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HE churches are sending their best
workers into darkest New York
with songs, pictures and stories to

draw men, women and the 300,000 chil-
dren from the siums to their meetings, |
where preaching follows the prelimin-
ary children’s exercises. To this end a
tent has been erected on a vacant lot
in Sixty-first street and Eleventh ave-
nue, near the river. It is said to be the
very vortex of *“Hell's Kitchen"—the
home of race riots, where shooting and
fighting are daily pastimes.

That is a strong name for any part
of a city like New York. *“What is
‘Hell's Kitchen?' " I asked an expert
ene evening.

“It ig where the dividing line between
the whites and blacks ends—where they |
live promiscuously, huddled together |
like wild animals in a wilderness. But |
that is not all. Among them are the |
vilest and the most criminal of the |
city's population. It is a place where
no man's life is safe if he is known to
have money."”

Any one who spends an evening in
the district during these tropical nights |
see the condition of things at al
glance. A house to house count reveals
the appalling fact that 10,000 is the
population of a single block, opposite
where the services in the tent are held.
A few years ago Towa, one of the most
prosperous states in the Union, had not
a town with more than 10,000 popula-
tion.

can

“Kitchen” Is Crowded

To say that the streets swarm with
children and grown up humanity
faintly expresses the actual conditions |
in “Hell's Kitchen.” It is somethiuz]
that cannot adequately be described in{
cold print. To think of reaching one in |
a thousand through any agency,|
whether police, a clergyman or a tent
full of sweet singers, seems absurd. It
would be like stopping the flow of the
‘Hudsgon with a string of rowboats
stretched across the stream.
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TH, GOSPEL MCETINGS IN HELLS KUKHER

united. All agree that New York has
become a field for missionary work,
and it may surprise many persons
whose eyes and pocketbooks are turned
longingly toward India’s coral strand
and the unclothed natives of Africa to
learn that the leading organ of the
900 New York evangelical churches has
come out with an editorial statement
that “New York has become missionary
ground.”

It is stated that
Protestants of New York equal the
states of Washington, Idaho, Mon-
tana and Wyoming. So terrible has
become the condition of the slum dis-
tricts of New York that they tell us
that no one religious body has ground
for exultation over the other, in view
of all the savagery and crime in the
very heart of the greatest and most up
to date city in the world. _

A letter in the Church Standard says
that the evangelistic campaign, with
tents and services in different parts of
the city, is in full swing, “but there is
vet to be observed any indication that
the city is stirred by the movement;
that, however, by fall there may be a
different story to tell!” The New York
Observer, on the contrary, says: “The
work is growing in strength each dav,
and it has been agreed among the vari-
ous hodies in the work to strictly avoid
everything of a sectarian character.”

Such is the work hinted at, such is
the seriousness of the situation as seen
by the evangelical churches, and the
fact remains that New York has become
so congested with a new and recent
population, partly foreign and partly of
home origin, that the conditions in the
city have become changed and a new
problem is thrust before the public eye
for not only churches but the muni-
cipality itself to solve.

the ‘“churchless”

Appalled by the Swarm

No practical man can investigate

“Hell's Kitchen” for an evening with-

There is no controversy as to the |out being appalled by the swarming

necessity of doing away with the evils
of this overpupulation, with all the
c¢rime and misery growing out of “'x
The evangelical churches say they are|

| mass—the countless thousands of young

children playing along the sidewalks
with faces of innocence, so young that
their little legs hardly support their

Evidence in the Case of Mr. Slugg

AY, I have been an indulgent

“é
Mpurcnt heretofore, but I believe
the time has come to question

you on the subject of the young man
who has been calling so eften in the
evenings.”

“No doubt you refer to Mr. Slugg,

pa.”

“I refer to Mr. Slugg.”

‘““He is a nice young man; don't you
think he is?"

“I like his looks.”

““His neckwear is beautiful.”

“Er—yes."

