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KEY TO AHE CHART.

The Chart Is intended to give a birdseye-view of the Scheme deseribed in this book, and the resul . of further asslstance, are on their way to the Farm Corony, which, with its Villages, Co-operative
FO R -, e 'r‘m:-'ﬂml’ nnrd Factorles, is to be created, far awsy from the nelghborhood of the public-hous

The '8:)"‘ on the plllars represent the appalling extent of the misery and ruin existing in Great Britain, From the FArM CoLONY are to be seen Steamers hun?;lng cross the seas, crowded with Kmigrants of all
as piver: \n Government and other returns, sorts, proceeding either to the exisiting Colonies of the British and other Empires, or to the Cow Y-OVER-BEA, yot

In the raging Sea, surrounding the Sal m Lighthouse, are to be seen the victims of vice and vert: to be ‘established ; whilst the sturdy baker on the left and the laundress on the right suggest, on the one hand,
are sinking to rain, but whom the oers &) nted to carry out the Scheme are struggling to save. poverty who | plenty of work, and on the other, abundance of food.

sean various Chart 1 ined the more will be seen of the great blessings the Schems is intended to
g:t:gl.ill;&o; for lmoinum‘ Labor | tg‘: Elbt.! Oowlton.‘my': :’N:rmllr.d n w b mnva)"",h:lnl\l!";.rt?etmrrl'tﬁe d:::.:l‘)::t‘l(')‘n I;ouxl;‘ )al‘n' on n‘r:og:;t. at lm:"‘l‘mnl&!l:lm kO{n (:\tl‘rl dlla.l‘;u.;-:rutma,
COLONY centre, another ) to bring to an end, And the more the Scheme contain:
From the Orex Cocony 1 e procession can be seen, of those who, having proved them- T e A s beautiful prospset held out on the Obars be likely to be brought into reality.
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PREFACE.

The progress ot The Salvation Army in its work amongst the poor
and lost of many lands has compelled me to face the problems which are
more or less hopefully considered in the following pages. The grim
necessities of a huge Campaign carried on for many years against the evils
which lie at the root of all the miseries of modern life, attacked in a
thousand and one forms by a thousand and one lieutenants, have led me
step by step to contemplate as a possible solution of at least some of those
problems the Scheme of Social Selection and Salvation wflich I have here
set forth.

When but a mere child the degradation and helpless misery of the
poor Stockingers of my native town, wandering gaunt and hunger-stricken
through the streets droning out their melancholy ditties, crowding the
Union or toiling like galley slaves on relief works for a bare subsistence,
kindled in my heart yearnings to help the poor which have continued to
this day and which have had a powerful influence on my whole life. At
last I may be going to see my longings to help the workless realised. 1
think I am.

The commiseration then awakened by the misery of this class has been
an impelling force which has never ceased to make itself felt during
forty years of aétive service in the salvation of men. During this time I
am_thankful that I have been able, by the good hand of God upon me, to
do something in mitigation of the miseries of this class, and to bring not
only heavenly hopes and earthly gladness to the hearts of multitudes of

these wretched crowds, but also many material blessings, including such
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commonplace things as food, raiment, home, and work, the parent of so
many other temporal benefits. Aad thus many poor creat:.res have
proved Godlivess to be ‘ profitable unto all things, having the promise

of the life that now is as well as of that which is to come”

These results have been mainly attained by s;pir-tu'xl means. I have
boldly asserted that whatever his peculiar character or circumstances
might be, if the prodigal would come home to his Heaenly Father, he
would find enough and to spare‘ in the Father's house to supply all his
riced both for this world and the next; and I have known thousands,
nay, I can say tens of thousands, who have literally proved this to be
true, having, with little or no temporal assistance, come out of the darkest

depths of destitution, vice and crime, to be happy and honest citizens and
true sons and servants of God.

And yet all the way through my career I have keenly felt the
remedial measures usually enunciated in Christian programmes and
ordinarily employed by Christian philanthropy to be lamentably inade-
quate.: for any effectual dealing with the despairiog miseries of these
outcast classes, The rescued are appallingly few—a ghastly minority com-
pared with the multitudes who struggle and sink in the open-moutned
abyss. Alike, therefore, my humamty and my Christianity, if I may speak of
them in any w.ay as separate one from the other, have cried out for some

more comprehensive method of reaching and saving the perishmg crowas.

No doubt it is good for men to climb unaided out of the whirlpool on to
the rock of dehiverance in the very’ presence of the temptations which
have hither.o “mastered them, and to maintain a footing thers with the
same billows of temptation washing over them. But, alas! with many
this seems to be literally impoasible.‘ That decisiveiess of character, that
moral nerve which takes hold of the rope thrown for the rescue and keeps

its hold amidst all the resistances that have to be encouateieq, is wanting.

It )s gone. The general wreck has shattered and disorgaises the wno'e man.
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Alas, what multitudes there fire around us everywhere, many known to
my readers personally, and an

number who may be known to them by a
very short walk from their own dwellings, who are in this very plight !
Their vicious habits al;d destitute circumstances make it certain that,
without some kind of extraordinary help, they must hunger and sin, and
sin and hunger, until, having multiplied their kind, and filled up the
measure of their miseries, the gaunt fingers of death will close upon them
and terminate their wretchedness. And all this will happen this very
winter in the midst of the unparalleled wealth, and civilisation, and philan-
thropy of this professedly most Christian land. - 2

l\{ow, I propose to go straight for these sinking classes, and in doing
so shall continue to aim at the heart. 1 still prophesy the uttermost
disappointment unlcss that citadel is reached. In proposing to add one more
to the methods I have already put into operatiof to this end, do mnot
let it b& supposed that I am the less dependoj upon the old plans,
or that I seek anything short of the old conquest. If we help the
man it is in order that we may change him. The builder who
should elaborate his design and eréct his house and risk his reputation
without burning his bricks would be pronounced a failure and a fool.
Perfection of architectural beauty, unlimited ex.penditure of capital, un-
failing watchfulness of his labourers, would avail him nothing if the bricks
were merely unkilned clay. Let him kindle a fire. And so here I see the
folly of hoping to accomplish anything abiding, either in the circumstances
or the morals of these'hopeless classes, except there be a change effected
in the whole man ag/well as in his surroundings. To this everything I
hope to attempt will‘ tend. In many cases I shall succeed, in some I shall
fail ; but even ;n'failing of this my ultimate design, I shall at least benefit
the bodies, if not the souls, of men; and if I do not save the fathers, I
shall make a better chance for the children.

It will be seen, therefore, that in this or in any other development that

may follow, I have no intention to depart in the smallest degree from the
A
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main principles on wjich I have acted in the past. My only hope for the
permanent deliveran(;e of mankind from misery, either in this world or the
next, is the regeneration or remaking of the individual by the power of the
Holy Ghost through Jesus Christ. But in providing for the relief of temporal
misery I reckon that I am only making it easy where it is now difficult,
and possible where it is now all but impossible, for men and women to

find their way to the Cross of our Lord Jesus Christ.

That I have confidence in my proposals goes without saying. I believe

_ they will work. In miniature many of them are working already. But I
do not claim that my Scheme is either perfect in its details or complete in
the sense of being adequate to combat all forms of the gigantic evils
against which it is in the main directed. Like other human things it must
be perfected through suffering. But it is a sincere endeavour to do
something, and to do it on principles which can be instantly applied and
universally developed. Time, experience, criticism, and, above all, the

guidance of God will enable us, I hope, to advance on the lines here laid

down to a true and practical application of the words of the Hebrew
Prophet : “Loose the bands of wickedness ; undo the heavy burdens ; let
the oppressed go free; break every yoke; deal thy bread to t)he hungry,
bring the poor that are cast out to thy house. When thou secst the naked
cover him and hide not thyself from thine own flesh. Draw out thy soul
to the hungry—Then they that be of thee shall build the old waste places

and Thou shalt raise up the foundations of many generations.”

To one who has been for thirty-five years indissolubly associated with
me in every undertaking I owe much of the inspiration which has found
expression in this book. It is probably difficult for me to fully estimate
the extent to which the splendid benevolence and unbounded sympathy of
her character have pressed me forward in the life-long service of man, to
which we have devoted both ourselves and our children. It will be an

ever green and precious memory to me that amid the ceaseless suffering of

"
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a dreadful malady my dyin)g wife found relief in considering and developing
the suggestions for the moral and social and spiritual blessing of the people
which are here set forth, and I do thank God she was taken from me
only when the book was practically complete and the last chapters had
been sent to the press.

