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city, the same nation, the same govern-
ment can hold both. To mapy the word East
London only as a vast tract of crime and
misery and is looked upon much as:-we see the
words marked ori the map, “Sahara desert,” &n
unknown wilderness which comfortable beings,
Wwho give themselves to the practical work of
dally life, are not expected to traverse.
us who know East London it is no longer a wil-
derness of woe, but a place which is grossed by
the lights and shadows, by the sadness and joy

that go to make up the sum of| every existence,
the place where, side by
side with depths of human degradation and ml:

an

and above all, perhaps,

ery, can be found an {nspired unselfishnes:
a strength of rectitude which make | .
us realize.how the best in humanity
can dominate circumstance. Never-
theless, it would be useless to deny
that the shadows predominate and
it were well that all who are called
to rule this nation should elect to
walk the dark and untrodden ways
of, those streets of misery, as well

. as the stately ways of Westminster,
in jorder td realize that the same
city ought not to hold such terrible
contrasts.

It is nearly 12 o'clock at night
when we leave thelsettlement house,
sitnated at the extreme esst of the
‘long thoroughtare; wnle(u -
tery of the east end. \T!
sweeps across the broad road and
whistles wildly by, driving the,dust
toward the marsh land that lie) -be-
yond. The streets in East London
are never stl the
multitude goes unbroken
rhythm when the stars are over-

the street, and drunk-

en shout§ and drunken
ells and ribald songs
and the | shuffiing feet
of  squalid, miserable
women dhlurb -the

peace of the stil

alr.

I night
Another law bhas

also been enacted by
the legislature during
the past year and that

is that a lst shall be
furnished to. all the sd-
loon keepers, with por-
.traits of habitual

bead almost as unceasingly as when the sun
shines of the fog wraps us round. Men and wo-
men wearlly walking,- sometimes because they
bave nowhere to go, sometimies because their
work keeps them late at night and sends them
forth early in the morning, sometimes because
they are returning from that long quest in search
of|labor, the story of which s written In thelr
dejected countenances and their despondent, bent
shoulders; but the stream drives on and the
trams roll by till one o'clock in the morning, and
while some in East London sleep, as many wake.
., But we are beund for
houses fn one of the very
densely populated quarter;

some of the lodging
worst streets in that
strepts that have the
unsavory reputation, of being the scene of some
of Jack the Ripper's-murders; streets that have
been the plague spot of the police, the puzzle of
phllanthropists, the of thecity missionaries.
‘We turn away from main lhurou(hllrf, down
some of the dark side alleys, and then by the
open doors and the lights we can see that we
have come to the land of the doss heuses, as they
are called, where a cheap bed can be had for a
few pence. Night seems hardly to have begun;
though it i3 laf 'he downstair rooms are still
full of men and women“whose occupation seems
1o be one constant passing in and out of the dirty
kitchen to shuffle across the street through the
open doors of the saloon, and here you find the
secret of London’s degradation. There are among
that wretched crowd, herded in these lodging
houses, men and women who have known days
far different from their present surroundings.
Some of these men have been in the army, some
i even have been ministers of religion.
these women have known good homes and re-
fineq surroundings, but the gaping doors of the
drink shop could tell the story of their ruin. And
as you breathe the loaded ajmosphere of those '
horrible dens you ask yourselt why it is impos-
sible to' rouse these people to a sense of their
wretched environment, why canot they be up-
lifted and reclaimed? The duil eyes, the heavy
faces, the indifference, the stupor, is your answer
—narcotized by drink. It is strange that such a
quarter of our city should be infinitely more re-
pulsive than the so-called Chingse street, where,
‘At Is true, you see men smoking opium, pale, ema-
clated; but that vice seems as nothing (n the
clean though bare ‘surroundings of the oriental
in comparison with the horrilile squalor of -tye
English doss house. |,

Wo.stand for a

loment at the corner of the
street. The clock {s striking half-past twelve,
yand we watch the clpsing hour of the saloon. A
law haw been enacted in England which makes
drunkenness now a crime and men and Wwomen
“TED be arrested for-this without its being neces-
sary, ds formerly, that they should be disorderly
as i but-when ‘the customers of the drink
#bops are turned upon the ‘streets at closing
. Ume it does not seem as though the arm of the
| law_had reached the offenders, for girls and wo.
men, young and old men, stagger blindly out into

drunkards, to whom
drink s po longer to
be served.: I know no

more ghaptly album. It
would be possjble to
write a volume on the
faces thus portrayed.
*Young girls, some not
more than’ five or six
and twenty, with still
the indelible traces of
youth and beauty upon
their faces, but with
the hall mark of crime
and degradation; old
women, who have
dragged. out weary
lives, passing from the swinging door of one
drink shop to another, till all that is left upon
the face is a besotted .leer, and It seems as
though the spark of divinity which is in every
ong had surely been extinguished; men of the
worst criminal type, low, brutalized, terrible,
And we say to ourselves, as we turn these pages,
When shall we realize that to deal scientifically
with -such abject misery-As this we must not
alone deny to these the freedom of the drink
shop, but we should, for the good of humanity,
count them as irresponsible lunatics and keep
them safely segregated for the rest of their lives.

