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Reformer:

ﬁ;ﬂﬁlm
Auihor *In Flis Steps,™ “Robert
| Sev:n Dayps” Bl

S — L‘

+ 1t has been sald that no living being
gver successfully described Bowen
gtreet s0 that a person who never saw

it could have even the faintest concep- |

tion of its troth. Mr. Marsh had never
seen anything like it, and all his read-

had never given him any Iidea
svhatever of the reality. He stared at
it 21l now in a bewildered, almost
frightened manner that grasped only a
part of the terrible significance of it
all.

Finally he turned to John Gordon
and sald with a tene in which irrita-
1ion was the dominant note:

_ “Why don’t some of these children
go over and play In the Hope House
playgrounds instead of rolling in this
gwtul filth? I understood you to say

that Hope House had a phr;rupnd."
' looked at Mr. Marsh at

. "Harmnrthﬂdrm'mnphrml

mcenhutinmdboundedbrllntlmi

than 50 feet wide and 100 feet long?
§t is crowded to overfiowing Dow.
: know bow many years Miss AD-
' s pleaded and begged and prayed
and turned meuntains of selfish indif-
ference and commercial greed to get
ihat little playground
#] have no idea. Hadn't we better
go Inside now?’ Mr. Marsh replied
feebly. “Let’'s get through with it I
bad no idea It was
pourse this s unusually
efhere are fifty other streets as bad
pr worse within two miles of
Houose.”
. «“Why don't they get Dew garbage
boxes at least?” Mr, Marsh exclaimed

in the same irritated manner. He had .
he‘nnbrbeh:lznictlttha:]ghtnfthi |
_'yearful conditions. He was now grow-

ing angry. :
«Who do you mean by ‘they,’ Mr.

AMgrsh? John Gordon said, with some
bitterness. ““The landlords? The city

to accommodate the number of faml-
lies in their tenements.” |
Mr. Marsh looked at the box in frowt
of his own double decker and said
nothing. |
It was a rotten apology for what had .
once been a small box. It bad only
three sides and no cover. It was filled |
to overfiowing, and crowning the heap
of stench was a dead ¢hicken swarming
with maggots. It was a fair sample of
every other box in Bowen street, and

in its loathsome and naked uncleanness |

$t stood there in the blaze of the pitiless

sun a dumb but ghastly and over-

whelminz witness against the cultured

Mﬂmmnfthnmenwhnmnnt-

willing to be their brother’s keepers 80
long as they can live luxuriously on
their brother’s needs at a distance from
all suffering and responsibility.

They went into the narrow court that |

ted the rear from the front of
the building, and John Gordon polnted
out the deadly nature of the construe-
tion. : :

“There is no direct sunlight in any of
these rooms that open on the court
All light and nir must enter either
where we did or come in from the

top!”

+ ¥ uttered the word in time to pre-
need to visit more than one. But it is

vent Mr. Marsh from stumbling over &
projection in the shapeof a raised plat-

form built out from the side wall,
ghortening the distance between the !

maln walls of the court. The-use of
the platform was, as he afterward
Jearned, to furnizh a little additional

room for banging out clothes, which |

wwere suspended above the platform on
a geries of racks.

The floor of the court or passageway

betweell the two wings of the “dumb-
bell” was slippery with filth of every
deseription. In the semidarkness which
prevailed in spite of the sun’s glare
outside cowld be seen pale, tired wo-
men with sallow, dirty faces, peering
out from doorway and window. The
beat was stifling; as not & breath blew
in at either end of the passage, and the
eodor was overpowering.

Mr. Marsh hesitated.

«] don’t know that 1 care to go In,”
bhe gaid almost In a tone of fear.

“Too late to back out DoOW,
Marsh. Come! It will do you good.
Make you more contented with your
home on the boulevard,” John Gordon

said grimly.

He greeted the group of women in

the doorway, and they returned his
greeting civilly enough, for he was
wearing his regular inspector’s badge,
authorized by the board of health, and

besides all that he had already in the !

course of his brief study made friends
in the block.

