RESCUE WORK

Our part in the Struggle for Purity — What We Are Doing, and what we could do —
It is a well accepted fact that our Rescue work for women and girls is a success. This is the verdict
of every intelligent, thoughtful investigator. It is the same all the world over; the methods that
succeed with women dragged out of Bowery slums and San Francisco opium dens succeed
equally with the brown-skinned Cingalese, the Australian larrikins And the various Latin races.
This is a matter of some little puzzlement to certain sociological experts. Two of them were
talking together one day; one was a writer upon social subjects, The other a prominent
representative of the Australian government. The latter was explaining, as a curious fact, that it
was not only cheaper but many times more effective to send an “incorrigible” child to a Salvation
Army home then to place it in a state prison or reformatory.
THE TOUCH OF “HOME”.
“I presume it's that touch of “home,’” he said; “you can't make a governmental ‘home’; besides,“
and he twisted his mustache with a funny smile, “they've a fine freshet of faith in something or
other, and you can't do anything without a faith in something!”
Another well known authority upon social conditions writes. “the mysterious force at their
command, which I do not understand, enables them to dispense with costly police and with
complicated regulations, and to produce visible and permanent reforms at a price with which no
bureaucracy can pretend to vie.”
That “mysterious force” is considered an extremely useful asset at many city police courts. In
one large city a certain Little vixen of a woman was under arrest. The judge, being a peaceable
man, wanted to avoid the inevitable row, for Nancy was a well known character, so he asked our
police court officer if she would bring her quietly — if she could. To his surprise, Nancy came
without any difficulty, but upon his awarding her six months imprisonment, she flew at him like a
tiger cat, knocking off his glasses and in common language “smashing his face.”
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“O Judge,” cried the officer, “I'm very sorry Nancy has behaved so badly; let us have her and
see what we can do.” With glad alacrity, backed up by the prison officials, Nancy was handed
over to The Army for six months. One day Brigadier Mrs. Bovill, my Rescue Secretary, happened
into that home when the matron was saying goodbye to a quiet looking little woman in black
who was going out to a good situation. It was Nancy, — a transformed Nancy, to be sure, but
still Nancy.
“MYSTERIOUS FORCE” EXPLAINED.
This “mysterious force,” That puzzles so many people, was better explained by a philanthropist
of many years experience.
“We had a home for fallen women in our district,” he said to a newspaper critic; “we kept it on
for some time, but the results were not satisfactory. Finally we handed it over to the Salvation
Army, and the place was transformed.”
“How was that?” He was asked.
“The tone of the place was uplifted from one of patronage to sisterliness. Our matron and her
assistants were good and pious women, but had looked on the inmates as beings apart. They
were ‘fallen women’, that was the conscious spirit. The Army sisters came and all was changed.
Nothing more was heard of ‘fallen women’; It was sister to sister. One would see these officers,
most of them ladies by birth and instinct, mixing at all times with the girls as friends with friend,
eating with them, praying by their bedside. There was not a touch of patronage or
condescension; there were no reproaches.”
But we know even all that would not be enough. “Though I give my body to be burned, and
have not charity, it is nothing,” Paul truly says.
“O my dear”, sobbed a middle-aged woman who was going out from one of our Homes to a
situation where she could live with her little girl, the only thing in the world she cared for. “O my
dear, I never knew there was so much love in the world before! All my life I fought for what I
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wanted. I always thought folks had to fight, but here I've had love, and help, and everything, and
all for nothing!”
Poor, downtrodden, fierce, unloved Phoebe was not long in solving the problem. She knew
nothing about “mysterious forces,” and had no theories at all, but she knew that it was love that
had reached her. Love is the secret, if one can call it a secret, and hope and faith have their roots
in love; this love is Divine. Surely nothing less could have induced Mrs. Bovill, my rescue
secretary, to rise up from beside her husband's newly made grave and become my right hand in
this great undertaking. Nothing less could keep our dear officers at such work day after day and
year after year, always loving, always hopeful, and always full of faith and courage.
“You never seem to despair of anybody,” a visitor once said to a rescue officer.
WHY DESPAIR?
“Despair?” She said, with a smile, “why despair with so strong a God?”
