellow was called “Skinny”; another boy with light
hair and complexion, being nearly as blonde as an albino, was
_known only as “Whitey.” When “Slobbery Jack” was asked
how he came by his name, “Bumlets,” who appeared to be
chief spokesman of the party, exclaimed, “ When he eats he
scatters all down hisself.” ‘“Yaller” was the name given to an
Italian boy of soft brown complexion. Near him stood “XKelly
the Rake,” who owned but one sleeve to his jacket. In news-
boy parlance a “rake” is a boy who will appropriate to his
own use anything he ean lay his hands on. No one could
give an explanation of “Snoddy’s” name nor what it meant,—
it was a thorough mystery to even the savants in newsboy
parlance. In the crowd was “The Snitcher,” —“a fellow
w’at tattles,” said Bumlets, contemptuously, and near by stood
the “King of Crapshooters.” ¢ A erapshooter,” said Bumlets,
“is a fellow w’ats fond of playin’ toss-penny, throwin’ dice, an’
goin’ to policy shops.” The “King of Bums” was a tall and
rather good-looking ldd, who, no doubt, had come honestly
by his name. The “Snipe-Shooter” was guilty of smoking
cigar-stubs picked out of the gutter, a habit known among
the boys as “snipe-shooting.” “Hoppy,” a little lame boy;
“Dutchy,” a German lad; “Smoke,” a colored boy; ¢Pie-
eater,” a boy very fond of pie; “Sheeney,” “Skittery,” “ Bag
of Bones,” “One Lung Pete,” and “Scotty” were in the same
group; and so also was “Jake the Oyster,” a tender-hearted
boy who was spoken of by the others as ‘“a reg’lar soft
puddin’.”

Every boy shown in the full-page illustration was proud of
the fact that he “carried the banner,” i. e., was in the habit of
sleeping out doors at night. | Only the bitterest cold of winter
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drove them to seek the shelter and warmth of the lodging
house. An empty barrel or dry goods box ; deserted hallways,
dark alleys, or the rear of buildings were the only sleeping
places these boys had at night from early spring to mid-winter.

The sixty thousand dollars required for fitting up the
building was raised in part by private subscription and in part
by an appropriation of thirty thousand dollars from the Excise
fund, by the
Legislature, it
being regard-
ed as just
that those
who do most
to form
drunkards
should be
forced to aid
in the ex-
pense of the
care of
drunkards’
children.
This fund
grew slowly,
but by good
investment®
wasincreased
to eighty thousand dollars, and with this the permanent home
of the newsboys in this part of the city has been assured. Tt
is their school, church, intelligence-office, and hotel.

Here the homeless street boy, instead of drifting into
thieves’ dens and the haunts of criminals and roughs, is
* brought into a clean, healthy, well warmed and lighted build-
ing where he finds room for amusement, instruction, and
religious training, and where good meals, a comfortable bed,
and plenty of washing and bathing conveniences are furnished
at a low price. The boy is not pauperized, but feels that he is

=
ewnem A
e

-——
S=——= =

ff
/
T

THE WASH-ROOM IN THE NEWS-
BOYS' LODGING HOUSE JUST
BEFORE SUPPER TIME.
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in his own hotel and supporting himself. Some are loaned
money to begin business with ; others are sent to places in the
city or far away in the country. The whole class are partly
redeemed and educated by these simple influences. The pau-
per is scarcely ever known to have come out of these houses,
and self-help is the first lesson learned.

Since the foundation of the first Newsboys’ Lodging House
in 1854, the various homes have sheltered nearly two hundred
~ and fifty thousand different boys at a total expense of about
four hundred and fifty thousand dollars. The amount contrib-
uted by the lads themselves during these years is nearly one
hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars. Multitudes have
~ been sent to good homes in the West.

To awaken the demand for these children, thousands of cir-
culars were sent out, through the city weeklies and the
rural newspapers, to the country districts. Hundreds of ap-
plications poured in at once from the farmers, especially from
the West. At first an effort was made to meet individual ap-
plications by sending just the kind of boy wanted. Each
applicant wanted a “ perfect boy,” without any of the taints of
earthly depravity. He must be well made, of good stock,
never disposed to steal apples or pelt cattle, using language of
perfect propriety, fond of making fires at daylight, and delight-
ing in family-worship and prayer-meetings more than in fishing
or skating.

The defects of the first plan of emigration were speedily
developed, and another and more practicable one inaugurated
which has since been followed. Companies of boys are formed,
and after thoroughly cleaning and clothing them they are put
under a competent agent and distributed among the farmers,
the utmost care being taken to select good homes for all. The
parties are usually made up from the brightest and most
deserving, though often one picked up in the street tells a story
so pitiful and so true that he is included.

Once a dirty little fellow presented himself to the Superin-
tendent. ¢ Please, sir, 'm an orphant, an’ I want a home!”
The Superintendent eyed him carefully ; he saw, amid his rags,



DETECTING AN IMPOSTOR. 129

a neatlysewed patch, and noted that his naked feet were
too white for a “bummer.” e took him to the inner office.
“My boy! Where do you live? Where’s your father ?”
“Please, sir, I don’t live nowhere, an’ I hain’t got no
father, an’ me mither’s dead!” Then followed a long and
touching story of his orphanage, the tears flowing down
his cheeks. The bystanders were almost melted themselves.
Not so the Superintendent. Grasping the boy by the shoulder,

' “Where’s your mother, I say?”

IN ONE OF THE DORMITORIES IN THE NEWSBOYS LODGING-HOUSE.

“Oh, dear, I'm a poor orphant, an’ I hain’t got no
mither.”

“Where is your mother, I say? Where do you live? 1
give you just three minutes to tell, and then, if you do not, I
shall hand you over to the police.”

The lad yielded, his true story was told, and a runaway re-
stored to his family.

An average of three thousand a year is sent to the West,
many of whom are formally adopted. A volume would not
suffice for the letters that come back, or the strange experi-
ences of many a boy who under the new influences grows into
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an honored citizen. The following letter is but one of thou-

sands received from these boys:

Yare CoLrEGE, New Haven.
‘“Rev. C. L. BRACE,

‘Dear Sir:—1I shall endeavor in this letter to give you a brief sketch of
my life, as it is your request that I should.

T cannot speak of my parents with any certainty at all. T recollect hav-
ing an aunt by the name of Julia B She had me in charge for some
time, and made known some things to me of which I have a faint remem-
brance. She married a gentleman in Boston, and left me to shift for myself
in the streets of your city. I could not have been more than seven or eight
years of age at this time. She is greatly to be excused for this act, since I was
a very bad boy, having an abundance of self-will.

‘“ At this period I became a lawless vagrant, roaminé all over the city. I
would often pick up a meal at the markets or at the docks, where they were
unloading fruit. At a late hour in the night I would find a resting-place in
some box or hogshead, or in some dark hole under-a staircase.

“The boys that I fell in company with would steal and swear, and of
course I contracted those habits too. I have a distinet recollection of stealing
on to the roofs of houses to tear the lead from around the chimneys, and then
taking ‘it to some junk-shop and selling it ; with the proceeds I would buy a
ticket for the pit in a cheap theatre, and something to eat with the remainder.
This is the manner in which I was drifting out in the stream of life, when
some kind person from the Children’s Aid Society took me in charge. Two
years after one of your agents came and asked how many boys who had no
parents would love to have nice homes in the West, where they could drive
horses and oxen, and have as many apples and melons as they could eat.
I happened to be one of the many who responded in the affirmative.

““Twenty-one of us had homes procured for us in Indiana. A lawyer from
T , who chanced to be engaged in court matters, was at N at
the time. He desired to take a boy home with him, and I was the one assigned
him. He owns a farm of two hundred acres lying close to town, Care was
taken that I should be occupied there and not in town. I was always treated
as one of the family. In sickness I was ever cared for by kind attention.
In winter I was sent to the Public School. The family room was a good
school room to me? for there I found the daily papers and a fair library.

« After a period of several years I taught a publie school in a little log
cabin about nine miles from T There I felt that every man ought to
be a good man, especially if he is to instruct little children.

«Though T had my pupils read the Bible, yet I could not 6penly ask God’s
blessing on the efforts of the day. Shortly after I united with the Church.
Previous to this I had attended Sabbath school at T . Mr. G
placed me in one the first Sabbath. I never doubted the teachings of the
Scriptures. Soon my pastor presented the claims of the ministry. I thought
about it for some time, for my ambition was tending strongly toward the
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legal profession. The more I reflected the more I felt how good God had
been to me all my life, and that if I had any ability for laboring in His har.
vest, He was surely entitled to it.

1 had accumulated some property on the farm in the shape of a horse, a
yoke of oxen, etc., amounting in all to some $300. These I turned into cash,
and left for a preparatory school. This course that I had entered upon did
not meet with Mr. G————s hearty approbation. At the academy I found
kind instructors and sympathizing friends. I remained there three years,
relying greatly upon my own efforts for support. After entering college last
year, I was enabled to go through by the kindness of a few citizens.

I have now resumed my studies as a sophomore, in faith in Him who has
ever been my best friend. If I can prepare myself for acting well my part in
life by going through the college curriculum, I shall be satisfied.

¢T shall ever acknowledge with gratitude that the Children’s Aid Society
has been the instrument of my elevation.

““To be taken from the gutters of New York city and placed in a college
is almost a miracle.

I am not an exception either. W. T , who was also taken West,
in a letter received from W College, writes me: ‘I have heard that
you were studying for the ministry; so am I. I have a long time yet befcre
I enter the field, but I am young and at the right age to begin.” My prayer
is that the Society may be-amplified to greater usefulness.

Yours very truly,
’ - J. G B

The stranger in New York can hardly find a more interest-
ing sight than the gymnasium or schoolroom through the week,
or the crowded Sunday night meeting, where the singing is
always a fascinating part of the programme. Thanksgiving
Day, with its dinner, is no less amusing and suggestive. The
boys watch all visitors and know by instinct how far they are
in sympathy with them. They call loudly for tallkk from any
one whose face appeals to them. Often they make speeches on
their own account. Here is a specimen taken down by a
stenographer who had been given a dark corner at the end of
the room and thus was not suspected by the boys.

Mr. Brace, whose appearance always called out applause,
had brought down some friends, and after one or two of them
had spoken, he said,

“Boys, I want my friends to see that you have some
falkers amongst yourselves. Whom do you choose for your
speaker 7
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“Paddy, Paddy!” they shouted. “Come out, Paddy, ar
show yerself.”

Paddy came forward and mounted a stool ; a youngster not.
more than twelve, with little round eyes, a short nose profusely
freckled, and a lithe form full of fun.

“ Bummers,” he began, “Snoozers, and citizens, I’ve come
down here among yer to talk to yer a little. Me an’ me friend

THE GYMNASIUM IN THE NEWSBOYS LODGING-HOUSE.

Brace have come to see how ye're gittin’ along an’ to advise
yer. You fellers w’at stands at the shops with yer noses over
the railin’, a smellin’ of the roast beef an’ hash,— you fellers
who’s got no home, —think of it, how are we to encourage
yer. [Derisive laughter, and various ironical kinds of ap-
plause.] I say bummers, for ye're all bummers, [in a tone of
kind patronage,] I was a bummer once meself. [Great laugh-
ter.] I hate to see yer spending yer money for penny ice-
creams an’ bad cigars. Why don’t yer save yer money? You
feller without no boots over there, how would you like a new
pair, eh? [Laughter from all the boys but the one addressed.]
Well, I hope you may get ’em. Rayther think you won’t. I
have hopes for yer all. I want yer to grow up to be rich men,

.‘

e A e




NEWSBOYS WIT AND HUMOR. 133

— citizens, gover'ment men, lawyers, ginerals, an’ inflooence
men. Well, boys, I'll tell yer a story. Me dad was a hard un.
One beautiful day he went on a spree, an’ he come home an’
told me, where’s yer mother? an’ I axed him I didn’t know, an’
he clipped me over the head with an iron pot an’ knocked me
down, an’ me mother drapped in on him an’ at it they wint.
[Hi-hi’s and demonstrative applause.] An’ at it they wint
agin, an’ at it they kept ; ye should have seen ’em, an’ whilst
they were a fightin’ I slipped meself out o’ the back dure an’
away I wint like a scart dog. "Well, boys, I wint on till I come
to a Home; [great laughter among the boys] an’ they tuk me
in, [renewed laughter] an’ thin I ran away, an’ here I am.
Now, boys, be good, mind yer manners, copy me, an’ see what
ye'll become.”

A boy who wished to advocate the claims of the West, to
which he was soon to go with a party sent out from the Child-
ren’s Aid Society, made a long speech, a paragraph of which
will show the sense of humor which seems to be the common
property of all.

“Do ye want to be newsboys always, an’ shoeblacks, an’
timber merchants in a small way sellin’ matches? If ye do,
ye'll stay in New York; but if ye don’t, ye’ll go out West
an’ begin toibe farmers, for the beginning of a farmer, me boys,
is the makin’ of a Congressman an’ a President. Do ye want
to be rowdies an’ loafers an’ shoulder-hitters? If ye do, why,
thin, ye can keep around these diggins. Do ye want to be gin-
tlemin an’ indepindent citizens? Ye do? Thin make tracks
fer the West. If ye want to be snoozers, an’ bummers, an’
policy-players, an’ Peter-Funk min, why ye’ll hang up yer caps
an’ stay round the groggeries; but if ye want to be min to
make yer mark in the country ye’ll get up steam an’ go ahead,
an’ there’s lots on the prairies waiting for the likes o’ ye.
Well, Il now come off the stump. I'm booked for the West
in the next company from the Lodging-House. I hear they .
have big school-houses there, an’ a place for me in the winter
time. I've made up me mind to be somebody, an’ you’ll find
me on a farm in the West an’ I hope yees will come to see me
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soon. I thank ye, boys, for yer patient attintion. 1 ean’t
say no more at present, boys. Good bye.”

The newsboys’ lodging-houses are like the ancient cities of
refuge to these little fellows, and yet there are cases which
the lodging-houses never reach.

AN EVENING GAME OF DOMINOES
IN THE NEWSBOYS' LODGING—
HOUSE.

“Recently,” said a gentleman, “I found a tiny fellow play-

ing a solitary game of marbles in a remote corner of the City

Hall corridors. His little legs were very thin, and dark circles
under his big gray eyes intensified the chalk-like pallor of his
cheeks. Ie looked up when he became aware that some one
was watching him, but resumed his game of solitaire as soon
as he saw he had nothing to fear from the intruder.

“What are you doing here, my little fellow ?” I asked.

The mite hastily gathered up all his marbles and stowed
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them very carefully away in his capacious trousers pocket.
Then he backed up against the wall and surveyed me doubt-
fully. I repeated my question,— this time more gently, so as
to reassure him. -

“I'm waitin’ fur Jack de Robber,” he piped, and then, as
he began to gain confidence, seeing no signs of “swipes”
about me, he added, “him as brings me de Telies (Dailies)
every day.” -

“And you sell the papers?”

“T sells ’em for Jack,” he promptly answered.

I was glad, when I looked at the lad’s attire, that he was
protected for the time being by the comparative warmth of the
corridor. Outdoors it was cold and blustering. Still I re-
solved to wait and see ¢ Jack de Robber.” Shortly after three:
o’clock a short chunky boy with a shock of black hair hustled
through the door and made in the direction of my pale little
friend. He was struggling with a big mass of papers and was
issuing orders in a rather peremptory tone to his diminutive )
lieutenant.

“Do you know this little boy ?” I asked.

“Jack de Robber” gave me a look which was not reassur-
ing. “Does I naw him? Of corse I naws him. What
de——1”

“Why don’t you send him home to his mother; he’s neither
big enough nor strong enough to sell papers?”

At this Jack gave utterance to an oath too utterly original
for reproduction; then he said, “Dat ere kid ain’t got no
mammy ; I looks after dat kid meself.”

I slipped a coin into Jack’s hand and urged him to tell me
the whole story. Ile dropped his heap of papers, tested the
coin with his teeth, slid it into his pocket, and began: —

“Blokes is allus axin’ ’bout dat ere kid, but you is de fust
one what ever raised de ante. Dat ere kid don’t naw no more
’bout his mammy’n me. Cause why? Cause he air’t never
had no mammy.”

Here Jack paused, as if determined to go no further, but
another coin gave wings to his words.
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“Dat ere kid,” he resumed, “ain’t got no more sand’n a
John Chinee. He’d be kilt ony fur me. Ie can’t come along
de Row or up de alley widout gitin’ his face broke. So I gives
him papers to sell and looks arter him meself.”

I asked Jack where the “Kid” and himself slept. “I ain’t
givin’ dat away,” said he, “ony taint no lodgin’-house where
you has to git up early in the mawnin’. De ‘Kid’ and me
likes to sleep late.”
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LD WOMEN WAITING AT THE DINING-
ROOM DOOR FOR SCRAPS FROM THE
NEWSBOYS' TABLE.

The “Kid,” however, was now eager to be off with his
papers, and without another word the protector and protégé
sped into the street, filling the air with their shrill cries.

This is one case of a class which the lodging-houses do not
reach, and other instances might be given. One little fellow
of six years makes a practice of frequenting the lobby of
one of the big hotels after dark. As soon as the streets become
deserted, and the market for his papers ceases to flotrish, he

e s e
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pushes open the heavy swinging doors of the hotel and pro-
ceeds to cuddle his cold little body close to one of the heaters.
No employé has ever shown any disposition to dispossess the
tiny newsboy. His shrill voice re-echoes through the stately
recesses of the hall whenever he thinks he sces a possible cus-
tomer, but although on more than one occasion irate officials
have come rushing forth to éxterminate the offender, one and
all have paused dismayed before the absurd proportions and
wonderful self-possession of the little waif.

The brawny porter took the boy in hand one night and said
with forced gruffness:

“Look here, young feller, what do you come in here fur ?”

“I dunno,” said the morsel.

“Where do you live?”

“I dunno.”

The boy, however, finally admitted that he had a home, but A
obstinately refused to say where it was. When he left the
hotel he was followed. He was a most lonely little specimen
of humanity. He spoke to no other boys and was accosted by
none. In the end he went to sleep in one of the dark corners
af a newspaper counting-room.

Instances of this class of new sboys could be multiplied
indefinitely. These are the absolute Bohemians of their kind,
who prefer a doorway to a warm bed, and the sights of the

.streets any time and all the time to the simple restraints im-
posed by the lodging-houses.

The newsboy’s life is filled with the hardest sort of work.
His gains are not always in proportion, for he must begin often
before light, huddling over the steam gratings at the print-
ing-offices, and waiting for his share of the morning papers.
He scurries to work these off before the hour for taking the
evening editions, and sometimes cannot with his utmost dili-
gence take in more than fifty cents a day, though it ranges
from this to a dollar and a quarter. The period of elections is
the harvest-time. A boy has been known to sell six hundred
papers in two hours, at a profit of between eleven and twelve
dollars.”
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Among over twenty-one thousand children who in the early
years of the work were sent West, but twelve became crimi-
nals, and not more than six annually return to New York. No
work done for children compares with this in importance, and
whoever studies the record of the Children’s Aid Society will

IN THE CRIPPLED BOYS
BRUSH SHOP.

be amazed at the
: good already accom-
plished. Twenty-one industrial schools, twelve night-schools,
two free reading-rooms, six lodging-houses for girls and boys,
four summer homes, and the Crippled Boys’ Brush Shop, are
the record plain to all ; but who shall count the good that no
man has recorded, but which has rescued thousands from the
streets and given them the chance which is the right of every
human soul.




CHAPTER V.

THE ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND LITTLE LABORERS OF NEW
YORK — CHILD WORKERS —THEIR HOMES AND DAILY LIFE.

