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THE SHADOW UF 4 GRELAT CI17Y.

‘anb People.

The Christian World, noticing in flattering terms
the visit of Rev. J. B. Sivox, of Winmpeg, to Eng-
land, publishes tise followin,: from lis pen.  Its peru-
ir._:;l will open up to many undreamt of phauses of human
ife.

The greatness of London appals one. Itis great

in every direction ; in poverty as in wealth, in viceas
invirtue. An American gentleman said to me the
other day, * This 1s the anty city 1 ever failed to com
pass. ltis too big for me. I canpot take it in." It
1s an education to see London.  No man should allow
himself to live thirty years in this world without visit-
ing 4t, even if he had to come 5,000 miles to sce it, as
Tdid  There are certam places here that every stian
ger is expected to visit. 1 need not enumerate them.
1 had visited many of these Meccas. | had seen the
Queen and Mr. Giadstoue, had heawd Juseph I arker
in the Temple, Charles Spurgesn in the Tabernaue,
and Henry Irving in the Lyceum. 1 had reveremtly
looked on the relics resting in the Brtish Museum,
had stood in wonderment before St. Paul's Cathedral,
and had tried to absorb some of the beauty looking
down on me from the walls of the Hational Gallery.
But there was another side of London life that [ was
anxious to look upon. QOne of the theatres was daily
advertising, as an attractive drama, “ The Shadows of
a Great Cuy.” To see the shadow side of London |
did not go 10 the theatre, but took a more direct route,
for it was not the shadow of the shadow but the sub-
stance of the shadow that I wanted to see. 1 had
read “ The Bitter Cry of Outcast London,” and knew
somewhat of the relief work undertaken by the Lon-
don Congregational Union, and had welcomed to my
far away Western city some who had been rescued by
the Seif-help Emigration Society. Through the
kindness of Rev. Andrew Mearns, who has done so
much to awaken and direct the thought of Christian
men and women to this good work _f reclaiming the
outcasts, it was arranged that I should spend a day
with the missionaries working in the south-east of
London, and also spend a night on the streets and
lanes of London. It is the night tramp that { attempt
to describe in this article. According to agreemeat,
1 met Mr. Gates at midnight, at Ficcadilly Circus.
Here we saw what is perhaps the saddest siglt, the
darkest shadow of this great city. In a short walk of
five minutes we counted 1350 victims of man’s inhu.
manity to woman. They were young, and, as a rule,
beautiful in form and feature. They might have ad-
orned homes of wealth and culture. Alas! * it might
have been,”

As we pass from this shadow of death, we can hear
the pitiful heart-cry of many an unfortunate saying,
“ Can you belp me to a better life ; can you show me
the way back 2™ What response does the Church of
Christ make to that importunate appeal? Turning
our steps eastward, we mecet a youth of sixteen shut-
fling aiimlessly along the streets, with his hands in his
pockets. Addressing him, we find him to be a quiet,
modest-appearing boy, with a sad, hungry face. His
father is dead. He had left his stepmother in the
country, and had come to London for work—a printer
by trade, but now out of work and homeless. We
gave hima ticket to Cotlier's Rent Hall, where he could
have a chair to sleep on and a breakfast in the morn-
ing. His face brightened at the prospect, and with a
quickened pace he started for what to him was a
“ Bonanza.”

To stand on Trafalgar Square in the daytime is an
inspiration. It makes one proud that he belongs to
so great a nation as Great Britain. Here the spec-
tator is reminded of the magnificent achievements of
Nelson, Napier, Havelock, and others of England’s
heroes. What splendid triumphs of art and arms, ot
commerce and religion, gird ons on every side. But
at night the shadow f{alls, and the scene is changed.
Such a picture of squalid poverty and degradation I
never before looked on. In the square surrounding
the base of Nelson's M« ument we counted 312 human
beings Auddled together like hogs, taking Nature's
sweet restorer, balmy sleep.

I am not wholly a stranger to * Buffalo Bill's Wild
West” land. I have seen the Opbway Indians of
Dakota in their wigwams , have visited the Sioux 1n
his tepee, where a dozen men, women and children
lay around al/miost as nude as many of the pictures
that adorn the art galleries. Strange how Nature in
her coarseness and Art in her refincment meet and
overlap! I know by actual observation how filthy
and degraded the Indians live ; but the Indians over
our prairies are clean and comfortable compared with
the mass of humanity heaped together on this square
in the centre of Christian London.

It was a pitiful spectacle to look on. There were
mothers with babes at their bosoms, sleeping in the
damp night air, the hard stone their oniy bed and pil-
low. Let me bricfly sketch some of the characters we
met. There is a boy lying on lis back sound asleep.
The gaslight shining on his upturned face shows a
bright, intelligent beautiful face. There are mothers
in the palace homes near by who would be proud to
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cail such a boy their son. What possibilitics of man-
hood lie sleeping in his soul. But what will his future
be? Would that this lad could be saved before sink-
ing to lower levels!  An old man of nearly seventy is
shivering on his scat. He has been out four nights
in succession. “I'm almost done up, sir,” he
said. He looked it, as well as said it. At the morn-
ing_brcakfast I saw the same wearied, wasted face
again.

