
THE SLAVE TRADE IN OPERATION 
BY THE EDITOR OF THE NATIONAL PROHIBITIONIST 

I litre have just come into my hands originals and copies of official correspondence which has been going on 
for tnany months past regarding the exposures which I made and which were made by Miss Rose Johnson ot 
Panama concerning conditions in the Canal Zone and the cities of Colon and Panama. 

As most readers of The National Prohibitionist know, in the winter of 1907 I went to the Isthmus of Panama 
fcr the purpose of investigating moral conditions there. I told the story at length in the columns of The De- 
fender and it was read by thousands. Practically no attempt was made by the government to deny the truth of 
the statements which I made. A few dispatches from Washington called me a liar, and Mr. Taft, in some of 
his speeches, ostentatiously denied a lot of things which I did not say. Immediately after the publication of my articles the government vigorously cleaned up certain of the features which I exposed—for example, passed a 
Sunday-closing law. 

Summarized in brief, my exposures showed that the saloon power enjoyed great favor from the government, and 
that the opportunities for drinking and debauchery were shamefully omnipresent through the Canal Zone; fur- 
ther, that while the city of Panama and the city of Colon are not, technically speaking, a part of the Zone, and 
not under the government of the United States, they arc completely under American influence and the United 
States government is practically omnipotent in both of them, with the additional fact that our government owns 
a considerable part of the land upon which Panama is built and almost every foot of the land in Colon, and that a 
shocking condition of vice exists in both of these cities to the snaring and destruction of the young men whom 
wr send there to dig the Canal, and the damnation of scores of American girls. 

The official correspondence to which I refer, of which I have just received copies, makes practically no 
attempt to deny the statements which I made, but contents itself with attempting to show that no real case ol 
slave-trading is to be found, but that the unfortunate American girls who go to the Isthmus go of their own 
accord. 

I am reproducing below a part of one of my articles from Panama as a side-light upon the Roosevelt poli cies. The little girl from Arkansas, who is mentioned in the article, is referred to in the official correspondence 
to which I refer, and the officials of Mr. Roosevelt’s government wash their hands of the case because this poor little child came, they assert, to this death trap “of her own accord.” 

The reader of the extract below, who did not read my articles in The Defender, is informed that the things referred to took place in the city of Colon within a stone’s throw of the United States postoffice, upon territory 
where the United States government assumes full and Complete authority for all matters which have to do with 
the welfare of the Canal project in any way, shape or manner, in a land where the will of Theodore Roosevelt, 
expressed through Secretary of War Taft, was at that moment as absolute as the will of the Czar in Moscow. 

It was on the evening Friday, March 15. I 
had just been reading President Roosevelt’s 
speech to the Canal workers in which he says: 

“I wish that any one ot my boys was old enough to 
take part in the work. I feel that to each of you has 
come an opportunity vouchsafed to but few in a genera- 
tion. I shall see if it is possible to provide for some 
little memorial, some mark, some badge which will 
always distinguish the man who, for a certain space 
of time, has done his work well on this Isthmus, just 
as the button of the Grand Army distinguishes the man 

who did his work well in the Civil War.” 

I was thrilled with the idea, for indeed it sets 
forth an ideal of work that is enough to quicken 
the pulse of any man worth anything. 

But I was under invitation to “spend the even- 
ing” at the well known American resort, “The 
Orleans,” situated two very short blocks, possibly 
400 feet, from the United States postoffice at Cristo- 
bal. My invitation was based upon an introduc- 
tion that had, I trust, misrepresented my charac- 
ter to the proprietor of the place. On the sup- 
position that I was a kindred spirit I had been 
given the freedom of the house with the assur- 
ance that I should "not be annoyed by anybody.” 
The word had evidently been passed that I was 
the manager’s guest, and I was treated with 
everv courtesy. 