One Hundred Thousand Little Workers — Little Mothers — Early Lessons
in Drinking — A Sup of the ‘‘Craytur” — A Six-Year-Old Nurse — A
“Widdy Washerwoman” — ‘“See How Beautiful He Sucks at the
Pork ” — Heavy Burdens on Small Shoulders— What a Child of Eight
Can Do — Feather Strippers — Paper Collar Makers — Tobacco Strippers
—Youth and Old Age Side by Side — Cigar-Makers — Deadly Trades —
Working in Cellars — *“ Them Stairs is Killin’” — What Jinny and Mame
Did — Pinched with Hunger — ¢ She Could Sew on Buttons when She
Wasn’t Much Over Four” —A Tiny Worker of Five — ¢‘Stitch, Stitch,
Stitch, in Poverty, Hunger, and Dirt” — Scenes in Working Children’s
Homes — ¢ She’s Sewed on Millions of Buttous, that Child Has” —‘“ A
Hot Place Waitin’ for Him” — Preternaturally Aged Faces — An Ap-
peal for Justice.

HOEVER reads that in the State of New York some
twenty-four thousand children are employed in factories,
but that the law forbids the admission of any under thirteen
years of age, settles back comfortably certain that with few .
exceptions all waifs and strays are provided for, and that at
thirteen a child is not likely to be stunted or overworked. If
parents told the truth as to age, and if there were fifty instead
of the two inspectors who must cover the ground for the whole
State, there would be some chance for carrying out the law.
But it is hardly more than a form of words, evaded daily by
parents, who want the earnings of the child, —the children
themselves aiding them in the deception. The Census returns
touch onmly children in factories. They do not include either
mercantile establishments or trades carried on in tenement-
houses.
Figures drawn from the registers of night-schools and from

many other sources make the number of little workers in New
9 (139)
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York city over one hundred thousand. In one night-school for
boys two hundred of them were employed in industries outside
of factories. The registers of these schools are full of sugges-
tion, and in running over them one finds over two hundred em-
ployments in which children are engaged. Ink in all its pro-
cesses, tassel-making, tin and paper boxes, whips, whalebones,
feathers, artificial flowers, and tobacco are samples. The boys
like to enlarge their profession and write themselves down as
blacksmiths, architects, and in one case, “sexton’s assistant.”
The last dusted pews and helped to shake cushions, while the
young blacksmiths and architects were simply errand and gen-
eral utility boys.

Girls share the same ambition that the boys feel, and in one
school eighty of them registered as “nurses.” Being inter-
preted this means that they take care of the baby at home
while the mother goes out to “day’s work.” It is astonishing
to sce the real motherliness of the little things, who lug about
the baby with devotion; and if they feed it on strange diet
they are but following in the footsteps of the mothers, who re-
gard the baby at six months old as the sharer of whatever the
family bill of fare has to offer. The small German child is
early taught to take his portion of lager with national placidity ;
the Irish children have tea or coffee and even a sup of the
“eraytur,” and so each nationality is instructed according to
the taste that is part of its inheritance. I have seen a six-year-
old girl scrubbing the floor of the one room in which lived a
widowed mother and three children.

“She’s a widdy washerwoman,” said the dot, a creature
with big blue eyes and a thin eager little face. “Yes, ma’am,
she’s a widdy washerwoman, an’ I keep house. That’s the
baby there, an’ he’s good all ‘the time, savin’ whin his tecth is
too big for him. It’s teeth that’s hard on babies, but I mind
him good an’ he thinks more o’ me than he does of mother.
See how beautiful he sucks at the pork.”

The small housekeeper pointed with pride to the bed, where
the tiny baby lay, a strip of fat pork in his mouth.

“He’s weakly like, an’ mother gives him the pork to set

R —
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him up. An’ he takes his sup o’ tay beautiful too. Whin the
summer comes we’ll get to have him go to the Children’s Home
at Bath, maybe, or down to Coney Island or somewhere. I
might be a ¢ Fresh Air’ child meself, but I have to keep house
you know, an’ so mother can’t let me go.”

This is one phase of -child-labor, and the most natural and
innocent one, though it is a heavy burden to lay on small
shoulders, and premature age and debility are its inevitable re-
sults. Far truer is this of the long hours in shop or manufac-
tory. A child of eight —one of a dozen in a shop on Walker
Street — stripped feathers, and had for a year earned three dol-
lars a week.” In this case the father was dead and the mother
sick, and the little thing went home to do such cooking as she
could, though like many a worker she had already learned to
take strong tea and to believe that it gave her strength. She
was dwarfed in growth from confinement in the air of the
workshop, from lack of proper food and no play, and thousands
of these little feather-strippers are in like case.

In another workshop in the same neighborhood, children of
from eight to ten, and one much younger, cut the feathers from
cock-tails. The hours were from eight to six, and so for ten
hours daily they bent over the work, which included cutting
from the stem, steaming, curling, and packing.

Eight thousand children make envelopes at three and a half
cents a thousand. They gum, separate, and sort. The hours
are the same, but the rooms are generally lighter and better
ventilated than the feather workers’ surroundings. Many more
burnish china, for, strange as it may seem, the most delicate
ware is entrusted to children of ten or twelve. The burnishing
instrument is held close against the breast, and this is a fruitful
source of sickness, since the constant pressure brings with it
various stomach and other troubles, dyspepsia being the chief.

Paper collars employ a host. The youngest bend over
them, for even a child of five can do this. One child of twelve
counts and boxes twenty thousand a day, and one who pastes
the lining on the button-holes does five thousand a day. Over
ten thousand children make paper boxes. - Even in the making
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of gold-leaf a good many are employed, though chiefly young
girls of fifteen and upwards. It is one of the most exhausting
of the trades, as no air can be admitted, and the atmosphere is
stifling.

Feathers, flowers, and tobacco employ the greatest number.
A child of six can strip tobacco or cut feathers. In one great
firm, employing over a thousand men, women, and children, a

TIRED OUT.— A FACTORY GIRL’S ROOM IN A TENEMENT-HOUSE.

woman of eighty and her grandchild of four sit side by side
and strip the leaves, and the faces of the pair were sketched
not long since by a popular artist. With the exception of
match-making and one or two other industries there is hardly
a trade so deadly in its effects. There are many operations
which children are competent to carry on, and the phases af
work done at home in the tenement-houses often employ the
entire family. In cellars and basements boys of ten and twelve
brine, sweeten, and prepare the tobacco preliminary to stem-
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ming. Others of the same age keep the knives of the cutting
machines clean by means of sponges dipped in rum, thus spend-
ing their young lives in an atmosphere of liquor and tobacco.
Cigar-making in the tenement-houses goes on, though the fact
is often denied. .

in a report of the State Bureau of Labor it is stated that in
one room less than twelve by fourteen feet, whose duplicate
can be found at many points, a family of seven worked.
Three of these, all girls, were under ten years of age. To-
baceo lay in piles on the floor and under the long table at
one end where cigars were rolled. Two of the children sat on
the floor, stripping the leaves, and another sat on a small stool.
A girl of twenty sat near them, and all had sores on lips,
cheeks, and hands. Some four thousand women are engaged
in this industry, and an equal number of unregistered young
cnildren share it with them. As in sewing, a number of
women often club together and use one room, and in such
cases their babies crawl about in the filth on the wet floors,
piaying with the damp tobacco and breathing the poison with
which the room is saturated.

Skin diseases of many sorts develop in the children who
work in .this way, and for the women and girls nervous and
hysterical complaints are common, the direct result of poison-
ing by nicotine. In this one house alone thirty children were
at work, thirteen of them strippers, doing their ten hours
of work daily.

Twine-factories are clean and well ventilated, but they are
often as disastrous in their effects. The twisting-room is filled
with long spindles, innocent-looking enough, but taking a
finger along with the flax as silently and suddenly as the
thread forms. In one factory two hundred children under
fifteen years old are employed spinning, winding, and twisting
flax. In one room ten little boys so small that they were
mounted on a platform to enable them to reach the clamps
that hold the flax, run the hackling machines, and change
the clamps as necessary. The machine must be fed continu-
ously at both ends; and the boys work with-an energy and
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steadiness that to the casual observer seems as if they were
trying to show off. They are driven by the machine, and the
overseer laughed as he said,

“Yes, there isn’t much let up for’em. They have to run
pretty lively, else they get into trouble.”

In the twisting-room several children lacked a finger or
two, and one explained how it happened in her case.

“You see you mustn’t talk or look off a minute. They just
march right along. My sister was like me. She forgot’ and
talked, and just that minute her finger was off, and she didn’t
even cry till she picked it up. My little finger always did
stick out, and I was trying to twist fast like the girl next to
me, and somehow it caught in the flax. I tried to jerk away.
but it wasn’t any use. It was off just the same as hers, and it
took a great while before I could come back. I'm sort of
afraid of them, for any minute your whole hand might go and
you'd hardly know till it was done.”

In a small room on Hester Street a woman at work on
overalls — for the making of which she received one dollar a
dozen —said : —

“T couldn’t do as well if it wasn’t for Jinny and Mame
there. Mame has learned to sew on buttons first-rate, and
Jinny is doing almost as well. I'm alone to-day, but most
days three of us sew together here, and Jinny keeps right
along. We’ll do better yet when Mame gets a bit older.”

As she spoke the door opened and a woman with an enor-
mous bundle of overalls entered and sat down on the nearest
chair with a gasp.

“Them stairs is killin’,” she said. “It’s lucky I’ve not
to climb ’em often.”

Something crept forward as the bundle slid to the floor,
and busied itself with the string that bound it.

“Here you, Jinny,” said the woman, “don’t you be foolin’.
What do you want anyhow #”

The something shook back a mat of thick hair and rose to
its feet,—a tiny child who in size seemed scarcely three, but
whose countenance indicated the experience of three hundred.
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“It’s the string I want,” the small voice said. “Me and
Mame was goin’ to play with it.”

“There’s small time for play,” said the mother; “there’ll
be two pair more in a minute or two, an’ you are to see how
Mame does one an’ do it good, too, or T'll find out why not.”

Mame had come forward and stood holding to the one thin
garment which but partly covered Jinny’s little bones. She,
too, looked out from a wild thatch of black hair, and with the
same expression of deep experience, the pallid, hungry little
faces lighting suddenly as some cheap cakes were produced.
‘Both of them sat down on the floor and ate their portion
silently.

“ Mame’s seven, and Jinny’s goin’ on six,” said the mother,
“but Jinny’s the smartest. She could sew on buttons when
she wasn’t much over four. I had five, but the Lord took ’em
all but these two. T couldn’t get on if it wasn’t for Mame.”

Mame looked up, but said no word, and, as I left the room,
settled herself with her back against the wall, Jinny at her side,
laying the coveted string near at hand for use if any minute
for play arrived. In the next room, half-lighted like the last,
and if possible even dirtier, a Jewish tailor sat at work on a
coat, and by him on the floor a child of five picking threads
from another coat.

“ Nettie is good help,” he said after a word or two. “So
fast as I finish, she picks all the threads. She care not to go
away — she stay by me always to help.”
~ “Ts she the only one?”

“But one that sells papers. Last year is five, but mother
and dree are gone with fever. It is many that die. 'What will
you? It is the will of God.”

On the floor below two children of seven and eight were
found also sewing on buttons—in this case for four women
who had their machines in one room and were making the
cheapest order of corset-cover, for which they received fifty
cents a dozen, each one having five buttons. It could not be
called oppressive work, yet the children were held theré to be
ready for each one as completed, and sat as such children most
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often do, silent and half asleep, waiting patiently for the next
demand.
“It’s hard on ’em,” one of the women said. “We work till
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THE LITTLE COAL SHOVELERS.

own, but they’re out peddlin’ matehes.” _

Descending the stairs to reach the rear of the building, our
way led past three little girls shoveling eoals into bags.

On the lower floor back of the small grocery in which the
people of the house bought their food supply — wilted or half-
decayed vegetables, meat of the cheapest order, broken eggs,
and stale fish,—a tailor and two helpers were at work. A girl
of nine or ten sat among them and picked thread or sewed on
buttons as needed —a haggard, wretched-looking child who did
not look up as the door opened. A woman who had come
down the stairs stopped a moment, and as I passed out said:—

“If there was a law for him I’d have him up. It’s his own
sister’s child, and he’s workin’ her ten hours a day an’ many a
day into the night, an’ she with an open sore on her neck, an’
cryin’ out many’s the time when she draws out a long needle-
ful an’ so gives it a_jerk., She’ssewed on millions of buttons,
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that child has, an’ she but a little past ten. May there be a hot
place waitin’ for him!”

From the notes of a physician whose name is a guarantee
of accurate and faithful observation, and whose work is in
connection with the Board of Health, I have a series of facts,
the result of eighteen months’ work. During this period of
daily observation in tenement-house work, she found among
the people with whom she came in contact 535 children under
twelve years .old, most of them between ten and twelve, who
vither worked in shops or stores or helped their mothers in
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dren but 60 were healthy.

In one family a child of three years old had infantile paralysis
easily curable. The mother had no time to attend to it. At
five years old the child was taught to sew buttons on trousers.
She is now, at thirteen years, a helpless cripple, but she fin--
ishes a dozen pairs of trousers a day, and the family are thus
twenty cents the richer. In another family she found twin
girls four and a half years old, sewing on buttons from six
in the morning till ‘ten at night; and near them a family of
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three,—a woman who did the same work, and whose old father
of eighty and a little girl of six were her co-workers.

Does the Compulsory Education Law help these? It re-
quires only fourteen weeks of the year, and the poorer class
work from early morning till eight a. »., and after school
hours from four till late at night. What energy for study is
left under such conditions? The chief harm is not here,
though this is harm enough. It is in the inevitable physical
degeneration of the child. Thoughtful owners and managers
here and there realize this, and many have testified that a
child put out into factory life at eight or nine years of age
becomes practically useless by the time twenty is reached.
Physical, mental, and moral development are not only wanting
but rendered impossible.

This is no place for the many questions involved, but
every woman who reads, every man whose children look to
him for teaching, may well ponder the issues involved. A
world of thought and action is already given to the rescue of
children from the slums. Let it reach one step farther and
rescue them with no less eagerness and determination from the
factory. If present methods of production cannot go on with-
out them, alter the methods. The loss on one side will be
more than balanced by a lessening rate in our asylums, and a
gradual lowering of the tax for their support, paid now with
a cheerfulness which may well be transferred to another form
of loss,—loss to-day, perhaps, but gain for all days to come.
We expend money for foreign missions while the heathen are
here at our own doors. Out from the child faces, preternatur-
ally aged, brutalized, and defranded of all that belongs to child-
hood, look eyes that hold unconscious appeal for that justice
which is the birthright of every soul born to the Republic. Ig-
nore it, deny it, and the time comes when the old words
‘sound again, and we hear the judgment: “ Whosoever shall
offend one of these little ones that believe in me, it were better
for him that a millstone were hanged about his neck and he
were cast into the sea.”
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CHAPTER VI

SHILD-LIFE IN THE SLUMS — HOMELESS STREET BOYS, GUTTER
SNIPES AND DOCK RATS—THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A DAY-
BREAK BOY.

Gutter-Snipes — Imps of Darkness — Snoopers—Rags and Tatters — Life in
the Gutter — Old Sol —Running a Grocery under Difficulties — Youthful
Criminals —Newsboys and Bootblacks— Candidates for Crime — ‘‘He’s
Smart, He Is” —*‘It’s Business Folks as Cheats” — Dock Rats — Unre-
claimed Children — Thieves’ Lodging-Houses—Poverty Lane — Hell’s
Kitchen — Dangers of a Street Girl’s Life — Old Margaret — The Reforma-
tion of Wildfire — The Queen of Cherry Street—Sleepiug on the Docks —
Too Much Lickin’ and More in Prospect— A Street Arab’s Summer Resi-
dence — A Walking Rag-Bundle — Getting Larruped — A Daybreak Boy
—Jack’s Story of his Life— Buckshot Taylor — A Thieves’ Run-way —
Escaping over Roofs — A Police Raid —Head-first off the Roof — Death of
Jack —His Dying Request — An Affecting Scene — Fifteen Thousand
Homeless Children.

¢¢AUTTER-SNIPES! That’s what I call ’em. What else
could they be when they’re in the gutter all day and
half the night, cuttin’ round like little imps o’ darkness. Not
much hair on ’em either —not enough to catch by, and clothes
as is mostly rags that tears if you grab’em. The prison barber
wouldn’t get any profit out of ’em, I can tell you. Men around
here don’t shave till their beards stick out like spikes, and the
women cut the children’s hair to save combin’. Gutter-snipes.
That’s it, and they snoop around stores and slink off a salt fish
or a bundle of wood or anything as comes handy, and home
with it like the wind. Mother is there, you may be sure, and
washin’ may be. Do you suppose she asks any questions like,
¢Lor, Biliy, where did you get that?’ Not she. She takes the
fish, or whatever it is, as innocent as a lamb and sends Billy for
some bits o’ coal to cook it.
“Yes, that’s the way it is' down here. , Rags and tatters are
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our style, and we wouldn’t feel nat’ral if we had to try any
other way. Parints’ fortin’s don’t give gutter-snipes anythin’
very stylish.  Walk round here most anywheres and youw’ll see
it’s so,— yes and more so. What’s to come of ’em I don’t know.
The Island pretty soon, I suppose. That’s the way the city
looks out for ’em. Good a way as any may be, if they’ve gt
to live in the gutter from the day they can crawl till the law
thinks they’re old enough to get a grip on. Takes a gutter to
make their kind, and their kind to make the gutter, and what
’you goin’ to do if you’re bound to let the gutter alone? If I
was the Lord I’d send a high wind and blow the whole region
to kingdom come, or else the tail of a comet to switch us right
out o’ sight before you could say Jack Robinson. That’s
what’ll happen some day, I'm thinkin’, and I'd like iv in my
time too, so’s to know - there wouldn’t be any more breedin’-
places for such as these.”

This was the voice of old Sol, an old man whose little
grocery in Monroe Street had been raided so often that it
was a wonder how he dared leave any stock outside. He kept
a iong stick, slender and tough, in hiding behind his counter,
and watched the groups of street arabs as they sauntered by
with a carelessness he knew covered deep designs. If a hand
went out and stole a potato, a bunch of turnips, or anything
that could be easily canght up to help out the dinner at home,
the old man would give a leap as agile as their own, and the
stick would play about legs and shoulders of any or all of the
party, who ran and shouted half with glee, half with terror.
Sometimes he recaptured the booty and went back nodding
and chuckling. If he did not it was the boy’s turn to chuckle.
And so the warfare went on as it had for years, and will go
on till old Sol is gathered to his fathers and a new phase of
the same story begins for his successor.

The gutter life begins with the baby who is tugged down
the long stairs by brother or sister and given the freedom of
the street. It is wonderful to see how soon the little things
learn their bounds and keep out of the way of trucks and
horses. Where the earth is soft, they dig and make the im-
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memorial mud-pie, or they play with such pieces of string or
paper as may have been deposited there. A gay bit of cloth,
a rejected paper-box, is a mine of enjoyment; but it is the
other children and a consideration of their ways that most
“ascinates the baby, whose eyes still hold baby innocence, too
‘ soon to give place to the
'g M V' H] l ‘\ e look that even the three-
L
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year-old often wears. The
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A “GROUP OF STREET BOYS, A8 FOUND ON DOYERS STREET.

on all of them is the look of experience, of cunning, or a
self-reliance born of constant knocking about. When eight or
ten years old such care as may occasionally have been their
portion ceases. They must begin to earn, and are allowed the
utmost freedom of choice. -
The most energetic and best endowed by nature turn to
he newsboys’ calling and often find it the way to their first
fragments of education, as well as tb the comfort learned in
the Newsboys’ Fodging-Houses. ; Next. comes bootblacking,
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and from this they oftem drift into thieving as a profession.
The bootblack has many idle hours, and, as surplus energy
must be worked off, he gives them to tossing pennies, gamb-
ling in easy forms, cheating, and fighting. They are often
practised pickpockets, and in brushing a customer’s coat will
steal a handkerchief or other light article with the skill of
their older brethren in the same trade. The Italian with his
chair has driven many to find some other calling, but a rem-
nant still lingers on the East Side or here and there on the
West.

A GROUP OF BOOTBLACKS.

