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The Womes of the Poor. 

By D. CHATTERTON. 

In the month of August, 1878, the public were shocked by 
the sad facts revealed at the inquest on the body of the child 
of Elizabeth Mason, living at 6, Half-moon Court, Gray's- 
inn Lane. Evidence was given to the effect that the de¬ 
ceased had died from the close and stifling atmosphere of 
the room in which the family lived. The house was crowded 
to excess from basement to roof, with large families living 
under the most unsatisfactory and unsanitary circumstances. 
The grandmother of the child stated that she was forced to 
go out to work to help to support the children, and neither 
she nor her husband could afford to live away from London; 
but when the Metropolitan Board of Works had taken down 
the houses to make way for improvements she, with hundreds 
of families, had to manage as best they could, no additional 
places being built for their occupation. She was five months 
before she could get a room suited to her means and near 
her work, and then she and her husband and four children 
all lived in one room. She had had a family of twelve, 
seven of whom had died. 

Well might the coroner exclaim that the action of the 
Board of Works was cruel in the extreme in not having 
provided other accommodation before they pulled down the 
homes of these poor creatures. Well might he say that they 
should have construed the powers conferred on them by the 
Act of Parliament in the most liberal spirit, which would 
have enabled them to have provided cheap "and good homes 
for the bread winners of the nation. 

But the worthy Coroner, in his simplicity, should never 
have dreamed that the Board of Works were going to do 
anything of the kind. No experience teaches us every 
day that our Government is one vast swindle : the meaus to 
the end of wringing the wealth from the blood, bone and" 
sinew of the producers, little caring whether they live or die. 
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We have only to call to our readers' memory the scandalous 
revelations in the Storey case, of Golden Lane, St. Luke's, 
improvement notoriety, where these rascals actually bought 
up a lot of old tumble-down cribs, and then by selling and re¬ 
selling at fancy prices, so raised the so-called value, that 
when the Board of Works was induced by Storey to buy 
them, he netted four times the original cost. 

Now, what we want to instruct our producers in is the 
germs of a sound social system, where the interests of the 
masses shall ride paramount over the greed and selfishness 
of a rapacious, ever-grinding, capitalist class. 

We want you to understand, brother industrialists, that 
the earth in the fulness thereof is not the Lord's, as stated 
on the Royal Exchange, but that the land is the property of 
the nation for the benefit of all—that no man ever created 
the land. Nor can any man take it out of the world—that 
it is a glorious inheritance of all, which we receive in virtue 
of our life, and of which we are only plundered of to-day by 
your so-called laws inaugurated by the licensed thieves and 
murderers of the Houses of Lords and Commons. 

Now, we demand that the land, houses, money, fisheries, 
railways, and mercantile marine of our country shall be 
nationalized under a pure and just State ; a government of 
the people by the people for the people, the only justifiable 
rent being a merely nominal charge to be in support of the 
imperial taxation of our country, all other taxation to cease 
at once. That the Metropolitan Board of Works shall— 
mind you the word, not may, but shall—at once proceed to 
clear the land-map out, and re-arrange good wide streets, 
and to build thereon good six-roomed houses, with, say, 
twelve feet square rooms, with every accommodation, back 
and front rooms same size, with gardens at the back, the 
wash-house, dust-bin, and water-closet to be at the bottom 
of the garden, the whole of the drainage to run under the 
wash-house, dust-bin, and water-closet, till it comes to the 
end of the street, where a house should be left clown, and a 
subway made to carry such drainage out into the main road 
sewer, by this means avoiding all foul smells and poisoning 
of the blood—sickness, disease, and death. 

These houses to cost three or four hundred pounds each— 
to be built plain, substantial brick house, and these houses to 
be let in tenancy to bond fide occupants in a fair ratio accord- 
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ing to number of family; no sub-letting to be allowed under 
any pretence whatever. 

The rooms in these houses to be let at a rental of one 
shilling per week each room, so producing about £15 12s. 
per year, and by that arrangement cancelling the cost to the 
State in about thirty years. These houses would stand sixty 
years, the rent of the remaining thirty years to be paid over 
to the Imperial Fund of our country, and all other taxation 
having ceased, we should then have good homes, good food, 
good clothes, health, life, liberty, and happiness for all. 

We think most of our readers will admit that this pro¬ 
gramme, embracing as it does the principles of the chief 
plank of the Land and Labour League, in connection with 
sound monetary laws, arrangements for Secular Education, 
and the manipulation of local and imperial affairs on a sound 
and sure basis, will be the only means of saving this country 
from all the horrors of a Bloody-Minded Revolution—a 

• Revolution of the Guts without Brains. This is the state of 
affairs now staring us in the face, and it behoves us as 
intelligent men and women, to be up and striving to our 
utmost to avert so terrible a calamity. We have strikes 
among the colliers and miners, among all the great industries 
of our vast Provincial centres. Railway Servants, Gas 
Men and Policemen have all struck in their turn. Aye! 
the powers that be may sneer in their haughty, arrogant 
pride, and tell us—Yes, but they have all gone in succumbed 
to brute force. 

Ah! but what does that mean smothered misery, 
agonizing in its intensity ; but yet to burst out afresh with 
all the vigour of mad hunger and starvation, with wives and 
children dying around them by hundreds. 

