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PREFACE

The progress of The Salvation Arny in its work anongst the poor and

| ost of many | ands has conpelled me to face the problenms which an nore
or less hopefully considered in the foll owi ng pages. The grim
necessities of a huge Campaign carried on for many years agai nst the
evils which lie at the root of all the miseries of nodern life,
attacked in a thousand and one forms by a thousand and one |ieutenants,
have led me step by step to contenplate as a possible solution of at

| east sone of those problens the Schenme of social Selection and

Sal vati on which | have here set forth.

VWhen but a nere child the degradati on and hel pl ess misery of the poor
St ocki ngers of ny native town, wandering gaunt and hunger-stricken

t hrough the streets droning out their melancholy ditties, crowding the
Union or toiling like galley slaves on relief works for a bare

subsi stence kindled in nmy heart yearnings to help the poor which have
continued to this day and whi ch have had a powerful influence on ny
whole life. A last | may be going to see ny longings to help the
workl ess realised. | think I am

The conmi seration then awakened by the misery of this class has been an
i mpel ling force which has never ceased to make itself felt during forty
years of active service in the salvation of nen. During this time | am
t hankful that | have been able, by the good hand of God upon ne, to do
something in mtigation of the miseries of this class, and to bring not
only heavenly hopes and earthly gladness to the hearts of multitudes of
t hese wretched crowds, but al so many material blessings, including such
commonpl ace things as food, rainment, home, and work, the parent of so
many ot her tenporal benefits. And thus many poor creatures have proved
Codliness to be "profitable unto all things, having the pronm se of the
l[ife that nowis as well as of that which is to cone."

These results have been mainly attained by spiritual neans. | have

bol dly asserted that whatever his peculiar character or circunmstances
m ght be, if the prodigal would cone hone to his Heavenly Father, he
woul d find enough and to spare in the Father's house to supply all his
need both for this world and the next; and | have known thousands nay,
| can say tens of thousands, who have literally proved this to be true,
having, with little or no tenporal assistance, cone out of the darkest
dept hs of destitution, vice and crime, to be happy and honest citizens
and true sons and servants of Cod.

And yet all the way through nmy career | have keenly felt the renedia
nmeasures usually enunciated in Christian progranmes and ordinarily

enpl oyed by Christian philanthropy to be | anentably inadequate for any
ef fectual dealing with the despairing m series of these outcast

cl asses. The rescued are appallingly few-a ghastly mnority conpared
with the multitudes who struggle and sink in the open-nouthed abyss.

Ali ke, therefore, ny humanity and ny Christianity, if | may speak of
themin any way as separate one fromthe other, have cried out for sone
nor e conprehensi ve nmet hod of reaching and saving the perishing crowds.

No doubt it is good for men to clinb unai ded out of the whirlpool on to
the rock of deliverance in the very presence of the tenptati ons which
have hitherto mastered them and to naintain a footing there with the
same billows of tenptation washing over them But, alas! wth many



this seems to be literally inpossible. That decisiveness of character
that nmoral nerve which takes hold of the rope thrown for the rescue and
keeps its hold am dst all the resistances that have to be encountered,
is wanting. It is gone.

The general weck has shattered and di sorgani sed the whol e nman

Al as, what nultitudes there are around us everywhere, many known to ny
readers personally, and any number who nay be known to them by a very
short walk fromtheir own dwellings, who are in this very plight! Their
vicious habits and destitute circunmstances make it certain that without
sone kind of extraordinary help, they must hunger and sin, and sin and

hunger, until, having multiplied their kind, and filled up the neasure
of their mseries, the gaunt fingers of death will close upon then and
termnate their wetchedness. And all this will happen this very

winter in the mdst of the unparalleled wealth, and civilisation, and
phil anthropy of this professedly nost Christian |and.