In conclusion, I'have to acknowledge tne servicrfs rendered to me in
preparing this book by Officers under my comménd. There could be
no hope of carrying out any part of it, but for the fact that so many
thousands are ready at my call and under my direction to labour to the
very utmost of their strength for ghe salvation of others without the hope
of earthly reward. Ofthe practical common sense, the resource, the readi-
ness for every form of usefulness of those Officers and Soldiers, the world
has no conception. Still less is it capable of understanding the height
and depth of their self-sacrificing devotion to God and the poor.

I have also to acknowledge valpable literary help from a friend of the
poor, who, though not in any way connected with the Salvation Army, has
the deepest sympathy with its aims and is to a large extent in harmony
with its principles. Without such assistange I should probably have found
it—overwhelmed as I already am with the affairs of a world-wide
enterprise—extremely difficult, if not impossible, to have presented these
proposals for which I am alone responsible in so complete a form, at any
rate at this time. I have\no doubt that if any substantial part of my plan
is successfully carried out he will consider himself more than repaid for

the services so ably renderec.
WILLIAM BOOTH.
INTERNATIONAL HEADQUARTERS OF

THE SALvaTiON Army,

Lonpoon, E.C., October, 1890.
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IN DARKEST ENGLAND:

PART I.—-THE DARKNESS.

CHAPTER L
WHY “DARKEST ENGLAND"?

This summer the attention of the civilised world has been arrested
by the story which Mr. Stanley has told of ‘ Darkest Africa” and
, his journeyings across the heart of the Lost Continent. In all that
*spirited narrative of heroic endeavour, nothing has so much im-
pressed the imagination, as his description of the immense forest,
which offered an almost impenetrable barrier to his advance, The
intrepid explorer, in his own phrase, ‘ marched, tore, ploughed,
‘and cut his way for one hundred and sixty days through this inner
womb of the true tropical forest.” The mind of man with difficulty
endeavours to realise this immensity of wooded wilderness, covering
a territory half as large again as the whole of France, where the
rays of the sun never penetrate, where in the dark, dank air, filled
with the steam of the heated morass, human beings dwarfed into
pygmies and brutalised into cannibals lurk and live and die. Mr.
Stanley vainly endeavours to bring home to us the full horror of
that awful gloom. He says:

Take a thick Scoftish copse dripping with rain; imagine this to be a mere
undergrowth nourished under the impenetrable shade of ancient trees ranging
from 100 to 180 feet high ; briars and thorns abundant; lazy creeks meandering
through the depths of the jungle, and sometimes a deep affluent of a great river.
Imagine this forest and jungle in all stages of decay and growth, rain pattering
on you every other day of the year; an impure atmosphere with its dread con-
sequences, fever and dysentery; gloorh throughout the day and darkness
almost palpable throughout the night; and then if you can imagine such
a forest extending the entire distance from Plymouth to Peterhead, you will
have a fair idea of some of the inconveniences endured by us in the Congo forest.

The denizens of this region are filled with a conviction that the
forest is endless—interminable. In vain did Mr. Stanley and his
companions endeavour to convince them that outside the dreary wood
were to be found sunlight, pasturage and peaceful meadows.

They replied in a manner that seemed to imply that we must be strange
creatures to suppose that it would be possible foy'any world to exist save their

4




10 WHY ‘“ DARKEST ENGLAND"? %

illimitable forest. “No,” they replied, shaking their heads compassionately, and

pitying our absurd questions, “all like this,” and they moved their hands|

sweepingly to illustrate that the world was all alike, nothing but trees, trees and
drees—great trees rising as high as an arrow shot to the sky, lifting their crowns

intertwining their branches, pressing and crowding one against the other, until '

neither the sunbeam nor shaft of light can penetrate it.

“ We entered the forest,” says Mr. Stanley, * with confidence ; forty
pioneers in front with axes and bill hooks to clear a path through the
obstructions, praying that God and good fortune would lead us.”
But before the conviction of the forest dwellers that the forest was
without end, hope faded out of the hearts of/the natives of Stanley’s
company. The men became sodden with\despair, preaching was
useless to move their brgoding sullenness, their morbid gloom.

The little religion knew was nothing more than legendary lore, and in
their memories ther€ dimly floated a story of a land which grew darker and
darker as one trgvelled towards the end of the earth and drew nearer to the
place where a gfeat serpent lay supine and coiled round the whole world. Ah!
then the ancients must have referred to this, where the light is so ghastly, and
the woods are endless, and are so still and solemn and grey ; to this oppressive
loneliness, amid so much life, which is so chilling to the poor distressed heart;
and the horror grew darker with their tancies ; the cold ot early morning, the
comfortless grey of dawn, the dead white mist, the ever-dripping tears of the
dew, the deluging rains, the appalling thunder bursts and the echoes, and the
wonderful play of the dazzling lightning. And when the night comes with its thick
palpable darkness, and they lie huddled in their damp little huts, and they hear
the tempest overhead, and the howling of the wild winds, the grinding and
groanmg of the storm-tost trees, and the dread sounds of the falling giants, and
the shock of the trembling earth which sends their hearts with fitful leaps to
their throats, and the roaring and a rushing as of a mad overwhelming sea—
oh, then the horror is intensified! When the march has begun once again, and
the files are slowly moving through the woods, they renew their morbid
broodings, and ask themselves: How long is this to last ? Is the joy of life to
end thus? Must we jog on day after day in this cheerless gloom and this
joyless duskiness, until we stagger and fall and rot among the toads ? Then
they disappear into the woods by twos, and threes, and sixes; and after the
caravan has passed they return by the trail, some to reach Yambuya and upset
the young officers with their tales of woe and war; some to fall sobbing under
a spear-thrust ; some to wander and stray in the dark mazes of the woods, hope-
lessly lost ; and some to be carved for the cannibal feast. And those who remain
compelled to it by fears of greater danger, mechanically march on, a prey to
dread and weakness.

That is the forest. But what of its denizens ? They are com-
paratively few; only some hundreds of thousands living in small
tribes from ten to thirty miles apart, scattered over an area on
which ten thousand million trees put out the sun from a region four

SR e i




r THE AFRICAN PARALLEL. 1"

/times as wide as Great Britain. Of these pygmies there are two
kinds ; one a veny degraded specimen with ferretlike eyes, close-set
nose, more nearly approaching the baboon than was supposed to be
possible, but very human; the other very handsome, with frank
open innocent features, very prepossessing. They are quick and
intelligent, capable of deep affection and gratitude, showing re-
markable industry and patience. A pygmy boy of eighteen worl-ed
with consuming zeal ; time with him was too precious to waste in
talk. His mind seemed ever concentrated on work. Mr. Stanley said :

“When I once stopped him to ask him his name, his face seemed

to,say, ‘ Please don't stop me. I must finish my task.’
(“All alike, the baboon variety and the handsome innocents, are
cannibals. They are possessed with a perfect mania for meat. We
were obliged to bury our dead in the river, lest the hodies should be
exhumed and eaten, even when they had died from smallpox.”

Upon the pygmies and all the dwellers of the forest has descended
a devastating visitation in the shape of the ivory raiders of civilisa-
tion. The race that wrote the AraBian Nights, built Bagdad and
Granada, and invented Algebra, sends forth men with the hunger for
gold in their hearts, and Enfield muskets in their hands, to plunder
and to slay. They exploit the domestic affections of the forest
dwellers in order to strip them of all they possess in the world. That
has been going on for years. It is going on to-day. It has come to
be regarded as the natural and normal law of existence. Of the
religion of these hunted pygmies Mr. Stanley tells us nothing,
perhaps because there is nothing to tell. But an earlier traveller,
Dr. Kraff, says that one of these tribes, by name Doko, had some
notion of a Supreme Being, to whom, under the name of Yer, they
sometimes addressed prayers in moments of sadness or terror. In
these prayers they say; ‘“Oh Yer,if Thou dost really exist why
dost Thou let us be slaves ? We ask not for food ‘or clothing, for
we live on snakes, ants, and mice. Thou hast made” us, wherefore
dost Thou let us be trodden down ?”