8Curlcd up against the stone wall, we fizd a woman
apart from the rest, as though she shrunk from s.:h
companionship. As she slowly opened her eyes, we
saw her to be a woman about fifty, with a quiet, gentle
lady-like addsess. Her clothes were poor, but clean
and neat.  She sold ch.ckweed for a living- had her
unsold bundle at her side. She was not often out at
mght. 1 went to day,” she said, * to see ny biother
at Battersea, but found that he was sick in St. Thom-
as's Hospital. My day’s sales were not sufiicient to
procare a bed, so 1 was cumpelled to sleep on the
streets,”

Slecping side hy side on a seat is a man and his
wife.  Wiile Mr., Gates talks with the man, | speak
with the woman. L nable to get work tn the country,
they had tried the city. The woman kecenly felt her
position.  ** I never expected to come to this, sir. It's
a terrible hard life, and sometimes I almost wish 1
was dead.” After the morming breakfast I observed
Mzr. Gates talking with them, and planning to get them
some work.

A dischaiged soldier—and, by the way, we met
many of this class in our nocturnal ramble—tells us
that he was *“in the army nincteen years for nothing,”
and wishes he could get back to Africa, where there
is always plenty of work to be got.

Thereis a woman talking in a semi-preaching style
to the motley cronwd around her. Here are a few
specimen sentences that I caught as I stood looking
on the weird scene at two o'clock in the moining.
* God made you in His own image. God loves you,
What does drink do for you ¢ Drink 1s your curse.”
I asked a young man at my side what she was doing.
“ She is talking religious, sir.” * Do you know much
about religion?” * No, sir.” * Don't you ever go to
church?” “1 was in once, sir, a little while.” "And
this home-heathen was born in a land of churches.

To a youny Scotchman 1 expressed surprise to find
one of his nationality in such a sorry plight. He had
come some three weeks ago from the North of Scot.
land, expecting to get work, but failing in this, was
compelled to sleep, like Jacob, with a stone for a pil.
low. Leaving the square, we wended our way toward
Charing Cross, stumbling on men who were lying
around everywhere.

“\Why are you here?” we say to a man curled up
against a wall. *“*Well, sir, like other unfortunate
wretches, I have no work. Times are hard. Surely
the Government should do something. The Jubilee
didn’t do us much good. The aristocracy don't care
whether we liveor die. They would let us starve in
the ditch, and kick us fordying.” This seemed to me
to be a severe criticism .on the aristocracy. Repeat.
ihg 1t, a few days ago, to a prominent Congregational
minister of London, he said ;: “I regret that the man’s
words are too true. ‘Those high up have really little
or no sympathy with those who are low down.”" My
own idea is that if those who have the control of Lon-
don possessed an ordinary measure of sympathy and
fairness they wounld clean the narrow streels of South-
East London as well as the streets of the West and
Central parts. Onc needs a nose-protector to walk
through many of those streets.

If I were an artist I would put on canvas some of
the pictures we saw that night in the streets of Lon-
don. Here is a rough sketch of one scene. We are
in Covent Garden. It is half-past two o'clock. The
gray morning hight is breaking through, and driving
back the night. A mother lies on the bhard stone
pavement, her tired head resting on an upturned bas-
ket for a pillow. Her little boy, about five years old,
has wakened. He has a thin, sorry little face. But
he is making the best of the situation, for with a little
broken toy in lis Land he is playmng with a kitten.
What a little hero he was, to be able to extract mirth
from such surroundings, and what a pleased, graufied
look the little fellow gave me when [ handed him a
penny !

An old Irishwoman, sitting near by, tells us that she
was only able to earn fivepence shelling peas, and
some of the poor women, she said, * were not able to
make that much.” After a little friendly talk we pass
on. Her parting words are, * Thank you, gentlemen,
for the ticket ; but I'm really more thankful for the
little conversation we have had than for the breakfast
even.” These people arc human, and are hungry for
human sympathy. .

We wakened a young woman, about cighteen years
old, sleeping soundly on the hard stone. I saw her
after breakfast in the mission-hall, and ‘she told me
the story of her hfe. Father and mother bad died
when she was young. Shehad a brother and a sister
somewhere in London, but “they don’t care for me
now since I'm down in the world,” and her lips quiver
and the gcar forces itself to her cheek. The woman
in the mission-hall persuades her to stay behind, and
she will get her in the home, and after a while find a

place for her.