The enforced leisure which comes to bootblacks after the
busy time of the morning is used by some in gymnastics, and
often they become almost as expert as circus performers.
Now and then they improvise a performance in one of the
parks and collect pennies from the spectators. Two of them
astonished an audience at a picnic by a series of feats which
they announced would “beat old Barnum holler.” They col-
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lected forty cents, but even here, as partners, one cheated and
managed to get twenty-five cents into his mouth, from which
an energetic Sunday School teacher forced him to eject it.
The clothes of both of them had to be pinned up before they
began the performance, the fluttering -rags giving way in
every direction with each twist of their bodies. Billy, the
younger, smiled admiringly as his partner spit out the quarter
and dodged from the expected blow.

“He’s smart, he is,”” he said with a chuckle. “Me on the
lookout every minute, an’ I never seed him do it.”

The elder smiled with a superior air as they went away to-
gether, no whit disconcerted by the experience, but an elder
boy, a newsboy, said to the crowd in general, —

“He’d ought’r be licked. Partners ain’t no business to
cheat. We don’t, never. It’s business folks as cheat.”

Anywhere along the docks are facilities for petty thieving,
and, guard as the policeman may, the swarms of sinall street
rovers can circumvent them. A loaa of wood left on the dock
diminishes under his very eyes. The sticks are passed from
one to another, the child nearest the pile being busy apparently
in playing marbles. If any move of suspicion is made toward
them, they are off like a swarm of cockroaches, and with about
as much sense of responsibility. Children of this order hate
sshool with an inextinguishable hatred. They smash windows,
pilfer from apple-stands, build fires of any stray bits of wood
they can collect, and warm themselves by them, and, after a
day of all the destruction they can cram into it has ended,
crawl under steps, into boxes or hallways, and sleep till roused
by the policeman on his beat, or by a bigger boy who drives
them out. No Home can reach them all. No Lodging-House
can give them room. Numbers are taken in, and in time
trained into some sort of decent living or sent to the West.
But even with every power thus far brought to bear, fifteen
thousand unreclaimed children rove the streets to-day, a few
of them peddlers of matches or small notions, but the
majority living by their wits. Swill-gatherers and ragpickers
employ some of them, but the oceupation is hardly better than

AN
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roaming at large. In the cheap lodging-houses older pick.
pockets and burglars train numbers for their own work. Therc
are gangs of many orders, — “ copper pickers,” “wood-stealers,”
young garrotters and burglars, who for years made the neigh-
borhood about Haminersley Street and Cottage Place as much
to be dreaded as the Five Points. Poverty Lane; “Dutch
Hill,” the home of ragpickers and swill-gatherers, and later
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A SLEEPING STREET BOY.

“Hell’s Kitchen” and many another nest of infamy, are
crowded with children wild as hawks and as fierce and untam-
able. Thin, eager, hardened faces the most of them, with now
and then one with a beauty of form or expression that no de-
basement has the power to kill. Each one is an appeal for
rescue before the work of ruin is completed and punishiment’
steps in to do what prevention could have accomplished.

The homeless boy is a sufficiently pitiful object, but the girl
child fares even worse. The boy is often far less perverted
than he seems. His sins belong to his ignorance and his con-
dition, and drop away under an entire change of environment.
There is many a hard-working farmer in the West who began
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life as a New York street boy, fighting and stealing, his hand
against every man, and who dates back all present good to the
day when an agent of the Children’s Aid Society coaxed him
into one of their Lodging-Houses. 1

For the girl there is less chance in every way. She develops
in mind and body earlier than the boy, and runs dangers from
which he is free. If there is any trace of beauty, she is
watched by the keepers of infamous houses, who tell her what
fortune awaits her if she trusts to them. Lodged since birth
in crowded tenement-houses or in cellars, herded with dirty
people of all ages and both sexes, she has no instinet of purity
to defend her.

Why girls should be less susceptlble of reformation it is
bard to say, save that the special sins to which they are liable
are weakening to both brain and body, and thus moral fibre is
lacking in greater degree than with the boy. For both alike it
is prevention that is demanded. Possibilities for good lie be-
neath the most apparently hopeless exterior, and decent food,
physical training and development, and severe yet kindly disci-
pline, will go far toward calling out the man. Tradition saddles
the girl with a weight from the beginning, in making her carry
the penalty of her sins as no man is ever forced to do. Her past
is held up against her as his almost never is, and she feels herself
handicapped in the very beginning of such struggle as she may
make. The largest charity, the wisest, tenderest dealing, are
necessary for this class, and with these it is soon shown that
the difference is often imaginary rather than real, and that for
both new life is fully possible. -

Now and then a woman, herself in the depths.of poverty
and struggle, comes to the rescue of some child. Old Marga-
ret on “Dutch Hill” was one of these. Owning a shanty, in
the spot where she had squatted on some rich man’s land, she
lived with her pigs and cats and goats in one room, trailing
about through the day with her swill-cans and the little wagon
drawn by two dogs. In one of her expeditions she saw a child
hardly five years old sitting on a pile of refuse and eating a

crust picked from the gutter. ) Clear, dark-blue eyes looked out
10
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from the mat of tangled hair, and when the crust was eaten
the child broke into singing a foul song taught by some boy,
* and so fmghtful on the childish hps that even old Margaret’s
-soul was stirred.
“For the love o’ God!” she cried. “Where do you belong,
an’ why has folks left you here on an ash-heap #”

“She don’t belong nowhere,” a boy made
answer. “She sleeps with me in a hay-barge,
or under them steps, an’
there ain’t nobody that
knows zac’'ly whose she
is.”

“Then she’s mine,”
said old Margaret. “You
* come with me, me pretty,
an’ you shall play with
the dogs an’ have all the

supper you want.”
0 The child danced for-
ward, taking the offer in
perfect faith, but stopped
short.

“T belong to Dick,” she said. “What'll Dick do?”

“I know who the old woman is,” said Dick. “I’ll come an’
see ye. Go with her,” —and with a whoop Dick disappeared.

“What’s your name?” old Margaret asked. ¢ Wildfire,”
said the child, and no after-questioning brought out different
answer or made her willing to own to any other title. Wild-
fire she was, and she soon proved her right to the name, for a
more passicnate little sinner never bewildered the mind of man.
But old Margaret had no heart to beat her, as is the manner of
her kind. She cried instead, and with the first tear the spirit
of mischief was extinguished, and the child dissolved in tears
herself. She clung to the old woman with passion. No hard-
ship or neglect had been sufficient to kill her ardent little na-
ture, and she loved dog and cat and pig and petted every living
thing in her way. , She  mourned. for Dick, who failed to ap

GUTTER CHILDREN.
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pear, and who was lost to sight for weeks. At last on a rainy
evening he walked in and stood sheepishly while Wildfire flew
to his neck and hugged him with delight.

“T’ve been hangin’ round here,” he said, “cos I wanted to
see how you’d get on. Now I want you to go to school.”

“The thought that’s been on me own mind,” said old Mar-
garet. “But where?”

“Where but the East Side Industrial School,” said Dick
proudly. “T’ll take her there to-morrow if you say the word.”

“I'll take her meself ; ’t will have the best look,” said the
old woman, and the next morning she appeared at the school
and soon settled that her charge should come every day.

Probably no more troublesome pupil ever presented her-
self to teachers, well experienced in all forms of troublesome-
ness; but the child’s affectionate nature was always her
safety, and in time she came to represent some of the best
results of the work done there. She remained lawless save
for this. Wandering blood was in her, and she grew wild if
forced to remain more than a few hours within doors. But
she learned to sew and to care for the shanty, which under
her energetic hands grew neat and decent. She tried going
out to service, but no one understood her needs or could
tolerate her desires, and so she constantly drifted back to
those who had first befriended her. Dick in the meantime had
from newsboy turned to boatman, and, having begun as cabin-
boy on a coasting vessel, came at last to the post of boy-of-all-
work on a canal boat which lay in the Erie Basin in the
winter, and so afforded him opportunity to try other trades.

The shanty finally made way for buildings. The dogs
were sold, and old Margaret turned her attention to ragpick-
ing. Wildfire, grown a tall girl, with the same dark-blue hon-
est eyes, helped her sort rags when they were not too dirty,
and took in washing or did odd jobs as her share of the work,
till one day, when Dick—now a tall fellow of twenty —
appeared in the tenement-house where they had two rooms, and
without waste of time told both that he had been promoted
and was ready to marry.
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“Shure I'm too old,” said old Margaret with a twinkle.
It must be some one else you’re meanin’.”

“Right you are,” said Dick calmly. “Tis some one else,
an’ there she stands. It’s Wildfire I want, an’ no other,” and
Wildfire rushed to him as she had done long ago, and cried for
joy that he really wanted her. :

“So they were married and lived happy ever after,” is thus
far true. Dick is captain of a canal boat. His wife finds the
life sufficiently full of excitement, and any one who knows the
Erie Basin knows what resources it possesses, and will be
certain that occupation will never be wanting.

There is hardly onme of the little
lives that have no other home than the !
street that would not make a strange l‘%
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A GANG OF DOCK RATS
BASKING IN THE SUN-
SHINE.

record for these pages, and hardly one that under right con-
ditions does not show itself full of possibility.

The story of Jack and a “Daybreak” boy known as
“Buster” illustrates a loyalty and devotion seldom equaled
wm any walk of life. It was a beautiful face that looked up
from the hospital bed ; a face that any mother might be proud
to call her boy’s,— gray eyes, large and full of expression,
with lashes a girl would envy, clear-cut features, and a head
full of promise. Jack belonged in Cherry Street. There were
many reasons why hefound it the best spot. That he was un-
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der-sized, pale, and with a look of sharp experience that is a part
ot the street-boy’s make-up, was owing to many things; poor
food or no food while he was growing, cigarettes and beer be-
fore he was eight years old, and generally all that he might
better never have known. He had graduated from Cherry
Street a year or two before, but had returned there on a quest
the nature of which I shall give in his own words, with
such translation of his method as may be necessary, for Jack
had two languages; one learned in night-school at the News-
boys’ Lodging-House; the other that to which he was born and
into which he fell from old habit. He lay flat on his back, his
leg in splints, and his side bandaged ; all of it the result of cer-
tain experiences to be recorded here. His eyes were singularly
honest, and he smiled like a baby as he looked confidently into
the hospital doctor’s face. The following is the story he had
ta: tell.
JAck’s Srory.

You wouldn’t believe it,— that’s the trouble. I’ve read
dime books and the story papers ever since I could read at all,
an’ there was never a thing stranger than what I know o’
many a one in Poverty Bay; yes, an’ anywhere youre a
mind to pick out. But if you tell it folks say, “Oh, he’s
Arawin’ it strong. He’s seein’ what he can make you swaller.”
Go down there for yerself, an’ you'll see you couldn’t make
up worse than there is. ‘

You see, me an’ the Buster was both kicked out into the
world about the same time. He wasn’t the Buster then, but
nothin’ but the smallest boy you ever did see, and his real name
was Dick. His aunt was the “ Queen o’ Cherry Street,” an’ she
could drink more stuff an’ not show it than any ten women
that went with her. His mother was killed in a mistake on
the other side o’ the hall. A man shot her that thought she
was another woman, an’ his father died of the trimmins* in the
station-house, where they’d taken him after pickin’ him up for
dead. He didn’t do nothin’ but drink any way, an’ he pawned

* Delirium Tremens.
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whatever there was to lay his hands on, down to the teapot.
So his aunt took Dick, an’ he slep’ along with the other lodgers,
an’ had what he could pick up to eat unless she happened to
think, an’ then she let him buy pie.

That was Dick, but he turned into the Buster, an’ that’s what
T'll call him now, so you'll know. My father was a ragpicker
on Baxter Street, an’ our house was 47; do you know it?
‘When you go in there’s a court an’ a hydrant in the middle, an’
out o’ that court opens seven doors as like as seven peas, an’
there’s seven rooms with the window alongside o’ the door, an’
so on all the way up the five stories. It’s all Eyetalian now,
an’ they’ve got big Eyetalian beds that hols six or seven easy,
an’ over them they slings hammocks an’ piles the children in,
an’ then fills up the floor, an’ so they make their rent an’ may
be more. :

‘We wasn’t so thick, and lucky, for my father wanted room
to tear round when he stopped pickin’ rags an’ had a drunk.
He’d smash everything he could reach, an’ my mother, who was
little an’ kind o’ delicate like, she’d hang everything high, so’s
be couldn’t get at it. He knocked her round awful, an’ one
night, when he come home a little worse than any one ever
seed him, he just kicked us both downstairs an’ broke her all to
smash, ribs an’ everything ; an’ then when he’d smashed up the
room too, he just sat down an’ cut his own throat awful, so
when they come to arrest him on account o’ my mother that
they had picked up an’ sent to Bellevue, there wasn’t nothin’ to
get but a stiff.*

I hung round a bit till I saw the ambulance, an’ then I made
sure they’d do somethin’ awful with me, an’ I cut. I made a
run for the river, because I allus liked it along the docks. You
could often pick up oranges an’ bananas, an’ many a time I've
licked molasses off the barrels. T'd often slep before in barges
an’ most anywhere, an’ so I knew a good place where there was
most always some bales o’ hay, an’ so I put for that. There
was lots o’ boxes an’ barrels piled up, an’ empty ones too; an’

* A corpse.
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way behind ’em, where they hadn’t looked for a good while,
was some big bales o’ hay.

It was rainin’, peltin’ straight down, an’ sleet with it, an’
awful cold.. I remember because Buster cried awful when I
found him. He wasn’t bigger'n a rat much, an’ when I come
pitchin’ along he made certain I was goin’ to turn h1m out.
There he was, you see, in my box, 1Y s
that I hadn’t never let on about, an’
he just snivel-
ed an’ turned
out an’ started
to run. So I
took him by
the scruff an’ I
says, “ Where
you goin’, an’
who are yon?”
an’ drew him
back by one o’
the legs o’ his
pants, that was
big enough for
six like him, an’ then he told me. He’d had so much lickir?
at home that he couldn’t stand up straight, an’ his aunt wanted
to lick him more because he couldn’t, an’ so he made up his
mind to run. Well, he'd slep’ in that box a good while, an’
the boys had fed him. He’d earned bits holdin’ a horse or
something like that, an’ he’d picked up odds an’ ends; but he
was most naked an’ hungry, an’ when he dried up his eyes
after a good cry, I says to him, “ We’ll go hunks, an’ whatever
I have you shall have the same.”

That’s the way Buster an’ me come to be pardners, but I ex-
pect we was both smaller than we thought we was, for we
couldn’t get much to do till a boy gave me his old blackin’ kit
an’ taught me to shine. So I did that when I got a chance, a1’
Buster sat round an’ adinired, an’ we did fust-rate an’ slep in
the box the whole winter.

STREET BOYS SLEEPING ON THE DOCEKS.
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In the spring we had to budge. They cleaned the dock
along where our box was, an’ we never got a place like it
again. But we had a pretty good one under some steps that
did for summer, an’ another boy named Liverpool went shares
with us. He was eleven, an’ we hung together awhile because
there wan’t no one else. He was English, an’ his father died
in hospital, an’ his mother was respectable an’ not fond o
drinkin’ or such. He went wanderin’ round on the docks in
Liverpool, an’ he heard ’em talkin’ about America an’ reckoned
it would be a good place to come to, so he begged captains to
take him for cabin-
boy till he found
one that didn’t so
much mind his
bein’ little.

Well that cap-
tain larruped him
the worst way, an’
just for cussedness ;
for Liverpool was
like a lamb for dis-
position, an’ you
couldn’t make him
mad unless he saw
somebody abused.
But he come
ashore all black an’ blue an’ raw, an’ no money, an’ not much
clothes but some cast-off ones a sailor give him, big enough
to wrap up-three of him. When they wore out, another give
him some more, an’ he looked like a walkin’ rag-bundle the
- whole o’ the time. It was him that got me to turn newsboy,
for he was picked up by a man that goes round among the
boys, an’ I went with him when it was settled that he was to
go to the West. They asked me to go too, but I hung on
bere. Seemed as if I must on account o’ Buster, for he didn’t
want to do much but loaf, an’ I had to have an eye to him.

I tried papers awhile an’ tried to make Buster take hold,

A DOCK RAT’S DAY NAP AFTER AN ALL-NIGHT TOUR.
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but it’s hard work whatever folks may think. It was for him,
anyhow, for he was sort o weakly. I learned to read an’
write in the school, an’ sometimes Buster would come awhile,

A FAVORITE PASTIME FOR DOCK RATS.

an’ he had a fine voice an’ he’d
3 . sing like anything. I kep’ think-
in’ 'd go West some time, an’ I tried to save a little, but couldn’t
very well. So that’s the way we did for a good while, an’ then
Buster turned “Daybreak Boy” an’ that broke me all up.
You don’t know what a Daybreak Boy is! It’s a whole gang
what steals from small craft below Hell Gate, an’ sell their
stealin’s for' whatever they get, which is mostly nothin’. They’re
all the same as dockrats, ‘only there ain’t'so many of ’em.
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Buster learned to swim an’ dive, an’ was near enough a dock-
rat anyhow, an’ then Buckshot Taylor kind o’ took to him,
an’ that was the worst thing that ever happened to him.

Buckshot Taylor got his name because he was chuck-full o’
buck-shot in his legs an’ back, an”his face was all bust up too.
He’d dive under a wharf and fasten one end of a wire rope to
one of the rafters. Then he'd sneak along on board a lead-
loaded schooner and fasten the end he’d carried with him to
whatever come handy. Somebody keeps watch all the time
while he does it. Then he drops it in the water when he gets
the chance, an’ down it goes out o’ sight. Then he dives again
an’ comes up under the wharf, an’ all he’s got to do then is to
draw it in, an’ a heavy bar will sell for three or may be even
four dollars.

‘Well, he took to the Buster, an’ soon he had him in
trainin’, an’ all I could do wouldn’t stop him. He liked the fun
of it, an’ he was so little he could sneak in anywheres an’’he
got to be a champion “Daybreak,” an’ that tickled him. Some-
times, to please me, he’d swear off awhile, but he couldn’t
stan’ it. Then I wanted him to go West, because he had to
be doin’ something, but he wouldn’t, an’ so I hung on waitin’
for him to get caught and sent up.

That’s just what happened. He was in the Reformatory
awhile, an’ there the boys taught him more deviltry than he’d
ever knowed, an’ he come out about as bad as they make ’em.
I knew just as much bad as he did, but I couldn’t stan’ it.
He could, an’ I dunno as it was his fault. He kept fond o’ me,
an’ I was fond o’ him, an’ so we sort o’ held together.

That went on for a good while; but three months ago I
lost him, an’ I’ve been lookin’ for him ever since. It was some
worse racket than ever he tried before that has kep’ him
hidin’. I got my eye on him once, but he was in a “run-way”
an’ slinked out o’ sight. He sent word he’d be sent up for life
if they caught him, an’ I mustn’t be seen with him. You
don’t know what a “run-way” is! This one where I saw him
is this way. Most o’ the lots on Cherry an’ Water an’ Hamil-
ton Streets have two houses built-on ’em, with a way between
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the two. Cherry an’ Hamilton Streets back up together, an’
there’s only three feet between ’em at the rear tenements.
Now if you’re chased on Cherry Street, all you've got to do is
to run up to the roof of the rear house an’ jump to the other,
go down the skylight, an’ there you are in Hamilton Street an’
can get off easy, while the policeman is comin’ round the
corner. The crooks have fixed it to suit themselves. They go
climbin’ round over roofs an’ fences till they’ve got it piain as
a map. Sometimes they hammer in blocks of wood for steps
an’ they don’t come out where the cops are expectin’ ’em.
There’s a hundred run-ways, an’ they knows ’em all.