But there 18 another side of East-London even
‘more heartrending, for as we walk those bleak
streets in the cold March ‘wind we meet again
and again the honest man seeking work and find-
ing nome. Never, probably, was labor shortet
than at present. On all hands families are or? the
verge of starvation and mem driven to despera-
tlon, men who walk all day and return wearied
and wan with the same terrible.sentence on their

No Job- for me;” women ¢rying for bread,
they would not work or eould not,
but just Because the brgad winner can find no
emploympnt.

And Yet therp are gleams of brightness n this
life in East London which help us and cheer us
and make us realize. that possibly by and by we
sball solve the great problem of sorrow by under-
standing bow it is the crucible of God in which
he can produce that ghich is likest to himself in
hupan souls. * We walk onward through those
,dark and dirty streets and by and by we come to
a lodging bouse for women. No lower or more
degraded place can be found. Yet as we enter
there is a woman sitting near the fire drinking a
cup of tea, surrounded by a group whese history
'1s written only too plainly upon their faces, sad
8 we enter We are recognized, and they tell us
bow this poor squl has been nigh to the verge of
death. She is expecting fo go down fnto the
great Gethsemane of suffering which shall bring
her perhaps another load of sorraw, which, were
it not for'the circumstances, ought to be & wo-
‘man's greatest joy. They found her on the
bridge, leaning over the parapet, putting out

fecble hands to clasp the cold hand of death;

Y

hey brought her bac}
agaln, these women
whom the world calls

clothied her and now
she sits there huddled
by the fire. She 1s no
longer ‘able to work;
the hacklng cough and

that life is ebbing very fast from her, |

as only the poor know how. Wa sat
and talked a while and then pasged

on, realizing that the sisters of chir- |
ity in this world are not only to be |
found amongst the pure und holy who, |
have taken vbws to devote their lives |

~<

to God, but that sometimes that divine charity
lurks in hearts which have grown dim nnd,@ully '
by a life of sin, but still can reflect back the ‘light

that falls for an instant upon that facet which God Sadar gk, sin

‘bimself has cut.

Lo_N—;oN WAITETS' “HAT.” j

Few men who have come to New York from the
other side to live and to make money have come
into their own in quite the same fashion as ¢he
maitre d'hotel of one of the big uptown hotels
Four years ago he was a walter in the restaurant
of a Londan hotel, earning at most $20 a week, tips
included. Now he is In charge of the whole res- |
taurant service at one of the buslest New York |
hotels and his income this year, Including gratul- |
ties, shauld be at least $10,000, and at that he has |
been in New York only a few months.

There is nobody wko is better qualified to make
comparisons between restaurant conditions in Lon-
dan_and” bere. than this maitre d’hotel and the
wenltby but little traveled citizen of this country |
who\does not know Europe may well be surprised |
to be told that the lavish tips be bestows upon his |
walter in the expensive restaurant in London ben- |
efit that person little more than would a moderate
gratulty. What the walter gets in the average big
restaurant in London when he s told to keep the
change does not go into his own pocket. Instead |
it {s-put In the “hat.” |

The reason for the hat Is that it s belleved to |
insure a uniformity of good service. It is the rule |
of the big London restaurant that every tip In the |
dining room ‘shall go' to the hat and at the end |
of tae week the contents are divided.

“Waiters In Lbndon are pald lu wages only
$125 a week.” sald\the maltre.d’hothl. “When a
man first enters the erytce of a restaurant he gets |
only one-balf of one pyft of 1he drawings from the
hat, so that he wil)/receive altogether during a |
eisy season from 49 to $13 & week. After six

9/entitled to a full part of ' draw-
0n the average aboyt $15 a\week. |
“Head wajferg iz London, which correspond to
captaing heyé. get 35 a week wages and about\§1s |
of the hat. Hers a captaln will get
/10 $100 a month 1u wages, while his tips
will bijfig that amount up to $150 1o §250.” \

bad, they warmed and |

the fevered cheek tell only too plainly | imaj Ames
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Tt 1s just about a thousand timex
easier to call a man a llar than to\
prove ft.-—New York Times.
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and yet who Is it that suhports hei | e of the bust-arranged wod m.:h,,.:
These girls I their degradad life aro | [ antyan fhe, Tiias. and i o

v P the: slectric fGad; bath, toilet, hot and eold water, city
giving half thefr food, any money they | ce s el i e e
can spare, part of every cup o ;el i §n"’“"‘-.; b M""w‘:’.‘m rehard; 18 out o0
and every wretched meal to keep her . 320 foet deep: planty of room for
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