Without this strong backing, we would indeed be often in despair, for no unaided human being
is fit to cope with such work. I had a visit not long ago from a lady who had just written a book
upon the women of the underworld, and the snakes, pitfalls and temptations that lie in wait for
the innocent and unwary at every corner. Half crazed and wholly sickened, she came to us. “Q”,
She said, “this is horrible, horrible! such a state of affairs! Such awful wickedness, and the
hopelessness of it all! Can anyone do anything? Are you really doing permanent good?” She
could investigate, see for herself, write about the need, but after this she was powerless. I think
she left us convinced that there was hope, even for the lowest.
A woman doctor we had engaged for one of our homes was a trifle skeptical as to our results. It
seemed to her that some of the girls in the home could never have been as bad as they
acknowledged, while others were hopeless. One Sunday, as she and her fellow worshippers
came out of the church, they were astonished and disgusted to see a drunken woman lying on
the pavement almost at the church door! “Horrible!” cried some. “Why can't such creatures keep
in the slums?” said another, well yet a third flew for a telephone to call the police. The doctor
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also flew to a ‘phone, but her errand was to The Army Rescue Home to tell them of this “case.”
“Now we'll see”, she said to herself, and stood back to watch. The police with the patrol wagon
and two officers from the home arrived together. The Army officers begged for the poor creature
and their request was granted. The doctor had ample opportunity to study her “case”, for Mary
was very ill for some days. She was a confirmed drunkard, and a very bad woman; situation after
situation had been lost through her own fault, and at last she gave up all attempts to work for
her living. She was six months at the home, tenderly watched over and cared for, and finally won
for Christ. At the end of that time she left for a respectable situation. That happened a long time
ago now, but Mary still keeps “good.” the doctor was satisfied with her test and convinced that
The Army was doing real and permanent good.
TRIED AND TRUE.
“It is so nice,” Brigadier Bown said the other day, “to come across girls who went through the
homes years ago and find them good and happy and respectable.” She told a story of one who
called upon her not long ago, and instead of a visiting card showed her a Bible the Brigadier had
given her 16 years before. That girl is happily married, and a good, pious woman now.
Another, after ten years’ beautifully consistent living, fell into ill health and for three years divided
her time between the hospital and the home that was indeed “home” to her. “It’s all right mother
dear, it’s all right,” was her reply to the Brigadier who had so truly mothered her. It was found
after her death that she had carefully saved and put by a certain amount of money for her funeral
expenses. This woman was 36 years old when we picked her up, hanging around one of our
open-airs. For ten years she had been an utter outcast; so dulled were her senses with drink and
vice that at first it was supposed she was not quite sane.
There is no nobler band of women in America today than my Rescue Officers. It would be difficult
to, make, almost impossible to give any idea of the faith and love and devotion that they put
into their work. They live largely in the shadows, pressed closely on all sides by sorrow, sin and
hideous vice. Day after day soul sickening stories are poured into their ears, and hands eager for
help are continually plucking at their skirts early and late they are at it, living constantly in the
midst of their work. To them the office door is never shut, the meeting closed, the lights out, the
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door locked. Only those who have tried it know the strain this involves, and it is all done for love
— certainly not for anything else, for no money to purchase such devoted, self-sacrificing service.
Mere facts and figures can give no idea of their work — a work which of necessity is largely done
under the cloak of a pitiful obscurity.
ALWAYS “OUR GIRLS”
It is always difficult to get stories out of these officers, so fearful are they lest any should get the
idea that they are being “written up.” They are never “cases” to the Rescue Officers, always “our
girls” or “my girls”. Figures you can have and bare statements, but anything further you must
wrestle for! To say that we have eleven homes in the Eastern Division and eight maternity
hospitals, two boarding houses for working women and two shelters for homeless women, seems
but a tiny drop in the bucket of infamy and vice and brutality that, thank God! appears to a certain
extent, about to be brought into the light of day. But few could estimate the working capacity
of those homes. Here is one, for instance, with accommodations for 40 women, yet 152 have
been admitted and cared for during the year, only two out of that number proving unsatisfactory.
Here is another for which 50 is a squeeze, that admitted 187 during the year, 3 along proving
unsatisfactory. Yet another, holding twenty-five, as dealt with seventy-two women and girls
during one year, and just one was sorrowfully written down as “unsatisfactory”. Officers
cheerfully stow themselves away in the tiniest and most undesirable corners of the house, so that
room may be made for more and still more as the pressure increases. One home has never had
a vacancy for over three years.
