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CHILDREN OF WANT. 
ANGEL OF COMPASSION IN PRESTON SLUMS. 

Plthetic Det lils of Shepherd Street Mission. 
" Is there a pecul ia r fl avour in what you 

sprinkle from your torch ?" asked Scrooge. 
'

1 There is, n1y son. '' 
' · Would it apply to n.ny ki nd of dinner o n 

th is day ?" .asked Scrooge. 
•• 1'o a ny kindly g iven; to a poor one moot. '' 
'· Why to a poor one moot ?" asked Scrooge. 
•• Because it needs it most." 

. ::;crooge, _the squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scrap. 
rng, cl utclung, covetous old sinner- !:icrooge, whom 
ch11dron shuuned an d from whom tho blind men's 
du gb tugged their owners a.way; Scrooge, who had 
sent p oor Bob Cratchi t homo on Christmas Evo 
wit;, hard words a nd a he avy heart, awol e from his 
sloop ! He had seen i\larlcy 's ghost , tho ghost of 
Christmas present a.11d the three sp iri ts . H e had seen 
li11 nsclf . rcvc_alcd in his nakedness- h is fr eezing cold-
11 c:,s, his_ mpprng c rue l selfishness, h is sour dour 
, .. 111, wh ich gloated in penury and in g iving pa.in 
to 10t hc rs. 

[ t was 1hristn1as morning. 
l 6ay Scrooge aw :ike. His face was de luged with 

t<',ub . J ro sl10ok with h01Tor . 
" , 'p iri t. hear me! I am not the man I was I I 

may yot change t hese s luu.lows ! l will live in the 
fofure ." ' 

'I 11<• charity of hea ve n merc ifull y <l sccnded int,o 
Rcrno!,<''s heart. It had 1 cen slir1.111kcn Jiko a 
withNcd apple. It now Burst in the ri pe 110nnty 
of a t rul y he11evolcnt man . Out he went into the 
st rc0ts . Ho patf-ecl poor child ren on the hea.d , qu cs-_ 
f·1~11Nl a nd hc lpc<l beg-gal's, and found that every
t l11ng could yield h~m rc,.1,] pleasure. Never had he 
had il, walk so full of happiness. 

BENEATH THE SURFACE. 

The poor we have a lways with us-the ragge<l. 
h11ni;-!'Y, lhomelcss, and helpl~s. Take off your fine 
clothmg, and go, quietly a nd modestly clod. into the 
1,1alodorous. streets, the slu 1_ns and a lley_s, where t he 
Rills of parents h ave ~al!eJJ on the third and the 
fou,·th ,renemtion . The privation and suffor ing of 
:tcl(ilts 1s Gen ous e no ugh, and command the benign 
11 ,f111 ences of rccJ.a.mat ion • but the C'h ildre n w•ho are 
t l,_e ,·ict,ims of cold, 'hunger, nakedn~ss, and 
fr1 <' ndlessn s.s, appea l to w with a p iteous er( which 
al l km_rl h earts m ust heed . . On t he urfae o ooc iety 
there 1s apparent prospe nty. The bulk of people 
ham good homes a,nd lots of comfocts . kind friends 
w ith who m to conver -".'I' rec reations and pleasur ; 
hut tho sLLbme rged tenth arc in sorrow . -and to them 
conics th e fie rce t emrptat ion and dcgrodaitions of 
':'nv1ron.me nt, Nowadays h earts are be ing quickened 
111 a ll d irectio ns to tihe suffc ri n!?'S of those who a,,e 
hc ing pun ishe d for no iia ult of th

0

e ir own and at t hi s 
time of Christmas, espec ial ly, does tfue 'du,ty appeal 
to a ll. 

N01v 1 hen.ven•born Ohnrity ! thy bl e~sings s hed; 
Bid meagre wn.nt, uprenr he.r sickly hend • 
Bid shiverin g- limbs be warm; let Pl enty'd 

1

bo" I 
In hnmbl e roofr3 mak e gl ad th e needy 60 Ul. 