Now, | propose to go straight for these sinking classes, and in doing
so shall continue to aimat the heart. | still prophesy the utternopst
di sappoi ntment unless that citadel is reached. |In proposing to add one

nore to the nmethods | have already put into operation to this end, do
not let it be supposed that | amthe | ess dependent upon the old plans
or that | seek anything short of the old conquest. |If we help the nan
it is in order that we nmay change him The buil der who should el aborate
his design and erect his house and risk his reputation w thout burning
his bricks would be pronounced a failure and a fool. Perfection of
architectural beauty, unlimted expenditure of capital, unfailing

wat chf ul ness of his |abourers, would avail himnothing if the bricks
were nerely unkilned clay. Let himkindle a fire. And so here | see
the folly of hoping to acconplish anything abiding, either in the
circunstances or the norals of these hopel ess cl asses, except there be
a change effected in the whole man as well as in his surroundi ngs.

To this everything | hope to attenpt will tend. |In many cases | shal
succeed, in sone | shall fail; but even in failing of this nmy ultinate
design, | shall at |least benefit the bodies, if not the souls, of nmen;
and if | do not save the fathers, | shall make a better chance for the
chi | dren.

It will be seen therefore that in this or in any other devel oprent that

may follow | have no intention to depart in the snallest degree from
the main principles on which | have acted in the past. M only hope
for the permanent deliverance of mankind frommsery, either in this
world or the next, is the regeneration or renaking of the individual by
the power of the Holy Ghost through Jesus Christ. But in providing for
the relief of tenporal misery | reckon that | amonly nmaking it easy
where it is nowdifficult, and possible where it is now all but

i mpossible, for nen and wonen to find their way to the Cross of our
Lord Jesus Christ.

That | have confidence in ny proposals goes w thout saying.

| believe they will work. |In mniature many of them are worKking
already. But | do not claimthat my Schene is either perfect inits
details or conplete in the sense of being adequate to conbat all forns
of the gigantic evils against which it is in the main directed.

Li ke other hunman things it nust be perfected through suffering.

But it is a sincere endeavour to do sonmething, and to do it on
principles which can be instantly applied and universally devel oped.

Ti me, experience, criticism and, above all, the guidance of God will
enabl e us, | 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 w ckedness; undo the heavy burdens; |et the oppressed go free;



break every yoke; deal thy bread to the hungry; bring the poor that are
cast out to thy house. When thou seest the naked cover himand hide
not thyself fromthine owmn 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 nearly forty years indissolubly associated with
nme in every undertaking | 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 splendi d benevol ence and unbounded
synpat hy of her character have pressed ne forward in the |ife-Iong
service of man, to which we have devoted both ourselves and our
children. It will be an ever green and precious nenory to ne that amd
t he ceasel ess suffering of a dreadful malady ny dying wife found relief
i n considering and devel opi ng the suggestions for the noral and socia
and spiritual blessing of the people which are here set forth, and | do
t hank God she was taken fromnme only when the book was practically
conplete and the | ast chapters had been sent to the press.

In conclusion, | have to acknow edge the services rendered to ne in
preparing this book by Oficers under ny command. There could be no
hope of carrying out any part of it, but for the fact that so nany

t housands are ready at nmy call and under ny direction to |abour to the
very utnost of their strength for the salvation of others w thout the
hope of earthly reward. O the practical commpn sense, the resource,

t he readi ness for every form of useful ness of those Oficers and

Sol diers, the world has no conception. Still less is it capable of
under st andi ng the hei ght and depth of their self-sacrificing devotion
to God and the poor.

| have also to acknow edge valuable literary help froma friend of the
poor, who, though not in any way connected with the Sal vati on Arny,

has the deepest synpathy with its ains and is to a large extent in
harmony with its principles. Wthout such assistance | shoul d probably
have found it--overwhelned as | already amwith the affairs of a
wor |l d-wi de enterprise--extrenely difficult, if not inpossible, to

have presented these proposals for which | am al one responsible in so
conplete a form at any rate at this time. | have no doubt that if any
substantial part of my plan is successfully carried out he wll

consi der hinself nore than repaid for the services so ably rendered.

W LLI AM BOOTH.

| NTERNATI ONAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE SALVATI ON ARMY, LONDON, E.C.,
Cct ober, 1890.
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PART 1. THE DARKNESS.
CHAPTER 1. WHY "DARKEST ENGLAND'?