PLEADING FOR EXTENSION
Just now Brigadier Mrs. Movill and Brigadier Bown are pleading for extension in New York. As
Brigadier Bown said, “It is no use our going out and getting girls who are only waiting a word of
kindly invitation to come to us, as we have nowhere to put them; girls are now sleeping on the
floor, and thankful for that!” We ought to have a home in every quarter of New York City, but at
every turn we are brought face to face with lack of means. Just now the house next to our home
in East 15th street is for sale. $50,000 will not only pay for this property and enable us to lessen
the mortgage on the present property by $10,000, but it will give us one floor for maternity work.
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Lack of space for this branch has been a serious drawback to the New York home. It will also
enable us to take up special and much needed work on the midnight streets, meeting and talking
with those living a wayward life, and providing accommodation for all who will come to us; one
room for special drink and drug cases that need long and careful working with; another room for
women arriving strangers in New York by late night trains, as they do by the score, proving easy
victims for the human birds of prey always in wait; and lastly, space for training workers for work
among women. To set all this in motion it is absolutely essential that we raise $20,000 by the last
of July. For some time Brigadier Bown and her helpers including scores of girls who have been
lifted up and set on their feet, have been planning and working and helping and scheming, and
say that they are their way to $3000 toward that amount. If everyone who reads this would
contribute what he or she could spare only, the $20,000, nay, the $50,000 would not be long in
coming. Will you?
“It's a dreadful thing to have to say “no room,” our officers all testify. “It's perfectly
heartbreaking,” one said as she read the letter from a girl, a woman now, who had passed out
of the home ten years before. It was in answer to one she had written in which she told, among
other items of news, how full the house was; not an inch of space, and that they actually had to
refuse to take in anymore. The girl wrote of her happy home life, her devoted husband and lovely
children, and then added, “Your letter filled me with joy; It would have been perfect only for one
sentence, where you say that the home is overfull. Oh dear friend, I cried when I read that, and
thought where would I be now if ten years ago I had been one of those girls who had to turn
away! Where would my pretty home be, my darling husband and children? I can't think of it!”
Oh, those poor girls!
That is just how I feel, how dear Mrs. Bovill feels, how all her officers feel. Do you wonder we
plead for extension? Do you wonder Brigadier Bown haunts headquarters till, as she says, she is
afraid of people will be tired of seeing her; but she can't help it, it's such a beautiful chance to
enlarge.
I must close; I had meant to say so much. I wanted to speak about the working of the homes, the
dear “out of love” girls, and what we do to prevent girls from falling into sin, but there is neither
time nor space for that; it will have to wait for another week.
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II

Where do you get your girls? How do they come? Who brings them? Are questions we are very
often asked.
“I suppose you have great difficulty in inducing these girls to enter your home?” Others query.
To this last the officers often smiled sadly while they answer, “The difficulty is not in that direction;
It lies in how to provide for those who are daily asking admission.”
They come in various ways. Some come of themselves, some are given to the officer who attends
the police courts every morning; again, parents apply for readmission for their wayward
daughters, the corps what supplies others, and some churches and missions have an
arrangement with us whereby we take their cases, and they provide the funds. This last is often
a source of great blessing to the churches, as one Philadelphia minister often testifies. There
came a time in his ministry, some years ago now, when he felt that his well to do people were in
danger of becoming self-centered, if not selfish so he determined to hunt around for something
needy to interest them in. He was a great friend of the Army's, and when he learned that we had
a nursery for some children in the city he hastened to look it up. He soon had a band of bright
young people interested in it; the first visitors brought others. They contributed $15 a month to
its working, besides other donations from the church. After a time this minister interested another
in the slum work, and made over his part in it to him and his church while he and his people took
up the rescue work. The beautiful sandpiles that the babies delight to bumble about in, and the
swings that the mothers and girls by no means disdain, are gifts from his congregation.
“Don't your church finances suffer?” He was asked.
“Suffer?” He exclaimed; They have increased! My church is full now, where it used to be only
half full. It is better and happier and richer today than it ever was!”
THE DOOR OF HOPE
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Adjutant Mrs. Whittmore has put under our auspices her beautiful Door of Hope home at Tappan
on the Hudson, a home which is a boon to delicate mothers and babies. Its matron is a qualified
doctor, while her husband, with the help of a hired man, looks after the 40 acres of ground in
addition to his work at headquarters. Last summer 200 working girls enjoyed a beautiful summer
outing at this place.