Almost the first step they took from
the doorway plunged them into dark-
ness. Gordon had hold of Mr. Marsk's
arm and was silent until they came to
the first flight of stairs at the end of
the passage.

~“Have to be a little careful here,
gir” he cautioned. “This is an old

part, jolning your part from the rear.

1t was on, the lot when your agent
looked over the space, and he built up
to the lmft and a little more. In fact,
be broke six  distinct ordinances In
the space that ought to have
open between the new bulld-
the old. But that was nothing

' fumed zephyrs and grass

bloom. But ob, for you, little sister,
all so borrible. Sf I who shall reveal its beauty, who shall
bad, iso’t it discover to you its glory, O child of the |

H | tenements, in the great city by the

" claimed.
Mr, |

sl

Eigﬁﬁ
fi

emphatically.

‘may seem absurd

growing sick from the awful stench

here. I doubt my ability to go on.”
Gordon made mo ansSWErL. After a

moment Mr., Marsh said feebly:

| wall right. I'll try to stand it.”

keeping his hand on his companion’s
| arm, began to go up the stairs. Under
their feet they could feel the slimy
filth that had accumulated for weeks.
Half way up something passed them
going down. It was a litile girl about
eight years old carrying in her arms &
baby. In the dim
through the ball at the top of the glight
the two men could hardly make out
this child of the tenements, burdened
long years before the time with 2 hu-
man ,responsibility, robbed of play-

- ground and childhood 4nd thrust info a

world of suffering and discomfort. I'oor
mournful creature, a woman in gravity
and a child in years, bending your
| dirty face over the gasping little sister
| in your slim arms, sitting on the steps
| 1ate into the night with the bundle that
[ may actually die in your arms, and no
; one but yourself feel much grief if it
| does. Child of the tenements, you do

not know it, but it is a beautiful world

that God has made. There are trees

and flowers and clear water and per-
dotted with

lakes?
At the top of the stairs John Gordon

paused a moment and then turned to
the Jeft and led his companion along
to a doorway opening on a corridor
looking out on ihe airshaft. A railing
ran around this corridor, and leaning

over it were a number of persons, most-_

“Honestly, Gordon, it
to you, but I am.j Mr Aarsh. in his eagerness to get out

|
I
: owned the

Without any reply John Gordon, still

| he found him seated on

light which filtered °

ly women, some of them holding ba-

bies, others doing some kind of work

ordinance makes it obligatory on the One woman at the end of the corridor
landlords to furnish and keep In good A WaS

repair garbage boxes sufficient in size

ng some. dish for supper.
The stench that rose from the court

below was made dsubly itislcrable by
the smoke from the chimzcys of the
rear tenements c¢a the adjoining lot,
which drifted into the corridor and
swept into every doorway.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Caylor. How
is the little boy today?” :

“Poorly, sir. Will you go in and see
him?” Then she glanced suspiciously
at Mr. Marsh and added: “But you
can't da anything. for bhim. Better
Jeave-him be.” - s en

“This is Mr. Marsh, Mrs. Caylor. He
is the owner of the building. He wants

in®"

The woman's face lighted up just
for a second, then all died out to that
dull indifference which has long ago
lost all hope of anything better farther

| 0.

“I don't care,” she answered with

gullen Indifference.
Johm Gordon at once turned Inte the

both opened on the corridor. Gordon

walked across to an opening and §
turned to beckon to Mr. Marsh, whbo

bad stopped.

“T want you to see & specimen of &
dark bedroom, Mr. Marsh. You don’t

worth knowlng that there are hun-
dreds more like this one.”
Mr. Marsh came across {0
gide.
“This Is more terrible than I ever
dreamed,” he said in a whisper.
“Nothing when you get used to It

Gordon's

absolutely dark except for the light
that entered through the room they
hed ingt left. Gordom felt his way un-
til his hand touched something, and
then he said gently:

“Loule, how are you today?”’

“Not very well. That you, Mr. Gor
don?"

“Yeg. I’ve brought you something.

' Here. Catch on, little man.”

«It's fine!” the thin eager volce ex-
“Don't tell mother. She'll
 take itaway.”