This sumrer the attention of the civilised world has been arrested by
the story which M. 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 inpressed
the i magi nati on, as his description of the i Mmense forest, which

of fered an al nost inpenetrable 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 wonb of the true
tropical forest.” The mind of man with difficulty endeavours to
realise this i mensity of wooded wil derness, 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
heat ed norass, human beings dwarfed into pygm es and brutalised into
canni bals lurk and live and die. M Stanley vainly endeavours to bring
hone to us the full horror of that awful gloom He says:

Take a thick Scottish copse dripping with rain; imagine this to be nmere
under growt h nouri shed under the inpenetrabl e shade of ancient trees
rangi ng from 100 to 180 feet high; briars and thorns abundant; |azy
creeks neandering through the depths of the jungle, and sonetines a
deep affluent of a great river. |Imagine this forest and jungle in al
stages of decay and growh, rain pattering on you every other day of
the year; an inpure atnosphere with its dread consequences, fever and
dysentery; gloomthroughout the day and darkness al nost pal pabl e

t hr oughout the night; and then if you can inmagi ne such a forest
extending the entire distance fromPlynouth to Peterhead, you will have
a fair idea of sone of the inconveni ences endured by us in the Congo
forest.

The deni zens of this region are filled with a conviction that the
forest is endless--intermnable. In vain did M. Stanley and his
conpani ons endeavour to convince themthat outside the dreary wood were
to be found sunlight, pasturage and peaceful neadows.

They replied in a manner that seemed to inply that we nmust be strange
creatures to suppose that it would be possible for any world to exi st
save their illimtable forest. "No," they replied, shaking their heads
conpassi onately, and pitying our absurd questions, "all like this," and
t hey noved their hand sweepingly to illustrate that the world was al

ali ke, nothing but trees, trees and trees--great trees rising as high
as an arrow shot to the sky, lifting their crowns intertwi ning their
branches, pressing and crowdi ng one agai nst the other, until neither

t he sunbeam nor shaft of [ight can penetrate it.

"We entered the forest," says M. 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 | ead us."

But before the conviction of the forest dwellers that the forest was
wi t hout end, hope faded out of the hearts of the natives of Stanley's
conpany. The men becane sodden with despair, preaching was useless to
nove their brooding sullenness, their norbid gl oom

The little religion they knew was nothing nore than | egendary | ore,



and in their nenories there dimy floated a story of a |and which grew
dar ker and darker as one travelled towards the end of the earth and
drew nearer to the place where a great serpent |lay supine and coil ed
round the whole world. Ah! then the ancients nust have referred to
this, where the light is so ghastly, and the woods are endl ess, and are
so still and solemm and grey; to this oppressive |oneliness, amd so
much life, which is so chilling to the poor distressed heart; and the
horror grew darker with their fancies; the cold of early norning, the
confortless grey of dawn, the dead white nmist, the ever-dripping tears
of the dew, the deluging rains, the appalling thunder bursts and the
echoes, and the wonderful play of the dazzling |ightning. And when the
ni ght comes with its thick pal pable darkness, and they lie huddled in
their danmp little huts, and they hear the tenpest overhead, and the
how ing of the wild winds, the grinding an groani ng of the stormtost
trees, and the dread sounds of the falling giants, and the shock of the
trenbling earth which sends their hearts with fitful |eaps to their
throats, and the roaring and a rushing as of a mad overwhel m ng sea--
oh, then the horror is intensified! Wen the march has begun once
again, and the files are slowy noving through the woods, they renew
their norbid broodings, and ask thenselves: How long is this to |last?
Is the joy of life to end thus? Mist we jog on day after day in this
cheerl ess gloomand this joyl ess duskiness, until we stagger and fal
and rot anong the toads? Then they di sappear into the woods by twos,
and threes, and sixes; and after the caravan has passed they return by
the trail, some to reach Yanbuya and upset the young officers with
their tales of woe and war; sone to fall sobbing under a spear-thrust;
sone to wander and stray in the dark nazes of the woods, hopel essly