It is a terrible picture, and one that has engraved itself deep on
the heart of civilisation. But while brooding over the awful
presentation of life as it exists in the vast African forest, it seemed to
me only too vivid a picture of many parts of our own land. As
there is a darkest ica is there not also a darkest England ?
Civilisation, which gan breed its own barbarians, does it not also
breed its own pygmies ? ‘May we not find a parallel at our own
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doors, lqd ‘discover within a stone's throw of our cathedrals and
palaces similar horrors to those which Stanley has found existing

in the great Equatorial forest ?

The more the mind dwells upon the subject, the closer the analogy
appears. The ivory raiders who brutally traffic in the unfortunate
denizens of the forest glades, what are they but the publicans who
flourish on the weakness of our poor? The two tribes of savages,
the human baboon and the handsome dwarf, who will not speak
lest it impede him in his task, may be accepted as the two
varieties who are continually present with us—the vicious, lazy
lout, and the toiling slave. They, too, have lost all faith of life
being other than it is and has been. As in Africa, it is all trees,
trees, trées with no other world conceivable ; so is it here—it is all
vice and poverty and crime. To many the world is all slum, with
the Workhouse as an intermediate purgatory before the grave. And
just as Mr. Stanley's Zanzibaris lost faith, and could only be induced
to plod on in brooding sullenness of dull despair, so the most of our
social reformers, no matter how cheerily they may have started off,
with forty pioneers swinging blithely their axes as they force their
way into the wood, soon become depressed and despairing. Who
can battle against the ten thousand million trees? Who can hope to
make headway against the innumerable adverse conditions which
doom the dweller in Darkest England to eternal and immutable
misery ? What wonder is it that many of the warmest hearts and
enthusiastic workers feel disposed to repeat the lament of the old
English chronicler, Who, speaking of the evil days which fell upon
our forefathers in the reign of Stephen, said “ It seemed to them as
if God and his Saints were dead.”

An analogy is as good as a suggestion ; it becomes wearisome
when it is pressed too far., But before leaving it, think for a moment
how close the parallel is, and how strange it is that sogmiich interest
should be excited by a narrative of human squalor and human
heroism in a distant continent, while greater squalor and heroism
not less magnificent may be observed at our very doors.

The Equatorial Forest traversed by Stanley resembles that Darkest
England of which I have to speak, alike in its vast extent——both stretch,
in Stanley's phrase, ‘‘ as far as from Plymouth to Peterhead ;" its mono-
tonous darkness, its malaria and its gloom, its dwarfish de-humanized
inhabitants, the slavery to which they are subjected, their privations

- and their misery. That which sickens the stoutest heart, and causes
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THE SLOUGH OF DESPOND OF OUR TIME. 13

many of our bravest\and best to fold their hands in despair, is the
apparent impossibility(’pof deing more than merely to peck at the
outside of the endless tangle of monotonous undergrowth ; to let
light into it, to make a road clear through it, that shall not be imme-
diately choked up by the ooze of the morass and the luxuriant para-
sitical growth of the forest—who dare hope for that? At present,
alas, it would seem as though no one dares even to hope! It is the
great Slough of Despond of our time.

And what a slough it is no man can gauge who has not waded
therein, as some of us have done, up to the very neck for long years.
Talk about Danté's Hell, and all the horrors and cruelties of the
torture-chamber of the lost! The man who walks with open eyes
and with bleeding heart through the shambles of our civilisation
needs no such fantastic images of the poet to teach him horror.
Often and often, when I have seen the young and the poor and the
helpless go down before my eyes into the morass, trampled underfoot
by beasts of prey in human shape that haunt these regions, it seemed
as if God were no longer in His world, but that in !lis stead reigned
a fiend, merciless as Hell, ruthless as the grave. Hard it is, no doubt,
to read in Stanley’s pages of the slave-traders coldly arranging for
the surprise of a village, the capture of the inhabitants, the massacre
of those who resist, and the violation of all the women; but the stony
streets of London, if they could but speak, would tell of tragedies as
awful, of ruin as complete, of ravishments as horrible, as if we were
in Central Africa; only the ghastly devastation is covered, corpse-
like, with the artificialities and hypocrisies of modern civilisation.

The lot of a negress in the Equatorial Forest is not, perhaps,a very
happy one, but is it so very much worse than that of many a pretty
orphan girl in our Christian capital ? . We talk about the brutalities

“of the dark ages, and we profess to shudder as we read in books of

the shameful exaction of the rights of feudal superior. And yet here,.
beneath our very eyes, in our theatres, in our restaurants, and in mahy
other places, unspeakable though it be but to name it, the same hidepus
abuse flourishes unchecked. A young peoniless girl, if she be prétty,
is often hunteq from pillar to post by her employers, confronted always
by the altern##ive—Starve or Sin. And when once the poor girl has
consented to buy the right to earn her living by the sacrifice of her
virtue, then she is treated, as a slave and an outcast by the
evry men who have ruined her. Her word becomes unbeliev-
able, her life an ignominy, and she is swept downward
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14 WHY “ DARKEST ENGLAND " ?

ever downward, into the bottomless perdition of prostitution. But
there, even in the lowest depths, excommunicated by Humanity and
outcast from God, she is far nearer the pitying heart of the One\true ™
Saviour than all the men who forced her down, aye, and than all the
Pharisees and Scribes who stand silently by while these fiendish
wrongs are perpetrated before their very eyes.

The blood boils with impotent rage at the sight of these enormities,
callously inflicted, and silently borne by these miserable victims.
Nor is it only women who are the victims, although their fate is the
most tragic. Those firms which reduce sweating to a fine art, who
systematically and deliberately defraud the workman of his pay,
who grind the faces of the poor, and who rob the widow and the
orphan, and who for a pretence make great professions of public-
spirit and philanthropy, these men nowadays are sent to Parliament
to make laws for the people. The old prophets sent them to Hell—
but we have changed all that. They send their victims to Hell, and
are rewarded by all that wealth can do to make their lives comfortable.
Read the House of Lords’ Report on the Sweating System, and ask if
any African slave system, making due allowance for the superior civili-
sation, and therefore sensitiveness, of the victims, reveals more misery.

Darkest England, like Darkest Africa, reeks with malaria. The
foul and 1etid breath of our slums is almost as poisonous as that of
the African swamp. Fever is almost as chronic there as on the
Equator. Every year thousands of children are killed off by what is
called defects of our sanitary system. They are in reality starved
and poisoned, and all that can be said is that, in many cases, it is
better for them that they were taken away trom the trouble to come.

Just as in' Darkest Africa it is only a part of the evil and misery
that comes ivom the superior race who invade the forest.to enslave
and massaere its mjserable inhabitants, so with us, much of the 5
misery of those whose lot we are consid€ring arises from their own
habits. Drunkenness and. all manner. of uncleanness, moral and
physical, abound. Have you ever watched by the bedside of a man
in delirium tremens ? Multiply the sufferings of that one’ drunkard
by the hundred thousand, and you have some idea of Wwhat scenes
are being witnessed in all our great cities at this moment. As'in
Africa streams intersect the forest in every direétion, so the gin-
shop stands at every corner w its River of the Water of Death
flowing seventeen hours out of the twenty-four for the destruction

‘of the people. A populauon sodden with drink, steeped in vice,
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eaten up by @very social and physical malady, these are the denizens
of Darkest England amidst whom my life has been spent, and to
whose rescue I would now summon all that is best in the manhood
and womanhood of our land.

But this book is no mere lamentation of despair. For Darkest
England, as for Darkest Africa, there is a light beyond. 1 think
I see my way out, a way by which these wretched ones may escape
from the gloom of their miserable existence into a higher and happier,
life. Long wandering in the Forest of the Shadow of Death at our
doors, has familiarised me with its horrors ; but while the realisation
is a vigorous spur to action it has never been so oppressive as to
extinguish hope. Mr. Stanley never succumbed to the terrors which
oppressed his followers. He had lived in a larger life, and knew
that the forest, though long, was not interminable. Every step
forward brought him nearer his destined goal, nearer to the light of
the sun, the clear sky, and the rolling uplands of the grazing land.
Therefore he did not despair. The Equatorial Forest was, after all,
a mere corner of one quarter of the world. In the knowledge of the
light outside, in the confidence begotten by past experience of suc-
cessful endeavour, he pressed forward ; and whén the 160 days'
struggle was over, he and his men came out into a pleasant place
where the land smiled with peace and plenty, and their hardships
and hunger were forgotten in the joy of a great deliverance.