I was awful worried over Buster. I know’d if he could only
get away he’d do well enough, an’ I planned to hire him to go
West an’ try it. They’d dyed his hair an’ made him all up dif-
ferent ; but I knew where he hung out, an’ so a week ago I went
in one night, bound to find him. The police had laid for a raid
that night, but I nor nobody knew it. Buster was there, sure
enough, an’ he was way down in the mouth. We talked awhile,
an’ he had about promised me he’d do as I wanted when the
woman in the next room gave the alarm. _

I don’t know how Buster ever took such a thing in his head,
but he did. He made for the roof, an’ I after him, an’ just as
we got there he drew on me. “Youmeant to give me away,
did you?” says he. “D—n you! Take that!” an’ he gave it
to me in the side. I pitched over, an’ down I went into the
run-way, an’ there they picked me up an’ brought me here.
He didn’t mean it, an’ he got away, an’ so I don’t care, an’ he
sent me word the other day that when I got well he’d go West
or anywhere I wanted. So you see it’s come out pretty good
after all, an’ I don’t mind lyin’ here because I go over it all in
my mind an’ it’s good as the the-a-ter to think they haven’t got
him an’ won’t. An’ when I get well, —

Jack’s voice had grown steadily weaker. “I’'m so tired,”
he went on. “TI think I'm goin’ to sleep. If” —and here he
looked up silently for a moment ; “If I ain’t goin’ to get well,
Buster’li go to the bad certain, for there ain’t nobody but me
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he’ll listen to. But I shall get well soon, an’ now I'll have a
sleep an’ thank you for comin’.”

“Will he get well?” I whispered to the nurse as we went
down the ward.

“ At first we thought he would,” she made answer. “ Now
it is doubtful, for there is something wrong internally. He
may live and he may go at any time,” and she turned away to
another patient.

A week later came this note from the nurse: —

““Jack asked to have you sent for yesterday, and when we said you were
out of town he begged for pencil and paper and made me promise to seal
his note up at once and let no one see it. It is inclosed herein, just as he
dropped it when the end came. We found him lying there quite dead, and
you will see a smile bright as an angel’s on his beautiful face when you come,
which must be at once if you want to see him before he is buried.”

On the scrap of paper within he had traced in staggering
letters, :

““Plese find Buster at 5

There it ended, nor hassany questioning yet revealed who it
was for whom he sold his life, — unwittingly, it is true, but
given no less fully and freely.
~ “QGreater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down
his life for his friend.”

No work in the great city so appeals to all that is just, all
that is generous in man,as the welfare of these street children,
and none yields larger reward. And yet the final word must be
that fifteen thousand homeless, hungry, cold, and naked child-
ren wander to-day in our streets, and as yet no agency has
been found that meets their need, and the hands that would
rescue are powerless. The city money jingles in Tammany
pockets, and the taxpayers heap up fortunes for Tammany poli-
ticians, while these thousands of little ones are outcasts ‘and
soon will be eriminals. :

The children of the slums are with us, born to inheritances
that tax evefy power good men and women can bring to bear
on them for their correction.  Hopeless as the outlook often
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seems, salvation for the future of the masses lies in these child-
~ ren. Not in a teaching which gives them merely the power
to grasp at the mass of sensational reading which fixes every
~wretched tendency and blights every seed of good, but in a
ractical training which shall give the boys trades and force
their restless hands and mischievous minds to occupations that
may ensure an honest living.
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HE brutal American is of the rarest. It is because New
York is less an American city than almost any other in
the United-States that the need for the “Society for the Pre-
vention of Cruelty to Children” was so sore. As the foreign
element increased, and every form of ignorance with it, drunk-
enness as well as natural brutality worked together. Women
no less than men were guilty of almost unspeakable crimes
toward helpless childhood, but no law then in existence allowed
of interference between parent and child. If screams resounded
through a tenement-house it was taken for granted that the
child deserved all it got and more; and if it were a case of
beating by drunken father or mother, the neighbors simply
counseled hiding, or, in extreme cases, running away.
So it went on till 1875. The frightful increase of brutality
to animals had resulted in the formation of the ¢ Society for

the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals,”—a step which was
(170)
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long opposed on the ground that it interfered with the right of
the individual to do what seemaed best with one’s own. By
this time, however, it had demonstrated its necessity, and
gained public respect and sympathy in a fashion that has never
ceased; but for the children there was neither help nor protec-
tion.

‘What began it? Open the door of the gallery of hundreds
of photographs, to be seen by all in the President’s room at
the headquarters of the Society, and heading the list on the
first leaf of the great frame is a child’s face. _

“That is Mary Ellen,” the attendant states, as if the name
explained itself as easily as if he had said “That is Victoria”
or ‘““The Princess of Wales.”

Yes, Mary Ellen began it, and this is how.

Late in 1874, on the top floor of a wretched tenement-
house in the Fourth Ward, a dying woman lay in the last
stages of consumption. With the horror of the very poor for
all hospitals she had refused to be taken to one, and lay therc
dying by inches and visited by the City Missionary, a woman
beloved by Protestant and Catholic alike.

“Is there anything I can do for you?” she questioned one
day, and the woman answered,

“My time is short, and it don’t make much difference for
me, but oh, can’t you do something for that poor little girl
next door? I can’t diein peace while they beat her so. She
screams so that some have tried to get at her, but she’s
always locked up. It’s her stepmother does it. Can’t some-
thing be done?”

“The missionary sent to the Police Station, and her story
was listened to with the respect she had earned, but the
Captain shook his head.

“You must furnish evidence of assault before we can
arrest,” he said. “Unless you can prove that an offense has
been committed, we can’t interfere, and all you know is only
hearsay.”

A series of visits to different benevolent societies charged
with the care of children brought the same reply from all.
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“If the child is legally brought to us under an order of

the Court, and is a proper subject, we will take it, otherwise
we cannot act in the matter.”

Hampered thus on every side she went next to several
well-known charitable gentlemen, and asked what could be
done. From each and all came the same reply,—“It is a
dangerous thing to interfere between parent and child. You
‘might get yourself into trouble if you did so, as parents are
proverbially the best guardians of their children.”

Day after day the piteous appeal of the dying woman Went
on: “I can’t die till something is done. The child is being
murdered by inches,” —till at last in desperation the mis-
sionary said: :

“I must make one more effort. There is one man in New
York who has never turned a deaf ear to the cry of the help-
less, and who has spent his life in just this work for the bene-
fit of unoffending animals. T will go to Henry Bergh.”

She went; and Mr. Bergh, who knew the force of law,
turned at once to his friend, the counsel for the society, Mr.
Elbridge T. Gerry. To interfere unless backed by the law
might mean death or something worse for the child, but after
much consultation Mr. Gerry decided that if there was no
law the time had certainly come when there must be one, and
that this should be made a test case. As he himself assumed
all responsibility a warrant was granted and the person of the
child secured. The hour for holding Court was near, and the
lawyer and officers alike looked dubiously at their tiny client;
a child of six, with matted hair, covered with filth, alive with
vermin, and her few rags insufficient to hide her starved and
beaten little body, a mass of livid bruises.

A blanket was brought, and the child rolled in it, and in
the officer’s arms the strange bundle was brought into court
followed by a curious throng, who wondered what the tall
and elegant counsel might have on his hands now. The case
was called, and Mr. Gerry, stepping forward, announced that
he was present with his client, and, unrolling the blanket,
placed the child on the table where all could see. A murmur
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of pity and indignation went up as the scared little thing
looked around in terror. A thousand witnesses could not
have spoken so forcibly as the one look that showed what life
had done for her thus far. The judge made small delay, and
the child was transferred temporarily to the custody of the
“Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals” till Mrs.
Wheeler, the missionary, herself decided to take her in charge.

As if by magic a flood of such cases poured in. The news
of the trial had spread through every court and alley, not only
in the Fourth Ward, but throughout all the poor quarters of
the city ; and an appalling list of outrages and abuses mounted
up. Mothers came to show bloodstained clubs and bent pokers
with which drunken fathers had assailed helpless little ones.
The children themselves, bruised, gashed, often maimed for
life, were brought in evidence. It was impossible for Mr.
Bergh or his aids, already overworked, to do justice even in
faint degree to the crowding claims, and very shortly followed
the creation and speedy incorporation of the “Society for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Children,” the first of its kind in the
world. '

One most notable feature of the work was its effect upon child
beggavy, these children having to a great extent disappeared
from the streets. Miserable little girls, compelled to sell flowers
at the doors of places of vile resort,—their business being often
a cover for vile practicés, no longer linger there night after
night. Every one who reads the daily papers will day after
day find therein reports of the cases prosecuted, and the details
of the rescue of hundreds of children from lives of pauperism
and crime. The shameful exhibition of little children in acro-
batic performances, dangerous to life and limb, has been wholly
suppressed, and Juvenile Opera Troupes, in which children of a
‘tender age are compelled, night after night, to lose their natu-
ral rest in order to put money into the pockets of avaricious
managers and thoughtless parents, have been broken up.

The year 1879 saw one of the most vital pieces of work ever
accomplished by this Society. For years previously an organ-

ized system had existed by which miserable little Italian child-
1 )
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ren were sold by their parents and relatives into a state of
bondage as bad’as, and in some features worse than, any phase
of slavery. Men known as “padroni” went to Italy, and
bought up little peasant children in troops, under pretence of
teaching them music. They were then shipped to America and
compelled to work in the streets and highways of the country
as wandering musicians and peddlers, while their entire earn-
ings were seized and squandered by the human brutes who
beat and tortured them till they dared not complain.

More helpless than others, because ignorant of English,
these children suffered on, till one who had picked up enough
to understand, heard that the Society existed, and with two of
his companions decided to appeal to the Italian Consul-Gen-
eral, and through him to the Society. The results were beyond
the wildest hopes of the forlorn little exiles, who were the last
to suffer under the shameful oppression of the first years of
Italian immigration.

Another engine potent for good was enlisted in the service
of the Society, its first use being in the Report for 1887. So
long as the few woodcuts given as portraits of the children
were the work of any artist on illustrated journals, the defend-
ants in special cases were always able to urge the plea,

“ Qh, the child never looked like that! The artist touched
up the sketch so as to make it as sensational as possible.”

Over and over again have the lawyers of the Tombs urged
this in behalf of their clients, and even at times moved the jury
to momentary conviction that they must be right. But with
the advent of the portable camera, and even before this ally of
the detective had reached such perfection, came the possibility
of showing things in their actual condition at the hour of ap-
peal or of transfer to the Society. The Report for 1887, with
its half dozen illustrative pictures, needs no other recommenda-
tion of its work. Cases as sad, and as full of shame and horror
that such evils could exist, are on the pages of each and all,
year after year giving glimpses of a life hardly credible in a
civilized community ; but seldom had such reality looked from
the printed page as faced one in the picture of little Antonia
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Cava, a seven-year-old child who for a year after the mother
had forsaken husband and children had been in the care of a
woman living in the “ Great Bend ” on Mulberry Street.

In this case an anonymous letter called the attention of the
Society to the case. The woman, whose husband kept a stale.
beer dive, drank, and
the two had spent their
drunken fury on the
child, who when found
was a wild-eyed crea-
ture shrinking in abject
terror from whoever
came near. She had
reason. Her hair was
matted with blood, and
her face, arms, and body
were covered with
wounds around which
the blood had dried and
1emained. A few rags
of clothing could not
hide the hideous bruises,
and yet a lovely face
was hidden under this ."‘i]l’”iﬂ\m Wﬂh i
mask of filth and clotted H,y" ) N[ i H] i)
blood. Transferred, as d“k[[ww_\;'(‘ 1
is the custom of the
Society, to those of her ol ALt wra. 4o
own faith, the Sisters s rescued by the Society’s officers, —Face cut, bruised,
ot 8t Dominick have and swollen by beatings from drunken parents.
good reason to be proud of this marvelous change, no greater,
however, than that encountered a little farther on.

Here is a boy barely ten years' old, whose left eye is
nearly destroyed, and whose ears have been partially torn from
his head by a drunken father, who at the same time threw the
eighteen-months baby across the room and beat his wife till
sne escaped and ran to the street for help.” This man, already
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on the Society’s books, was sentenced for one year, and the
Judge regretted that he could not order a hundred lashes in
addition.

Next follows a case numbered 23,891 in the Report: An
anonymous communication received by the Society stated that
a child of six years, living with her father and stepmother at
No. 403 East One Hundred and Twenty-first Street, was
inhumanly treated. An officer called at the apartments and
found Jennie Lewis, a tiny, frail child, six years of age, upon
her knees, brush in hand, scrubbing the floor, her face covered
with bruises. “Mamma has gone out walking,” she said,
“please go away, for if she comes back and finds I have lat
any one in she will beat me,” —and the little form shivercd
from fright. The officer tried to quiet her by assurances tbat
she should not be hurt. Her face and body were much dis-
colored and covered with bruises, and her emaciated arms were
patched with red spots from pinches. The child at last tcid
her sad story. She once had an own mother, but did not know
where she was now. Her “papa’s name was Mr. White, now,
but it used to be Mr. Lewis.” Her own mamma, who, she
added, “is dead, I guess,” was good to her, but this one beat
her and never let her go downstairs, and ¢ yesterday she tock
me by the hair and jammed my face on the floor,—that’s
why it looks so now;” and then with a frightened start she
added: “You must go now, or I will get beat again.”

Examination showed that the father had abandoned his
wife and taken the child, going off with another woman. The
child’s real mother, who had searched for her in anguish, knew
nothing of her whereabouts until the newspapers published
reports of the case as prosecuted by the Society, when, stili
hoping to find her child, she inquired at the Society’s office and
learned the whole truth.

The mother rejoiced as over one risen from the dead, and as
she proved honest and worthy the Society gave her the custody
of the child, — injured it may be for life in weakened body and
crushed spirit, but at least certain of love and care.

~ Turn now to the Gallery in the President’s room in the
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Society’s building at . wenty-third Street and Fourth Avenue.
Here is an arrangement like that of the Rogue’s Gallery at the
Police Headquarters ; and though it is impossible to give every
case, all the representative ones may be looked at in turn.
“Before and after ” is the order of the photographs, but often
there is no “ after ” save that brought by merciful death.

Here on a soap-box is
a picture of the body of
an eleven-months baby
starved to death by a
drunken mother. The
little frame is only a
skeleton, and the pitiful
face has a strange smile,
as if of triumph at escape. =
Near it is the figure of a |
seven-year-old child found |
far up town on the East h'
side, with her hands tied
with a bit of old ropeM
cutting into old sores. 'y
Body, head, and face were
covered with bruises and M
cuts, many of them fresh =3
and bleeding. This had
been done by a drunken PATRICK KIELEY— AGE 11.
father and stepmother, A o bt s b e s ot e
who had also nearly
starved her; and an indignant policeman on the beat had taken
the law into his own hands and arrested both without waiting
for any process. Both were convicted, and the child herself
recovered with that marvelous recuperative power of even the
most defrauded childhood, and looks out with happy eyes from
the photograph taken a few weeks later.

Farther on one encounters the photographs of two street
Arabs, brothers, John and Willie D—— two small beggars,
made so by their father, whose only object in life was dis-
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covered to be that of getting enough money to keep him in
lager beer. The boys were arrested and held for examination
until an investigation could be made of their home and sur-
roundings. Their father was found in the upper room of a
tenement-house where he had his “home,” if such it could be
called ; his wife dead, and a daughter of twelve years his only
housekeeper. The boys kept the family in food by their beg-
ging expedi-
tions, often
sleeping out
nights in
boxes or
hogsheads.
{ Neither ever
attended
school, nor
could they
read or
write. Beat-
en when they
failed to
beg enough,
the ragged

little fellows
3 plied their
“trade till res-
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JOHN AND WILLIE D . Committed to

Two boy tramps, brothers, as they appeared when arrested.
the care of

the Juvenile Asylum, where hundreds of their kind have
found refuge.

An officer of the Society, patrolling the streets in Harlem
for just such cases, found on one of the stormiest days of
winter a little child of ten, half naked and begging from
door to door with the old story of drunken parents, whe found
in his pitiful face their fund for drinking. It is a matter of
daily occurrence, yet the sadness is never less, for each case
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holds new forms of barbarity and outrage, and, accustomed as
the officers are to every phase of wrong that unhappy child-
hood can suffer, it is impossible to grow callous or indifferent.

Turning the leaves of this wonderful photographic record,
the beauty of many of the children is a constant surprise.
Especially is this true of the many English children brought
over in acrobatic troups, many of whom are as fair as those
far remote ancestors whom the good bishop looked upon as well-
nigh angels rather than captive Anglo-Saxons.

Americans are few till we come to older girls, and here the
saddest stories begin, for many have been rescued from lives of
shame to which they have often been sold by infamous parents
or relatives. Here are faces so fair that they might have come
from the highest ranks of .society, and each has its tale impos-
sible to give here. Some are now happy wives and mothers.
Others have yielded to care and for a time welcomed better
life, then, through sudden temptation, have fallen, often to be
called back again and again till lost to sight in the under world
in which a part of the great city dwells.

Take a day of the Society’s work as it goes on from hour to
hour before all who care to watch. Day and night alike
the doors stand open, for night is the time in which drunken-
ness most abounds, and with it the beatings and assaults that
give the Society its most frequent cause of interference.

Entering the great old-fashioned house, giving barely room
for all that must be done, we find the chief office or Bureau of
Reception in a small outer room, where several clerks are
at hand to receive applications or complaints, or inquiries as to
the welfare of cases already received and provided for. Here
come the patrols of the Society with street waifs driven out by
cruel parents, or the policemen who have interfered in cases of
special brutality. Here, too, is the telephone through which
sounds many a cry for help and demand for instant sending of
an officer of the Society, whose badge takes him safely into
the worst localities. Each case as it appears is registered
in the great books, and then handed over to the matron and at-
tendants in the temporary home where all are kept till the case
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is tried if necessary, or the child transferred to an asylum
or protectory.

Between forty and fifty can be housed and fed, for the
upper part of the building is fitted up with dormitories for
boys and girls, and a bedroom or two for special cases. There
is also a great wardrobe lined with shelves on which multitudes
of garments await wearers; dining-rooms, kitchen and laundry,
with play and sitting-rooms, all of spotless neatness. The rows
of snow-white little beds can hardly be matched by any other
hospital or asylum in all the long list, the matron seeming
‘to have a positive genius for cleanliness.

Day or night the usually half-starved child — for starvation
is part of the torture of
such lives till the Society
comes to the rescue—is
sure of a meal, — bread,
milk, and light food being
always in readiness.

Here, as eleven o’clock
strikes, is led in, stumbling
from weakness, and half

" blind from a deep cut over
the eye, a boy of ten.
There is a cut on his head
too, about which the hair
is matted, and bruises at
every point where a bruise
can show. ¢ Michael Nev-
== . ins)” recites the officer to
the waiting clerk. “Found
ona grating in Ann Street,
driven out by a drunken
father after a beating.

MICHAEL NEVINS — AGE 10. Father arrested and to an-

As rescued by the Socli)ety‘snog::lir:;a t‘}i:::xce bruised gwer to-morrow mormng

bz el cac i in the Tombs Court.”

Down go name, age, etc., and a door opens at the end
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of the partition and the matron takes the boy’s hand. A look
from her is sufficient.

“ Everything must be burned,” she exclaims. “He isalive.”

The “alive” means not the child, who truly seems half
dead, but the vermin that a moment’s inspection shows are
swarming all over the wretched little figure. :

“Sometimes it is possible to wash the clothing, but gener-
ally it goes at once into the furnace,” says the attendant, and
we follow for a moment and look into the bath-room, marble-
lined half way to the ceiling, with porcelain-lined tubs, not
a pipe concealed, and every precaution against either vermin or
possibility of contagion provided for perfectly. Often the head
must be shaved, and generally doused with larkspur tincture,
the only effectual destroyer of the pests for head and body.
One well-known druggist makes his contribution to the Society
in the form of gallons of larkspur, which is used with a freedom
born of long experience. :

~ Often this bath is the first the child has ever known, and,
as the casing of dirt dissolves, the little bodies show strangely
perfect and lovely, even with the hideous life that has been
titeirs from the beginning. But most frequently they are so
siarred and marred with such pitiable bruises, cuts, and sores, .
that the tenderest handling is required. Wounds are dressed,
biuises treated, and after as large a meal as is deemed good,
the child, stupefied with wonder at the whole process, and often
crying for joy, is put in one of the little white beds, and sleeps
such sleep as it has never known, waking incredulous to find
that food and warmth and comfort are not dreams but happy
realities.