So wrote Gay, of the Yuletide season , when Santa 
C lau i:;ocs \orth t-0 fill the l?ng stock ingi, hun g- over 
t h<' ch11,d.rc n s cots. T hat 1s the duty o[ everyone 
po cssin g the moans to help, in eve ry town and 
v illa.ge. and the obl ig,ations of the season should 
qu icke n into genero us l ife our dispos itions. 

:\1r. Will iamson , of tlhe ShC'phe rd -Gt rect M iss ion , 
Preston. does not weary in wcll-doin·g. M,any a man 
wo uld 1have tir-ed long a go o f a life in the slums 
where the voi ces cry from the depths ; bwt his 
courage neve r fu lters , h is m issionary ancl protective 
e fforts never slrucken. The re his life is i,pent with
out money and without prioe, 6 0 far as he is oon
c01,ned. All he gets he giv<' to t;he poor. By 
day, by ni o-ht. he is with them, and w i1Jh him a 
litt le group of workin g men and women a re a,;so
c iakd in the hours they have to spare from da ily 
t.oil. Thei r fa ith is very s imple. They have no 
Gothi c temples, no stained-glass windows, no 
mosaic floors . They have bare ,via lls fLncl bare 
be nches, an d pi,nc.hed, wan faces. "Ra,gs and 
tatt rs, dolIMs an d d imes. ain emrpty pocket's t he 
worst of CTimes " - here t hey corne, the Olla 
Poclrid•a of poverty. 

B Y OUR COMMISSIONER. 

TH E !.XPECTANT PROCESSION, 

It was the night [or soup. The Shepherd-st reet 
Mission cove rs qu ite a num ber of avenue of Chr istian 
e ffort i.n its work, bu t I a lways put the help given t o 
the poor li ttle chi ldren in the first place. This year , 
as last, suppers are be ing g iven aJmost nightly a ll 
tnroug l, the winter. 'l'hc_v began in November. and 
from SOO to 500 arc fed in a night. I went do wn to 
sec them the otl1cr e vening, as I did one night last 
winte r. lt wa ,1 spcct,1clc tu br ing- lump in to 
yo11r throat i[ yo u ltav, the g ift of human sym
pathy. "As ye did it to the little ones I" The 
div ine admonition falls on us a ll. and by ou r heed 
or heecl lcs ncss shn II we be tested and tried. 

There was a long- line hugging the ins and outs 
o f the build ings for a distance off , hephe rd-street. 
111ero were sigll. or pin chin g and starvation in many 
faces and great eagerness to taste the hot soup whose 
gra.t ful fragran c<' was l,ornc sw iftly by on the wings 
of tho no rth-cast wind. which cut like knives as it 
swept eve ry crevi ce and rrored dow.n the Jines of 
the Iii tic g uc ts o f tllC' :\'Ii . . ion, nipp ing- th eir noses 
and hluei 11 g their han ds and logs. ~['he ages of the 
children varied from t wo years to 13 o r 14. Poor 
Jil;tlo boys were there in rngs-bright eyes set in 
p ale , cl an faces-•omcbocly 's lad . with the wind 
ruthless ly fl app in g rho tat ter . Little mites of girls 
with scanty, thread-bare skirts, and frames hiYerin g
with the cnl<l. W hat sidl in o- a 11,d edging up! Soon 
t l, y s ing snatches of •• Annio R ooney'. ' and other 
&') ngs, and if you talk to uh m you wil l p;et some 
s art exchanges of wit and su ndry bits of sound 
sense. Out of the mouths of babes and s ucklings 
you will I arn wisdom. Up go t'hc lip;hts; the 
double doors of t he :\1i~sion Room a.ii open, and 
the procession come.s in bo isterously and swift lr. 