So I venture to believe it will be with us. But the end is not yet.
We are still in the depths of the depressing gloom. It is in no spirit
of light-heartedness that this book is sent forth into the world
as if it was written some ten years ago.

If this were the first time that this wail of hopeless misery had
sounded on our ears the matter would have been less serious. It is
because we have heardl it so often that the case is so desperate.
The exceeding bitter cry of the disinherited has become to be as
familiar in the ears of men as the dull roar of the streets or as the
moaning of the wind through the trees. And so it rises unceasing,
year in and year out, and we are too busy or too idle, too indifferent
or too selfish, to spare it a thought. Only now and then, on rare occa-
sions, when some clear voice is heard giving more articulate utterance
to the miseries of the miserable men, do we pause in the regular routine
of our daily duties, and shudder as we realise for ‘one brief moment
what life means to the inmates of the Slums. But one of the grimmest
social problems of our time should be sternly faced, not with a view
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to the generation of prefitless emotion, but with a view to its
solution,

Is it not time? There is, it is true, an audacity in the mere
suggestion that the problem is not insoluble that is enough to take
away the breath. But can nothing be done? If, after full and
exhaustive consideration, we come to the deliberate conclusion
that nothing can be done, and that it is the inevitable and inexorable
destiny of thousands of Englishmen to be brutalised into worse than
beasts by the condition of their environment, so be it. But if, on the
contrary, we are unable to believe that thlS “awful slough,” which
engulfs the manhood and womanhood of generation after generation,
is incapable of removal ; and if the heart and intellect of mankind alike
revolt against the fatalism of despair, then, indeed, it is time, and high
time, that the question were faced in no mere dilettante spirit, but with a
resolute determination to make an end of the crying scandal of our age.

; What a satire it is upon our Christianity and’our civilisation,
that the existence of these colonies of heathens and savages in the
heart of our capital should attract so little attention! It is no better
than a ghastly mockery—theologians might use a stronger word—to
call by the name of One who came to seek and to save that which
was lost those Churches which in the midst of lost multitudes either
sleep in apathy or display a fitful interest in a chasuble. Why all
this apparatus of temples and meeting-houses to save men from
perdition in a world which is to come, while never a helping hand is
' stretched out to save them from the inferno of their present life? Is
it not time that, forgetting for a moment their wranglings about the
infinitely little or infinitely obscure, they should concentrate all their
energies on a united effort to break this terrible perpetuity of
perdition, and to rescue some at least of those for whom they
profess to believe their Founder came to die ?

Before venturing to define the remedy, I begin by describing the
t malady. But even when presenting the dreary picture of our social
I ills, and describing the difficulties which confront us, I speak not
» in despondency but in hope. “I know in whom I have believed.”
‘ I know, therefore do I speak. Darker England is but a fractional
H ‘ part of “ Greater England.” There is wealth enough abundantly to
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minister to its social regeneration so far as wealth can, if there be
but heart enough to set about the work in earnest. And I hope and
believe that the heart will not be lacking when once the problem is
manfully faced, and the method of its solution plainly pointed out,
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THE SUBMERGED TENTH.
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I, setting forth the difficulties which have to be grappled with, I
shall endeavour in all things to understate rather than overstate my
case. I do this for two reasons: first, any exaggeration would create
a reaction ; and secondly, as my object is to demonstrate the prac-
ticability of solving the problem, I do not wish to magnify its
dimensions. In this and in subsequent chapters I hope to convince
those who read them that there is no overstraining in the
representation of the facts, and nothing Utopian in the presentation
of remedies. I appeal neither to hysterical emotionalists nor head-
long enthusiasts ; but having tried to approach the examination of
this question in a spirit of scientific investigation, I put forth my
proposals with the view of“securing the support and co-operation ot
the sober, serious, practical men and women who constitute the saving
strength and moral backbone of the country. I fully admit that there
is much that is lacking in the diagnosis of the disease, and, no doubt,

“in this first draft of the prescription there is much room for improve-
ment, which will come when we have the light of fuller experience.
But with all its drawbacks and defects, I do not hesitate to submit
my proposals to the impartial judgment of all who are interested in
the solution of the social question as an immediate and practical mode
of dealing with this, the greatest problem of our time.

The first duty of an investigator in approaching the study of any
question is to eliminate all that is foreign to the inquiry, and to.
concentrate his attention upon the subject to be dealt with. Here I
may remark that I make no attempt in this book to deal with Society
as a whole. I leave to others the formulation of ambitious pro-
grammes for the reconstruction of our entire social system; not
because I may not desire its reconstruction, but because the
elaboration of any plans which are more or less visionary and

B
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incapable of realisation for many years would stand in the way of
the consideration of this Scheme for dealing with the most urgently
pressing aspect of the question, which I hope may be put into
operation at once.

In taking this course I am aware that I cut myself off from a wide
and attractive field ; but as a practical man, dealing with sternly
prosaic facts, I must confine my attention to that particular
section of the problem which clamours most pressingly for
a solution. Only one'thing I may say in passing. There
is nothing in my scheme which will bring it into collision either with
Socialists of the State, or Socialists of the Municipality, with In-
dividualists or Nationalists, or any of the various schools of thought
in the great field of social economics—excepting only those anti-
Christian economists who hold that it is an offence against the
doctrine of the survival of the fittest to {ry to save the weakest
from going to the wall, and who believe that .when once a man is
down the supreme duty of a self-regarding Society is to jump upon,
him. Such economists will naturally be disappointed with this book.
I venture to believe that all others will find nothing in it to
offend their favourite theories, but perhaps something of helpful
suggestion which they may utilise hereafter.

What, then, is Darkest England? For whom do we claim that
“urgency” which gives their case priority over that of all other
sections of their countrymen and countrywomen ?

I claim it for the Lost, for the Outcast, for the Disinherited of the
World.

These, it may be said, are but phrases. Who are the Lost? |
reply, not in a religious, but in a social sense, the lost are those
who have gone under, who have lost their foothold in Society, those
to whom the prayer to our Heavenly Father, “ Give us day by day
our daily bread,” is either unfulfilled, or only fulfilled by the Devil’s
agency: by the earnings of vice, the proceeds of crime, or the
contribution enforced by the threat of the law.

But I will be more precise. The denizens in Darkest England,
for whom I appeal, are (1) those who, having no capital oripcome of -
their own, would in a month be dead from sheer starvation were they
exclusively dependent upon the money earned by their own work ;
and (2) those who by their utmost exertions are unable to attain
the regulation allowance of food which the law prescribes as indis-
pensable even for the worst criminals in our gaols.
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I sorrowfully admit that it would be Utopian in our present social
arrangements to dream of attaining for every honest Englishman a
gaol standard of all the pecessaries of life. Some time, perhaps, we
may venture to hepe that every honest worker on English soil will
always be as warmly clad, as healthily housed, and as regularly fed as
our criminal convicts—but that is not yet.

Neither is it possible to hope for many years to come that human
beings generally will be as well cared for as horses. Mr. Carlyle
long ago remarked that the four-footed worker has already got all
that this two-handed one is clamouring for : “ There are not many
horses in England, able and willing to work, which have not due
food and lodging and, go about sleek coated, satisfied in heart.”
You say it is impossible ; but, said Carlyle, “ The human brain, looking
at these sleek English horses, refuses to believe in such impossibilﬁy
for English men.” Nevertheless, forty years have passed sifice
Carlyle said that, and we seem to be no nearer the attainment of “the
four-footed standard for the two-handed worker. ¢ Perhaps it might
be nearer realisation,” growls the cynic, “if we could only produce
men according to demand, as we do horses, and promptly send them
to the slaughter-house when past their prime”—which, of course, is
not to be thought of.

What, then, is the standard towards which we may venture to aim
with some prospect of realisation in our time? It is a very humble
one, but if realised it would solve the worst problems of modern Society.

It is the standard of the London Cab Horse.