| ost; and sone to be carved for the cannibal feast. And those who
remain conpelled 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 conparatively
few, only some hundreds of thousands living in snall tribes fromten to
thirty mles apart, scattered over an area on which ten thousand
mllion trees put out the sun froma region four tinmes as w de as
Great Britain. O these pygnies there are two kinds; one a very
degraded specinmen with ferretlike eyes, close-set nose, nore nearly
approachi ng the baboon than was supposed to be possible, but very
human; the other very handsone, with frank open innocent features,
very prepossessing. They are quick and intelligent, capable of deep
af fection and gratitude, show ng remarkable industry and patience.

A pygny boy of eighteen worked with consum ng zeal; time with himwas
too precious to waste in talk. Hs mind seemed ever concentrated on
work. M. Stanley said: --

"When | once stopped himto ask himhis nane, his face seenmed to say,
'"Please don't stop me. | mnust finish ny task.'

"Al'l alike, the baboon variety and the handsone i nnocents, are

canni bals. They are possessed with a perfect nania for neat. W were
obliged to bury our dead in the river, lest the bodies should be
exhumed and eaten, even when they had died from small pox."

Upon the pygmies and all the dwellers of the forest has descended a
devastating visitation in the shape of the ivory raiders of
civilisation. The race that wote the Arabian N ghts, built Bagdad and
Granada, and invented Al gebra, sends forth nen with the hunger for gold
in their hearts, and Enfield nmuskets in their hands, to plunder and to
slay. They exploit the domestic affections of the forest dwellers in
order to strip themof all they possess in the world. That has been
going on for years. It is going on to-day. It has cone to be regarded



as the natural and normal |aw of existence. O the religion of these
hunted pygmes M. Stanley tells us nothing, perhaps because there is
nothing to tell. But an earlier traveller, Dr. Kraff, says that one
of these tribes, by nane Doko, had some notion of a Supreme Being, to
whom under the nane of Yer, they sonetinmes addressed prayers in
nonents of sadness or terror. |In these prayers they say; "Ch Yer, if
Thou dost really exist why dost Thou |et us be slaves? W ask not for
food or clothing, for we live on snakes, ants, and mce. Thou hast
made us, wherefore dost Thou |l et us be trodden down?"

It is aterrible 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 seened to ne only
too vivid a picture of many parts of our own land. As there is a
darkest Africa is there not also a darkest England? Civilisation

whi ch can breed its own barbarians, does it not also breed its own
pygm es? My we not find a parallel at our own doors, and discover
within a stone's throw of our cathedrals and pal aces sinilar horrors to
t hose which Stanley has found existing in the great Equatorial forest?

The nore the mind dwells upon the subject, the closer the anal ogy
appears. The ivory raiders who brutally traffic in the unfortunate
deni zens 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 handsone dwarf, who will not speak lest it inpede
himin 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, trees with no other
worl d conceivable; so is it here--it is all vice and poverty and
crime. To many the world is all slum wth the Wrkhouse as an

i nternedi ate purgatory before the grave. And just as M. Stanley's
Zanzi baris lost faith, and could only be induced to plod on in broodi ng
sul | enness of dull despair, so the nbst of our social reforners, no
matter how cheerily they may have started off, with forty pioneers
swinging blithely their axes as they force their way in to the wood,
soon becone depressed and despairing. Wo can battle against the ten
thousand million trees? Wo can hope to nmake headway agai nst the

i nnurrer abl e adverse conditions which doomthe dweller in Darkest

Engl and to eternal and imrmutable msery? Wat wonder is it that nany
of the warnmest hearts and enthusiastic workers feel disposed to repeat
the lanent of the old English chronicler, who, speaking of the evi
days which fell upon our forefathers in the reign of Stephen, said

"It seened to themas if God and his Saints were dead."