Returning to the office when the processes just described
have been completed, we find that two little girls, abandoned
by a drunken mother and half starved, have just been brought
in. They are comfortably dressed and less dirty than would
b2 expected after two days in the streets; but the same pro-
cusses are necessary, and they disappear through the waiting
doorway, looking shyly up in the matron’s face.

As they pass within, a tall policeman,appears, bearing a
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two-years-old baby, mute from fear, and not only half naked,
but covered with bruises. Its mother is well known. Most
of her time is spent on the Island,—a drunken spree as soon
as she comes out from serving one sentence sending her back to
serve another. There were some older ones who care for the
smaller children, seven in all, but Ann had been specially active
this time and had beaten every child who did not have presence
of mind enough to escape, ending with the baby, whose pitiful
screams had drawn in the nearest policeman. He tells his
tale, and the baby passes in for its share in the blessedness the
others have found.

Unspeakable are many of the tales that one must hear.
Atrocious assaults occur of so gross a nature that it seems impos-
sible to credit the hideous details. One little thing of six is
brought up from a sailors’ boarding-house in the Fourth Ward,
a basement in which during her short years she has witnessed
nightly orgies of drunken women and sailors. She has inno-
cent blue eyes and a delicate face, but is a mass of filth neg-
lected from babyhood. An hour later she lies in a little white
bed, as fair a face as child could own, and smiles up at the
matron with a look so sweet that one marvels how such a lily
can have sprung from such a dung-heap. But it happens more
often than one would think, and the little lives grow into gentle
girlhood and in more than one case happy and prosperous after-
days, in which their own children bear no taint of the foulness
left behind. !

Still another class of cases are children arrested as they are
entering or leaving liquor-saloons to which they have been sent
to buy drink. The law providing for such cases was enacted
some years since, and makes it an indictable offense to sell
liquor in this way, but the proprietors of cheap saloons do it
persistently, asking no questions and taking their chances of
prosecution. Hundreds of children are employed in this way,
and many of them find their way at last to the Society.

This was the case with two or three brought in, and passed
on to the shelter of the Home till their cases could be decided.
From the Chinese quarter, where unspeakable outrage goes on,
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came one, a baby of three, the child of an Irishwoman and a
Chinaman, dressed in Chinese costume, and a subject of fierce
dispute in these unsavory regions, as the Chinaman wished to
send her to China,
and had planned to
do so when the Soci-
ety was notified and
interfered.

Some of these
waifs are as fierce
and wild as starved
dogs, but for the most
part they are silent,
scared, trembling lit-
tle wretches, covered
with bruises, know-
ing no argument but
the strap, and look-
ing with feeble inter-
est at the large col-
lection, at the Socie-
ty’s headquarters, of .
whips, knives, canes,
broomsticks, and all
the weapons employ-
ed in torture, many
of them still blood-stained or bent from the force of the blows
given. There they hang on the wall of the inner room, a per-
petual appeal to all who look, to aid in the work of rescue and
make such barbarity forevermore impossible. Face after face
comes up, each one an added protest against the misery it has
known. Here is little Nellie Brady, with hair.a painter would
gaze at with delight, found hungry and abandoned, wandering
in the streets. The gallery of photographs shows what one
day of care had brought about, and gives a face full of sweet-
ness and promise like hundreds of others in like case.

What has been the actually accomplished work of the Soci-
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NELLIE BRADY — AGE 7.
As found by the Society’s officers.
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ety ? During the sixteen years of its existence it has investi-
gated nearly 55,000 complaints, involving about 160,000 child-
ren. Of these complaints over 18,000 cases have been prose-
cuted ; over 17,500 convictions secured ; about 80,000 children
relieved and rescued; 7,500 sheltered, fed, and clothed in its
reception rooms, and upwards of 70,000 meals furnished.

n»u)
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NELLIE BRADY.
After a day in the Society’s care., Never claimed.

By its action and example 227 Societies have been organized
and are now in active operation throughout the world, working
in unison with it. It hasframed and secured the passage of laws
for the protection and preservation of children, which have
been copied and re-enacted not only throughout the United
States but in Europe. And it enforees those laws by the pros-
ecution of offenders with a vigor which has made it a terror to
every cruel brute. Its work never ceases by day or night, dur-
ing summer or winter.
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CHAPTER VIIL

MISSION WORK IN TOUGH PLACES—SEEKING TO SAVE—A
LEAF FROM THE EXPERIENCE OF AN -ALL-NIGHT MISSION-
ARY —RESCUE WORK IN THE SLUMS.

The Cremorne Mission— A Piteous Cry for Help — ‘‘Lock me up” — Mrs.
McAuley’s Prayer — A Convert from the Lowest Depths — Ragged Kitty,
the News Girl — Marks of a Mother’s Cruelty — ‘“ Let me out” — ‘1 Want
me Pat” — Distressing Scenes — ‘‘ Mashing” the Baby —Begging for
Shelter and Warmth— An All-Night Missionary’s Story — A Baxter Street
Audience — ** Roll, Jordan, Roll ! ” — Story of Welsh Jennie — A Mother’s
Love— *‘She is Dead ” — Seeking to Save — A Midnight Tour through
Dens of Vice and Misery — Horrible Sights — An Emblem of Purity in the
Midst of Vice— “It’s no Use! It’s no Use!”—‘ Don’t you Know me
Mother ? T am your Jennie” — Affecting Meeting of a Mother and her
Erring Daughter — Old Michael’s Story — Fifty-three Years in Prisons —
Taking the Last Chance.

€CIT'S life and death! Don’t stop me! Clear the way, I

I tell you, or there’ll be mischief done!”

Truly it looked liked it. The man’s face was flushed to a
dark red, and yet was curiously pale about the lips. Ie was
tall and powerful; a bullet head and heavy jaw, and long
strong arms that swung like flails as he ran wildly down the
street.

“It’s murder,” some one said, as with frightened eyes all
made way for the fleeing man. A policeman hastened his steps
as the fugitive rounded the corner into Thirty-second Street,
for the first rush had been down Seventh Avenue from one of
the high tenement-houses not far away. The broad doors of
the Cremorne Mission swung open the instant the man reached
them as if some one behind them had felt the rush and
answered the cry of a need unknown as yet, but of the sorest.

“Lock me up!” he cried, as the doors swiftly closed behind

him, and he fell limp and breathless on one of the long benches.
(185)
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“TLock me up! You promised to help me. Help me now or
I'm gone. It’s on me, I tell you. Pm going mad if I ain’t
helped.”

ENTRANCE TO THE CREMORNE MISSION.

Frank, to whom this appeal was addressed, was the faith-
ful man in charge of the Cremorne Mission rooms, and was
himself a convert from the lowest depths. He had been a
drunken sailor, dragged into the Water Street Mission by a
friend, and to his own intense and always fresh surprise was
converted before the evening ended. The most secret cranny
of a drunkard’s mind was an open boak to him. He knew
every possibility and phase of this and of every other malady
of soul that could possibly be brought before the Mission, and
hLe regarded each fresh case as another chance for him to bear
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witness to the power of the work he had chosen as his own.
His serious eyes and firm-set jaw testified to power enough for
every emergency. He said little, but somehow the worst
cases submitted to him and followed his directions implicitly.
He nodded once or twice in answer to the appeal, then took
the trembling man by the arm and led him toward the stair-
way at the back of the Mission, leading to a room above.

“She’ll see to you,” he said, as a door was reached, and he
pushed the shuddering figure before him. “Stop your wor-
ryin’, an’ Jesus an’ all of us will pull you through.”

The policeman had reached the door and put his head in
with an interrogative look.

“It’s all right,” called back Frank, who shut the door at
the foot of the stairs and shot the bolt. “It’s a feller with
the trimmins comin’ on, an’ he wants to be looked out for.
Not comin’ on either. It’s the craze to get a drink into him,
an’ the fear he’ll break his promise an’ cave in. Go ’long;
it’s all right,—youw’re not needed for that kind o’ thing.”

'The fugitive, with as deadly a terror upon him as any who
in an older day fled toward the éities of refuge, had thrown
himself on the floor, and beside him knelt 4 woman whose face
and voice carried with them a power that stilled the most
turbulent and tempest-tossed spirit. He caught at her dress
and held it with the clutch of a drowning man.

“God!” he said. “It’s the devil’s own fire inside of me.
You don’t know how it feels. I’ll have to go.”

“No you won’t,” said Mrs. McAuley in a quiet but firm
voice. ‘“Here comes Frank. Now, drink this, and you will
not mind so much.”

Wise woman. Frank was there with a cup of steaming-
hot, strong coffee, made on the instant, in his little office be-
low. He knew what would steady the quivering nerves so
accustomed to the pull of alcohol upon them that only the
strongest substitute would make any impression. The patient
was O’Rafferty, a convert of only a few months’ standing; a
man who had been the terror of the ward, and whose first
coming into the Mission had been to threaten another man
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with a licking for daring to do the same thing. Time and
again he had been “sent up” to Blackwell’s Island for count-
less offences committed in drunken sprecs. - Every boy in the

xS ward knew his name, and all
had watched to see how his
new craze would turn, and how
long he would hold out.
Night after night he had risen
in the old Mission in Water
Street with anxious look and
knitted brow.

“Lord, if I shouldn’t hold
out, what a disgrace on the
THE READING DESK IN THE CREMORNE Lord JOS“S and the Who}e

o e Mission,” had been his forra

of prayer. “DPray for me,

friends, that I needn’t fall away, for I'll be like to cut me
throat if I do.”

“There’ll be no need o’ anything as strong as that,” Hag-
gerty once said with a little twinkle, in reply to O’Rafferty’s
despondent prayer. Ilaggerty, who knew every phase of
drunkenness, had also been converted in the old Water
Street Mission, and chose to stay there and work in the same
fashion that Frank did at the Cremorne. Now and then he
called at the Cremorne to see his old friends and ask, “ What
cheer?” He had dropped in that very morning, and, recog-
nizing O’Rafferty, he said with cheery yet earnest voice, “The
Lord Jesus is plenty powerful enough to hold you stiddy.
Stop frettin’, and just take it for granted youwll be kept
straight. That’s the way it was with me. You've got to
trust, an’ then the devil can’t get nigh youn.”

This time the devil was nearer than at any time since the
trial began. Frank watched his excited charge closely and
knelt down beside him as Mrs. McAuley prayed for peace and
deliverance to come to this poor tempted soul; and then he
led him to an upper room and pointed to the bed which had
held many another in like condition.
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“Don’t let me out whatever I may say,” the man begged,
and Frank nodded encouragingly.

“Don’t you fret. We're goin’ to pull you through.”

“It’s a pretty fair day,” Frank said to himself as he closed
the door behind him and descended to the floor below, where
Mrs. McAuley was facing three women, one of them dressed
in the extreme of fashion, and with all the makeup of an
experienced actress. ‘“Only eleven o’clock, an’ three hard ones
in already,” he said to Mrs. McAuley. “It’ll be a good day
Pm thinkin’.”

“ A good day for Frank is the one that gives him the most
to do,” Mrs. McAuley said to the women with a smile. “But
that’s so for all of us. Now, tell me just what you want and
T’ll see what we can do for you.”

“J want you to stop interfering with my girls,” the painted
woman said. The
other two looked at
her a little fear-
fully. They were
all of the same
profession, but the
speaker was prac-
tically at the head
in the house which
harbored them and
which had been
many times raided
by the police. It
is because women
here - lure other
women to destruc-
tion, and no one
has yet found a
way to ‘check such
traffic, that the Water Street Mission has come to the rescue
of a region supposed to need such assistance in far less

degree. Drunken sailors are fewer here than in and about
12

DRINKING FOUNTAIN ERECTED TO THE MEMORY OF
JERRY M°AULEY NEAR THE CREMORNE MISSION.
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Water Street, it is true, but every other order of erime is
represented, the pettier sorts predominating. DBut the fearful
life led by these women could not by any possibility be
classed under the head of petty crimes. Their errand to
the Mission had not been suspected. There was sorrow and
also deep indignation in Mrs. McAuley’s face as she turned to
reply, but ere the words could be spoken the woman went on.

“You've taken away three of my best girls that I was
always a mother to, and you may ask them if I wasn’t. Dve
done you no harm. Let me and my house alone, for there’s
plenty in it more respectable than you was once.”

“She’s crazy,” said one of the other women apprehensively.
“She would come, but there’s no sense in such asking. What
I've come for is to find out about Lena that you took in here
last month. Her folks have searched her out and want to
take her back home, and they were ashamed to come here for
fier.”

“They’ll have to get over it then,” said Mrs. McAuley
after a moment’s look at the crafty face studying her’s as
intently. She knew the trick. Two or three girls who had
taken refuge in the Mission had in the very beginning of their
new life been taken out on this plea. “You'll have to try
some other way. I'm pretty well used to this one,” Mrs.
McAuley went on with a smile; and Frank, who had lingered
near, watched the trio out and shook his fist af’cer the retreat-
ing figures.

“God forgive me,” he said ; “but them’s the kind I could
most strangle with me own hands till they promised to let
other women alone. T’ll have another look at O’Rafferty up
stairs. He was dangerous when he come in, but he’ll be pulled
through.”

At this moment a child, impish, skinny, tearful and ragged,
entered the doorway and rushed toward Mrs. McAuley.

“See,” was all she said ; but the black-and-blue bruises on
her lean little arms told the story more powerfully than words.

“See,” she said again as she thrust out a stockingless leg on
which were more black-and-blue marks. I wants to stay here
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till me mother’s out o’ her drinkin’ fit. I sold me papers good.
All the boys helps me. There isn’t wan round the station
doesn’t give me a chance, an’ I'd twinty cints o’ me own, ans’
me mother took it all for drink, an’ thin basted me whin I
snatched an’ got back a penny. I give Tim the money for me
papers to-night, but what’ll I.do if me mother comes after it?
Please let me stay here a while.”

“Stay and welcome, you poor little soul,” said Frank, and
then made a rush up the stairs as he heard the sound of vigor-
ous kicks on the door of the little room in which he had left
O’Rafferty. ]

“Easy now !” he shouted. “ What are you up to in there ?
Easy now! Easy now!”

“Let me out! For the love 0’ God let me out,” came back
the answer with a roar like that of a wild beast. “I tell you
1l do murder if I’'m not let out. Oh, no, for the love o’ God
don’t let me out.”

The roar changed to a cry. There were sobs and groans
within, and Frank’s own eyes were not dry.

“Poor soul,” he answered. “I’'m here. T’ll stay a bit with
you, O’Rafferty. You shan’t be let go, to get into worse
_ trouble.”

He listened a little. The sobs lessened. O’Rafferty was on
his knees, praying in an agony, and outside the door Frank
answered him:—“Lord Jesus, that holds up all them as is
nigh fallin’, and did it to Peter on the water, hold up this
soul and never let go till he’s inside the kingdom. Amen,
Amen.”

Downstairs again he ran, for another call had come from
below ; a voluble Irishwoman, half drunk and wholly dirty and
foul, had come straight from the police court, where she had
been fined five dollars after a night in the cells.

“I want me Pat!” she cried, with maudlin tears,— “me Pat
that ye tuk from me an’ turned agin his own mother that bore
him. - He’ll not see me put upon and made the spoort o’ all.
‘Where’s me Pat? Answer me that now, or it’ll be the worse
for ye, murtherin’ turncoats ivery wan o’ ye.”
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It was Frank’s business to quiet her, and he succeeded at
last in getting her away, watched by the little news-girl, who
"had curled down on one of the seats and was enjoying the
warmth and the sense of shelter and protection. Meantime a
woman who had entered silently dropped on her knees and
prayed for a moment, then rose. and looked apologetically at
Frank.

“T can’t help it,” she said; “I'm too used to goin’ into a
church to do me prayin’, not to miss it a bit sometimes, an’
this is nearer church than anything I know. Do you think it’s
wicked ?”

“T’ll not be sayin’,” Frank returned. ‘But I will say you
mustn’t turn your prayin’ into idolatry an’ think it’s any better
than down on your knees in your own room an’ none to see nor
hear. Here’s this Kitty, the news-girl, again, black-an’-blue
from her mother’s beatin’. You're in the same house with ’em.
Can’t you keep a kind of an eye to her an’ save a rap or two
maybe? It’s hard on the young one, and she the bread-winner
for herself, let alone the little baby at home.”

“The baby’s most through with its troubles,” the woman
returned. “Its mother mashed it worse last night, rollin’ on it,
and I doubt but that she might be tuk up for it. It would be
a good thing for the whole house if she was.”

Kitty burst into tears and made toward the door, pushing
away Frank’s detaining hand.

“It’s me own fault,” she sobbed. “I might ’a’ known me
mother’d mash him. T wisht she’d mashed me instead of the
baby. I want to get him an’ bring him here.”

The woman turned with her, and nodded reassuringly
to Frank, saying as she passed out, “I'll have an eye to all
of ’em.” :

Their places were filled by a girl whose face was red with
weeping, and who, with one scared look at Frank, flew up the
stairs and almost threw herself upon Mrs. McAuley.

“I didn’t. go away from the Mission of my own will,”
she said. “They watched for me, and Willy was there, and he
asked me just for his sake to come and have dinner with them,
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and then —and then,— You don’t believe me. You don’t
trust me. Oh, what shall I do? What will become of me!”

She threw herself down in a passion of weeping, clenching
her hands as the sobs threatened to become hysterics.

“Let me tell you all,” she cried. “I never told you the
whole. If T do that, then perhaps you will believe me.”

Let us leave
her with Mrs.
McAuley’s ten-
der eyes bent
upon her, her |
gentle voice bid-
ding the girl
take comfort.

Such story as |yl Elowoer or THE_WATER ST MISSIONEE]’TT&?Z
hers cannot |RVAL Elouoer or THe- CREMORNE PISSION Jax 1852

/ i S60D BE-MERCIFUL TOME-A-
have TOOm here’ 1S FIRST- PRAYER -WAS "GOl BEJV\
SINNER' .IS LASTWORDS WERE"IT TSALLE RIGHT”

though indeed |}
it might well be [
told for every <
girl who turns

» i BRONZE TABLET TO THE MEMORY OF JERRY MCAULEY ON
with 10ng 1ng THE WALL OF THE CREMORNE MISSION ROOM.
toward the

great unknown city, and pines to escape from the irksomeness
of country life. We cannot even follow the Mission through
its day. From early morning till late night its doors are open
and sad souls tell their tale and beg for shelter, for sympathy,
for aid, and not one of them goes away unanswered.

The night mission work of Mr. H. B. Gibbud among the
very lowest outcasts in tenement-house districts is typical of
the work now carried on by the Florence Night Mission. The
following incident in his experience illustrates one phase of the
work performed by these all-night missionaries. He says:—

My congregation was a motley crowd assembled in a small
second-story room on Baxter Street, in one of the lowest
sections of New York. The audicnce was gathered from
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neighboring alleys, narrow streets, saloons, dance-halls, and
dives. Jews, Gentiles, olive-skinned Italians, and almond-eyed
Chinamen, sat side by side. Sailors were in the majority.
Dissolute women, both white and black, and a few loafers who
had found the corner chilly on that bitterly cold night, gath-
ered round the stove. A scattering of beggars and tramps
sought refuge from the wintry blast. Several boys and girls,
attracted by the singing, helped to fill the room.

Among the notables present was “ London,” the leader of a
gang of thieves, whose friendship I had won and who helped
to keep order. Poor fellow, he was murdered in front of the
Tombs prison not long after. There was “Lame William,”
a shiftless, drunken fellow, who had helped us to rescue a girl
from the slums. He was afterwards led to Christ and became
a sober, earnest Christian worker. There was “One-Eyed
Tommy,” who was an expert in his line of business, which was
to find intoxicated men on the -Bowery, lead them around
to “Bottle Alley” or the “Flat Iron,” and there rob them
of their money and strip them of their clothes. Business must
have been slack, for he was quite sober and looked as plous as
it was possible for a one-eyed man to look.