When in the streets of London a Cab Horse, weary or careless or
stupid, trips and falls and lies stretched out in the midst of the traffic,
there is no question of debating how he came to stumble before we
try to get him on his legs again. The Cab Horse is a very real illus-
tration of poor broken-down humanity; he usually falls dowr because
of overwork and underfeeding. If you put him on his feet without
altering his conditions, it would only be to give him another dose of
agony ; but first of all you'll have to pick him up again. It may have
been through overwork or underfeeding, or jt may have been all his
own fault that he has broken his knees and smashed the shafts, but
that does not matter. If not for his own sake, then merely in order
to prevent an obstruction of the traffic, all attention is concentrated
upon the question of how we are to get him on his legs again. The
load is taken off, the harness is unbuckled, or, if need be, cut, and
everything is done to help him up. Then he is put in the shafts
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again and once more restored to his regular round of work.
That is the first point. The second is that every Cab Horse in
London has three things ; a shelter for the night, food for its stomach,
and work allotted to it by which it can earn its corn.

These are the two points of the Cab Horse’s Charter. When
he is down he is helped up, and while he lives he has food, shelter
and work. That, although a humble standard, is at present
absolutely unattainable by millions—Iliterally by millions—of our
fellow-men and women in this country. Can the Cab Horse
Charter be gained for human beings? 1 answer, yes. The Cab
Horse standard can be attained on the Cab Horse terms. If you
get your fallen fellow on his feet again, Docility and Discipline will
enable you to reach the Cab Horse ideal, otherwise it will remain
unattainable. But Docility seldom fails where Discipline is intelli-
gently maintained. Intelligence is more frequently lacking to direct,
than obedience to follow direction. At any rate it is not for those
who possess the intelligence to despair of obedience, until they have
done their part. Some, no doubt, like the bucking horse that will
never be broken in, will always refuse to submit to any guidance but
their own lawless will. They will remain either the Ishmaels or the
Sloths of Society. But man is naturally neither an Ishmael nor a Sloth.

The first question, then, which confronts us is, what are the dimen-
sions of the Evil? How many of our fellow-men’dwell in this Darkest
England? How can we take the census of those who have fallen below
the Cab Horse standard to which it is our aim to elevate the most
wretched of our countrymen ?

The moment you attempt to answer this question, you are con-
fronted by the fact that the Social Problem has scarcely been studied
at all scientifically. Go to Mudie’s and ask for all the books that
have been written on the subject, and you will be surprised to find
how few there are. There are probably mor& scientific books
treating of diabetes or of gout than there are dealing with the great
social malady which eats out the vitals of such numbers of our
people. Of late there has been a change for the better. e Report
of the Royal Commission on the Housing of the Poor, and the Report
of the Committee of the House of Lords.on Sweating, represent an
attempt at least to ascertain the facts which bear upon the Cordition
of the Pepple question. But, after all, more minute, patiegt, intelli-
gent observation has been deyoted to the study of Earthworms, than

to the evolution, or rather the degradation, of the Sunken Section of 2

£
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our people. Here and there in the immense field individual workers
make notes, and occasionally emit a wail of despair, but where is
there any attempt even so much as to take the first preliminary step
of counting those who have gone under ?

One book there is, and so far as I know at present, only one,
which even attempts to enumerate the destitute. In his “ Life and
Labour in the East of London,” Mr. Charles Booth attempts to form
some kind of an idea as to the numbers of those with whom'we have
to deal. = 'With a large staff of assistants, and provided with dll the
facts in possession of the School Board Visitors, Mr. Booth took an
industrial census of East London. This district, which comprises
Tower Hamlets, Shoreditch, Bethnal Green and- Hackney, contains
a population of 908,000; that is to say, less than one-fourth of the
population of London. .

How do his statistics work out? If we estimate the number of
the poorest class in the rest of London as being twice as numerous
as those in the Eastern District, instead of being thrice as numerous,
as they would be if they were caltulated according to the population
in the same proportion, ti€ following is the result :—

v Estimate for

PAUPERS East London rest of London. Total
Inmates of Workhouses, Asylums,
and Hospitals - i st DT000 L i A0+ yae - - S H/O0D
HoMELESS
Loafers, Casuals, and some Crim-
inals oa i % so IEO00 o 33000 . S3.00D
STARVING
Casual earnings between 18s. per
week and chronic want .. 100,000 .. 200,000 ... 300,000

THE VERY POOR.
Intermittent earnings 18s. to 21s.

per week v 74,000 ... 148,000 ... 222,000
Small regular earnings 18s. to 21s.

per week ... ... 129000 .. 258,000 .. 387,000

ke 331,000 662,000 993,000

Regular’ wages, attizans, etc., 22s. -

to 30s. per week ... «s 377,000
Higher class labour, 30s. to 50s. per

week «. 121,000
Lower middle class, shopkeepers,

clerks, etc. ... 34,000

Upper middle class (servant keepers) 45,000

908,000
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It may be admitted that East London affords an exceptionally bad
district from which to generalise for the rest of the country. Wages
are higher in London than elsewhere, but so is rent, and the number
of the homeless and starving is greater in the human warren at the
East End. There are 31 millions of people in Great Britain, _
exclusive of Ireland: If destitution existed everywhere in East
London proportions, there would be 31 times as many homeless
and starving people as there are in the district round Bethnal Green.

But let us suppose that the East London rate is double the
average for the rest of the country. That would bring out the
followipg figures :—

HOUSELESS

R Fast London. United Kingdom.
Loafers, Casuals, and some Criminals ... 11,000 165,500

STARVING
Casual earnings or chronic want...

Total Houseless and Starving
In Workhouses, Asylums, &c.

Of those returned as homeless and starving, 870,000 were in
receipt of outdoor relief. : .

To these must be added the inmates of our prisons. In 1889,
174,779 persons were received in the prisons, but the average
number in prison at_ any one time did not exceed 60,000. The
figures, as given in the Prison Returns, are as follows :—

In Convict Prisons e 11,660
In Local Prisons .., P e 20,883
In Reformatories ,., PPAEREN 3|
In Industrial Schools ... PR | ¢ L
Criminal Lunatics 910

56,136

Add to this the number of indoor paupers and lunatics (excluding
criminals) 78,066—and we have an army of nearly two millions
belonging to the submerged classes. To this there must be added,
at the very least, another million, representing those dependent upon
the criminal, lunatic and other classes, not enumerated here, and the
more or less helpless of the class immediately above the houseless and
starving. This brings my total to three millions, or, to put it roughly
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to one-tenth of the population. According to Lord Brabazon and Mr.
Samuel Smith, “between two and three millions of our population are
always pauperised and degraded.” Mr. Chamberlain says there is a
“ population equal to that of the metropolis,”—that is, between four
and five millions—*‘ which has remained constantly in a state of abject
destitution and misery.” Mr. Giffen is more moderate. The sub-
merged class, according to him, comprises one in five of manual
labourers, six in 100 of the population. Mr. Giffen does not add
the third million which is living on the border line. Between Mr.
Chamberlain’s four millions and a half, and Mr. Giffen’s 1,800,000,
I am content to take three millions as representing the total strength
of the destitute army.

Darkest England, then, may be said to have a population about
equal to that of Scotland. Three million men, women, and children,
a vast despairing multitude in a condition nominally free, but really
enslaved ;—these it is whom we have to save.

It is a large order. [England emancipated her negroes sixty years
ago, at a cost of £40,000,000, and has never ceased boasting about it
since. But at our own doors, from “ Plymouth to -Peterhead,”
stretches this waste Continent of humanity—three million human
beings who are enslaved—some of them to taskmasters as merciless
as any West Indian overseer, all of them to destitution and despair.

Is anything to be done with them? Can anything be done for
them? Or is this million-headed mass to be regarded as offering a
problem as insoluble as that of the London sewage, which, feculent and
festering, swings heavily up and down the basin of the Thames with
the ebb and flow of the tide ?

This Submerged Tenth—is it, then, beyond the reach of the nine-
tenths in the midst of whom they live, and around whose homes they
rot and die? No doubt, in every large mass of human beings there
will be some incurably diseased in morals and in body, some for
whom nothing can be done, some of whom even the optimist must
despair, and for whom he can prescribe nothing but the bene-

ntly stern restraints of an asylum or a gaol.

.~\But is not one in ten a proportion scandalously high? The

Israglites of old set apart one tribe in twelve to minister to the Lord
in the service of the Temple; but must we doom one in ten of
“God’s Englishmen” to the service of the great Twin Devils—
Destitution and Despair ?