An anal ogy is as good as a suggestion; it becones wearisonme when it is
pressed too far. But before leaving it, think for a nmonent how cl ose

the parallel is, and how strange it is that so much interest should be
excited by a narrative of hunan squal or and hunman heroismin a distant
continent, while greater squal or and heroi smnot |ess nmagnificent may

be observed at our very doors.

The Equatorial Forest traversed by Stanley resenbl es that Darkest

Engl and of which | have to speak, alike in its vast extent--both
stretch, in Stanley's phrase, "as far as from Plynouth to Peterhead;"
its nonotonous darkness, its malaria and its gloom its dwarfish

de- humani zed i nhabitants, the slavery to which they are subjected,
their privations and their msery. That which sickens the stoutest
heart, and causes nany of our bravest and best to fold their hands in
despair, is the apparent inpossibility of doing nore than nerely to
peck at the outside of the endless tangle of nonotonous undergrow h;



tolet light intoit, to make a road clear through it, that shall not
be i medi ately choked up by the ooze of the nobrass and the | uxuriant

parasitical 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 tine.

And what a slough it is no man can gauge who has not waded therein, as
sone of us have done, up to the very neck for long years. Talk about
Dante's Hell, and all the horrors and cruelties of the torture-chanber
of the lost! The man who wal ks with open eyes and with bl eedi ng heart
t hrough the shanbles of our civilisation needs no such fantastic images
of the poet to teach himhorror. Oten and often, when | have seen the
young and the poor and the hel pl ess go down before nmy eyes into the
norass, tranpled underfoot by beasts of prey in hunman shape that haunt
these regions, it seenmed as if God were no longer in H's world, but
that in His stead reigned a fiend, nerciless as Hell, ruthless as the
grave. Hard it is, no doubt, to read in Stanley's pages of the

sl ave-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 wonmen; but the stony streets of London, if they
could but speak, would tell of tragedies as awful, of ruin as conplete,
of ravishnents as horrible, as if we were in Central Africa; only the
ghastly devastation is covered, corpselike, with the artificialities
and hypocrisies of nmodern civilisation

The ot 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? W talk about the brutalities of
t he dark ages, and we profess to shudder as we read in books of the
shaneful exaction of the rights of feudal superior. And yet here,
beneat h our very eyes, in our theatres, in our restaurants, and in nany
ot her places, unspeakabl e though it be but to nane it, the sane hi deous
abuse flourishes unchecked. A young penniless girl, if she be pretty,
is often hunted frompillar to post by her enployers, confronted al ways
by the alternative--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 very nen
who have ruined her. Her word becones unbelievable, her life an

i gnom ny, and she is swept downward ever downward, into the bottomnl ess
perdition of prostitution. But there, even in the | owest depths,
excommuni cated by Hunmanity and outcast from God, she is far nearer the
pitying heart of the One true Saviour than all the nen who forced her
down, aye, and than all the Pharisees and Scri bes who stand silently by
whi |l e these Fiendish wongs are perpetrated before their very eyes.

The bl ood boils with inpotent rage at the sight of these enornmities,
callously inflicted, and silently borne by these m serable victins.

Nor is it only women who are the victinms, although their fate is the
nost tragic. Those firns 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 wi dow and the orphan
and who for a pretence nmake great professions of public spirit and

phi | ant hropy, these nen nowadays are sent to Parliament to make | aws
for the people. The old prophets sent themto Hell--but we have
changed all that. They send their victims to Hell, and are rewarded by
all that wealth can do to nake their lives confortable. Read the House
of Lords' Report on the Sweating System and ask if any African sl ave
system nmaking due allowance for the superior civilisation, and

t herefore sensitiveness, of the victinms, reveals nore m sery.

Dar kest Engl and, |ike Darkest Africa, reeks with malaria. The foul and



fetid breath of our sluns is al nost as poi sonous as that of the African
swanp. Fever is alnpbst as chronic there as on the Equator. Every year
t housands of children are killed off by what is called defects of our
sanitary system They are in reality starved and poi soned, and al

that can be said is that, in many cases, it is better for themthat
they were taken away fromthe trouble to cone.