But 1 must stop describing the characters we met,
Along the Thames Embankment we found its seats
filled, and also \he recesses in the bridges. At four
o'clock life begins to move again, The ** cheapbreak-
fast " stalls arc open to make an carly penny from
the hungry out-door sleepers.  We are near our jour-
ney's end.  South and cast of London Bridge we
turn off a main street, into Angel Court, passing the
old Marshalsea Pnson, fanuliar to the readers of
Dickens as the birthplace of Little Dorrit. - Enter-
ing the mission-hall, we find it full of our invited
guests, who have one by onc gathered in during the
night.  What a strange, sad sight! 1f one could
know the causes that led to this poverty, what a wise
man he would be. The theologian accounts for it on
the theory of total depravity and the solidarity of the
tace, the political economist and soualist affirms
that it all arises from a wrong adjustment of labour
and capital ; Henry George avows that it is the
natural result of viuous, unjust land laws ; the teeto-
taller is quite sure that nine-tenths is traceable to the
liquor-traffic ; the don't-care-man of the world, look.
ing on the scene, saysitail con =s from * pure cussed-
ness ©  that it s their own fault, and serves them night.

What cause or combination of causes has brought
these people to this low level I don'’t presume to say.
But here they are.  If we believe the first chapter of
the Bible, these people were made in the image of
God, are our brothers and sisters, and we are their
keepers. From conversation with many of them, I
am persuaded that a large number are honest English
working men and women who cannpt get work, and
are therclore driven to the streets. England has
done much to Christianize and civilize the world.
Her statesmen and philanthropists have given free.
dom to slaves and have clevated whole empires, If
she will, she can remove the blighting shadow that
rests on her own great city.  London is full of monu-
ments, columns, statues, commemorating the heroic
deeds of those who lived nobly and died gloniously for
England’s honour on sea and land. Will not men,
and men of equal self-denial and valour, arise to de-
liver the land from her internal foes, ignorance,
poverty, irreligion and drink? More men of the
Shaft~sbury and Peabody type are needed.

I have not space to describe the breakfast scene.
After breakfast Mr. Gates gave out the hymn, *“ What
a Friend we have in Jesus!” That hymn will always
have a fuller ineaning to me. 1 natced that nearly
all sang it.  Over yonder a woman’s clear voice rises
above the others singing, * Have we trials and temp-
tations 2” \Vhen the line * We should never be dis-
couraged ” is reached, 1 notice that the woman who
sold chickweed has stopped singing. Her tears are
her song. A man not far from me began to sing, but
his head soon dropped, and I could see him struggling
to hide his emotion. Who can tell what memories,
what repentances, swept through the soul as they
sang “Are we weak and heavy laden ?”etc.? Doesnot
their present condition arise as much from their
weakness as from their wickedness ?

These people are recoverable.  The lost silver is
silver still. If the preachers don’t teach this the
novelists do. Victor Hugo, in * Les Miserables,” and
Charles Reade, in “* Never too Late to Mend,” have
p:eached the Gospel to us. Bret Harte’s * Ouicasts
of Poker Flat,” and “ Mliss,” the ignorant chid of
“Old Bummer Smith,” have the germs of noble man-
hood and womanhood in them, so also have the
% Outcasts of London,” whose * Bitter Cry” should
touch the hearts and call forth the humane efforts of
all who love their kind. These men and women are
recoverable As 1 was looking at a babe in a
mother's arms that morning, she said to me, referring
to his sore eyes, “ My little boy has got the blight,
sit.” Yes, poor mother, your boy has got the blight
in a deeper, darker sense than you mean. The
shadow of a great city’s poverty and vice has fallen on
him and on many maore. ‘The gladness and gratitude of
those who that Sunday morning received a breakfast,
and a few words of warm Christian sympathy, are
full reward for those engaged in this Christly work of
feeding the hungry. If any one has doubts about the
wisdom of giving a free breakfast to guests that must
be personally invited and gathered in from the high-
ways and alleys of London, let him go once and wit-
ness the scene ; let him hear the miracle of Christ
feeding the iultitude, as I heard it read that Sunday
mormng by Mr. Gates ; let him hear the fervent ex-
pressions of grautude from those to whom this kind-
ness is shown, and all doubts will for ever be ban-
ished, and the doubter will become a helper. As a
policeman said to me that night, “It's a great mystery
to see men and women in such a plight. I suppose
God knows all about it, and whyitis. 1 dont.” As
I have walked the streets and lanes of London, and
looked at the vast mass of men and women struggling
for a livelihood, I have reverently pondered the ques-
tion, and offered the prayer :—

When wilt Thou save the people?
O God of mercy, when?
The people, Lord, the people !
Not thrones and crowns, but men !
Flowers of Thy heart are they, O Lord,
Let them not pass like weeds away ;
Their heritage a sunless day ;
God save the people,