“He looked lovely when he wore his
new gray suit with gaiters of the same
shade.”

“H'm."”

““He wore a bull pup with it the last
time he called.”

“So I observed.”

“Yes, I think he is a very nice young
man, pa. I like Mr. Slugg."”

“He has proposed, of course?"”

“To me? Why, pa!” ’

“He has kept the family off the front
steps every evening since the warm
weather began and it is getting to be an
issue, We suspect you of spooning,
too.”

“Oh, pa. ain't you awful?
Slugg is a mere boy."”

Why, Mr.

“Most men are.” |

“He has a weak chin. I can’'t endure
it.”

“Most of his chin is a whisper., No
matter how hard listen we can
never hear a word!"

“Oh, pa! He has pimples, too. I
abominate pimples, don’t you?"

“They interfere with a razor.”

“I despise curly blonde hair."”

“He keeps it cut.”

“He is a hopeless golf crank, too. I
hate golf.”

“Golf js a healthful sport.”

“He is an awful bore."”

“Most men are."”

“He turns his toes in."

“If they don’t turn up the other di-
rections won’t count. I judge that you
have decided to reject him.”

“Well, you know he makes only a few
hundred a month in a broker's office.”

“Ah!”

“I am really sorry for Mr. Slugg, be-
cause he would make a nice young man
if he had a suitable wife.”

“Which he can’t get.”

“I fear not, although he wants me to
marry him.”

“So he said.”

“I made up my mind not to sacrifice
myself, but—er—after all—"

“Well?"”

“1 think I shall marry Mr. Slugg.”

“Weli, T'll be teetotally flabbergasted
it it ain't the limit!"
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pavements are bands of ruffians, colored
bodies, and howling up and down the
women and men, shouting, swearing
and fighting through the night. But
for the police half the slums would be-
come “Hell's Kitchen” in a week were
these hordes once allowed to get be-
yond control,

So one can imagine the courage it re-
quires to pitch a tent in front of “Hell's
Kitchen,” with 10,000 population in a
block, with a view of trying to convert
it into respectability and decency by
teaching the children to sing songs in-
stead of blaspheming along the pave-
ments in imitation of the mobs who
think they own that part of the town.

A Herald photographer was on hand
to make a picture of the scene when the
children’s meeting opened. It began at
7 o'clock in the evening. The police
were vigilant and kept good order, and
in a few minutes the seats were filled
and the children were singing, some of
them with voices that touched many a
heart.

The Rev. Dr. Ely, superintendent of
the evangelistic movement, and the
Rev. C. C. Barker, assistant, were
present, while F. C. Jacobs of the Ful-
ton Street Prayer Meeting mission con-
ducted the music. The Rev. Bradford
Williams, at the head of the Coney
Island work last year, has been storm-
ing the enemy at ‘“Hell’s Kitchen,”
Miss Florence Thompson, just home
from her vacation, resumed charge of
the children, who seemed to look on
her as a sister and mother combined,
and she had them well in hand.

A clergyman explained the work to
visitors, telling them that the children
who sang so sweetly had come from
the streets, many apparently homeless
and without proper food or clothing.
They had been in the habit of singing
wicked street songs which they did not
understand, Now they were so much
interested in the new songs that they
sang them to one another when at play,
and their companions of the streets
learned and sang them too. He thought
it & change to be thankful for.

‘While the children were singing
women from the mneighborhood flocked
in, followed by workingmen, and it was
a curious scene around the tent.
Mothers sat with babes at their breasis
listening to the music. Behind them
were crowds of workingmen smoking
their pipes. Some had bundles, others
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tools. Crowds paraded up and down |%
the sidewalk. Cars and trains banged
back and forth on near-by tracks.

Bands of boys marched, screeching
and yelling, up and down the street, but
the meeting went on just the same.
Every foot of space was occupied on
the hot steaming sidewalks, and you
could not travel a rod without running ! 4
against a child or mothers with babes
in their arms.