Just as in Darkest Africa it is only a part of the evil and msery that
cones fromthe superior race who invade the forest to enslave and
nmassacre its niserable inhabitants, so with us, nmuch of the nisery of

t hose whose I ot we are considering arises fromtheir own habits.
Drunkenness and all manner of uncl eanness, noral and physical, abound.
Have you ever watched by the bedside of a nman in deliriumtrenens?
Multiply the sufferings of that one drunkard by the hundred thousand,
and you have sone idea of what scenes are being witnessed in all our
great cities at this nmonent. As in Africa streams intersect the forest
in every direction, so the gin-shop stands at every corner with its

Ri ver of the Water of Death fl ow ng seventeen hours out of the
twenty-four for the destruction of the people. A population sodden
with drink, steeped in vice, eaten up by every social and physica

mal ady, these are the denizens of Darkest England am dst whomny life
has been spent, and to whose rescue | would now sunmmon all that is best
in the manhood and womanhood of our | and.

But this book is no nere |lanentation of despair. For Darkest Engl and,
as for Darkest Africa, there is a light beyond. | think |I see ny way
out, a way by which these wetched ones may escape fromthe gl oom of
their mserable existence into a higher and happier life.

Long wandering in the Forest of the Shadow of Death at out doors, has
famliarised nme with its horrors; but while the realisationis a

vi gorous spur to action it has never been so oppressive as to
extingui sh hope. M. Stanley never succunbed to the terrors which
oppressed his followers. He had lived in a larger life, and knew t hat
the forest, though |long, was not internminable. Every step forward
brought himnearer his destined goal, nearer to the |ight of the sun
the clear sky, and the rolling uplands of the grazing |and.

Therefore he did not despair. The Equatorial Forest was, after all

a nere corner of one quarter of the world. |In the know edge of

the Iight outside, in the confidence begotten by past experience of
successful endeavour, he pressed forward; and when the 160 days
struggl e was over, he and his nen came out into a pleasant place where
the land sniled with peace and plenty, and their hardshi ps and hunger
were forgotten in the joy of a great deliverance.

So | 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 witten some ten years ago.

If this were the first tinme that this wail of hopeless m sery had
sounded on our ears the matter would have been | ess serious. It is
because we have heard it so often that the case is so desperate.

The exceeding bitter cry of the disinherited has becone to be as
famliar in the ears of nen as the dull roar of the streets or as the
noani ng 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

occasi ons, when sone clear voice is heard giving nore articul ate
utterance to the mseries of the mserable men, do we pause in the
regul ar routine of our daily duties, and shudder as we realise for one
brief nmoment what |ife neans to the inmates of the Slunms. But one of



the grinmmest social problenms of our time should be sternly faced, not
with a view to the generation of profitless enption, but with a viewto
its solution.

Is it not tinme? There is, it is true, an audacity in the nere
suggestion that the problemis not insoluble that is enough to take
away the breath. But can nothing be done? |If, after full and
exhaustive consideration, we cone to the deliberate concl usion that
not hi ng can be done, and that it is the inevitable and inexorable
destiny of thousands of Englishnmen to be brutalised into worse than
beasts by the condition of their environnment, so be it. But if, on the
contrary, we are unable to believe that this "awful slough," which
engul fs the nanhood and wonmanhood of generation after generation is

i ncapabl e of renoval; and if the heart and intellect of mankind alike
revolt against the fatalismof despair, then, indeed, it is tine, and
high tine, that the question were faced in no nere dilettante spirit,
but with a resolute determ nation to nmake an end of the crying scanda
of our age.

VWhat a satire it is upon our Christianity and our civilisation that the
exi stence of these col onies of heathens and savages in the heart of our
capital should attract so little attention! It is no better than a
ghast|ly nockery--theol ogi ans m ght use a stronger word--to call by

t he nane of One who cane to seek and to save that which was |ost those
Churches which in the mdst of |lost nultitudes either sleep in apathy
or display a fitful interest in a chasuble. Wy all this apparatus of
tenpl es and neeti ng-houses to save nen fromperdition in a world which
is to come, while never a helping hand is stretched out to save them
fromthe inferno of their present life? 1Is it not tine that,
forgetting for a nonent their wanglings 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 sonme at |east of those for whomthey profess to believe their
Founder came to die?