When I entered the place the crowd was just 
beginning to gather in the big barroom-dancehall- 
musicroom. Possibly a dozen young women, five 
or six from the States and the rest candidates for 
a “beauty congress of all nations,” were already 
at the tables waiting for poor fools whom they 
would wheedle into buying the drinks. The 
“dean” of the floor was a respectable looking, 
modestly dressed young American woman who 
bade me good evening very civilly. 

“Where in the States did you come from?” I 
asked—a very usual question here. 

“From New Orleans,” was her reply. 
“Keep that for somebody who doesn’t know any 

better,” I said. 
“Well, sir,” she replied, “I did sail from New 

Orleans—most of the girls do—but I was born 
and brought up in a Quaker village in north- 
western New York.” 

"Was it Gasport or Orangeport?” I inquired. 
“No,” said she, with a look of astonishment, 

“it w'as Medina.” 
“Better go back,” I suggested. “Medina is bet- 

ter than Colon, a long bit.” 
"Go back,” she hissed, “go back and disgrace 

my poor father and mother! Not by a d-d 
sight. I wish I could, but the world’s too small. 
I went back once and in two hours I saw a man 
who knew' what a life I have been living and I 
cut my stay short. When you see Medina again, 
kiss those red paving bio^ks for me; but it’s hells 
like Colon for mine, the rest of my way to the 
morgue.” 

Soon the “boys,” candidates for the “Roose- 
velt cross,” began to come in, by twos and threes 

and half-dozens. It was drinks and music and 
dancing, and dancing and music and drinks— 
drinks at every turn. One lad, with a fairly good 
voice, sang “Dearie,” and more than one face 
grew sober and half ashamed; but the next song 
was of grosser tone and the revel sped on. 

The boys grew drunk rapidly. The dancing 
degenerated and the music as well. The girls 
kept sober rather better, but some of them showed 
the “influence”—all too plainly. 

“Pretty lively,” said the voice of the manager 
beside me. “It’ll get lots hotter by two o’clock— 
it only costs $2.50 ‘tin’ to keep the music going 
till morning. It’s the late hours that pay. 

“Why, there’s not one of those boys but drew 
from $125 to $200 ‘gold’ today, and most of them 
have got anywhere up to a hundred dollars on 
them now. We’ll have about all of it by morn- 
ing. What fools they are!” 

I looked at the wavering crowd of possibly fifty 
American boys that filled the room. I saw them 
fondle the painted perilous sirens. I watched 
them drowning reason and discretion, deeper 
and deeper, in the “loaded” drinks served them 
by over-ready waiters. And I agreed with Presi- 
dent Roosevelt that we, the American people, are 
doing here “a work that shall last through ages 
to come.” 

It was the same night, half an hour later. 
I was on D street near the huge yellow barn that 
fronts the drainage canal. It is owned by the 
American son-in-law of the Panamanian governor 
of Colon, and is run as a branch of a certain no- 
torious Panama city resort. Its inmates are 
American girls, not quite so far along toward 
the morgue as the unfortunates of “The Orleans.” 
As a result of its ownership, this dive breaks 
every law of the Republic of Panama, of heaven 
and of decency, making its whole neighborhood 
hideous all night long, seven nights in the week, 
and none molest, and the protestant protests in 
vain—and at his peril. 

I was in the shadow in front of this place. 
Four Americans—hardly more than boys— 
alighted from a carriage at its door. Three were 
prompt to enter, but one held back. 

“Oh, h-1, come on!’ said the foremost. 
I could not hear the reply. 
“This isn’t ‘The Orleans!’ it’s all right,” said 

another. 
"Rats, your girl at home will never know about 

it; come on.” 
The cave-like door swallowed them up. 
I passed, but, as I passed, a girlish voice from 

near one of the wide open windows shrilled out, 
“Take him away; he's drunk!” 

“What the -- does that matter?” came a 
harsher voice. “His money’s good, and you can’t 
be so particular till you pay up what you 
owe the house.” 

I went on, thinking of those boys of Mr. 
Roosevelt’s home, whom he would so gladly have 
here. I tried to feel thankful that these are not 

his boys, that that voice out of the dark is of rjfc 
child of his; but I forgot gratitude thinking oSP 
the other homes that have been robbed to make* 
this carnival of hell. 