“No, no, Loule. She won't. The doo-
tor will let you have it,” John Gordon

gaid reassuringly, and then he was si- ,
ball, could be seen a long line of men

lent. Mr. Marsh was close by, and
 both men stood #till a moment
In the stillness a distinct rustling
sound could be heard. It was llke the
rustling of tissue paper or the gcratch-
ing of small mice. =
“What's that?’ Mr. Marsh asked.
“Wait a minute; I'll show you,” Gor-
_don apswered gquietly. “Shut your
| eyes, Louis. I'm  going to light a
mateh."
| He struck the match and held it up.
The pale light revealed In the few
seconds that the match burned a bro
ken bedstead and a ragged, filthy mat-
tress on which lay & child about ten
vears old. The walls of the room bhad
once been papered before the double
decker had been censtructed so that
some of it had Dblocked up the win-
dows that bad once opened on the rear
lot. This paper now bung in festoons
“and strings all over the ceiling, ard
Mr. Marsh, looking in horror at the

tenement house hell, saw countless
swarms of bugs .and vermin crawling

to see some of the rooms. We can g0 |

: . k “i
ﬂilmtﬂﬂmm_
good

you

who cheerfully:

sald
All right, Louis!

: Iy
s © heart. I'll try to get in and

_tomorrow."
“Thank you, Mr. Gordon.”
Mr. Marsh pulled at Gordon's arm.
«For God's sake, Gordon, let’'s get
__out of here. I'm growing sick. I shall

don Baid ironically.

They went out into the corridor, and
of the building did not even stop to
reply to several of the Women who had
learned from Mrs. Caylor that be
double decker and crowded
up to complain about the garbage boxes
and the drainpipes. While Gordon
was talking with Mrs. Caylor about
' Louls, Mr. Marsh went down, hurried
as fast as he dared
court, and when John

deathly pale and actually sicks

Gordon grimly eyed him. -
“1t's ouly 4 o'elock. We'll have time

to do the other. There are some fea-
“tures of No. 97 that.are pecullar. 1
would like to bave you see them.”
“J cannot go, Gordon. It's out of the
guestion. I am too 11 R
- “Tot's go over to Hope House, ‘then,”
John Gordon sald gravely.
Ar. Marsh, with difficulty,
over to Hope House, On the way Gor-

don said:

“There is an ordinance which says

that there shall be spaces between
front and rear tenements, graduated
according to the height of the building.
If the tenement Is one story high, there
must be ten feet between front

rear; If two storles, ffteen feet; It
four stories, twenty-five feet, ete. Your
agent deliberately ignored this law
and built your double decker so as t§
cover all the space. In dolng so he

! deliberately established a condition
' that permitted of no light io a dezen

bedrooms like the one we went Into.
More than tbat, he created conditions
that breed anarchy, for if the rich and
cuitured citizens of this municipality
for their own gain selfishly trample on
the laws of the city what can they ex-
pect from the poor and the desperate
and the ignorant but hatred of all so-
ciety ¥

“I'm too sick to discuss It,” Mr.
Marsh groaned. Gordon saw that he
was actually suffering severely, and
when they entered Hope House bLe
gave him careful attention.

It was only a temporary indisposi-

! tion, however, and after resting an

hour Mr. Marsh recovered sufficlently
to sit up and-expressed some mortifi-
cation at the way be bad bebaved
But his manner was very grave, and
the experience of his visit to the build-
ing was evidently making a profound
impression on him.

To Gordon's disappointment, Miss An-
drews had been called away and was
not present at the evening meal. Mr.
Marsh was able to be at the table with
the residents and was a close listener
to the talk, although he said little.

“Do you feel equal to a little work
this evening, Mr. Marsh? Gordon
asked after the residents had adjourned
to the library and had begun to scatter
for their several duties

“] think so: ves™ Mr. Marsh ap-

. swered. He was really ashamed of his

inability to endure unusual sights of

room, and Mr. Marsh reluctantly fol- | disagreeable human suffering.