Before venturing to define the renmedy, | begin by describing the

mal ady. But even when presenting the dreary picture of our socia

ills, and describing the difficulties which confront us, | speak not in
despondency but in hope. "I know in whom | have believed." | know,
therefore do | speak. Darker England is but a fractional part of
"Greater England." There is wealth enough abundantly to mnister to its
soci al regeneration so far as wealth can, if there be but heart enough
to set about the work in earnest. And | hope and believe that the

heart will not be | acking when once the problemis manfully faced, and
the nmethod of its solution plainly pointed out.



CHAPTER 2. THE SUBMERGED TENTH.

In setting forth the difficulties which have to be grappled with,

| shall endeavour in all things to understate rather than overstate ny
case. | do this for two reasons: first, any exaggerati on would create
a reaction; and secondly, as nmy object is to denonstrate the
practicability of solving the problem | do not wish to magnify its

di mrensions. In this and in subsequent chapters | hope to convince
those who read themthat there is no overstraining in the
representation of the facts, and nothing Utopian in the presentation of

renedies. | appeal neither to hysterical enotionalists nor headl ong
ent husi asts; but having tried to approach the exam nation of this
gquestion in a spirit of scientific investigation, | put forth ny

proposals with the view of securing the support and co-operation of the
sober, serious, practical nmen and wonen who constitute the saving
strength and noral backbone of the country. | fully admit that themis
much that is lacking in the diagnosis of the disease, and, no doubt,
inthis first draft of the prescription there is much roomfor

i mprovenent, which will cone when we have the light of fuller
experience. But with all its drawbacks and defects, | do not hesitate
to submt ny proposals to the inpartial judgnment of all who are
interested in the solution of the social question as an i medi ate and
practical node of dealing with this, the greatest problemof our tine.

The first duty of an investigator in approaching the study of any
question is to elimnate all that is foreign to the inquiry, and to
concentrate his attention upon the subject to be dealt with. Here

may remark that | nake no attenpt in this book to deal with Society as
a whole. | leave to others the fornulation of anbitious programes for
the reconstruction of our entire social system not because | nmay not
desire its reconstruction, but because the el aboration of any plans
which are nore or |ess visionary and incapable of realisation for many
years woul d stand in the way of the consideration of this Scherme for
dealing with the nost urgently pressing aspect of the question, which
hope nay be put into operation at once.

In taking this course | amaware that | cut nyself off froma wi de and
attractive field; but as a practical man, dealing with sternly prosaic

facts, | nust confine ny attention to that particular section of the
probl em whi ch cl amours nost pressingly for a solution. Only one thing
| may say in passing. Then is nothing in ny scheme which will bring it

into collision either with Socialists of the State, or Socialists of
the Municipality, with Individualists or Nationalists, or any of the
various schools of though in the great field of social econom cs--
excepting only those anti-christian econom sts who hold that it is an
of fence against the doctrine of the survival of the fittest to try to

save the weakest fromgoing to the wall, and who believe that when once
a man is down the suprenme duty of a self-regarding Society is to junp
upon him Such econom sts will naturally be disappointed with this

book | venture to believe that all others will find nothing in it to
offend their favourite theories, but perhaps sonething of helpfu
suggesti on which they nay utilise hereafter. Wat, then, is Darkest
Engl and? For whom do we claimthat "urgency" which gives their case
priority over that of all other sections of their countrymen and
count r ywomen?

| claimit for the Lost, for the Qutcast, for the Disinherited of the



Wor | d.