The routine of the homes is pretty much the same everywhere, only varied by local
circumstances. For instance, in homes like those of New York, Brooklyn, Cleveland and
Philadelphia the industries are principally sewing and laundry work. But Birmingham, Ala, keeps
a cow and has ground enough for chickens, too, and a large garden, all of which, under the
matron's energetic supervision, is worked to good profit, as witnessed by their balance in hand
at the end of the financial year. To be sure, it isn't a large one, but the few dollars are on the
right side. Greenville, S.C., pass four acres which a man plows every year; the matron and the
girls, who I am told “all dig”, do the rest. Here they have had literally to “scratch for a living,”
for a plague of wild onions threatened to overrun lawn, garden and sidewalks. It seemed as
though the entire town was bewitched with them! The adjutant wrote to Mrs. Bovill that she and
the girls had routed out 17 bushels from the lawn alone; the onions still continued to appear,
but they were all developing muscle. The wild onions were no doubt trying, but for the girls they
provided helpful, sane and interesting employment. Oh, If we could only provide outdoor work
as well as indoor at all our homes! No wonder that the dream of Brigadier Bown’s life is a roof
garden!
TYPICAL ALL-ROUND HOMES.
Buffalo, N.Y. is perhaps our most typical all-around home. It was once a beautiful, big, roomy
mansion, and has a large Square Garden, with a water Lily pond in the middle. It runs a successful
steam laundry, has a maternity hospital and nursery for babies; It has also built lately an isolation
hospital on the grounds. One officer attends at the prison gates. A prison gated mission pays us
$75 per month to take care of its cases. An officer also attends the police courts, and they have
a juvenile Department for preventative cases, quite separate from the other work. The laundry,
garden, sewing and sick visiting provide a varied set of occupations. This home is most highly
thought of in Buffalo; it has quite a reputation for rescuing incorrigible prison birds and women
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drunks, as well as for efficient business management. It is under the care of Staff Captain and
Mrs. Hagg. Mrs. Hagg was one of the first, if not the first, Rescue Officers in this country. Her
long and varied experience, added to her husband's business capacity, has made the home
respected by all.
NO CAST-IRON RULES.
“How long do you keep the girls in your homes?” Is another question we are often asked. It is
so hard for people to understand that we have no cast iron rules, that really our homes are not
institutions, and should always be written with a small “h”, for they are really only large families
under the care of a mother. There are no bolts, and bars to these homes, and while an officer is
always round with the girls, they would be mightily astonished if you spoke of her as being “on
duty”. You can see them any day gaily teaching an awkward girl to iron, laughing with a green
hand after a first attempt to machine, squatting on the lawn, the center of a band of dandelion
diggers, rubbing in the sand pile with the babies, swinging one after another trying a new hair
ribbon for a little “preventative” girl, hurrying the whole squad off to public school, cheery,
bright, good tempered ever, but “on duty”—oh, no! Nevertheless her ears are wide open; Her
sharp eyes seem to see behind as well as in front; She knows just when the needle gets sticky
and the temper rasped, and what to do, she knows when to set the jingling course going, when
to give the word of encouragement even to some bungler who lights all up at her well timed,
“Well, Mary, I must say you have worked hard.”
Work is a new experience to most of these girls, and the officers never lose sight of the fact that
it is not easy to be good. Only divine love could instill into them the tact and patience they
display day after day and day after day.
“Now, Annie,” said an Adjutant to a woman who had just been tenderly nursed through an
illness, “I want you to make these beds. Do you know how to make beds, don't you?” No
response, only a sullen silence. When she returned 10 minutes later, Annie was just where she
had left her.
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“What!” She said, “you don't like bedmaking? You ought to have told me that before. Come
along, and I'll find you something you'll like better.” Suddenly Annie followed her into the
laundry.
“I brought Annie,” the Adjutant said to the head of that Department; “I believe she’d enjoy a bit
of ironing.” A “nice board” was found, and Annie watched while the Adjutant did up a dainty
lawn apron. “Now, Annie, you try your hand,” and a new piece was found, together with an iron
of the right temperature. For a time Annie stood sullen, while the Adjutant and the laundry
Captain talked together, then slowly and furtively she began to smooth out her keys and test her
iron, stopping every moment she thought she attracted attention. The Captain gave the Adjutant
an understanding look, and she sped off to the multitudinous duties awaiting her. What wonder
that when six months later, Annie was leaving for a situation, she exclaimed, “Oh, how can I ever
thank you for all the patience you have had with me!”