' lowed. There were two windows, buat

“Then perhaps we had better visit
" one of the vauderville balls. I want you
to see how the saloon, as a political In-
gtitution, comes in to supplement the
absence of home life. Perbaps jt will
help you to understand better, it you
want te, why the tenement house con-

' ditions are not interfered with and

|

sir. Let's step in. There 1sn’t much to * triet, Gordon an

! m.n.
They entered the room, Which wls'l
was unusually excited. His university

why it is to the interest of the politi-
cilan that the people suffer as far as
endurance will go in the matter of no
homes.”

At 9 o'clock, In company with an offi. |
cer in citizen's clothes who was de- .
talled to look after Hope House dis-
d Marsh entered one of

the vaudeville halls joining a corner
saloon on Bowen street. Mr. Marsh

training, his exclusive, refined culture,
his sensitive habits, were all the exact

. opposite of everything he had felt and

secn since he entered Hope House dis- °
trict. He went in with Gordon, and .
| they took seats In the rear of the saw- |

dust covered floor in a hall that would

hold 200 persons. They faced a gaudily |

painted curtailn, which let down in

front of a emall stage. The hall rapid- |

' 1y filled up with men and bays. The

air was heavy with the fumes of beer
and tobacco. The might was sultry, and

! at the saloon bar, which was visible

through the doorway opening into the

and women drinking, while others
stood behind the line reaching their
hands over for glasses or waiting their
turn to get up to the bar itself.

Three viollns, & harp and a piano be-
gan to play, and the curtain went up.
At that very moment In Christian
homes all over America good Women
kneeled at clean beds by the side of
pure hearted little children to repeat
the evening prayer to the good God.
But will the time speedily come when
little voices shall swell the thunder of
the good God’s wrath against an insti-
tution that carries into homeless des-
erts of the great cities the plague of
death, the foul touch of lost virtue for
the sake of gold?

i gight, in that brief moment, Dot tﬂﬂf

brief to tell one whole story of the :

through the lower .
Gordon came out
the outer steps, !

..uy In front ot
them, sald, “What
Il you bave?”’
“Cigars for three,” said the officer.
And as the man slowly moved away

| after giving the three visitors a sharp

look the officer sald In answer to the

I'llﬂll-'u‘ﬂﬂfrm Mr. Marsh: “Ob, the
walked

show's free. So's the lunch. But ev-
erybody Is expected to take something.
The saloons ain’t doing this for their
Lealth. nor for the love of the people,
not If they know it.”

“What If we refused to buy either
cigars or beer?’ Gordon asked, for he
had never entered one of the vaude-
ville halls but once before and had
then gone In to bunt for ome of the
young men who had been attending
the night classes at Hope House. His
knowledge of the character of the en-
tertalnment was galned from Ford, the
university resident.

The officer shrugged his shoulders.

“They’'d make it mighty uncomforta-
ble for you before you got out or got
in again. The saloon may be a social
necessity to the poor devils in the
double deckers, but it don't furmish
soclal amusements without getting
mighty well paid for it. It's free, but
it's expensive,” sald Officer Roberts.

As be finished speaking, the bar-
tender came back with the cigars and a
tray loaded with beer and whisky. The
liquor was distributed around on little
tables at which the boys and men In
the audience were mostly seated. As
the curtain went up to the music of
the orchestra there were about 130 In
the room and a stream of newcomers
noisily entering. Before the first song
was finished, the hall was filled to suf-
focalion.

As the entertalnment, If It could
called such, went on, John Gordon’s soul

| was stirred deep with a red blocded

indignation. After the first two oOr
three vulgar sougs, which were fol-
fjowed by some suggestive dances, he

sat there practically hearing and see- '

lng nothing on the stage. The audi-
ence had become the absorbing study

was it worth while?
The majority of the company Was
composed of young men between eight-

cen and twenty-five years of age. They |

were as a type pale, listless and as-
tonishingly dull of expression.

agine the exact appcarance of the

rooms ihat these young men probably

called home, He then began to raise a

host of questions concerning their par- .

ﬁt:tage, their occupations, their wages,
e amount thev probably spent on the
saloon and the places they went to on
Sunday. The absolute absence of any-
thing interesting or elevating in their
lives Impressed him with tremendous

reality.
were on the fine streets miles away.

