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CHAPTER 1.

INTRODUCTORY.

Ir has become my task to attempt the history
of a female convict— of a woman who for many
years was well known to prisoners and prison
matrons. Such a life as I will attempt to
describe, if honestly and simply written, I think
may have the power to teach its moral, even with
that weak and erring class of which Jane Cameron
stands a sad representative. The story—at least
a truthful picture of a misspent life—has not
been set about hastily, or with the intention of
producing a sensation work., It is a story full
of shadow, the evil side largely predominant,
and yet the elements of good putting forth a
feeble shoot or two, even in the dark estate to
B2



4 ‘ INTRODUCTORY.

which neglect and ignorance had reduced Jane
Cameron.

For much that will appear in these pages,
it is needless to say that I have had but this
woman’s word; although, from past knowledge
of her character, I do not hesitate to assert my
own belief in the authenticity of her narrative.
Jane Cameron (or rather the woman whom I
designate by that name throughout these pages)
was at least one whose word could be trusted,
and who had no motive to exaggerate her
statements. Her story, as related in a frag-
mentary fashion, let me hasten to add, has not
been followed in its entirety. Here and there
details have been slightly modified and abridged ;
and for the purpose of disguising the identity
of my guilty “heroine,” and of certain prison
characters connected with her, I have not
scrupled to change the scene of action, or alter
entirely the nature of those sentences which it
was her lot to receive from the laws of her
country. This excepted, I claim the story to
be considered as a true relation of a criminal
career—a story that makes no attempt to render
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“‘things pleasant,” but, with a useful purpose
ever in view, unsparingly exhibits the truth, and
aims to be a faithful chronicle of a woman’s fall
and rescue.

I'mayadd that I have sought, in every instance,
and wherever practicable, to compare notes with
those who were personally acquainted with Jane
Cameron ; to visit, or in some instances cause to be
visited, those places wherein her early days were
spent, those haunts of vice still extant, and where
lives similar to Cameron’s are beginning in the
same way, to end after the same awful fashion.
During the progress of this work I shall allude
to many well-known ¢ Guilt Gardens.” There
will always be one satisfaction connected with
the writing of this book, that I shall have
directed attention anew to the one gigantic evil,
which it is possible by a united effort of good
men to ameliorate—the evil of NEGLECT.

I have been assisted in my search for truth
by the principal public functionaries of Edin-
burgh and Glasgow, gentlemen who, partly
ignorant of the object which took me and a
valuable co-operator to Scotland, were yet most
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anxious, by every means in their power, to show
me the interior of their prisons, the working of
their criminal law, the darkest secrets of their
streets. From all sides and from all parties I
have experienced the greatest kindness ; and I am
anxious to testify, in this place, to the courtesy
and attention which have rendered me ever a
debtor to the North. From the members of
prison boards, prison governors, chief constables
and superintendents, to the active detective
officer and his attendant constable, I have been
met with that desire to afford me the fullest in-
formation, which has enabled me to track, almost
step by step, the early progress—that sad progress
ever downwards—of her whose life I now attempt
to write. To the Honorary Secretary of the
Prisoner’s Aid Society, also to the Secretary of
that admirable institution, I desire to tender my
hearty thanks; and I must not forget those good
Christians and kind friends who have helped to
throw a light upon the after and better life of
Cameron. A

The reader will perceive that I have spared
no pains to make these memoirs truthful. They
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are sad memoirs enough, relieved only in the
latter portion by a gleam or two of brightness,

I believe I offer for the first time an authen-
tic record of a female criminal’s career—that
tracing it, and even attempting the analysis of
it, step by step, I offer to those more learned
and more powerful than I, a clue to the mystery
of temptation, and demonstrate to those philan-
thropists, whose numbers are not few, where the
first effort should be made to turn the weak
and erring from the danger. Much of goodly
effort has been wasted through not beginning at
the proper time, or in the proper place. If the
story offer a picture of how the poor and ignorant
are led to crime, and are in innumerable instances
taught to regard it as simply a business, the evil
nature of which is, to them, not apparent, the
vantage ground on which to work and pray may
be rendered more secure. In a great degree
it is & Scotch story, but for the difference in the
nature of the temptation, or in the causes which
lead a human being on the downward road, it
might be a story of our own city, and of our
helpless castaways. The same reasons which
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brought Jane Cameron to ruin in the streets of
Glasgow have brought many hundreds to the
same sad end in Whitechapel and Drury Lane.
There is not much variation to the rule which
governs those shut out from the teaching of
God’s Word, and keeps the unenlightened soul
for ever in the darkness.

It is the life of one neglected from the cradle-
side—a life not devoid of interest, I hope, and
the plain recital of which may lead the way,
God willing, to an earnest effort, here and there,
to counsel, help, and save!




CHAPTER 1II

CROILEY'S LAND.

I prEsUME that there are many of my readers
acquainted with the city of Glasgow—the third
city in extent and importance in the United
Kingdom.

A great city wherein much money is made,
where the evidence of wealth is visible, where
trade flourishes and its citizens die millionaires.
Like London, or Liverpool, or any city covering
its miles of ground, a city of extremes— possess-
ing, I dare to affirm, after much study of its
character, more utter poverty, more abject wretch-
edness and ignorance hidden in its wynds and
closes, than are to be discovered in a lifelong
search throughout the London streets. As I
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believe that some of the richest men, possibly
the richest men in the world, are to be found in
Glasgow, so is my conviction ‘that there is no
poverty so thoroughly repellent and demonstrative
as the poverty that has its dwelling-place in this
great Scotch mart of commerce.