MEETING FOR THE GIRLS.
Meetings are held in the homes for the girls; in some places they are taken to the corps in the
mornings. In New York the girls have a “Sunday School”, where good conduct and good lessontickets are an interesting feature. Prizes are given with much ceremony every six months;
textbooks are the first awards; 30 tickets get a book of psalms, and 58 the whole Bible. There is
much rejoicing when this height is reached. The girls already out in situations look up verses
containing certain words. A new word is taken every week and some will present as many as 200
verses all neatly written out.
“Out of love” girls, these last are affectionately called. Many of them have no friend in the world
but The Army; their weekly afternoons off are spent at the home, where a loving welcome always
awaits them. The head of the home usually contrives to procure situations within 2 miles of the
home, so that they can come and go easily, and be within visiting distance. They regard the
officers as mothers and tell them all their sorrows and woes, and ask their advice upon every
imaginable subject. Mrs. Bovill was both amused and touched at one home, where the matron
was hurriedly called to the ‘phone by an “out” girl. Agnes was going downtown to buy a new
hat; couldn't the matron tell her what shape to get, and what price?
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“Yes, dear, a new hat — I like a nice, modest sort of hat. Oh, no, not that kind at all; besides
they'll go out of fashion directly, and you'll either have to have a new one or look absurd. Yes,
yes, I think that would do nicely. No, not a cent over $2; less if you can. Remember you've had
quite a good deal of expense lately, and you'll need winter shoes for you soon. Yes, do wear it
on Sunday; I'll be quite anxious to see it. Goodbye!”
“OUT OF LOVE” GIRLS CONTRIBUTE
These “out of love” girls contribute largely to their home; they love to feel that it is theirs and
that they have a hand in keeping it up, as well as paying back a little of what was done for them.
In Detroit, the “out of love” girls furnished the office and the front room not all at once, to be
sure, but piece by piece as the funds permitted; It wasn't ever-fresh interest as one new article
after another was added.
Then, too, these girls love to give “treats” to their homes. Fruit, preserves, cake, etc are welcome
and appreciated gifts, blessing both the giver and the receiver.
Slowly, all too slowly, but nonetheless surely, we are becoming recognized as a decided
advantage to the state. That we can do the work is, wherever that work is known, and
acknowledged fact. Lack of means to extend is what holds us back. We long for the day when
our work for women over here will be aided, as it is in Australia, by government grants. That it
ought to be, leading citizens in the various towns we work in agree.
There was Greenville, S.C. for instance; It is a small town, almost entirely given over to factories
for years we struggled along here on next to nothing in a small house that was always full to
overflowing, the dear officers content with a bare living. Mrs. Bovill had long talked of closing it
but was always restrained by the entreaties of the officers. However, the time came when she
felt she could use these women to better advantage. Arriving at Greenville, she met one of the
factory owners she knew and in conversation told him of her plans. He was quite dismayed. “You
mustn't do that,” he said, “why, you can't have any idea what your people do for the town, not
only in the rescue work, but in restraining and preventing vice.”
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Mrs. Bovill Pulled out her balance sheet and presented it to him. As a businessman he was
interested; as a family man he was touched to see the small amount the matron managed to live
upon. “I can't let them do it,” Mrs. Bovill said, “the strain is too great, they will eventually
breakdown under it”.
EXPENSES GUARANTEED.
“You come along with me, he said, “I’m going to see my lawyer.”
At the lawyers, they found another factory owner, and he and the lawyer were equally dismayed
at the prospect of closing the home. The result was that these men called a meeting of factory
owners, and they agreed to guarantee a certain amount of money yearly to support the work. A
large home was taken, and the work extended at once.
Grand Rapids, Mich., is that present anxiously expecting to get a new home with three times the
capacity of the one they're crowded into now. I say, anxiously, because, though Mr. Lowe, a
good and dear friend of The Army, as generously offered to give half the amount necessary, it is
dependent upon the city raising the other half. He says, and says truly, “They ought to raise it
to; it is their city under their work; it will be best for you and best for the city that they should
raise half.” A committee of businessmen had been formed to descend. Grand Rapids is a peculiar
city in this particular, that as a city it has never done anything for the public good; private
individuals have built hospitals, libraries, etc., but now that their civic responsibilities have been
thrust upon them, there is no doubt but what the citizens will rise to the occasion. One of the
principal features of the new Home is to be a Juvenile Department for which the state has already
promised a school teacher. That feature alone ought to, and will, we believe appeal to every
father and mother in Grand Rapids.