These, it may be said, are but phrases. Wuo are the Lost? reply, not
in areligious, but in a social sense, the |lost are those who have gone
under, who have lost their foothold in Society, those to whomthe
prayer to our Heavenly Father, "G ve us day by day our daily bread,"

is either unfulfilled, or only fulfilled by the Devil's agency: by the
ear nings of vice, the proceeds of crinme, or the contribution enforced
by the threat of the |aw

But | will be nore precise. The denizens in Darkest England; for whom
| appeal, are (1) those who, having no capital or incone of their own,
would in a nonth be dead from sheer starvation were they exclusively
dependent upon the nmoney earned by their own work; and (2) those who by
their utnost exertions are unable to attain the regulation allowance of
food which the | aw prescribes as indi spensabl e even for the worst
crimnals in our goals.

| sorrowfully admit that it would be Utopian in our present socia
arrangenents to dream of attaining for every honest Englishnman a j ai
standard of all the necessaries of life. Sone tine, perhaps, we may
venture to hope that every honest worker on English soil will always be
as warmy clad, as healthily housed, and as regularly fed as our
crimnal convicts--but that is not yet.

Neither is it possible to hope for many years to cone that human bei ngs
generally will be as well cared for as horses. M. Carlyle |long ago
remarked that the four-footed worker has already got all that this

two- handed one is clamuring for: "There are not many horses in

Engl and, able and willing to work, which have not due food and | odgi ng
and go about sleek coated, satisfied in heart." You say it is

i npossi ble; but, said Carlyle, "The human brain, |ooking at these sleek
English horses, refuses to believe in such inpossibility for English
nmen." Nevertheless, forty years have passed since Carlyle said that,
and we seemto be no nearer the attai nment of the four-footed standard
for the two-handed worker. "Perhaps it m ght be nearer realisation,"
grows the cynic, "if we could only product nmen according to demand, as
we do horses, and pronptly send themto the slaughter-house when past
their prine"--which, of course, is not to be thought of.

What, then, is the standard towards which we nay venture to aimwith
sonme prospect of realisation in our tine? It is a very hunble one, but
if realised it would solve the worst problenms of nbdern 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 mdst of the traffic there is no question of
debating how he cane to stunble before we try to get himon his |egs
again. The Cab Horse is a very real illustration of poor broken-down
humanity; he usually falls down because of overwork and underfeeding.
If you put himon 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 himup again. It may have been through overwork or
underfeeding, or it may have been all his own fault that he has broken
hi s knees and smashed the shafts, but that does not matter. |f not for
his own sake, then nerely in order to prevent an obstruction of the
traffic, all attention is concentrated upon the question of how we are
to get himon his legs again. Tin load is taken off, the harness is
unbuckl ed, or, if need be, cut, and everything is done to help himup
Then he is put in the shafts again and once nore restored to his
regul ar 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. Wen he is down
he is hel ped up, and while he lives he has food, shelter and work.

That, although a hunble standard, is at present absolutely unattainable
by mllions--literally by mllions--of our fell ownmen and wonen in

this country. Can the Cab Horse Charter be gained for human bei ngs?

| 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
wWill remain unattainable. But Docility seldomfails where Discipline
is intelligently maintained. Intelligence is nmore frequently |acking

to direct than obedience to follow direction. At any rate it is not
for those who possess the intelligence to despair of obedi ence, unti

t hey have done their part. Sone, no doubt, |ike the bucking horse that
wi Il never be broken in, will always refuse to submt to any gui dance
but their owmn lawmess will. They will remain either the Ishnmaels or

the Sloths of Society. But man is naturally neither an Ishnmael nor a
Sl ot h.

The first question, then, which confronts us is, what are the

di mensions of the Evil? How many of our fellownen dwell in this

Dar kest Engl and? How can we take the census of those who have fallen
bel ow the Cab Horse standard to which it is our aimto el evate the nost
wr et ched of our countrynmen?

The nonent you attenpt to answer this question, you are confronted by
the fact that the Social Problemhas scarcely been studied at al
scientifically. Go to Miudie's and ask for all the books that have been
witten on the subject, and you will be surprised to find how few there
are. There are probably nore scientific books treating of diabetes or
of gout than there are dealing with the great social malady which eats
out the vitals of such nunbers of our people. O late there has been a
change for the better. The Report of the Royal Conmi ssion on 