Think, you Blood Stained Queen of England; you adul¬ 
terous Prince of Wales; you Duke of Edinburgh; you 
Duke of Connaught; you Prince Leopold; you Princesses 
Royal, Helena, Louise and Beatrice—you Lousy, Lazy 
Royal Lurchers on the labour of a suffering people : and 
you Haughty Aristocrats ; you, the Bloated Capitalists—the 
Land and Moneyed Thieves of to-day—think, we say, 
before it is too late, and repent of your misdeeds; disgorge 
the wealth you have only got by murder, exaction, robbery 
and rapine of the most vile form ; tremble in the knowledge 
that the day of retribution is fast approaching, when an 



6 Homes of the Poor. 

oppressed nation will rise in the majesty and grandeur of 
their might, and sweep you, the curse and pest of every 
age, off the face of the earth, like so many Rotten Vermin 
as you are. 

Oh, yes ; sweep you off the earth, for only your extinction 
can cure our misery ; but not by the mad, insensate action 
of one woman or man killing a King or a Queen, and becom¬ 
ing the victim of their own folly. No, you royal, aristocratic, 
and land and moneyed murderers. No, you robbers, inves¬ 
tors, and violators of all human law. Not so ; but by the 
just and righteous veugeance of an insulted, outraged people 
—slaying you and striding over your rotten carcase as a 
justifiable reparation to an outraged nation. 

Our object is to try, fellow men and women, to awaken 
you to a knowledge of how you are being swindled out of 
hearth and home for yourselves and families : first, they have 
got the power to pull down your houses, clear the land, and 
then, if they can work the dodge, to keep it unlet for the 
purpose of rebuilding suitable homes to replace yours that 
have been pulled down for a term of three years, when they,. 
the Metropolitan Board of Works, have the power to let or 
sell to any one they, the said Board, think fit. 

And now commences the little game of swindling. Per¬ 
haps a wealthy capitalist appears on the floor ; if a stranger 
he pays an enormous lump sum as purchase, or a heavy 
ground rental. Then he gives a huge contract to erect 
commercial palaces, which are only the means by the total 
rental of extorting a charge for ever on the earnings of the 
bread winners of the nation. 

But no doubt the best little game is when some nominee or 
friend of a member of the said Metropolitan Board of Works 
appears on the scene as a renter or purchaser. Then you 
have the finesse of local swindling, the full intent to give 
away the property of the natioi, One member elbows 
another member. " Mr. So-and- £ o, oblige by your vote 
to-day; I will do as much for you v. hen your little swindle 
comes on the tajns;" and this is ctr.ied on year after year, 
while your much-boasted system n local representation is 
only the machinery by which these rascals, prohibited by law 
from making gain by their position, go in the swim with the 
land and money thieves of to-day. 

Perhaps some of these touchy gentlemen may object to 
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my statements, saying that I have no figures to back my 
charges against their body. Well, then, I challenge the 
Metropolitan Board of Works to produce their balance sheets 
for the past five years, showing me the thousands or millions 
of pounds received as income ; what they got in return for 
every pound expended, and whether they gave for every 
pound received a greater value than the circumstances justi¬ 
fied ; as also, what is the working expenses of the said Board. 

Perhaps these gentlemen may stand upon their dignity, 
and say that I am only of the canaille—one of the half- 
starved, herring-gutted, poverty-stricken, parish-damned 
individuals ; that they resent any impertinent intrusion into 
their management of local funds. But let me tell these men 
that they are responsible to me and my colleagues of labour, 
iis wc find the money, and we demand to know how the 
money goes. 

We tell them that they pull our houses down, they sell 
our land. We ask them who sold the land to build a huge 
Vestry Hall in Clerkenwell Road—which they hadbetterhave 
turned into good homes for the poor, instead of driving them 
into the workhouse Who voted for that palace outside 
and Bastille within ; I mean St. Luke's Workhouse, placed 
as if in mockery of the Theatre opposite Again, we ask 
them, is it true that they have at an enormous cost scores of 
officers dressed in nice blue uniforms, with patent leather 
belts and bright steel keys, who, as they pass from room to 
room, turn the key on their wretched victims in that fearful 
pauper hell hole 

We shall be very likely told that the guardians do this at 
the instigation of the Local Government Board. Yes ; but 
let me tell them that they have been elected by the guardians 
of the poor, of which most of the members are brother 
guardians. It is just the principle of irresponsible members 
elected, not by the voice of the people, but on the plan of 
one Rascal electing another Rascal. 

And now, sister and brother industrialists, what is the 
remedy for such a state of things Why, a war to the 
knife agaiust the governing classes of to-day. War to your 
Queen of England, drag her from the Throne she fraudu¬ 
lently usurps from the people ; stamp her out—exterminate 
-the monarchial vermin one and all. 

War to those legalized thieves and murderers—your Lords 
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and Commons, clear your Parliamentary stable of the dry 
rot that is within—Stamp them out. 

War to the dummy Chairman of the Metropolitan Board 
of Works, who swindles the Nation out of £1,000 yearly, 
his salary—Stamp him out. 

War to the Scotland Yard nest of chicanery and rascality 
—of Kurr and Benson repute—and the dummy Chief 
Commissioner, plundeiing you, the people, of £2,500 yearly, 
hi-- salary—Stamp them out. 

Oh, yes woikers of to-day, there is nothing left for you 
to-day but to steel your nerves, dry your powder, sharpen 
your weapons, tighten your grasp, and drive the bright, 
flashing steel clean through the quivering heart of your 
Blood Stained Foe. 

Peace with Honour—there is none for us. It is only in 
the grave, which must be theirs or ours. Short and sharp 
must be the struggle—stamp them out; and in the future 
this earth will be a Paradise—a place of hope, of love, of 
joy and beauty for ever. 
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