The one ray of pure light that penetrates the darkness amid which our officers work is the
preventative work they are unable to do, no at times the awful pressing need of it almost
overwhelms them. Oh, the little girls! Poor, ignorant, untaught little souls! A lamb thrown to a
wolf could not be more helpless!
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But I have already exceeded my space; I must plead the cause of our and Christ's little ones
another time.
III

There were two sites seen in the city the other day that seemed to me to possess a close
relationship to each other. One was a large bough of lovely Dogwood that had been thrown out
of a city church, where it had been used for decoration — its white, waxy blossoms no doubt
meant to inspire the worshippers with thoughts of purity and innocence and whiteness of soul.
Next day it was torn down and thrown into the street, trodden into the dust by careless, hurrying
feet. Perhaps I was a trifle sentimental, but I could not help being sorry for it. No fault of its own
that it lay there to be trodden and kicked about; it did not tear itself away from the cold fragrance
of the woods.
Have you ever walked through the Bowery streets of a Sunday afternoon? It is a sight in itself,
with its thronging crowds of men, women and children of all nationalities under heaven
apparently. Brazen-faced loud tongued women and lewd, vicious men push and jostle one
another. From a side street, right into this tide last Sunday afternoon, came two lovely little girls,
any age between ten and twelve. In themselves they were more than ordinarily pretty children,
all curves and dimples, with great dark eyes and curling Chestnut hair. They would have attracted
attention anywhere, but this afternoon, fresh from the foolish, I had almost said wicked, mothers,
and every head was turned to look at them. One was dressed in a pale blue dress, cut low in the
neck and short in the sleeves; Large bows of ribbon adorned her pretty hair; her stockings
matched ribbon and dress; and all over was in long, fantastic cloak of dark blue so arranged that
its folds were merely a background for the pretty thin dress and lovely rounded neck and arms.
The younger girls dress was the same, only her colors were shell pink. There was nothing bold
or free about either child; they were manifestly proud of their fine clothes, but the bewitching
smiles with which they returned the evil grins and meaning remarks of various passersby were
simple and childlike. What sort of mother could those children have had? No wonder Mrs. Bovill
is crying out for somebody to come and educate the mothers! No wonder she says that most of
them are not fit to have the care of children; teddy bears are all they ought to be trusted with!
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IGNORANCE OF MOTHERS.
The more we have to do with juvenile courts, and the more we try to get ahold of the little girl
before she makes the first slip, the more amazed we are, not alone at the carelessness, but also
the ignorance of mothers.
“Why didn't you go to your mother at once?” exclaimed an officer to a little girl ruined by her
stepfather, and who had come and thrown herself upon us as a last resource.
“Oh, I did, I did,” sobbed the child, “but she just didn't do anything.” In spite of all we could do
that child's system has received such a shock that she will never, the doctors say, be what she
might have been, mentally and physically; she will always suffer. Just as ruthlessly and with
apparently as little thought as the janitor flung the Dogwood boughs to the garbage man, so
these lovely white blossoms of girlhood are tossed onto the city streets.
Perhaps after all Ethel's fate is the best. Katie will always know and remember the evil done to
her; merciful oblivion shrouds Ethel's mind. Through no fault of hers the poor girl was decoyed
into an evil house and forced into a bad life. Twelve times she wrote to the rescue home in
Cincinnati, and as often the house was visited but Ethel could not be unearthed. At last, through
police interference, they got the girl. But what a poor pitiful object she was! Her body was scarred
all over with half healed cuts, and a rib, which had evidently been broken and left to mend as it
would, deformed one side.
“What has done this?” Exclaimed the matron who was caring for her.
“They beat me so,” was her answer.
But help had come too late, and a little Ethel drifted into insanity
“Little girls!” you exclaim, “it cannot be true!” Would that it were not! And more pitiful still
through no fault of their own. Rose was not thirteen when she came under the care of one of our
maternity nurses. Her father was responsible for her condition. Child as you ever met, with no
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conception of the terrible wrong that had been done her. She was very ill after her baby came,
and while still sick the baby died. When she got better they told her how Jesus had taken baby.