A TWO AN D A HALl'- HOURS' WAIT, 

A most p1Lthctic i11c idcnt I witnessed . I saw in the 
first tn ree child1·en entering th school a very swee t
faced gir l. Her eyes glistened 0.5 she was escorted 
<by Mr. Williamson and his a..ssistants-a grand-hear ted 
group o f men and women-to the front row. She was 
very hungry, she s aid, and had been waiting at the 
door from ha lf-.[)>l.st fou.r. "I 0 111 comes a t half-pas t 
fo ur," she sa id to me shyly . " Why do yo u come so 
eal"ly? I asked. 'be answered , " To get in the firt, 
s ir. " Sha had washed her face and hands, and looked 
a wee. winsome IMsie, despite h er poor clothing. For
ward f ho chil dren come. in an<l out, twist ing about, 
nn with a rush, in t hey crus h- Saxon and Celt, 
H al ians too. a j uv<'n i le " conp;res, of nations." 

T in kle ! Tinkle! Tinkle ! The bell rings out to 
s il ence th,, chatte r, a.ncl Mr. Williamson ca lls ou t 
.. Ordor." The place i full. They they are, open
mouth'd, like ch ub and trout, each w1tb a bas in. 
Gr<'at buckets o f rich pea soup are ca.rried in from 
the bubbling- bo iler in the school yard, a.!!.d the as
sistants fill the basins •with rapidi ty . Then the spoons 
are handed round; but - agc r are the pe rishing 
k iddiics that they risk scald ing tncir mout:hs by sip
n ing the ho ilin" hot s o11p out of the bas ins. They 
have lots of bread . an<l a much soup a they can put 
by. 

One night a vory small tod,dler was bro ught by her 
brothe r. It was the bun and coffee night. Mr. WjJ
Ji amson said . "Yo u shouldn't have brought thi s t iny 
one. He cttn't take bread and coffee. ' e ino- the 
disappo in ted eve. he sa,d , "Well , come a.long." 
Couldn 't Tiny T im cat buns and dr-nk coff, e-couldn' t 
hf'? H e h,J.{] eate n two h11ns befo re hi s e lde r brother 
had one. H e had been frum ished. 

SAD STORIES. 

r we nt among t he chi i<lrcn and chatte d with t hem. 
They were of all denominations. :,one arc cast o ut. 
,\ fa.ir num ber were Church. om<' were Catholic, and 
ma ny we re from parents who did not belong to a,ny 
church or cha[)<)!. In ,0cry many of the cases I fou nd 
there are large famil ies-in 111.:inv six , in a fair num
ber e igh t o r nine. A mo t re fin ed. tidv. well spoken, 
very respectable youJJg woman , who I should think 
has lmd a ve ry good home. brings he r fou.r nice little 
children every nigh t to have their stomach filled. 
Sl1e told me her husband had been out of work for 
some t ime. She had her youn ge,;t child on her knee, 
and both had .as m uch sou p and bread as they wanted. 
One lad told me t here were seven child1·r at the ir 
houGe, and only his father work in g at a s,mall wage. 

Another lad said there were s.i x children at home, 
and only 17s. a week coming in. Th y never !mew 
what a war m dinner w.as. 

A !most all the children I SJPOke to said t hat they 
had only had brMd and margarine. or potatoes and 
salt for their clinne,r,i. One poor mite said h e had 
three sister. and a hTothcr, an-d one was in the In
firnmry. " Hoo's gotten he r leg took off," he said, 
sorrowfully. Another lad sn.id, •• We' ,•c nine at our 
house; fathe r dead, and m y mother no!:>o ut weak , and 
can't earn much. " 

T he chi ldren come from a ll parts 01 he town. One 
was an o rphan I.ad . •• " ' hat's t hY father do?" I 
ask d him. Hi s ey;,s drooped sa<l1y. '' I haven't 
one." "Then, I suppose, you r mot her will keep 
.vou ?"' "l\o," he sadly sn.id. •· my mot,h er's-hoo's 
dead too. I've only my !', and : chop st icks." P oor 
l11d ! Another bri 0 ·h t-eyed iVLi:csian was in rags. 
•· How would a ne•.v Sil.it do?" I cheerfull y asked. His 
eyes flashed. he jumped up , and e.agerly said, .. Cham
pion, sir! " Who is goin g- to ~ni l me that little suit 
ior a ragged lad of seven? \\' hat well born lad is 
going to make a sacri fi ce this Chri tma.s? 