‘
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Darkest England may be described as consisting broadly of three
circles, one within the other. The outer and widest circle is
inhabited by the starving and the homeless, but honest, Poor. The
second by those who live by Vice ; jand the third and innermost region
at the centre is peopled by those who exist by Crime. The whole of
the three circles is sodden with Drink. Darkest England has many
more public-houses than the Forest of the Aruwimi has rivers, of
which Mr. Stanley sometimes had to cross three in half-an-hour.

The borders of this great lost land are not sharply defined. They
are continually expanding or contracting. Whenever there is a
period of depression in trade, they stretch ; when prosperity returns,
they contract. So far as individuals are concerned, there are none
among the hundreds of thousands who live upon the out-
skirts of the dark forest who can truly say that they or
their children are secure from being hopelessly entangled in
its labyrinth. The death of the bread-winner, a long illness,
a \failure in the City, or any one of a thousand other causes
which might be named, will bring within the first circle
those who at present imagine themselves free from all danger of
actual want. The death-rate in Darkest England is high. Death
is the great gaol-deliverer of the captives. But the dead are hardly
in the grave before their places are taken by others. Some escape,
but the majority, their health sapped by their surroundings, become
weaker and weaker, until at last they fall by the way, perishing
without hope at the very doors of the palatial mansions which, may-
be, some of them helped to build.

Some seven years ago a great outcry was made concerning the
Housing of the Poor. Much was said, and rightly said—it could not
be said too strongly—concerning the disease-breeding, manhood-
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destroying character of many of the tenementsin which the poor
nerd in our large cities. But there is a depth below that of the
dweller in the slums. It is that of the dweller in the street, who has
not even a lair in the slums which he can call his own. The house-
less Out-of-Work is in one respect at least like Him of whom it was
said, “ Foxes have holes, and birds of the air have nests, but the
Son of Man hath not where to lay His head.”

The existence of these unfortunates was somewhat rudely forced
upon the attention of Society in 1887, when Trafalgar Square be-
came the camping ground of the Homeless Outcaszs of London
Our Shelters have done something, but not enough, to provide (01
the outcasts, who this night and every night are walking about the
streets, not knowing where they can find a spot on which to rest
their weary frames,

Here is the return of one of my Officers who was told off this
summer to report upon the actual condition of the Homeless who
have no roof to shelter them in all London :—

There are still a large number of Londoners and a considerable percentage
of wanderers from the country in search of work, who find themselves at night-
fall destitute. These now betake themselves to the seats under the plane tree:
on the Embankment. Formerly they endeavoured ta occupy all the seats, In
the lynx-eyed Metropolitan Police declined to allow any such proceedings, und
the dossers, knowing the invariable kindness of the City Police, made tracks for
that portion of the Embankment which, lying east of the Temple, comes under
the control of the Civic Fathers. Here, between the Temple and Blackfriars, 1
found the poor wretches by the score; almost every seat contained its full
complement of six—some men, some women—all reclining in various postures
and nearly all fast asleep. Just as Big Ben strikes two, the moon,
flashing across. the Thames and lighting up the stone work of the
Embankment, . brings into relief a pitiable spectacle. Here on the
stone abutments, which afford a slight protection from the biting wind,
are scores of men lying side by side, huddled together for warmth,
and, of course, without any other covering than their ordinary clothing,
which is scanty enough at the best. Some have laid down a few pieces of
waste paper, by way of taking the chill off the stones, but the majority are too
tired, even for that, and the nightly toilet of most consists of first remoying
the hat, swathing the head in whatever old rag may be doing duty as a
handkerchief, and then replacing the hat. .

The intelligent-looking elderly man, who was just fixing himself up on a
seat, informed me that he frequently made that his night's abode. “You see,”
quoth he, “there’'s nowhere else so comfortable. I was here last night, and
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Monday and Tuesday as well, that's four- nights this week. I had no money for
lodgings, couldn't earn any, try as T might. I've had one bit of bread to-day,
nothing else whatever, and I've earned nothing to-day or yesterday; I had
threepence the day before, Gets my living by carrying parcels, or minding
horses, or odd jobs of that sort. You see I haven't got my health, that's
where it is. I used to work on the London General Omnibus Company ‘and
after that on the Road Car Company, but I had to go to the infirmary with
bronchitis and couldn't get work after that. What's the good of a man what's
got bronchitis and just left the infirmary ? Who'll engage him, I'd like to know ?
Besides, it makes me short of breath at times, and I can’'t do much. I'm a
widower; wife died long ago. I have one boy, abroad, a sailor, but he’s only
lately started and can't help me. Yes! its very fair out here of nights, seats
rather hard, but a bit of waste paper makes it a lot softer. We have women
sleep here often, and children, too. They're very well conducted, and there’s
seldom many rows here, you see, because everybody's tired out. We're too
sleepy to make a row.”

Another party, a tall, dull, helpless-looking individual, had walked up from
the country; would prefer not to mention the place. He had hoped to have
obtained a hospital letter at the Mansion House so as to obtain a truss for a
bad rupture, but failing, had tried various other places, also in vain, winding
up minus money or food on the Embankment.

In addition to these sleepers, a considerable number walk about the streets
up till the early hours of the morning to hunt up some job which will bring a
copper into the empty exchequer, and save them from actual starvation. I had
some conversation with one luch)A stalwart youth lately discharged from the
militia, and unable to get work.

“You see,” said he, pitifully, “I don't know my way about like most of the
London fellows. I'm so green, and don’t know how to pick up jobs like they
do. I've been walking the streets almost day and night these two weeks and
can't get work., I've got the strength, though I shan’t have it long at this rate.
I only want a job, This is the third night running that I've walked the streets
all night ; the only money I get is by minding blacking-boys’ boxes while they
go into Lockhart's for their dinner. I got a penny yesterday at it, and twopence
for carrying a parcel, and to-day I've had a penny. Bought a ha'porth of bread
and a ha'penny mug of tea.”

Poor lad ! probably he would soon get into thieves' company, and sink into
the depths, for there is no other means of living for many like him ; it is starve
or steal, even for the young. There are gangs of lad thieves in the low
Whitechapel lodging-houses, varying in age from thirteen to fifteen, who live
by thieving eatables and other easily obtained goods from shop fronts.

In addition to the Embankment, sco lodgings are found in the seats
outside Spitalfields Church, and many homeless wanderers have their own little

/
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nooks and corners of resort in many sheltered yards, vans, etc., all over London.
Two poor women I observed making their home in a shop door-way in Liverpool
Street. Thus they manage in the summer; what it's like in winter time is
terrible to think of. In many cases it means the pauper’s grave, as in the case
of a young woman who was wont to sleep in a van in Bedfordbury. Some men
who were aware of her practice surprised her by dashing a bucket of water on
her.. The blow to her weak system caused illness, and the inevitable sequel —
a coroner’s jury came to the conclusion that the water only hastened her death,
which was due, in plain English, to starvation.

The following are some statements taken down by the same Officer
from twelve men whom he found sleeping on the Embankment on
the nights of June 13th and 14th, 1890 :—

No. 1. ‘“I've slept here two nights; I'm a confectioner by trade; I come
from Dartford. I got turned off because I'm getting elderly. They can ge}
young men cheaper, and I have the rheumatism so bad. I've earned nothing
these two days; I thought I could get a job at Woolwich, so I walked there,
but could get nothing. I found a bit of bread in the road wrapped up in a bit
of newspaper. That did me for yesterday. I had a bit of bread and butter
to-day. I'm 54 years old. When it'swet we stand about all night under the arches.”

No. 2. “Been sleeping out three weeks all but one night; do odd jobs,
mind horses, and that sort of thing. Earned nothing to-day, or shouldn't be
here. Have had a pen'orth of bread to-day. That’s all. Yesterday had some
pieces given to me at a cook-shop. Two days last week had nothing at all
from morning till night. By trade I'm a feather-bed dresser, but it’s gone out
of fashion, and besides that, I've a cataract in one eye, and have lost the sight
of it completely. I'm a widower, have one child, a soldier, at Dover. My last
regular work was eight months ago, but the firm broke. Been doing odd jobs
since.” :

No. 3. “I'm a tailor; have slept here four nights running. Can't get work.
Been out of a job three weeks. If T can muster cash I sleep at a lodging-house
in Vere Street, Clare Market. It was very wet last night. I left these seats and
went to Covent Garden Market and slept under cover. There were about
thirty of us. The police moved us on, but we went back as soon as they had
gone. I've had a pen'orth of bread and pen’orth of soup during the last two
days—often goes without altogether. There are women sleep out here. They
are decent people, mostly charwomen and such like who can’t get work.”