Among the female portion of the audience was a small
colored girl of local repute as a fighter. When drunk and in a
fighting mood she became the terror of the neighborhood. She
had been nicknamed “Roll Jordan” because of her fondness
for the refrain of that name. 'When she was drunk, in spite of
all T could do, she would sing in a loud shrill voice,—

¢ Dar am no hippercrites
In de heaben ob my Lor,
Oh how I longs ter go !
Judgment, Judgment,

Judgment day am a rollin’ along
Oh how I longs ter go!”

And then all would join in the chorus,

‘“ Roll, Jordan, roll,
Roll, Jordan, roll,
I wants ter go to heaben when I dies
Ter hear ole Jordan roil.”
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Then there was the “ Midget,” with innocent, doll-like face,
and others of less notoriety. _

The room was well filled, so I brought the song service to a
close and was about to read the Scripture, when the discordant
sounds of an approaching street band caused the audience to
rise en masse and rush down the stairs, leaving me alone save
one or two tramps whose deep slumbers could not by any
possibility have been disturbed. It wasa common occurrence
for my audience to leave -without ceremony. A dog-fight or
any disturbance on the street would empty the room imme-
diately.

I was obliged to go out again and “compel them to come
in.”  'When order was restored I read the story of the Prodigal
Son. All listened quietly, and I was only interrupted by the
stertorous snores of the sleepers, and by the yells and cat-calls
of street boys who persistently hooted at the door.  The story
was familiar to many, some of whom had literally left good
homes, gone into a far country, spent their substance in riotous
living, and had arrived at the pig-pen point of the journey ;
and my prayer was that some might arise and come back te
their Father.

I was urging them to do this when a woman entered and
crouched near the door. My attention was drawn to her at
once,—she was such a wreck. - Though not over twenty she
looked forty. TRagged, dirty, bruised, and bloated, she had
hardly the semblance of a woman. I told for her benefit the
story of the Scotch lassie who had wandered away from home,
and of her return and welcome by a loving mother. I ended
by saying, “ There are those here to-night who have a loving
mother still praying for them.” This shot at a venture struck
Lhome. Her lips quivered; tears ran down her cheeks. She
was the first to come forward for prayers. She told me
between her sobs that she was the only daughter of a praying
mother, then living in another part of the city. She had erred
in the choice of her company, and an elder brother in anger
had put her out of the house, threatening to kill her if she
returned to disgrace the family. Driven from home she
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gradually sank from one level to another until she became an
outcast on the street. For five years she had neither seen a
relative nor heard from home. I urged her to return, but she
hesitated, doubting her welcome. I promised to visit her
mother and plead for her, and the girl finally promised to be
at the meeting the next night.

The next day I visited her mother. She was a Welsh
woman, sixty years of age, living on the top floor of a cheap
tenement-house. She had been a Christian for many years.
After conversing with her on other matters I cautiously in-
quired if she had a daughter named Jennie, and was surprised
when she calmly answered “No.” I told her 1T had been
informed that she had.

“Well, I once had a daughter by that name,” she slowly
said; “but she is dead.”

“Are you quite sure ?”

“Yes. At least I think sheis. Yes, I am sure she is. We
have not heard from her in five years. Then we heard she
was dead.”

I told her she was still alive and anxious to return home.
The mother’s love returned. In great agitation and with tears
streaming down her face she exclaimed: —

“Tell her she is welcome. Oh, find her and bring her to me,
and all shall be forgiven. For God’s sake do not disappoint
me. It will kill me if you do.”

I promised to bring Jennie home without fail. But that
night she was not at the meeting. In vain I searched all the
haunts of vice in the neighborhood, but found no trace of her.

In one of the saloons I met an acquaintance,—a young
prize-fighter. He had drifted into the mission room one night
and had disturbed the meeting so much that in sheer despera-
tion I suddenly seized him by the collar and bounced him
through the door with such quick despatch that it had won his
profound admiration and warm friendship. I told him the
object of my search. He said that Jennie was probably in some
stale-beer “dive,” adding that stale-beer dives were under-
ground cellars or small rooms: kept by Italians, where liquor
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was sold at one cent per pint, and where the most degraded
wretches of both sexes often gathered for a night’s lodging for
which they paid two or three cents cach. .

He volunteered to pilot me and help to search for her. It
was near midnight, and the thought of venturing into such dens

A TENEMENT-HOUSE BACKYARD IN THE ITALIAN QUARTER.

was not pleasant. But the promise to Jennie’s mother decided
me, and I said, “Lead on, I'll follow.”

“Well, mishener (missionary),” he said, as we went along,
“I ain’t much stuck on religion. Yer see I didn’t have no
mother to religious me an’ I guess that’s the reason. But I’d
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help any one out of them dives. I ain’t religious like, yer
understand? Yer can’t be religious an’ fight, can yer? Well,
that’s how I makes my eat. No fight, no eat, see? So its
either eat or religion, an’ as I takes naterally to eat an’ don’t
to religion, I eats an’ fights an’ fights an’ eats. See? I may
reform some day an’ git religion. I hain’t got nothin’ agin it
nohow.”

We walked rapidly through a narrow dark street; then.

turned into a long alleyway leading into an area or back yard,
in which stood a typical rear tenement-house. We entered and
climbed up the rickety stairs. My guide unceremoniously
pushed open a door, and we found ourselves in a room dimly
lighted by a peddler s lamp. The English language cannot
describe the scene before us. The room was crowded with men
and women of the most degraded type. Misery, rags, filth, and
vermin were on every side, and above all arose a stench so ut-
terly vile that, the nostrils once assailed, it could never be forgot-
ten. All were more or less intoxicated and stared idiotically at
us. A quick survey was all I could stand; the stench and sights
were so horrible I beat a hasty retreat and was about to return
to the street, when the fighter informed me that there were six
other places of like character in that one house. 1le then led
me downstairs into an underground room, the floor of which
was bare ground ; the walls were covered with green slime, and
water was dripping from the ceiling. Yet crowded into this
hole and huddled together were fifteen men and women.

As we entered, some one shouted, “What’s wanted?” “A
girl named Jinny,” said the fighter. As he said this a young
girl started up, but was knocked back by a big ruffian who
rushed forward, cursing fearfully and asking ¢ What’s wanted
with the girl?” As he advanced in a threatening manner and
seemed about to annihilate me, I felt like withdrawing. But
when he had nearly reached us the fighter struck out, knocking
the brute over several others into the corner, where he lay rub-
bing his head. The fighter, satisfying himself that Jenny was
not there, quietly withdrew.

We visited several other places, and finally one worse than
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all, kept by an Italian hag named Rosa. We entered a hall
and stumbled over several sleepers who lay on the floor too
drunk to notice our stepping on them. Propped up on either
side along the walls were men and women dead drunk or fast
asleep. A dim light shone through the alley and into the hall
from the street lamp, and by crouching down we soon ascer-
tained that Jennie was not there. “We will go into this room
if we kin git in,” said my guide as-he banged away at a door
at the farther end of the hall. “Yer see de old gal, when dey
gits full an’ can’t set up an’ spend money, chucks ’em out into
de hall an’ pulls de knob of de door in so dey can’t git back
agin.”

Sure enough the knob was in, and it took several vigorous
raps to get a response from within. At last the door was
cautiously opened by old Rosa, and the fighter pushed his
way in.

The place was crowded. Our advent caused a flutter and
muttered comment among those sober enough to notice us.
Some tried to escape, taking us for detectives. Others said,
“It’s the Doctor, don’t be afraid.” I had a kind word for
them all ; the fighter, too, reassured them, and confidence was
in a measure restored. While he was searching for Jennie, I
looked around.

The room was filled with the hardest, filthiest set of men
and women I had ever seen. Many were nearly naked.
Bloated faces were cut and swollen, and eyes blackened, while
on the neck, hands, and other exposed parts of the body could
be seen on many, great festering sores. Vermin large enough
to be seen with the naked eye abounded.

Boards placed on the top of beer-kegs made seats. Under
these, piled in like sacks of salt, were those who had become
too drunk to sit up. Others occupied the seats and dangled
their feet in the faces of those underneath, often stepping with
drunken tread on some upturned face. In one corner of the
room was a bed made from dry-goods boxes, covered with an
old mattress and rags. On this were lying two little Italian
children. ~Their innocent faces were in strong contrast to
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those of the bloated, blear-eyed ecrowd. On the mantelpiece a
candle burned, shedding a ghastly light on the awful scene.
On the foul wall hung a picture of St. Roco, who, Rosa the
dive keeper said, was “a gooda saint in Eetally.”

ITALIAN GARBAGE WOMEN ON MULBERRY STREET.

The plaster had fallen from the walls in several places, and
the lathing had been removed to be used for fuel. This gave
the room a skeleton-like appearance. An old stove set out
from the fireplace was red hot. A man lying on a bench in
front, of it turned over, and in his drunken sleep threw his leg,
which was bare, right on the stove. My attention was called
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that way by the smell of burning flesh. The poor wretch was
too drunk to notice it. I pushed his leg off, but not till it had
been badly burned.

In the fireplace behind the stove four or five men had been
thrown in a heap to sleep off their intoxication. In a small
cupboard two men were crowded. In one corner, near the
ceiling, was a coop containing a rooster and a hen, who were
eking out a miserable existence. In a small birdcage, a white
dove, the emblem of purity, looked down upon all that was im-
pure. On the floor were piles of rags brought in from the ash-
barrels of the street. The stench arising from these was sick-
ening. Some of these rags had been washed and hung on
lines across the room, and were still dripping. As the fighter
bent over searching for Jennie, the drops fell on his neck and
for a moment took away all the religious feeling he had.

I entered into conversation with the keeper. Her face was
wrinkled, and her piercing, black, snaky eyes shone like beads.
She looked the very incarnation of ugliness and had shown her
temper by striking an old gray-haired woman full in the face
with a bunch of keys, just after we entered. Rosa’s knowledge
of English was limited ; but she enabled me to understand that
her husband “ picka de rag, my sonna he playa de harpa, makea
muse,” while her daughter ¢ keppa peanutta stand an’ sella
banan.” The one aim of the family was ¢ to getta rich and go
backa to Eetally.” :

In the mean time the fighter had been pulling out sleepers
from under the seats and scanning their faces. At last, crouch-
ing in a corner among the filth, was found the child of many
prayers. Aroused from her stupor I found the spirit of the
previous evening had fled. In vain I pleaded with her to re-
turn home, and earnestly spoke of her gray-haired mother so
anxiously waiting her return, willing to forgive all. But she
would not go, making the excuse that “she had no shoes,” hers
having been stolen while she slept. The fighter went out and
soon returned with an old worn-out pair he had begged, bor-
rowed, or stolen. Still she refused to go. A policeman who
had meantime stepped in to see what was going on and had
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listened to my appeal now joined us in urging her to go home.
He said, “ You had better go; you know if you stay around
here likely as not I'll be ordering the dead-wagon for you, and
you’ll be carted off and dumped in the Morgue and buried in

Potters’ Field.” This had no effect. Finally, losing patience,

he gave her a poke with his club, saying, “Get out o’ here.
You've got a good chance. If you don’t take it I'll club the
life out o’ you if I ever catch you on my beat again.”

Once on the street she became more tractable but more de-

spondent, saying, “It’s no use; it’s no use.”

The fighter, who had become intensely interested, ex-
claimed : “What yer want to do is to brace up an’ go home an’
do de straight thing. Don’t give in. You’ll get along. Don’t
it say, mishener, that de Lord will percure? I ain’t religious
much meself, but I think it does. For when I was a doin’ ten
days on de island a lady gave me a track that said something
like that on it.” v

At length, though very reluctantly, she consented to go
with us. She was in a terrible plight, being half naked and
‘covered with filth. We took her to the house of a Christian
woman who gave her a bath, combed her matted hair, and gave
her clothing. Then we started for her home, reaching there
about three o’clock. All was dark, but we groped our way to
the top of the house, to her mother’s door. The poor woman,
worn out with watching, had fallen asleep, but woke at our
rap. She told us to go into the front room. We did so. Jen-
nie had been weeping silently, but now, as the old familiar
pictures on the wall became visible by the dim light of the
candle, she began to sob aloud. The mother entered with a
lamp in her hand. She gave one glance at the girl, then
quickly stepped back, nearly dropping the lamp. ¢ That is not
my daughter,” she wildly cried. “ You have made a mistake.
No, no, that is not my Jennie. It can’t be.” She covered her

face with her hands and sank to the floor beneath the bur- '

den of her grief. “ Yes, mother, it is your Jennie, your poor,
lost Jennie. Don’t youknow me? There’s Willie’s picture, and
that’s Charlie’s,” she said, pointing to some photographs on the
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wall. “I am your Jennie. Oh, forgive me, mother, forgive
me.” With this cry for pardon she fell sobbing at her mother’s
feet.

I became interested in a picture at the other end of the
room. When I turned again, mother and daughter sat side by
side on the sofa, the black tresses of the daughter resting on the
silver white locks of the mother, and tears were rolling down
both faces. After a prayer we left. The fighter said, as we
reached the street, “ Two doses of this kind of biz would fix
me sure. D’d have to git religion if I starved. I think if I did
I’d be one of them what do yer call ’em, — Eve-angelists? T'd
hold meetins in de te-a-ters an’ git in all de boys and
toughs like me. See? I might jine yer yit. Anyhow I hain’t
got nothin’ agin yer. Good night.”

The call next day at Jennie’s home was one of many
pleasant' visits that finally led her to Jesus, and both mother
and daughter joined a little church just started, and became
followers and workers for the “ Mighty to save.”

Over on the east side, on Third Avenue, near Thirty-
second Street, is another Mission, known simply as the Madi-
son Square Mission, supported by a fashionable church on
Madison Square. It is under the direction of a former popu-
lar evangelist, who after her marriage to Mr. Ballou — himself
a reformed drunkard — came to New York for this Mission.
Mrs. Ballou had at one time worked among the sailors on. the
docks, and her knowledge of human nature is of the same
keen, sympathetic order as was Jerry McAuley’s. Third Av-
enue has taken on many of the characteristics of the Bowery ;
and this Mission, though not open at all times like the others,
does very efficient work in reclaiming drunkards. Naturally
much the same scenes are enacted at their meetings. There is
perhaps more formality, but no less earnestness, and the east
side knows the name of the Ballous hardly less well than the
west side does that of McAuley. All of these Missions deal
with the poor, the sinful, and the struggling on the same
basis. They may tell their story as they will, and to the
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wretched this is much. They know little or nothing of So-
cieties. The fact that real help and sympathy may be had
here is passed by word of mouth from one to another of these
poor souls, and the news quickly goes that in all these placés
or at Michael Dunn’s one may tell the worst and never receive
a slight or a scoff.

“That’s the place where one never seems to know but
what he’s as good as the best,” said a forlorn man in my
hearing as I turned one day toward the Third Avenue Mission.
He had been drinking, and had pawned all that could well be
pawned, and he stood there now, shivering and pondering as
to what he should say for himself when he faced the man and
woman who had over and over again befriended him. But he
presently shuffled toward the door of the Mission and went
shame-facedly in, bent upon once more trying how far he could
keep the promise so often broken.

How many of the same type and of every grade below
pause before the doors of these Missions, where a welcome
greeting awaits all alike. Now and then a comrade lures
away a former erony to his old haunts, who but for this
would have found safe refuge in one or another of these'
Mission harbors, whose lights may be seen at many points
here in this quarter of the city. DBut the men who go in and out
number many hundreds a year, and for most of them reforma-
tion is not a delusion. To one who sees the poverty and
struggle of their daily lives, and adds to this the temptation
they must eontinually fight and which is stronger almost than
they, the miracle is that any remain steadfast. That they do
not oftener fall away is a tribute to the strength of the influ-
ences thrown around them and to the depth of their convie
tion. ¢

At old Michael Dunn’s one could hear even sadder stories,
if that were possible, than at the other Missions. Until he re-
moved to another city Michael had a little Mission nearly
opposite Jerry McAuley’s old one on Water Street, and there
he took in all who wanted to come, and as many more as he
could coax into trying another type of life. He chose to turn
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an honest penny after spending fifty-three years of his life in
prisons all over the v:orld. Other Missions show a very large
percentage of drunken cases and a small one of crime. But at
Michael’s it was always the latter though often it was drink
that had brought crime in its train. So many were young,—
boys almost, who had been “sent up” for short terms, and so
obtained their first knowledge of a trade, of regular meals com-
posed of decent food, and of clean and wholesome quarters,
while serving a criminal term. = But the coming out of prison
found them in as hard a place as when they went in. They
were often better men than when they entered it ; but the con-
vict stamp was on them, and all men eyed them doubtfully,
save the old set in the familiar saloons and bucketshops. It
was here that Michael Dunn came in. He carried a tender

- heart for just such cases. e persuaded them to try life with
him for a little time, and found some employment where they
would not constantly be reminded of what they had been. It
cannot be denied that Michael was sometimes disappointed and
that his apparently most promising converts at times relapsed
suddenly into their old life and went up for another sentence.
But there is many a man to-day earning an honest wage and
living the life of a g-od citizen, who owes any possibility of
such life to the faith shown in him by Michael Dunn, and by
other men of Water Street who, like him, have had a bltter ex-
perience and left it far behind them.

«Tell us how it was, Michael,” his « boys” would say,
respectfully, as he sat among them, his silver-bowed spectacles
pushed back, and looking benignantly from one to another.

“Tt takes all me two minutes o’ time,” he made answer, “to
tell the prisons I’ve been in. Why not, when.I was trained
regularly to steal? Me an’ me grandmother, an’ me aunt an’
me brother, every one of us was in together for thievin’, an’ it
come natural as breathin’.  Thirty-five years I've spent in
prisons in Sydney an’ Australia, an’ many a year in prisons in
this country, fifty-three yearsin all. I knew Jerry McAuley
well when he was a thief, an’ one day I come in to his old

Mission when I was just out after three year in. ¢ You’re about
13
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at the end o’ your tether, Michael Dunn,’ says he. ¢Yes, you
are. You've got brains an’ you've used hem for naught, since
God give ’em to you, but to do rascality an’ teach the same to
others. It’s time now to turn round an’ see if you can’t undo
some o’ your wicked work. Do you like it? Do you want to
keep on servin’ terms till you go up to your last Judge? T be-
lieve you can
be an honest
man an’ a
happy one if
you will’

“T looked
at him kind
o’ dazed like.
Me — honest -
and happy !
Me—that
had never
had wife nor

' home mor
naught but
from hand to

-** mouth, in the
few months

o 3.
STATION HOUSE PRISON CELLS. ) I'd be” out!

‘T laughed,
but. it wasn’t a very cheerful laugh, an’ Jerry says, stern-like
as ever I heard: ¢Michael Dunn, 'zt’s your last chance. Come
here to-night, an’ see what you think o’ what goes on in this
place.

“Well I come to the Mission that night. I was that sick
an’ sore inside I was ready for anything, an’ when the door
opened an’ I heard ’em a-singin’,—

‘“ ‘ For weary feet remains a street,
Of wondrous pave and golden,’— b
“I says to myself, says I, ‘I want to walk it some time, an’ if
there’s any way o’ learnin’, how; I'll stay. here till I find out.’
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I was that hard-hearted that it did seem as if I never should,
but it wasn’t a week afore I knew that I was goin’ to be let
to try for it. I know now, if 7 can be happy an’ hard at work
makin’ up for all the deviltry I was up to in the old days, that
there ain’t a man that can’t do the same, an’ so I lay for every
one of you boys, an’ ’'m goin’ to lay for you long as I live.
You do the same, boys, an’ between us we’ll make over the
Ward an’ get things all our own way. There won’t be many
saloons when we’re through, an’ not a tenement-house any-
wheres in sight, to breed more o’ the sort we were, an’ that’s a
big enough job to work for as long as there’s strength for work
or thinkin’ how to get even with the devil. An’ that’s Michael
Dunn’s first wish an’ his last.”
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THE SLUMS BY NIGHT —THE UNDER-WORLD OF NEW YORK--
LIFE AND SCENES IN DENS OF INFAMY AND CRIME —NIGHT
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SUNSET has come, diffusing mellow light over the beautiful

harbor and the fair islands of New York bay. Nowhere
is the soft twilight more enchanting. By five o’clock the great
warehouses along the river front, and the office buildings and
stores in the lower part of the city, begin to empty themselves,
and merchants, brokers, lawyers, and clerks stream up town to
their homes, or to the substitutes for them found in boarding-
houses. The heavy iron shutters are lowered. Office-boys skip
away with such alertness as is left in their tired little legs.
Weary porters straighten boxes and strive to bring order out
of the day’s confusion. Presently the night watchman comes
in, and, save for the rush of the elevated trains, lower New
York, silent and forsaken, rests in quiet till morning once more
brings the stir and roar of traffic and the anxious or eager or
preoccupied faces of the men who are rulers in the business
world.