There was not a religions institution. |

with the possible exception of Hope
House, that had any influence in the

lives of these apathetic, coarsened, dis- |
The vauderville '

gipated young men.
and the saloon touched thelr lives, but

the church never did. Yet it was the !
ginner that Jesls came to save. Was |

the church realizing her responsibility
to neglect this awful swarm of youth

that bred like discase in the tenement, |

and cursed God and died in the im-
pure atmosphere of these polluted
walls? Geod have mercy on them! Are

| they meore sinned against than sinning?
Can a boy or girl grow up pure in tene- |

ments like these we have bere in this
greed smitten city? And the one social
{nstitution thal comes forward to min-
ister to the social Instincts is the ea-
joon! It says to the tired workingman

| who has no place worthy io be cajled

a home, “Come, enjoy a social glass In
a handsome, well lighted, cheerful
room!" It says to the men whosc appe-
tite is never satisfied with ill prepared
food: “Come, enjoy a free lunch! Only
of course yéu will want beer or whisky
to wash it down.” And witbout saying
this to the man, only to itself, the sa-
loon, with devilish foresight, reckons
on getting back by means of the free
laneh 100 per cent in the actual sale of
drinks. Truly Officer Roberts Is right
when he says, “It's free, but it's expen-
give.”

It says to the young man who has
no healthy outlet for physical life be-

John
Gordon was Irresistibly drawn to im-

All the churches in the city '

L. (To %e contioned.)

churches take the

on it. or will they still

loon to pre-empt the corner lots
under the hypocritical guise of cater-

but the gospel of beer and free lanches
as long as they are able to pay for
them ™

His meditation was golng deeper,
and he was beginning to philosophlze
not bitterly, but with genuine eadness,
when he saw Mr. Marsh suddenly
arise and clutch his arm bard.

“T can't bear any more of this,” be
gald as Gordon glanced up at bim.
“I'm golng out. It's (o0 revolting.

I've seen all I care to.”
“And when you've seen one of 'em

you've seen all of ‘em,” said Officer
Roberts with a shrug. Gordon looked
toward the stage. A dance that was
simply revolting in its indecency was
being performed. A Toar of brutal
laughter rose from the audience. It
was like a picture taken from some
scene of the “Inferno.” Gordon's spirit
flamed up in holy wrath at the sight
of it, but he got up and went out with
Marsh and the officer.

Once outside, even In the tainted,
beer polisoned air that floated out of
the saloon, all three of the men breathed
easier. Officer Roberts looked toward
Gordon with an air of resignation.

“Does your friend wish to continve?
Imlrbllnnwedtulnrthenhnwh
the same one place as apother—same
songs, same dances”—

“Xo more for me,” Mr. Marsh inter-
rupted quickly. “Gordon, I'm simply
sick of it all. Let us go back to Hope
House. 1 should like to meet Miss ADn-
drews before going home. You thought
she would be back after supper?’

“Yes, but I want you to see Bowen
street by night; jést two or three
blocks, and 1'll pot ask any more.”

“YVery well” M\r. Marsh reluctantly
consented. He was evidently laboring
under great stress of feeling. His sen-
sitive pature bad suffered in ways that
~aca very nouseal,

“[t won't be necessary for you to o
along, Roberts” Gordon said as the

officer stood walting.

“Much obliged, sir.” Roberts as
swored with a locs of reliel. “I'm at
your service of course., Mizs Anarews
guve special orders to me 1o be of any
help to you that 1 can.”

“It will not bLe neccss=ary, Roberts.
sMuch obliged. We'll simpiy walk
{hrough the street and not attempt any
inside work tonighu’

wAll right, sir.” The officer turncd
back to Hope IHouse plargroaond, which
be had overseen ever eince it bad be-
come an important ipstitution, aud
Gordop, taking Mr. Marsh's arm
walked down Bowen strect for three

i bLlocks, then turned and came back on

for him. The people! There they were! °
His choice! To serve and to love! But |

the opposite sidewalk.
If the street bad been full during the
day, it was running oves at nigbt

. The stoops were literally packed with

people. The child of the tencments,
with her little sister in ber arms, wWas
there, bending over the armful, sitting
on the steps In various degrees of dis-
comfort and unconscious misery, but
cheerful, resigned and appareutly born
to her task.