No. 4. Elderly man; trembles visibly with excitement at mention of work;
produces a card carefully wrapped in old newspaper, to the effect that
Mr. J. R.is a member of the Trade Protection League. He is a waterside
labourer; last job. at that was a fortnight since. Has earned nothing for five
days. Had a bit of bread this morning, but not a scrap since, Had a cup of
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tea and two slices of bread yesterday, and the same the day before ; the deputy
at a lodging house gave it to him. He is fifty years old, and is still damp from
sleeping out in the wet last night.

No. 5. Sawyer by trade, machinery cut him out. Had a job, haymaking
near Uxbridge. Had been on same job lately for a month; got 2s. 6d,
a day. (Probably spent it in drink, seems a very doubtful worker.) Has been
odd jobbing a long time, earned 2d. to-day, bought a pen’orth of tea and ditto of
sugar (produces same from pocket) but can’t get any place to make the tea; was
hoping to get to a lodging house where he could borrow a teapot, but had no
money. Earned nothing yesterd‘y, slept at a casual ward ; very poor place, get
insufficient food, considering the labour. Six ounces of bread and a pint of
skilly for breakfast, one ounce of cheese and six or seven ounces of bread for
dinner (bread cut by guess). Tea same as breakfast,—no supper. For this you
have to break 10 cwt. of stones, or pick 4 Ibs. of oakum.

Number 6. Had slept out four nights running. Was a distiller by trade;
been out four months ; unwilling to enter into details of leaving, but it was his
_own fault. (Very likely; a heavy, thick, stubborn, and senseless-looking
fellow, six feet high, thick neck, strong limbs, evidently destitute of ability.)
Does odd jobs; earned 3d. for minding a horse, bought a cup of coffee and
pen'orth of bread and butter. Has no money }oj Slept under Waterloo

clothes shining with age, grease, and dirt ; they hang on his joints as on pegs ;
awful rags! I saw him endeavouring to wa He lifted his feet very slowly
and put them down carefully in evident pal His legs are bad; been in
infirmary several times with them. His uncle and grandfather were clergymen ;
both dead now. He was once in a good position in a money office, and after-
wards in the London and County Bank for nine years. Then he weat with an
auctioneer who broke, and he was left ill, old, and without any trade. “A
clerk’s place,” says he, "‘is never worth having, because there are so many of
them, and once out you can only get another place with difficulty. I have a
brother-in-law on the Stock Exchange, but he won't own me. Look at my
clothes ? Is it likely ?”

No. 8. Slept here four nights running. Is a builder’s labourer by trade, that
is, a handy-man. Had a settled job for a few weeks which expired three weeks
since. Has earned nothing for nine days. Then helped wash down a shop
front and got 2s. 6d. for it. Does anything he can get. Is 46 years old. Earns
about 2d. or 3d. a day at horse minding. A cup of tea and a bit of bread
yesterday, and same to-day, is all he has had.

No. g. A plumber’s labourer (all these men who are somebody’s * labourers ”
are poor samples of humanity, evidently lacking in grit, and destitute of
ability to do any work which would mean decent wages). Judging from

Bridge last night.
No. 7. Good-natured looking man ; one whg would suffer and say nothing ;
1
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appearances, they will do nothing well. They are a kind of automaton, with
the machinery rusty; slow, dull, and incapablee The man of ordinary
intelligence leaves them in the rear. They could doubtless earn more even
at odd jobs, but lack the energy. Of course, this means little food,
exposu}e to weather, and increased incapability day by day. (“From
him that hath not,” etc.) Out of work through slackness,does odd_jebs ; slept
here three nights running. Is a dock labourer when he caz get work. Has 6d.
an hour; works so many hours, according as he is wanted. Gets 2s,, 3s., or
4s. 6d. a day. Has to work very hard for it. Casual ward life is also very hard,
he says, for those who are not used to it, and. there is not enough to eat. Has
had to-day a pen'orth of bread, for minding a cab. Yesterday he spent 3}d. on
a breakfast, and that lasted him all day. Age 25.

No. 10. Been out of work a month. Carman by trade. Arm withered, and
cannot do work properly. Has slept here all the week; got an awful cold
through the wet. Lives at odd jobs (they all do). Got sixpénce yesterday for
minding a cab and carrying a couple of parcels. Earned nothing to-day, but
had one good meal; a lady gave it him. Has been walking about all day look-
ing for work, and is tired out.

No. 11. Youth, aged 16. Sad case; Londoner. Works at odd jobs and
matches selling. Has taken 3d. to-day, #.e., net profit 1{d. Has five boxes still,
Has slept here every night for a month. Before that slept in Covent Garden
Market or on doorsteps. Been sleeping out six months, since he left Feltham
Industrial School. Was sent there for playing truant. Has had one bit of bread
to-day ; yesterday had only some gooseberries and cherries, 7., bad ones that
had been thrown away. Mother is alive. She *“chucked him out” when he
returned home on leaving Feltham because he could’'nt find her money for drink.

No. 12. Old man, age 67. Seems to take rather a humorous view of the
position. Kind of Mark Tapley. Says he can’t say he does like it, but then he
must like it! Ha, ha! Is a slater by trade. Been out of work some time;
younger men naturally get the work. Gets a bit of bricklaying sometimes ; can
turn his hand to anything. Goes miles and gets nothing. Earned one and two-
pence this week at holding horses. Finds it hard, certainly. Used to care once,
and get down-hearted, but that's no good; don’t trouble now. Had a bit of
bread and butter and cup of coffee to-day. Health is awful bad, not half the
size he was; exposure and want of food is the cause ; got wet last night, and is
very stiff in consequence. Has been walking about since it was light, that is
3am. Was so cold and wet and weak, scarcely knew what to do. Walked to
Hyde Park, and got a little sleep theré on a dry seat as soon as the park opened.

These are fairly typical casés of the men who are now wandering
homeless through the streets. Thatis the way in which the nomads
of civilization are constantly being recruited from above,

-
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Such are the stories gathered at random one Midsummer night
this year under the shade of the plane trees of the Embankment. A
month later, when one of my staff took the census of the sleepers
out of doors along the line of the Thames from Blackfriars to
Westminster, he found three hundred and sixty-eight persons
sleeping in the open air. Of these, two hundred and seventy were
on the Embankment proper, and ninety-eight in and about Covent
Garden Market, while the recesses of Waterloo and Blackfriars
Bridges were full of human misery.

This, be it remembered, was not during a season of bad trade.
The revival of business has been attested on all hands, notably by
the barometer of strong drink. England is prosperous enough to
drink rum in quantities which appall the Chancellor of the Exchequer,
but she is not prosperous enough to provide other shelter than the
midnight sky for these poor outcasts on the Embankment.

To very many even of those who live in London it may be news
that there are so many hundreds who sleep out of doors every night.
There are comparatively few people stirring after midnight, and when
we are snugly tucked into our own beds we are apt to forget the
multitude outside in the rain and the storm who are shivering the
long hours through on the hard stone seats in the open or under the
arches of the railway. These homeless, hungry people are, however,
there, but being broken-spirited folk for the most partthey seldom
make their voices audible in the ears of their neighbours. Now and
again, however, a harsh cry from the depths is heard for a moment,
jarring rudely upon the ear and then all is still. The inarticulate
classes speak as seldom as Balaam’s ass. But they sometimes find a
voice. Here for instance is one such case which impressed me much.
It was reported in ofi¢ of the Liverpool papers some time back. The
speaker was haranmg a small knot of twenty or thirty men :—

“My lads,” he commenced, with one-hand in the breast of his
ragged vest, and the other, as usual, plucking nervously at his beard,
“This kind o’ work can't last for ever.” (Deep and earnest ex-

* clamations, “It can't! It shan’t”) “Well, boys,” continued the speaker,
“Somebody’ll have to find a road out o' this. 'What we want is work,
not work'us bounty, though the parish has been busy enough
amongst us lately, God knows! What we want is honest work.
(Hear, hear.) Now, what I propose is that each of you gets fifty
mates to join you; that'll make about 1,200 starving chaps—"
“And thegg,; asked several very gaunt and hungry-looking men
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excitedly. ‘“Why, then,” continued the leader. “ Why, then,”
interrupted a cadaverous-looking man from the farther and darkest
end of the cellar, “ of course we'll make a London job of it,eh ? ”
“No, no,” hastily interposed my friend, and holding up his hands
deprecatingly, “we'll go peaceably about it chaps; we'll go in a
body to the Town Hall, and show our poverty, and ask for work.
We'll take the women and children with us too.” (“Too ragged!
Too starved! They can’t walk it!”) “The women's rags is no
disgrace, the staggerin’ children 'll show what we come to. Let's
go a thousand strong, and ask for work and bread !”