They have come from homes where also quiet has reigned ;
(208)
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from long rows of brown-stone houses, or of “flats,” equally
monotonous in effect. Save for some dinner or other occa-
sional festivity at home or with a friend, or an evening at
theatre or opera, most of them live lives which mean a day of
work and a night of the rest earned by work. What other life
is there to live? you ask. Editors perhaps, and policemen, and
a few erratic Bohemians who turn night into day,—these of
course are not governed by ordinary laws, but they are the
minority. The majority go to bed properly, you say.

This is the conviction of thousands upon thousands who
have not the faintest thought that other thousands know day-
light chiefly as a name, and begin their day just as reputable
citizens are lying down to rest. As far as Mercury is from
Saturn is this under-world from yours, gentle reader. It opens
to the sight only when night descends, and often within a
stone’s-throw of the empty warehouses and the silent spaces of
forsaken streets are its most hideous phases to be seen.

But the sum of horror that is the air of this under-world is
by no means confined to these regions. In the Twenty-ninth
Precinct alone — and this is a respectable portion of the city —
there are over one hundred and thirty dens of death, and whole
blocks where pandemonium reigns. The Cremorne Mission
lifts its little light in this region, but what is one Mission
against such odds? There are nearly six hundred of these
dens of iniquity for the city as a whole.

Vice flaunts itself openly in many an unsuspected place.
There is the night side of life for the rich, and the night side
for the pauper, and it is these two classes that befoul the night.
Hard work is a great antidote to vice, and the m.am, young
or old, who has done a hard day’s work, has no energy left for
dissipation. The gambling-hells of the city and the dens
of wickedness that abound on every side are filled, from eleven
o’clock on, with men whose share in such <life is often utterly
unknown by those nearest and dearest to them. Were the roll
called and each compelled to answer, it would be found that it
included stockbrokers from Wall Street, great importers, mer-
chants, and representatives from every wealthy class in the



210 NIGHT LIFE IN PALACES OF SIN.

city. The men who form this army go unscathed, so far
as this world’s judgment is concerned. The women end often
in Water Street, or in a cellar, or in the ward of a charity hos-
pital, and they sometimes seek a final refuge in the dark waters
of the East or North Rivers.

Their places are quickly filled. There are no questions
asked in this life, where all that is demanded is that pleasure
shall not be mingled with troublesome reflections. For the
silent player in the splendid gambling-houses on Broadway, and
for the sharer in the sports of the innumerable dance-houses of
Sixth Avenue, which pour out their patrons into saloons
or cheap oyster-houses at one or two o’clock of the morning,
there is one and the same purpose. Paris at its worst has been
the model for these forms of life, not only for New York, but
for London, which also copies Paris, and whose night life is as
full of shame and horror as our own. A

Perhaps the worst phase of night life, or ranking high
among its worst, is the secrecy and insidiousness in which
it works. For the most part “gambling-hells” hide behind a
cover of respectability, and quiet houses in side streets
opening from Broadway may be thronged all night, yet give
no token of the business that is carried on in them save the de-
serted appearance by day,—the absence of any sign of fam-
ily life. .
There is ample reason for this. The statutes of the State
of New York impose heavy penalties on convicted gamblers,
yet in no other place east of the Rocky Mountains is gaming
so universal. Gambling-houses flourish in spite of rigid laws,
and theré are said to be over two thousand professional
gamblers in New York who are known to the police. Their
business begins when daylight has fled. Iniquity thrives in
darkness.

They are men ofall orders, so far as methods are concerned.
Some of the so-called first-class houses adjoin the most fashion-
able hotels, are superbly furnished and decorated, and often
contain the choicest works of art in painting, sculpture, and
bronzes. The most perfect service —usually by colored wait-
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ers, choice wines, and elaborate nightly suppers under the
charge of famous chefs, are ready for all who visit these infa-
mous establishments, that sooner or later lures to ruin all who
enter their doors. :

The second-class houses also flourish at night, and they are
far more dangerous than the first mentioned, for their visitors
are generally strangers in the city, who have been “roped in ”
by agents of the gambling-house. Here everything belonging
to gaming is openly displayed, but with every precaution.
Doors are barred ; sliding panels in them allow of inspection of
the visitor before he is admitted, and everything adds to
the sense of mystery which to the country lad is half of the
pleasure and charm.

The majority of persons present in these houses are in
league with the proprietors, and if the loser complains or
shows fight when trickery is suspected or discovered, he risks
not only his money but his life. “Mysterious disappearances,”
so common in the record of the city’s life, are often traced
back to these houses, and no man is safe who ventures in-
side their walls.

Policy-dealing belongs under the same head, though a
degree lower in infamy. All sorts and conditions of men
engage in this; black and white, rich and poor. Superstition
as to lucky numbers abounds in a marvelous degree, and
thousands of copies of a “dream-book” are annually sold to
patrons of these dens. Often the unhappy victim loses mind
as well as money, and the lunatic asylums contain many
patients brought there through the passion for gambling in
this manner.

Not only the excitement of the game, but the picturesque-
ness which is part of it, increase the temptation. On the West
Side there is an attempt to disguise the real character of the
better order of resort. On the East, the exact reverse is true,
and all that light, warmth, and color can do to enchance the
attraction of the dens is done to the utmost.

The Bowery is the main artery of night life on the East
Side. At night it is a blaze of light from one end to the other.
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It is a center for saloons of every order, from gin-palaces to
bucket-shops; theatres, concert-halls, “free-and-easys,” and
dime museums abound, all of them profusely ornamented with
every device of colored light. The lamps of street vendors
who throng here add to the general brightness, while the
lowest dives have gay transparencies of every hue. In and
out of these resorts pours a constant crowd. Shouts of laugh-
ter come from within, mingled with the sound of orchestra or
the jingle of cheap pianos. The German music-halls have

respectable audiences. The rest are filled with young men

and boys, and girls barely out of their teens. The shooting
galleries are no less crowded, brilliantly lighted, and often
open to the sidewalk, gaudily painted figures serving as tar-
gets, and every inducement being offered the passer-by to try
his skill. An air of briskness and general enjoyment sur-
rounds all these places, that is wonderfully seductive to the
boy or girl fresh from the lonely country life. They take no
note of anything but the bewildering excitement and interest
of this gay life with all its light and color; and though this
moving throng shows many a man and woman in every stage
of intoxication,— often in the clutch of a policeman hurrying
on to the station-house,—but faint impression is made.

From Chatham Square one turns off to the net-work of
streets where crime lurks through the day to walk unabashed
at night. The whole region is given over to the deepest
poverty, and thus to its necessary and inseparable adjunct,
vice. When in a space of thirty acres—and this is what the
Fourth Ward contains— seventeen thousand people are housed,
vice is the first product and death the second. There are
spots in London which are historical for their overcrowding,—
‘Whitechapel, St. Giles, Holborn, Southwark; but they are
matched by the Fourth, Sixth, Eleventh, Fourteenth, and
Seventeenth Wards in New York. In one room in one of
these nests of crime fourteen people live, and at night, after
the usual debauch is ended, take their share of the floor for
such rest as it may afford. Small wonder that they haunt the
streets or look with lowering brows on the passer-by.
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For many there is not even the floor. The night tramp of
the lowest order knows that he is one of an army made up of
men and women too lazy to work, and picking up a living as
they can. During the day they beg at doors, steal, or commit
large robberies, and are a terror and a nuisance to all who
face them. In the summer the Parks furnish them a sleeping-
place. The benches are filled with sitters who learn to sleep

- sitting, and so evade the police, who keep a sharp lookout for
them. Often they crawl under the shrubbery, especially in Cen-
tral Park. If they have enough money they go to.the cheap
lodging-houses, the number of which is constantly increasing,
and where a bed can be had for five or ten cents a night. In
one of them, lodging, food, and bath are given in return for
so much time spent in sawing, splitting, and bundling kindling-
wood, but this house is not popular save with the few who
are willing to work.

Such as these form one army, and an unfailing source of
supply to city prisons and reformatories. There is yet another
multitude tending toward the same life and destined to meet
the same fate unless taken in time, —the fifteen thousand
neglected and homeless children who last year were running
wild in the city streets, and whose numbers do not lessen. As
one explores this region at night where crowding begins, one
chief wonder is the swarm of children everywhere. At first it
it is taken for granted that they have homes. It is not till one
sees them curled up on doorsteps, tucked away in old barrels
and empty packing-boxes, sleeping in coal cellars under the
sidewalk, lying in any and every sheltered spot, that one begins
to realize that there is no softer pillow for them. Shoeless, hat-
less, homeless, these children, if arranged in double lines, would
make a procession eleven miles long. Pale, hunger-bitten, dis-
eased, experienced in .every wickedness, the natural enemies of
society, they are the seed which will ripen into fruit for prisons
or end in hospitals or asylums. Last comes the Potter’s Field,
the rough box, the portion of a grave, nameless and unknown.
The night side of a great city is no less the night side of life,
and this under-world would appall even the man Dante, whose
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journey lay through hell, and whose “Inferno” holds no more
terrible picture than those to be encountered at a hundred
points in a single night among the outcasts who call the streets
their home.

In all this region there is a blaze of light till long after mid-
night. Troops of wayfarers come and go, and the many bars
do a thriving business. Then one by one lights dwindle and

——

HOMELESS BOYS SLEEPING IN A COAL CELLAR UNDER THE SIDEWALK.

go out, and the foxes, wolves, and owls of humanity come forth
and watch for their prey. From South Ferry up toward the
Old Slip they lurk at corners, vigilant and silent, taking ac-
count of every passer-by, and robbing if a favorable moment
comes. Thieves, smugglers, “nook-and-corner” men are seen
for a moment and then vanish as swiftly as they came. Women
are there, too,—some singing, or laughing a laugh with no
merriment in it; but for the most part they, too, are silent.
Now and then one who has walked with bent head and despair-
ing eyes makes a sudden resolve; there is a swift, flying rush
toward the dark water beyond, and the river closes over one
more victim. Such a sight is a familiar fact to the policemen

P —
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of this quarter, who have more than once caught the desperate
creatures as they fled, and found for them shelter and in the
end a chance of something better.

Along the river front a forest of masts and rigging can be
dimly seen rising above one’s head, but for the most part dark-
ness broods over the hulls of the vessels, affording every chance
for river thieves to ply their trade. Opposite the docks are
rows of old houses, their dormer windows telling to what era
they belong. The dead and gone owners looked across to the-
green fields of Brooklyn, and went to bed peacefully at nine
o’clock. Their successors haunt the docks and are of every
order of evil, never going to bed at all —in any orthodox sense
of the phrase. ¢

All along this water side is one of the most curious features
of night life in New York,—the sidewalk restaurants. Just
beyond them fruit ships are unloading, and many eager street
vendors flit about the docks in search of damaged fruit for the
next day’s trade. Worker, longshoreman, thief,—it is-all one
to the restaurant keeper, who pours his hot coffee with no ques-
tions, and only looks sharply at each piece of money as he rings
it on the little counter. These places are not over five feet

_wide, and some ten or twelve long, and are enclosed with glass
and boards. There is a shelf or counter at which half a dozen
can sit at once, and on the opposite side are boilers, a range, a
small desk, and some shelves for crockery. Codfish balls, hash,
coffee, cakes and pies, are all the bill of fare affords,—the
cakes, known as “sinkers,” being a species of muffin, rudiment-
ary in character, but in high favor. No one is turned away,
and sailors, negro longshoremen, marketmen, and stray women,
come and go, and fare alike.

Yonder is a little Italian eating-house no one would think of
calling a restaurant. It is down in a cellar, and, as if to hide it
more, the steps, old and broken, go down sidewise along the
front wail. The room is lit by a smoky kerosene lamp. A
little bar is in one corner, and narrow, wooden benches, black
with use, run around the walls and are fastened to them.
Here five cents will buy a plate of maccaroni, a bit of toast,
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and a cup of coffee. It was in this dingy basement that a
woman of about thirty drifted only the other day. She was
a comely woman, with regular features and dark hair. A
thin shawl was drawn over her shoulders; her dress was
ragged and worn, her face deathly pale. She had no money,
and when she faintly begged for food a swarthy Italian paid
five cents for the coffee and a crust of bread that were served
to her.

She drank the coffee, and thrust the crust into her pocket.
She would have gone then, but she was trembling with weak-
ness and the man who paid for her food held her back. She
sat silent and thoughtful on the narrow bench until long after
nightfall. Then she drew the crust from her pocket and began
to nibble it.

“Let me warm the bread for you,” said the keeper’s
little boy. He put it on the stove, warmed it, and brought it
back to the woman, who suddenly gasped, and died.

The police propped her up on the bench, and all night long
her lifeless body waited for removal in the dead wagon to

the Morgue. In her pocket was found the remnant of the’

crust, and a copy of these verses printed on red paper:

On the street, on the street,

To and fro with weary feet ;
Aching heart and aching head ;
Homeless, lacking daily bread ;
Lost to friends, and joy, and name,
Sold to sorrow, sin, and shame ;
Ruined, wretched, lone, forlorn ;
Weak and wan, with weary feet,
Still T wander on the street!

On the street, on the street,
Midnight finds my straying feet;
Hark the sound of pealing bells,
Oh, the tales their music tells!
Happy hours forever gone ;

Happy childhood, peaceful home —
Then a mother on me smiled,

Then & father owned his child —
Vanish, mocking visions sweet !
Still I wander on the’ street.

[P Sy S—
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On the street, on the street,
Whither tend my wandering feet ?
Love and hope and joy are dead —
Not a place to lay my head ;
Every door against me sealed —
Hospital and Potter’s Field.

These stand open! — wider yet
Swings perdition’s yawning gate,
Thither tend my wandering feet,
On the street, on the street.

On the street, on the street ;

Might I here a Saviour meet !

From the blessed far off years,
Comes the story of her tears,

‘Whose sad heart with sorrow broke,
Heard the words of love He spoke,
Heard Him bid her anguish cease,
Heard Him whisper, ‘“ Go in peacel”
Oh, that I might kiss His feet,

On the street, on the street.

Of the dens of crimes hiding in the narrow streets opening
pp from the river the police have intimate knowledge. We
Inave them behind as once more the little light of the Water
Wtreet Mission comes in sight. In the midst of dark and
hloody ground its rays shine forth, and behind the Mission
doors—open day and night alike—is the chief hope that
illumines the night side of New York.

It is to the Children’s Aid Society that New York owes
the first thought of protection and care for homeless girls,
whose condition till girls’ lodging-houses were opened was in
many points far worse than that of boys. Actual hardships
were perhaps no greater, but the very fact of sex made their
position a more critical one, while it doubled and trebled the
difficulties of the work to be done. :

Years ago Mr. Brace, whose faith was of the largest, and
whose energy never flagged, wrote of them : —

“I can truly say that no class we have ever labored for
seemed to combine so many elements of human misfortune, and
to present so many discouraging features as this. They form,
indeed, a class by themselves. . ;... It is no exaggeration
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to say that the Girls’ Lodging-House has cost us more trouble
than all our other enterprises together.”

In view of the fact that this form of philanthropy is a vital
one, needed at every point in the United States where masses
come together, it is quite worth while to note the nature of the
difficulties encountered. They arise in the beginning from the
nature of the material itself.

Take a hundred girls who may ejther apply for admission
" or be brought by some friend to one of the various Homes now
open. Some have come from the country, from quiet respect-
able homes, drawn to the city as by a magnet, and certain that
it holds plenty of work and good pay. Seeking this work,
which most often eludes them, the scanty sums they may have
brought with them dwindle away, till at last they may find
themselves on the street, with their choice between the brightly
lighted house of vice and the forbidding police-station.

This is one order, and a common one. No less common is
the giddy class which has sought amusement in the city and
has finally been induced to enter a house of bad character as a
boarding-house, and so been entrapped, to break loose at last
and take shelter even in prison if necessary. In other cases
the ill treatment of a bad stepmother or father has driven girls
from home, or drunkenness has made it hideous and any refuge
welcome. Many are orphans; many the children of misfor-
tune; and among the throng are those of all races and coun-
tries.

The first and worst effect of their life is the fact that they
do not like steady labor; that their habits are utterly irregular;
that nothing has been thoroughly learned; and that they have
no shred of discipline. They do not know the meaning of neat-
ness, their clothes are neglected, and if they earn a dollar or
two it goes in some foolish expenditure. This is not the worst.
From babyhood they have been lied to and betrayed, and they
lie and betray in return, with no more sense of responsibility
than kittens.

Here comes in the most difficult phase of the work that is
intended to benefit them.  They are often pretty and bright,

A i
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but they are absolutely superficial. Their virtues and vices
alike are of the surface. They repent at one minute only to
sin in the next, and they do each with equal alacrity.

“They seem to be children,” said Mr. Brace, “but with
woman’s passion and woman’s jealousy and scathing tongue.
They trust a superior as a child ; they neglect themselves, and
injure body and mind as a child might; they have a child’s
generosity, and occasional freshness of impulse and desire of
purity ; but their passions sweep over them with the force of
maturity ; and their temper and power of setting persons by
the ears, and backbiting, and occasional intensity of hate, be-
long to a later period of life. " Not unfrequently, when real
danger or severe sickness arouses them, they show the wonder-
ful qualities of womanhood in a power of sacrifice which utterly
ignores self, and a love which shines brightly even through the
shadow of death.”

These words were true not only of homeless girls made
vicious through no fault of their own, but in many respects of
those who wished to earn an honest living but had no training
or discipline that fitted them for anything but the most poorly
paid branches of labor. It was evident that something must
be done toward giving a training, and plans were at once made.

‘When the Girls’ Lodging-House on St. Mark’s Place was
opened, there was in all the great city but one spot where they
could take shelter, and this was Mr. Pease’s Five Points Mis-
sion. This chiefly held vicious women who wished to reform,
‘and was thus quite unsuitable for those who were simply home-
less and unprotected. A sifting process was necessary; but
never was work more hedged about with difficulties.

The news spread that a Home for the homeless was ready,
and a forlorn procession streamed toward it. In the first
weeks the police brought in wretched young wanderers to
whom lodging had been given in the station-houses, country
girls who had lost their money, and all the different orders
already referred to; while from houses of vice girls who had
been entrapped broke away and came hither, leaving behind
them every article of dress save what they had on.
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The attempt to discriminate and to prevent the Home from
becoming a Magdalen Asylum involved everybody concerned in
endless difficulties. Girls who weepingly told quite plausible
and coherent stories of early bereavement and their longing to
learn and be helped turned out to be the most ingenious of
romancers, and often evil beyond reclaiming. “They would
deceive the very elect” was the verdict of the experienced and
long-suffering Matron, and often when, for the sake of all con-
cerned, she had refused to admit a girl whose breath and look
both told her life and habits, the rejected applicant went to the
nearest station-house and told a fearful tale of the heartlessness
and barbarity of institutions and the shameful hypocrisy of
this one in particular.

Little by little, with infinite patience, order began to emerge
from this chaos. The first thing was to teach each one the
necessity of personal cleanliness. Order and rigid punctuality,
of which they knew nothing, came next, and then early rising
and going to bed at a reasonable hour. Of household work
they knew nothing, and lessons in this began at the foundation.
Scrubbing and cleaning came first ; then bed-making, and last,
plain cooking, sewing, and machine work. The majority went
out to work in shops or factories, but many had to be employed
in housework and so paid for their support.