GO ING TO BE MAYOR . 

·• An d wh at will yo u be?" I asked a lad I saw last 
Visi t. 

'' Me !11 "Yes, you." "Oh, I'm bahn to be th' 
Mayor I" he sai d laughing. 

" Come. That's a bit of all ri ght," I said, and he 
answered, " lt is that." " And when you are the 
iVl ayor, what will you do ?" "Oh, I'll b , . a donkey 
and ~rt.'.' " \Vnat fo r?" "Why to go to Blackpool 
with. • And what wou ld you do at Blackpool ?" 
"Oh! well ; oh ! I know- I ' d have a swim." And his 
n~xt door neighbour , a red-headed lad. sai d with a 
bit of sly sarcasm, " Swim I Aye tha'd s \\·i m like a 
brick ! Tha'd he\" no mooar soup !''- I'll keep my eye 
on t he coming Mayor. One boy, the son of a rag 
g-athe rcr, sells matches; another lad said there were 
five at their hou e all dependent on Ss. 9d. a week 
he ea rned ~~ a tenter . Despite P reston's prosperity, 
I found below the cr ust a sad lot of poverty. 

After one lot bad been served another Jot came in_ 
vVben t hey had ampli'. "filled their programmes," I 
fo und some of them 'nid , nid, nodding" li ke lit tle 
black ragged chernbs. They •went o ff home comfort
a bly full , and ready for the bit of co,"' t hey will 
ha.vc over them this bitte r ni g- ht. Then in came a boby 
of poor fra.m ps from the Mission wood-chopping yard. 
There 1s a lot o f soup to-night . Gray-beard c'i old 
m7f' and you ng fellows, ome hab itua l tramps, other s 
- one moro unfort,rnate," all face the text, "He 
that cometh t o me I wi ll in no wjse cast out." One 
ve_ry_ respectable man of 52 looks up, a nd I aw tears 
rammo- down h,s face . I spoke to h im. He sa,id 'he 
was a stoker by trade. I said "Have you a wife?" 
He sa id. "She' dead." •• Any children?" I sym
pa_th1 c,~ ll y a ,]rnd . B is lips qujvered , and he simply 
s~1d, Aye. I c uld s tand it no longe r, and I left 
him. They were a ll well fed. It is a ll over- this 
God-like night. So 

On w.ith yot!r cn:ps , u,nd out with the lig·ht 
We.anne,~s bids the world good ni g-ht. 

WOFIDS TO THE WE LL-TO - DO, 

Y e who pay yo ur offerin g to this big 2\i[ission boiler 
-do _you realise i.he good you a re do ing? Count yottr 
blessmgs--00unt them one by one, and let your 
bi gge t be a Christmas gift to these poor homes. It 
is called the Shepherd-street Mission-I call it the 
Mission of the Good Shepherd-the Shepherd w.ho 
knoweth his Sheep, a nd who will ask you at tihe end, 
not what you have professed, not how often you h ave 
made broad your Phi lacteries, and sat in broadcloth 
on velvet seats toyi ng morocco prayer books •with a 
gilt edg • and a pleasan,t perfume ; not how often tbe 
lady has .sallied out with the ga rb of a goddess, but 
what yo u have sacrificed, what you •have put yourself 
out to do for those who are bor n in the valley and 
the shadow of life. 

The legend of this PEOud town is " Princeps Pacis" 
-Prince of Peace. Ho w are you men a nd women, 
you lads an d lasses, Lapp'd on the knees of 
pr o<ligality-how are you going to sing your Christ
mas glorias to the grc.at Prince of P eace? Th re are 
ragged, sta rving childr en among you. As yo u t hink 
in yo ur carpeted homes of the m usic sweet o f li ttle 
feet that patter on your floors, t hink generously of 
t h0 e poor children of the slums. You are sorry-are 
you ? How much ? 