The night was breathless, and yet
out on the wide boulevard it was not
stiing. Down here, bhowever, pot a
single sigh of fresh air came. The
garbage boxes rotted visibly. On the
covers of those few boxes that etill re-
tained covers were lying men and boys,
trying in the midst of the unnatural,
feverish noises peculiar to tenement
districts to get a little rest. On the
stones and mud and offal of the street
itself scores of people were lylng, some
on a few rags thrown down to soak up
the liquid filth, otbhers with no covering
between thelr horrible clothing and the
founl street. Twice they had to stop
and plck their way between the figures
that lay in the street, pauting for a
breath of air, wearily, but with the
indifference of years of accustomed
discomfort, counting the time when the
dark sleeping rooms igside should be-
come a little less unbearable.

During the entire walk neither Gor-
don nor Marsh said anything but once,
when Mr. Marsh asked a question:

“Some of these children seem far
better dressed and cleaner, more at-
tractive than others. Are these some
of the Hopoe House cenverts?’

“No,” replied Join Gordon dryly.
“Those are saloon keeper's children.”

Mr. Marsh did not ask any more
questions until they were going into
Hope House entrance. Then be turned
to his companion and sald:

“] have seen things today I bpever
could belleve If I had been told. It is

all too horrible, too horrible. I shall |
! dream of it tonight. Why bhave you

made me look at it?
They paused a moment under the

archway.

“Would God, Mr. Marsh, that every !

business man in this city could see
what you bave seen, and what you have
seen Is nothIng compared with the hor-
rors you will never even dream about.”

“It bas sickened me,” Mr. Marsh re-
peated irritably, and Jobn Gordon

 could see by his manner that he was

nervously affected by tbe day's expe-
rience. Mmhamﬂm.:,m
Miss Andrews came In through the

_ archway.

“] understand you have been looking
about today. Come into the lbrary

lnﬁtell me about it.”
had greeted Gordon in ber usual

quiet, calm but delightful manner as
he Introduced Mr. Marsh.

=
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which we have some pretty designs.

CUPS and SAUCERS,

'ﬂ

CHEESE DISHES,
JUGS and PITCHERS,

CARD TRAYS,
MUSTARD POTS,

CAKE PLATES,

r

SALAD BOWLS,
JARDINIERES,

CHOCOLATE Po

'—__—“ﬁ

CELERY TRAYS

PICKLE DISHES |

| 5

These are all striking, novel and inexpensive.
week we will give all buyers the advantage of a [eni®

discount on any of the above articles.

SPRATT & KILLENF=

e —— e O 0 W

..FUOTWEAR.

LREADY we have begun fo think of

lighter clothing. Shoes must come next

We have made diligent search for the best

We have your needs in the shoe line await.
ing you, Here are some:

Women’s Fine Dongola Oxfords, good style, good wearzrs.
Prices $1.15, $1.25, $1.35, $1 50, $2.00.

Prices $1.25, $1.50 and $2.cO.
Men's Fine Dongola Oxfords, turn sole, extra quality, $1.35

HIGH.GRADE SHOE REPAIRING

‘ Ready when Promised.”

F. A. ROBINSON

74 KENT-ST., LINDSAY

J. J. WETHERUP

... Sole Representative for. ..
% Mason & Risch FPianes.
Bell Pianos and (Organs.

e e

Willigomes Scwmnf
Jﬁ;fﬂ:ﬂr.’_

New

|
Il
4

N5

Machines.

Also & pumber of s"ightly worn '
5""1" Machines al g-eatly [ d#

j. J. WETHERUF
LINDSAY BOX 415
CCR EUSSEX AND PERL

g

5 Page Woven Wire Fence
e~ . mrtﬁ

_,- | ]
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'.'_'-._ “
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Do you want to buy the best pump in Canads!
'Eat one of the Dennis Patent Pumps. They dﬂ? :
Itlst and work easy. We manufacture these pumps 2 ©
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