She cried a little, and then begged to be allowed to go out and put flowers on his grave. One of
the officers took her to the cemetery in a trolley car. The fair was five cents, children three; when
rose handed the conductor her five cents he returned it to her, under the impression that she
was underage. I wonder what he would have said if he had known that she was on her way to
visit her baby's grave! This child has been out from the home that befriended her for three years
now. She went as a little maid, but stays on as a dearly loved daughter.
TWO LITTLE SOUTHERN GIRLS.
One of the saddest and most pitiful stories I ever heard was that of the two little southern sisters.
When visiting is certain home Mrs. Bovill what struck by the appearance of the two nice little girls
who sat near the front of the meeting, and sang so sweetly and with such evident enjoyment.
“What are those children doing here?” She asked the matron.
“I'll tell you about them afterward,” the matron replied.
They were the two daughters of a small southern farmer, a very poor man. A few months
previously their mother had died, and the girls, thinking to help their father, hired out to a well
to do farmer a few miles away from home. Here they worked for some time, and no mention was
made of wages. At last they went to the man's wife and asked her if she couldn't do something
about it.
“Will never get a cent from him,” she told them, calmly; “that's an old trick of his, hiring girls and
not paying them.”
“But what are we to do?” The girls cried; “our clothes are in rags and our shoes almost worn
out!”
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“See here,” she said: “you'll never get a cent out of him, as I said unless you take it. He's changed
his clothes, and his pocketbook is in his trousers pocket; you just run upstairs and take it and be
off!”
The foolish children — and yet one can scarcely call him that — did as they were told, and set
off for the nearest town. Here they were captured after a few hours by the employer, and finally
hustled off to jail. The condition of southern prisons is not to be described in this paper; indeed
it must have been seen to be believed; so loudly do they call for a John Howard or an Elizabeth
Fry. These pretty, innocent little girls were thrust into a cell with an evil and loathsome old hag
who in no way attempted to shield them from the brutal attentions of the jailer. The people who
lived in the vicinity of the jail, hearing their screams, went and informed the Salvation Army
officers. They promptly enlisted the help of the Humane Society and the girls were consigned to
our care pending the prosecution of the jailer. For weeks those children were nervous wrecks;
they started and shuddered at the sound of a doorbell and burst into floods of uncontrollable
tears at any sudden, unaccounted for noise.
PREVENTATIVE WORK
Oh, to get them before they taste of life’s bitterness! “You can't think how it makes my soul
dance for joy when I see my little band march off merrily to school,” the matron of a home
remarked in speaking of her Preventative Department. Every little girl had, so to speak, been
snatched from the jaws of a worse enemy then death, from a danger that they cannot understand
the full horror of for years as yet. Many of them have been handed over to us from the juvenile
courts as “incorrigibles” and as a last chance. Others came in various ways.
Elsie was noticed by a gentleman sitting huddled up on a seat in a small city park. After he had
seen her for three or four days in succession, he called at the home and told them about this girl.
The matron sent an officer at once for her, but she had to invoke the superior power of a
policeman before the sulky little bundle would stir. For nearly two months, it was supposed that
the girl was only half witted. She never showed the slightest emotion of any sort. She never
laughed, she never smiled, she never cried, she never spoke, unless you would call an occasional
nod, speech. She was indescribably dirty when she came, but baths and clean clothes and a
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clean white bed never evoked even a passing gleam of gratification. So she went on, dull, heavy,
sullen and expressionless, till one evening the officer on duty came to the matron, and said that,
do what she would, Elsie refused to take her warm bath. The matron tried to induce the sulky
little thing to take it, but all to no effect, and at last she said, “Well, Elsie, I'm afraid I shall have
to send you away; I can't have girls who won't take their baths!”
To her surprise Elsie burst into tears.
“Thank God,” exclaimed the matron, “For even that expression of feeling!”
There was no more trouble with Elsie after that. Today she is a great, happy, quick-witted girl,
well able to earn her living. She had been left an orphan at a very early age, and as she had no
near relatives she had just drifted about from one “little place” do another. By nature she was
an unfortunate combination of bad temper and over-sensitiveness, and had run away from one
place after another until finally she gave up in utter despair.