Three years ago, in London, there were some such processions.
Church parades to the Abbey and St. Paul’s, bivouacs in Trafalgar
Square, etc. But Lazarus showed his rags and his sores too con-
spicuously for the convenience of Dives, and was summarily dealt
with in the name of law and order. But' as we have Lord
Mayor’s Days, when all the well-fed fur-clad City Fathers go in State
Coaches through the town, why should we not have a Lazarus
Day, in which the starving Out-of-Works, and the sweated half-
starved ‘‘in-works” of London should crawl in their tattered
raggedness, with their gaunt, hungry faces, and emaciated wives and
children, a Procession of Despair through the main thoroughfares,
past the massive houses and princely palaces of luxurious London ?

For these men are gradually, but surely, being sucked down into the
quicksand of modern life. They stretch out their grimy hands to us
in vain appeal, not for charity, but for work.

Work, work ! it is always work that they ask. The Divine curse
is to them the most blessed of benedictions. ‘“In the sweat of thy
brow thou shalt eat thy bread,” but alas for these forlorn sons of
Adam, they fail to find the bread to eat, for Society has no work for
them to do. They have not even leave to sweat. As well as discuss-
ing how these poor wapderers should in the second Adam ‘““all be made
alive,” ought we not to put forth some effort to effect their restoration
to that share in the heritage of labour which is theirs by right of
descent from the first Adam ?




CHAPTER 1IV.
THE OUT- OF-WORKS.

There is hardly any more pathetic figure than that of the strong,
able worker crying plaintively in the midst of our palaces and churches,
not for charity, but for. work, asking only to be allowed the privilege
of perpetual hard labour, that thereby he may earn wherewith to fill
his empty belly and silence the cry of his children for food. Crying
for it and not getting it, seeking for labour as lost treasure and
finding it not, until at last, all spirit and vigour worn out in the
weary quest, the once willing worker becomes a broken-down
drudge, sodden with wretchedness and despairing of all help in this
world or in that which is to come. Our oiganisation of industry
certainly leaves much to be desired. A problem which even slave
owners have solved ought not to be abandoned as insoluble by the
Christian civilisation of the Nineteenth Century.

I have already given a few life stories taken down from the lips
of those who were found homeless on the Embankment whichguggest
somewhat of the hardships and the misery of the fruitless seadych for
work. But what a volume of dull, squalid horror—a horror of great
darkness gradually obscuring all the light of day from the life of
the sufferer—might be written from the simple prosaic experiences
of the ragged fellows whom you meet every day in the streéet. These
men, whose labour is their only capital, are allowed, nay compelled,
to waste day after day by the want of any means of employment, and
then when they have seen days and weeks roll by during which
their capital has been wasted by pounds and pounds, they are
lectured for not saving the pence. When a rich man cannot employ
his capital he puts it out at interest, but the bank for the labour
capital of the poor man has yet to be invented. Yet it might be
worth while inventing one. A man’s labour is not only his capital,
but his life. When it passes it returns never more. To utilise it, to
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prevent its wasteful squandering, to enable the poor man to bank it
up for use hereafter, this surely is one of the most urgent tasks
before civilisation.

Of all heart-breaking toil the hunt for work is surely the worst.
Yet at any moment let a workman lose his present situation, and he
is compelled to begin anew the dreary round of fruitless calls. Here
is the story of one among thousands of the nomads, taken down
from his own lips, of one who was driven by sheer hunger into
crime,

A bright Spring morning found me landed from a western colony. Fourteen
years had passed since I embarked from the same spot. They viere fourteen
years, as far as results were concerned, of non-success, ¢ nd here I was again
in my own land, a stranger, with a new career to carve for myself and the
battle of life to fight over again.

My first thought was work. Neves before had I felt more eager for a down-
right good chance to win my way by hwaest toil; but where was I to find work ?
With firm determination I started in search. One day passed without success,
and another, and another, but the thought cheered me, * Better luck to-morrow.”
It has been said, “ Hope springs eternal in the human breast.” In my case it
was to be severely tested. Days soon ran into weeks, and still I was on the
trail patiently and hopefully. Courtesy and politeness so often met me in my
enquiries for employment that I often wished they would kick me out, and so
vary the monotony of the sickly veneer of consideration that so thinly overlaid
the indifference and the absolute unconcern they had to my needs. A fewcutup
rough and said, “No; we don’t want you.” *Please don't trouble us*again (this
after the second visit). We have no vacancy; and if we had, we have plenty of
people on hand to fill it.”

Who can express the feeling that comes over one when the fact begins to
dawn that the search for work is a failure? All my hopes and prospects
seemed to have turned out false. Helplessness, I had often heard of it, had
often talked about it, thought I knew all about it. Yes! in others, but now I
began to understand it for myself. Gradually my personal appearance faded.
My once faultless linen became unkempt and unclean. Down further and
further went the heels of my shoes, and I drifted into that distressing condition,
‘shabby gentility.” If the odds were against me before, how much more so
now, seeing that I was too shabby even to command attention, much less a
reply to my enquiry for work.

Hunger now began to do its work, and I drifted to the dock gates, but what
chance had I among the hungry giants there? And so down the stream I
drifted until “ Grim Want” brought me to the Tast shilling, the last lodging, and
the last meal. What shall 1 do? Where shall I go? 1tried to think. Mast
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I starve? Surely there must be some door still open for honest willing
endeavour, but where? What can I do? *Drink,” said the Tempter ; but to
drink to drunkenness needs cash, and oblivion by liquor demands an equivalent
in the currency.

Starve or steal. *“You must do one or the other,” said the Tempter. But I
recoiled from being a Thief. * Why be so particular ?” says the Tempter again.
“You are down now, who will trouble about you? Why trouble about
yourself ? The choice is between starving and stealing.” And I struggled
until hunger st _ ___, judgment, and then I became a Thief.

No one can pretend that it was an idle fear of death by starvation
which drove this poor fellow to steal. Deaths from actual hunger are
more common than is generally supposed. Last year, a man, whose
name was never known, was walking through St. James's Park, when
three of our Shelter men saw him suddenly stumble and fall. They
thought he was drunk, but found he had fainted. They carried him
to the bridge and gave him to the police. They took him to St.
George's Hospital, where he died. It appeared that he had, ac-
cording to his own tale, walked up from Liverpool, and had been
without food for five days. - The doctor, however, said he had gone
longer than that. The jury returned a verdict of “Death from
Starvation.”

Without food for five days or longer! Who that has experienced
the sinking sensation that is felt when even a single meal has been
sacrificed may form some idea of what kind of slow torture killed that
man !

In 1888 the average daily number of unemployed in London was
estimated by the Mansion House Committee at 20,000. This vast
reservoir of unemployed labour is the bane of all efforts to raise the
scale of living, to improve the condition of labour. Men hungering to
death for lack of opportunity to earn a crust are the materials from
which “blacklegs” are made, by whose aid the labourer is constantly
defeated in his attempts to improve his condition.

This is the problem that underlies all questions of Trades Unionism,
and all Schemes for the Improvement of the Condition of the Industrial
Army. To rear any stable edifice that will not perish when the first
storm rises and the first hurricane blows, it must be built not upon

_sand, but upon a rock. And the worst of all existing Schemes for

social betterment by organisation of the skilled workers and the like
is that they are founded, not upon “ rock,” nor even upon “sand,”
but upon the bottomless bog of 