Colored people swarmed about as
thick as blackberries i a pudding. In
fact it was difficult to tell who were the
real tenants of houses, blacks or whites,

Services were well under way and th:
children were singing at the tops of
their voices when a handsome young
lady, accompanied by two matrons, ar-
rived and they were escorted to chairs
in the tent. The young lady seemed
deeply interested, her face shone with
sincere pteasure, and not once did she
take her eyes from the children who = %
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An Ungallant
Grammarian

Y OU know,” said the bachelor
Y professor to a group of male
friends, “there is a rule by
which to distinguish the gender of a
certain class of German, Latin and
French words which many a writer
of text books of these languages must
have observed. The rule, in fact, ap-
plies to all languages. The rule is so
obvious that at first thought it seems
curious that it is not put into the
grammars, but at second glance one
sees the reason. The professors see
the violent disturbance which the weak-
er sex would certainly raise. And, to
be frank, I have never given it to my
classes for the same reason.

“The rule, as I have put it together,
goes something like this: ‘All nouns
which have a meaning of horror, fright,
terror, awfulness, desperation, in fact
all nouns whose meaning indicates
something undesirable are, with few ex-
ceptions, placed in the feminine gen-
der.’ Here are just a few examples in
German: ‘Die Holle, hell; die Schlacht,
meaning battle; die Langeweile, bore-
dom; die Rache, revenge; die Furcht,
fear; die Armut, poverty. Here are
some Latin examples: Incursio, mean~
ing raid; conjuritio, conspiracy; turba,

mob; d murder; i fun-
eral. In French the rule is borne out:
‘L’amertune, meaning bitterness; la

bataille, battle; colere, anger; deroute,
defeat; la desolation, despair. And ex-
amples ad infinitum prove the rule.

“The rule is so true that the knowl-
edge of it is of vast aid to any who
are studying a language. I think it is
wrong that the professors are afraid to
place it in their grammars, for the rule
comes in so handily. It has helped me
out many a time, especially in examin-
ations, for I discovered it when a boy
taking up languages.

“Now I do not want you to think I
wasg disappointed in love because of the
way I speak about this matter. But)/
curiously enough, in the myths of the
ancients they always speak of the most
frightful creatures and animals as of
the feminine gender. Perhaps it was
because the men had the naming of
them. There are the horrible monsters,
the Gorgons and the Graeae, Medusa
was so frightful that whoever looked
upon her was Instantly turned to stone.
Hecate represented the darkness and
terror of night. Circe turned people
into swine. The Sirens sang so beau-
tifully that seamen madly flung them=
selves into the sea to their own de-
struction. All were females. And there
were many more.

“Of course there are some very good
and beautiful women in these myths.
Yet whenever the ancient wanted a
really horrible monster his imagination
made it up out of terrible reptiles and
flerce animals and called it of the fem-
inine gender.

PURSERES ST R E

Henry Croft, inventor of the grain
separator and Leffel engine, recently
died at the age of 85, a poor man.

sang to the music of organ and cornet, |
The young lady was Helen Gould | did not seem to mind the downpour on

She shook hands with the sup(‘l‘inl(‘lh;h')r hat, Just as the point of the story
was near and all were listening with

dent, his assistants and the clergymen,

and sald that she took great interest in | Pated breath the shower increased: to a

the outdoor meetings. She congratu- storm and the clergyman said he would

lated the young I‘nl\’/ in charge of the finish the story at the adults’ meeting
’ s s . in the tent.

children and paid closest attention to
DIDN'T WANT AIRBRAKES

the various evolutions which the chil-
dren performed in connection with the

Commodore Vanderbilt Had No Faith
in Westinghouse's Invention

|

|

singing. |
At the close of the children’s service
a meeting was announced a block away |
at the top of the hill, on the corner of
Tenth avenue and Sixtieth street. The
congregation repaired thither, Miss
Gould and her friends accompanying.
An address was delivered there by the
Rev. Dr. James B. Ely, who told stories