POOR LITTLE LIZZIE
Poor little Lizzie had spent most of her life leading about her blind mother, who sold things in
the street for a living. They were devotedly attached to each other, and, in spite of their poverty,
very happy. But one winter, the mother died, and Lizzie was taken by a distant relative, who not
only disliked the child but was very cruel to her. At last she could bear it no longer, so she ran
away and made for the nearest city. She wandered up and down the streets, worn out, and
almost breaking her heart for her mother, when, passing a sort of open store, where oils and
paints were for sale, she caught sight of a bottle on the counter labeled “poison”. She never
stopped to think; She made one wild dash, and in a moment the bottle was at her lips. There
was carbolic in it, which burned her mouth; child-like she dropped it and screamed. The
proprietor of the store came running in to find out what was the matter. To him as she sobbed
out the story, ending with “Oh, I can't live without my mother! Now she's gone, nobody cares
for me.”
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“My dear child,” set the man, who fortunately for Lizzie was a good one, “I know somebody who
will love you and take care of you and look after you. You dry your eyes and come along with
me.” He took her straight to our rescue home, where for two years Lizzie was cared for and
mothered and looked after. She went to school every day, and was so bright and smart that the
matron had visions of high school and college, but when about sixteen she so evidently preferred
domestic work that a very nice place close to the home was procured for her, where she is as
happy as can be.
When at all possible the Rescue Homes have a special Department for these “preventative”
cases, quite separate from the rest of the household. In some places the girls go to public school,
in others the state prefers to provide a special teacher. This preventative work is being pressed
upon us more and more every day; lack of room, which in other words means lack of means,
alone holds us back.
A WAITING LIST
For the children's home at Spring Valley there is always a waiting list. There is hardly a day in the
week that Mrs. Bovill does not get an application. It was intended originally for children with one
parent, to help tide over a hard time, or to keep families together, but it soon became impossible
to set bounds; like everything else in The Salvation Army, the “need” is the passport.
Little May, though indeed she is big May now, has not a relative in the world she could live with.
It is difficult to believe that such a sweet, pure, good-natured girl can possibly have sprung from
such a heritage of sin and shame. She comes from a race of criminals, and has already been
introduced to the readers of these pages. A couple of weeks after she entered the home she
confided to Mrs. Bovill, “Do you know what has happened since you were here? I love Jesus
now, and I'm really and truly a Christian.” She is one of those rare natures that takes naturally to
all that is good and beautiful.
The four little Simpsons rejoice in an affectionate mother. When her husband died, she was
almost in despair at the prospect of giving up her children. There were several homes that would
relieve her of one or two, with the understanding that she would give up all claim to them and
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allow them to be adopted. Half demented, she came to us. She got a situation as a stewardess,
and the children came to the home. Her first run when she gets into New York, is to see her
children, and her gratitude to those who have defended them knows no bounds. How much
better that that woman should have something to live and work for than to be thrust out alone
into the world to get a living for herself! Someday those boys will be able to provide for her; they
are being brought up to consider this their highest joy and privilege.
ADOPTION CASES.
Some are cases for adoption. This was the case with Sammy and Tom, twin brothers from
Philadelphia. Their mother used to leave them in the day nursery there while she went to work.
She died finally, and the worthless father promptly deserted them. They were devoted to each
other; every apple, every piece of candy and cake had to be shared. Their adoption was a great
problem, for Mrs. Bovill had set her mother’s heart on it and they should not be separated. Offer
after offer to adopt one she rejected. One day she had a letter from a grocer in a small country
town asking for a nice boy to adopt. He wanted a son, he said, and would educate him well and
train him to succeed himself in the business. It was just the place for the twins, Mrs. Bovill thought;
oh, why didn't he want a pair of boys instead of one? “Nothing ventured, nothing have,” is her
motto, so she wrote the man, telling the story and offering the two. To her surprise and joy the
answer came, “Send them both.” Recent letters prove how well satisfied he and his wife are with
their bargain; one boy they thought would be nice, but they had no idea how heavenly two could
be!
One could multiply stories and incidents, and write pages about this brightest of bright spots,
the Spring Valley Home , where our little ones live happy, childlike lives among the chickens and
cows in the pure, open country; and yet I never visit them but what a great sadness oppresses
me — a sadness for the score of other boys and girls who need so much and have so little —
boys and girls who will inevitably drift to destruction unless a helping hand is held out in time.
Can you not out of your abundance, in gratitude for what God has enabled you to do for your
happy boys and girls, or even in memory of some tender lamb, safe forever in the Good
Shepherd's care, help us in this work of prevention?
(June 11-18-25, 1910)
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