It was an hour later. The genial manager of 
“The Orleans” had suggested that we pay a visit 
to “The Mascot,” a few doors away. We were 
met, half-way across the “Mascot’s” dirty bar- 
room, by a tall, well-formed, American young 
woman, in what might pass for evening dress, 
and I was introduced by a name that I have 
never been called by. We were invited to be 
seated and the young woman, who proved to be 
the manager, honored us with her company at 
the table which we selected. 

“Hear you’ve been importing some new goods,” 
said my sponsor to the woman, and then to me 

by way of explanation: “Rose is just back from 
New Orleans today.” 

“Yes,” said Rose, “I’ve brought two kids. Not 
more than 17, either of them. Pretty young for 
this country, but I guess I’ll break them in quick 
enough.” 

“But,” she went on, “I came near bringing a 

younger kid—only 16 and just fresh from home. 
I found her in the depot at Cairo, Illinois, run- 

ning away from home. I took her with me a 

spell, but I found that her folks have got money— 
live in Owensboro, Kentucky—and her uncle is 
a banker in Paducah. That looked bad. ‘No 
Joliet for me,’ says I, and I gave her $10 and 
shook her.” 

In a few minutes the “new goods” came down 
stairs—two 17-year-old American girls, their 
dresses at the shoetops and their hair braided 
down their backs—just such girls as might step 
out of the homes of a million good and virtuous 
American parents. 

“Where are you from?” I asked one, a slender 
slip of a lass with every sign of country birth 
and education. 

“Jonesboro, Arkansas; and I don’t care who 
knows it,” was the reply. 

The other was more worldly-wise. She ^ ve 
‘‘Milwaukee” as her “hailing port,” but doubtless 
lied. Her story that she told me frankly enough, 
is almost as old as woman’s foolish confiding and 
man’s perfidy—a boarding school, a nice commer- 
cial traveler, elopement under solemn promises, a 
few days of happiness and an awakening in a 
house of shame. 

“But,” said I, “Colon is hell. You’d better 
leave and get back to the States.” 

The little, doll-like face grew troubled. “I don’t 
just like the looks of things,” she said, “but I owe 
Rose a hundred dollars and I can’t quit till that’s 
paid.” 

Poor thing, she little realized what a heavy ball 
and chain that $100 will prove. 

Before leaving, at the risk of my cherished 
reputation, I told Rose in crisp United States 
what I thought of girl-stealing. 

“Oh, what’s the use of making a fuss?” she 
said. “If I did not take them, somebody else 
would. If you want them, pay what they cost me 
and a reasonable profit, and they’re yours.” 

I went out thinking, but this time they were 
no words of Theodore Roosevelt that rang in my 
ears. I seemed to see, towering over this ac- 
cursed city, the form of the mighty Hebrew poli- 
tician, and I heard him thunder: 

“WOE UNTO HIM THAT BUILDETH A 
TOWN—OR DIGGETH A CANAL—WITH 
BLOODr 

I went back to “The Mascot” dive today. I 
went to see those two little girls that have been 
in slavery there for three weeks—to see if they 
were willing to make a break for liberty, and re- 
solved, if they were to help them out, if I had 
to fight the whole police force of Colon, and to 
find the money to pay their passage home. 

Again I met “Rose” in her barroom. 
“Where are your kids?” I asked. 
“Upstairs, drunk. If you want to see them, go 

up. The nigger will show you the way.” 
I went up. In a room that seemed to have 

been swept with the besom of confusion, almost 
naked, the two poor, little girls lay on a bed. A 
gang of native young men were grouped about 
the door and in the room to see the rare show, 
at times pulling the poor creatures by feet or 
arms to enjoy their gestures of discomfort. 

As I reached the room, the little Arkansas girl awoke and stared about with a weak, bewildered 
gaze, her face drawn, and thin, the cords and 
bones of her little neck and wasted shoulders, 