Far sooner than could be believed these girls carried on the
work of a large establishment, and in addition made thousands
of garments for the many children in charge of the Children’s
Aid Society at other points. Religious and moral instruction
were of course a part of the teaching from the beginning.
Amusements were plannéd, and festivals of many orders, and
though often a girl upon whom much labor had been expended
chose a return to her old life, the great majority regarded the

efforts made for them with deep gratitude, and their improve-

ment astonished every worker among them.

This is the story for every Home in the city, though none
are of quite the same order as the old one on St. Mark’s Place.
In all of them the aim is to make the price of board barely
cover expenses, and thus a taint of charity attaches, and the
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girls refuse to enter them. Everything depends upon the type
of matron, and whether she has strong sympathies as well as
strong common sense. Without both, work among working-
girls can never be anything but failure.

The old house on St. Mark’s Place is now known as
the « Girls’ Temporary Ilome,” and has added many industries
to its list. The demand for instruction on the sewing-machine
had steadily lessened, and it was decided a few years ago to
add typewriting as a substitute. Only the better educated
among the girls could take this, but thirty-six studied in the
first year, ten of them at once finding good employment.
A large laundry employs many, and a dressmaking department
is equally useful. Numbers of girls are not adapted to any
other work, but are trained and steadied by this, and often the
most unmanageable seem to find their vocation here. A
few are sent to the West, and in new surroundings look back
to the Home as the beginning of good fortune.

Review the work of one day and the applicants at such
a Home, and one will see what elements of tragedy, of pathos,
and of perplexity enter in. In early morning came a woman
bringing with her her young .aughter and niece. They had
just been put out by the landlord after pawning everything but
the clothes they wore. The girls had lost health standing be-
hind the counter, and the mother wanted them to learn house-
work. All were detailed to places in the house where training
would be given, and later found good homes.

Close upon cwem followed a pretty girl of eighteen, who
had come to America from England as a frolic, not realizing
how far it was. She had been in the country two years,
taking a place as nurse, but came to New York to see what it
was like, bringing no references from her Boston place. She
cried with longing to go home, but had no money, and was
taken in-till something could be found for her to do. As
she talked, two sisters rushed in, children of twelve and four-
teen, driven out by a drunken mother, and following them
a pale girl just out of hospital. Then came a girl who had

gone two days withont food to save money enough for a
1
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night’s lodging, and who cried for joy when she found she
could pay her way by work. Sometimes little children are
brought, though there is really no room for them, and applica-
tion is made by many parents whose daughters are idle and in-
corrigible at home and may mend here. Every phase of want
and sorrow makes itself known in this room where the gentle
Matron sits and -listens, and nowhere is there more instant
response or more effectual help.

The Home has its romances too. There is now a fore-
woman in a prominent Broadway store who was brought to
the Home long ago by a kind-hearted expressman, dripping
with rain and with only a few rags to cover her. She had big,
‘candid blue eyes, and cheeks like an apple-blossom, and her
prettiness was so enticing, her attachments so sincere, and her
whole manner so gentle and modest, that for many weeks
no one suspected her as the author of innumerable petty thefts.
She found employment in a cigar factory and began at once to
make showy presents, supposably out of her earnings. At last
she confessed voluntarily that she had picked the pockets of the
very people to whom she gave presents, and that she did it be-

cause she wanted to appear smart and generous. From the

hour the confession was made there was no further trouble,
and in her present responsible position, for which she fitted
herself in evening school, she is trusted absolutely and has
never disappointed the confidence reposed in her.

“Pretty Polly P.,” driven out by a drunken mother, came
to the Home as ragged and forlorn as the last-mentioned child.
Carefully trained in the house, she found a situation in Con-
necticut and lived there till eighteen, always prettier and
prettier, where presently she married a young Southern gentle-
man of good family, whom she had nursed in illness and who
knew all her story. They took rooms at the Fifth Avenue
Hotel, and from here pretty Polly went to the Home loaded
with gifts for all; nor has she ever lost interest in the inmates,
though she has for years been a rich and fashionable woman.

One little waif —one of the most troublesome ever received
—was found after a year or two to be the grandchild of an old
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pair who had long sought some trace of the daughter who had
left them years before. Their joy at finding the child knew no
bounds, and she was at once placed in school and carefully
trained. She, too, remembers the Home, and sends many
a gift to those who lead less fortunate lives. The stories are as
endless as the numbers who come and go, many thousand
having been trained and helped since the opening in 1861.

The Night Refuges ask no questions, but take in whoever
applies. The number of such refuges is far below the need,
each place being crowded to its utmost capacity. Long experi-
-ence has taught their managers the best methods of dealing
with those who apply, and they have done much to do away
with the popular belief that it is useless to work for girls. The
chief interest still centers on boys, who have treble the amount
of effort expended upon them; but each year sees a more
common-sense view of things, and in time as fair a chance will
be given to the woman child as to the man.
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HOUGH the old Fourth Ward, of which Water Street was

once the symbol and summary, is still counted as the worst
in New York, yet there is small choice between that and
the “ Bloody Sixth” Ward, named long ago in the days of the
notorious “Bowery Bhoys.” That once name of terror has
given place to a type far beyond it in evil, — the “ Hoodlum,”
born most often of Irish parents and knowing liberty only as
the extremity of license. Even fifty years ago the trees still
grew all the way up from Water Street out into Chatham
Square and on through the old street, and the generation before
that knew it as a region of gardens and thickets and orchards.
For years the remnant of one of old Peter Stuyvesant’s pear-
trees offered its blossoms and fruit to the passer-by, till a
memorial shoot was transplanted to a more congenial spot, and

the old tree which had known the very beginning of things for
: (2
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the Bowery fell under the axe, and was snatched by the velic-
maker to reappear in innumerable walking-sticks.

Till Bond or Bleecker Street is reached, and even beyond
these once fashionable precincts, the streets that open on either
side represent as motley a crowd as the sun shines upon.
Every nation is there; every form of trade and general indus-
try ; and every token of the oppression which pertains to the
“sweating” system, has chosen this region as its own. At
night, myriads of tobacco-workers pour out from the swarming
tenement-houses, chiefly cigar-makers who manufacture in their
filthy homes. Great factories for underwear are there, with
the flock of women and girls who are employed in them, while
every house has its contingent of sewing-women whose machines
run on jumpers, overalls, and all the forms of stitching given
over to unskilled labor.

The sewing-women and shop-girls form but a small part of
the throng moving through the Bowery after nightfall, filling
the theatres, the dime museums, the low concert-halls, and all
the forms of cheap entertainment that flourish in this region.
Nor is it from this class that the Florence Night Mission on
Bleecker Street, from whose windows one sees the moving
throng, is filled. Strange as it may seem, these women, who
have reached almost the lowest depth of want and see no out-
look beyond, are singularly free from the tendencies that drive
more fortunate ones to the streets. So far as the record books
of both the Florence and the Midnight Mission bear testimony,
both give the largest percentage of recruits as belonging to
the class of domestic servants, though every order is repre-
sented. For nearly all of them the inevitable end is in store,
from bad to worse, always and steadily downward, till at the
last the painted, hideous faces looking out from the dens of
Water or Cherry Street have lost all resemblance to woman
save in form. ~

In the region around Bleecker Street is a less hopeless type,
and here in 1883 was founded the Florence Night Mission,
which has done some of the most efficient work accomplished
in this direction. It is a monument, this old house, once the
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quiet home of people who knew the street jn its best days.
The man whose money provides this refuge for women and
makes Mission work possible in this locality gives it in memory
of the little child whose name it bears, and the four brief years

A FAMILIAR SCENE IN WATER S8TREET.

of the little life could bardly ask more abiding memorial
Inside the chapel of the Mission -her sweet face looks down on
the motley crowd who every night, from eight to eleven, fill
the room, and the innocent eyes of little Florence Crittenton
gaze upon sights that living they could hardly have known.
The father, a prosperous business man, who, like many New
Yorkers, had never looked into these regions, and knew
tenement-houses only by name, went in one day to a daily
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prayer meeting where a stranger rose and described a Mission
" which had recently been begun on Baxter Street by himself and
Mr, Henry B. Gibbud. Mr. Crittenton listened, was interested,
went with the speaker, Mr. Smith Allen, saw for the first time
the degradation and horror of the life, and later visits deepened
the impression made upon him. When the baby he idolized
was taken from him, there seemed no interest in life so strong
as this one of offering redemption to the class of men and
women who filled the slums and dives of this part of the city.
The house at 29 Bleecker Street was chosen ; the two rooms of
the lower part were thrown into one for a meeting-room, and
the upper part fitted up with beds, while the lower served as
kitchen and dining-room. Mr. Allen was engaged as the
all-night missionary, a matron was put in charge, and a super-
intendent of home work appointed. .

It was in April, 1883, that the Mission opened, the card for
night work bearing these words :

¢ ANY MoTHER’S GIRL WISHING TO LEAVE A CROOKED LIrE, MAY FIND
Friexos, Foop, SHELTER, AND A

HELPING HAND

By CommNg Just As SHE Is, To THE FLORENCE NIGHT MISSION.”

In the first year one hundred and seventy-six fallen women
and girls were received into the Home. They had had a terror
of the ordinary reformatory or Home, and often hesitated when
the Mission card was given them.

“I want to do better; but, oh, I can’t be shut up in one
of those places,” was the cry of numbers. To find that no
stipulations were made, that the utmost liberty was given,
that they were cared for with food, clothing, and medicine if
necessary ; told to stay as long as they wished, or to leave if
they felt they must,—all this was a method quite unknown
to them. Soon every bed filled. Many begged to sleep on
the flocr, and each night the number of unhappy creatures at
the meetings increased. To meet this demand the house next
door was bought, and both thrown into one, with a building
at the rear, so that to-day it has the accommodations of the
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average small hotel, and there are rooms for every order of
work that must be done.

All who enter the house have a share in the work, which is
under the general direction of the Matron. Here the inmates

THE FLORENCE NIGHT MISSION BUILDING.

stay till employment can be secured, till they can be sent to]‘
their own homes, or, as must sometimes be the case, to the
hospital to die. On entering the Mission a full record of the
case is made in the record book, with a statement of age,
nationality, denomination, residence, whether father or mother
are living and if so, where, when received, by whom brought;



A REFUGE FOR THE FALLEN, 290

and when the guest leaves, a record is made of the date of
discharge, to whom and where sent, and if subsequently heard
from this fact is noted, with any information that will enable
-the Mission to keep track of her.

This, it will be seen, is in reality a short history of each
life that finds shelter here, and each year has seen an increas-
ing number. In 1890 there were three hundred and sixty-
five inmates. The average age was twenty-eight. There
were double the number of Protestants as compared with

MtwNIGHT LUNCH FOR STREET GIRLS AFTER EVENING SERVICE AT THE
FLORENCE NIGHT MISSION.*

Catholics, and in the entire number but four Jews. In nation-
ality Americans led, there being one hundred and seventy-
three. Seventy-three Irish, fifty-five English, ten Scotch, two
Swedish, nineteen Germans, one Welsh, one colored, and thirty-
one whose nationality is unknown, made up the list, which
for the student of social problems is a most suggestive one.
Every night the women who saunter past these Mission
Rooms can hear gospel hymns being sung,—hymns that re-
mind many of them of happy homes and the days of their
youth. There is a welcome for any who choose to enter and
spend an hour. A few words of Gospel truth, a reminder in

*8ov note on page 246.
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Christ’s own words that whosoever comes to him shall not be
cast out, and then more singing and a prayer. From the
houses around come sounds of uproarious merriment, coarse
Jests and laughter; but here in the midst of all the vice and
degradation is a haven of peace and rest. Many women come
and come again. Some are glad to stay. .

It is the night work of the Mission in which the strongest
interest centers. The congregation, when it assembles in the
little chapel, is made up not only" of the women and their
companions, who are cabmen, freight-handlers, saloon-keepers,
and countrymen who have come to see city sights, but also
of thieves, drunkards, and beggars. Sixty thousand women
and men are estimated to spend the night in the.streets of
New York city, and thousands of them are never seen in the
daytime. It is impossible to reach this class unless one goes
among them, and this takes one into low concert saloons,
-cellar lodging-rooms, or to any point where experience has
taught that they may be found. Now and then a father or
mother who has heard of the Mission work comes and begs
that they may be helped to find a long-lost daughter. A
photograph is sent, or a minute description is given, and the
missionary looks critically at the throng of faces assembled in
the Mission room, hoping that he may find the one for whom
home is waiting.

The low concert-halls and stale-beer dives offer the fullest
field. These places are most often in the basement, reached
by rickety stairs, or through dimly lighted hallways. Often
. the rooms are small, the ceiling low, and the air is always full
of the fumes of tobacco and beer. The little tables placed
against the walls are all taken, and the center of the room is
filled with dancers, most of them young men and girls, and
nearly all of them still in their teens. Many of the men are
loafers, living in part on the girls’ wages and in part by thiev-
ing and gambling. Some of them are country boys who have
come in “just to see.” They will come again, and in the end
find the woe and shame that lurk under this cover of amuse-
ment.



AN UNDERGROUND STALE-BEER DIVE LATE AT NIGHT IN MULBERRY STREET BEND.
The low concert halls and stale-beer dives offer the fullest field for ni
rooms are small, the ceilings low, and the alr is always full of the fumes of tobacco and stale beer. The men are thieves, £
often of the most dangerous order. The women are of the most Qe raded Q%w.. wdmnm beer and spirits are sold in buckets, %w:m_ and bottles,
rin

ght mission work. These vile places are most often In cellars. The
loafers, and ** crooks,”

and the inmates spend what they have earned, begged, or stolen for these vile

8. Children are often sent to these places for liquor.
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WHERE THE INMATES COME FROM., R33

The girls? Some of them are country girls, drawn by this
magnet of city life, who came seeking honest employment and
found betrayal. Many are honest working girls who wanted
dress and “fun,” and were caught in the meshes of this net be-
fore they realized what the danger was. Now and then the
keeper of one of these dens will himself warn a girl to leave
before it is too late. He knows the unsuspicious girl who has
been brought in by some vijlain, quite unconscious of danger.

T
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AN EVERY DAY AND EVERY NIGHT SCENE IN A STALE-BEER DIVE.

In a dance hall near Hester Street is a man who has often
worked against his own nefarious business in this fashion, and
he has a waiter equally ready to send away such a case.

A girl of this type sat at'one of the tables one evening as
the missionary entered bringing with him the photograph of a
girl he hoped to find. He showed it to Tom, the waiter, who
studied it attentively. He had never seen her, and said so, but
as if he felt urged to help some one in like case, said,

“There’s a girl acrost there that needs you, but she won’t
hear to have you go right up to her. Tllfixit. Wait a little.”

The soft, troubled blue eyes of the girl looked up surprised
as Tom said in her ear,
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“There’s a gentleman acrost the room wants a word with
you.”

She rose involuntarily and followed him to where the mis-
sionary stood.

“Here’s a little girl that is going to make a big fool of her-
self,” Tom said, with a nod toward her; and, turning to her,
he added, “I know this gentleman, Mary. Ie will help you
out if you’ll listen to him.” A

Mary turned to run, but a girl near laid her hand on her,
and two or three others came up as the missionary appealed to
them.

“Leave, for God’s sake ! ” one of her companions cried, “be-
fore you get into the same pit we're in.”

“Yes,” cried another. “If you want bad luck from begin-
ning to end, from the moment you drink your first glass till
you're killed, may be, in a drunken row, just stay on here.
There’s no peace in it. It’s bad luck, I tell you, from begin-
ning to end. Better get out while you can. I wish I'd never
begun.” :

Mary listened, more and more uncertain, and the mission-
ary’s detaining hand led her at last out into the night, under the
stars, and on toward the Mission. Then she fell back as she
saw the name over the door, and cried out,

“Oh, I can’t go in there and be locked up months and
months. Let me go!”

“Youn shall go when you wish,” the kind voice said. “ Only
come in now, and stay just for to-night.”

“You'll cheat me! Youwll lock me up as soon as I'm in-
side!” she cried. -

“The house is not to live in. It is only to stay till you
have made up your mind what to do,” was the answer; and
presently the frightened, trembling girl passed in, and in an-
other day realized from what she had been saved.

Often just such a case is found, or a girl who has but just
taken the first evil step, and who turns away and seeks to undo
the wrong. There is a lower order. Mulberry Street is close
at hand, with the low “dives” for which it is noted. Stale-
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beer at a cent a pint is the drink, and a description of one of
them, kept by Rosa, an Italian woman, may stand for all. The
room was small and it owned no furniture, save a bed, a stove,
and benches around the walls. At the foot of the bed stood a
bench used as a counter, where Rosa perched when she looked
up to the picture on the wall, a high-colored saint with a halo,
before whom she crossed herself when difficulty arose. A
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A STALE-BEER DIVE ON MULBERRY STREET BY DAY.

crowd of men and women in all stages of drunkenness sat about
on the benches, some listening to ¢ Accordeon Mary ” playing an
asthmatic accordeon, some of them singing to it. They looked
up interestedly at a fresh arrival, and watched a chance to pick
a pocket. When the last stage of drunkenness came on, the
victim was thrown out to make room for a fresh comer.

On the floor lay a woman who had reached this stage. She
was behind the door, as if she had tried to hide, and Rosa with
many nods indicated that she was brought in by roughs, who
had given her drink on the Bowery and then enticed her here.
It is the story of many. The missionary slipped a card into her
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pocket. 'When she wakes, homeless and despairing, she may
possibly turn toward the Mission.

On the benches poor creatures were stretched, with swollen
eyes and cut faces, some of them beaten almost to a jelly.
One of them, as we looked, rose up suddenly, a woman with
dishevelled gray locks and mad, wild face.

“Sing! sing!” she wildly screamed, and Rosa nodded
assent. |

“Sing, ¢ Where is my wandering boy to-night,’” she cried
again. Instead the missionary sang,

¢ Art thou weary, art thou languid,
Art thou sore distressed?
Come to Christ and know in coming
He will give thee rest.”

¢« More ! Morei” called the crowd, and the shrill voice of
the gray-haired woman rose above the rest. To satisfy the
crazy mother the missionary sang in rich and melodious

voice, —
; ““ Where is my wandering boy to-night,
The boy of my tenderest care,
The boy that was once my joy and light,
The child of my love and prayer?

““Go, find my wandering boy to-night ;
Go, search for him where you will,
But bring him to me with all his blight,
And tell him I love him still.”

Silence reigned. One by one the noisy inmates had settled
down, and when the last line was sung scarce a whisper was
heard. A man crawled out from under the benches, and sat
on the floor looking up through tears. A woman who had lain
in the fireplace, her hair filled with ashes, burst into sobs, —
maudlin tears, perhaps, but sometimes they mean repentance.

The missionary read a few verses, looking about to see who
were listening. Over in one corner sat a pair whose appear-
ance was unlike the rest, and he wondered how they came
there, for they were clean and of a different order. As he
reached the corner the young man slowly rose and whispered,

— W NNempeSmm——
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“T want you to help us. I'm a printer. Three days ago
this young lady and me went on an excursion. We got drunk
without knowing it, you might say, and this is where we
brought up. Will you help us, both of us?”

He was sent to a decent lodging-house, and she was taken to
the Mission, to go, a few days later; back to her own home,
to repent all her life that one incautious hour when she
wondered what whiskey was like.

Even from lower dives than this there is.now and then
one rescued, as the following incident related by all-night
missionary Gibbud will show.

Ari-Niger MissioNaARY GIiBBUD’S STORY.

I had been holding meetings in a small room in the midst
of the slums of Baxter Street, going out into the alleys,
saloons, and dives of the neighborhood, and literally compel-
ling the people to come in. I made frequent visits after dark
to “Hell Gate,” “Chain and Locker,” and “Bottle Alley,”
resorts for sailors and low characters, and invited them to the
meeting. The proprietors, though in a bad business, generally
treated me with courtesy, though I sometimes succeeded in
taking nearly all their customers away.

One summer night I started out to gather<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>