A good story of George Westing-
house, the Pittsburg inventor and or-
ganizer, is that when he had completed
his air brake he submitted it to Com-

! modore Vanderbilt with the object of

and made the open air meeting lively installing it on the commodore’'s rail-

with wit and humor sprinkled through roads. He was only twenty-three. He

his remarks was admitted to the great railroad

Miss Got;l.d had no seat, but stoodw'“““"g"'s office and permitted to ex-
oat, |

- | plain his mission while the commo-
v sidewal ith |
:‘hl;h (:‘s:)x;v;rlends on; the)aif Lo \,‘ dore opened his mail, Oeccasionally Mr.

surging around her. | Vanderbilt uttered a grunt merely to
stranger would have little dreamed of/ signify that he was ‘lzistenlng toythe
the millions and vast interests thel enthusiastic recital. When the inven-
young woman represented. She looked ;. paused, Vanderbilt was ready with
more like a modest country girl, spend- | ..o 5. ieion

ing her college vacation in town, than “Young man,” he sald, “do I under-
a noted woman of business and phil-|gianq that you propose to stop a train
anthropy, The reverend gentleman was | o¢ cars with wind?"

telling a story about life on a soulhern| Westinghouse admitted that was the
plantation, to which Miss Gould lis-| fyct,

tened very attentively, when a sudden | “well, young man, I have no time
ghoiwer féll in torrents. Miss Gould wore | to bother with damn fools,” declared
a lovely hat, with a plume in it, but she | the commodore, N

L o ot

Sa2222saian0aas
b b b b b b b i

AL A 22820 000808 2802 e s

e dfoodribedriie

A Very Profitable Crop of Bats

HE discovery of some bat caves
T near Lava station, New Mexico,
a few years ago, has resulted in a
fortune for the discoverer. 'The caves
extend for two miles north and south,
with branches in every direction. They
are formed by lava and rock settling in
the crater of an extinct volcano. These
caves have for years been the home of
millions of bats, and the accumulation
of guano at the time of their discovery
amounted to eight hundred tons. This
was dug out, sacked and shipped to
California, where it brought a good
price as fertilizer, Beneath the guano
was a rich deposit of phosphate analyz-
ing twenty per cent. phosphoric acid,
twenty-one per cent. potash, and three
per cent ammonia. The first year's
shipments were something like thirty-
eight hundred tons, and brought the
owner about $150,000.

The phosphate of lime has been
formed entirely of the bones of bats.
Since the discovery of this lower de-
rosit the caves are burned out when
the guano accumulates, the heat hav-
ing a tendency to improve the value of
the phosphate, of which five hundred
tons a month are now being shipped.

The flight of the bats in the evening
is a wonderful sight. Shortly after &
o'clock the head of the column is seen
{ssuing from the . “ of the cave.

Then comes a solid column eight feet
wide and three feet deep, and for a half
hour this dense column pours forth,
spreads out and darkens the sky. They
remain out all night, returning before
daylight. Both in life and death, the
bat is the farmer's friend. Alive he
feeds on insects alone and the guano
he produces is a fine fertilizer. Dead,
hig bones form the phosphate and pot-
ash that further enrich the farmer's
land.
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Their Singing a Comfort

“A little girl I knew,” said Susan B,
Anthony, “went with her teacher one
afternoon to visit the county prison.
She became interested in a convict who
was knitting stockings, and stopped to
talk to the man,

“‘Do you find it dull here, sir?’ she
said. '

“‘Indeed I do, miss,” the convict ans
swered.

“Still,’ said the child, ‘the singing
of the birds helps to relleve ¢
monotony, doesn't it?

“‘Singing of the birds?" said the cons
viet in a puzzled voice. 2En

*Yes,' sald the little girl,

“ ‘What birds?' asked the man.

“The well meaning but ig
child, with a helpful smile, re

“ “The little jull birds., They

o great comfort to you'"