It is a repellent poverty, in ma.ﬁy instances,
by its love of drink—its ¢ whiskey-greed;”
for although temperance has made some strides
in this quarter, yet whiskey-shops are still flour-
ishing institutions, and Saturday night in High
Street or the Salt-market is like no other Saturday
night in any city in the world. It is demon-
strative by its numbers, who in the depths of
winter emerge bare-footed and half-clad from
the narrow turnings in the old portions of the town,
and shiver their way along the streets.

Years ago there stood—as there stands now—
at a short distance from the High Street, a nest
of tall gaunt houses cramped together, of some
three or four stories high, each room of which
was occupied by one or more proprietors, and in
Scotch parlance called “a house.” A densely
populated place, bearing the worst name in Glas-
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gow, and deserving it, was Croiley’s Land in the
New Vennel.

Turning over old papers and documents con-
cerning Glasgow, I find therein constant reference
to Croiley’s Land, otherwise Croyley’s, occasionally
Croley and Criley’s Crescent. To the police, the
place is the Crescent or the Vennel. Twenty or
thirty years ago, thieves and worse than thieves,
were being searched for in this neighbourhood ; at
the present hour, in all human probability, they
are still being anxiously inquired for there.

Croiley’s Land was a place where honest poverty
seldom troubled itself to seek refuge—more espe-
cially that poverty which was proud of its good
name, and careful who its-neighbours were.
From Croiley’s Land stole forth at night the
thieves and prostitutes who made night hideous—
. into Croiley’s Land were decoyed the dupes and
dragged the resisting, and dark work was done
there after sun-down. All the crimes which
shock humanity have had existence there—are still
existing. “ The worst place in the world,” was
the designation given to it by an experienced
detective, who at the writer’s request conducted a
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valued friend through all the tortuous windings,
from floor to floor, and room to room, of that sin-
haunted labyrinth.

Robbery with violence still occurs too fre-
quently in the New Vennel to call for any especial
remark : the most desperate of a desperate class are
caught here, or in the adjacent closes; despairing
poverty, or despairing crime—it is difficult at
times to make the distinction—has ended its
existence by its own hand in these rooms, or on
the common stair, dark and filthy, leading up there-
to, or hanged itself by the railings which fence in
some higher ground at the back. Murder has
been committed here under circumstances of an
awful character—the window of a top room
- opened in the night, and a drugged victim hurled
into the yard below. The successful crime that
has been committed in the New Vennel far
exceeds in amount that which has been brought
to the judgment of human law. Ten or eleven
years since, it was estimated that the average
number of robberies, in one room alome of this
densely populated quarter, was twelve a week
—robberies which were known to have occurred,
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but which had not been reported at the police
office, the victims having put up quietly with their
losses in preference to the publicity of their
names. Concerning crimes of this character, I
shall have to dwell more fully in future pages of
this work. '

The entrance to Croiley’s Land is by a narrow
turning out of High Street; the entrance to the
Crescent by a doorless stair—common to all low
residences in Scotch towns and cities. One must
plunge into this place as into a wild beast’s den,
and grope in the darkness upwards, if he has
business here, or be a “middleman” after the
week’s rent, or a doctor visiting some ‘patient
stricken down by typhus. The stairs are damp
and clammy to the tread, and the unwholesome air
greets a visitor pestilentially on entrance. On
each floor are four or five doors opening into as
many rooms, eight feet in length by six or seven
feet in width; in each of these rooms men, women,
and children, from four or five in number to ten
or twelve, eat, drink, sleep, and live. Thieves
flock together in numbers unpleasantly large, and
if a poor but honest creature be driven hither by
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stern necessity, she must take in lodgers to help
the rent a “ wee bit.” The rents of these rooms
are about fifteen pence a week—Ilower or higher
according to circumstances—and in every hole
and corner of the place foul disease is lurking.
Houses of this character are neither few nor far
between in Glasgow. The closes are still numerous
in the High Street, the Salt-market, and the Bridge-
gate, although the Lord Dean of Guild has made
short work with many pronounced dangerous and
uninhabitable,* Those that are left have become
more crowded and require stricter supervision
than it is possible to obtain for them—Ilandlords
evading repairs and alterations as often as con-
venient, occasionally even giving up the property
altogether rather than put themselves to the ex-
pense of keeping it fairly habitable. The Pro-
curator-Fiscal does his work well, but it is a task
beyond his power, whilst the landlord lets and
sublets to speculative agents or middlemen who
care for nothing so that the rent is safe. These

* In 1849, owing to the taking down of houses in the Old
Wynd, 1,600 of the lower classes migrated to the New Vennel
and Burnside, near the Glasgow University.
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closes, vennels, wynds, are all well-paying property
on the whole, although the rent-collecting is
objectionable, and at times a trifle dangerous.

Round about the New Vennel are many similar
haunts of sin and shame—the Havannah Burn-
side, the Old Wynd, the Old Vennel, the Tontine
Close, &c. ; but the worst of all is the New Vennel,
as it also was when Jane Cameron was born
therein.
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CHAPTER IIL

CHILDHOOD.

TeE woman whom I shall call Jane Cameron
throughout these pages was born, then, in
Croiley’s Land, in the New Vennel, Glasgow. In
no instance do I mention dates herein. To the best
of my ability, and consistent with the truth of my
narrative, I have endeavoured to render the
subject of myv tale somewhat difficult to guess at.
I may add that she was born in the winter, when
the cold in Glasgow streets was hard to fight
against; born on a litter of shavings, in a corner
of a room on the third floor in the famous—or
rather infamous—Crescent.

Her mother was the daughter of a poor
Lanarkshire weaver; she was accustomed to
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state as much at times, although no friends
from old Lanark ever troubled the Vennel,
or letters were received thence. Jane's reputed
father was a man whose trade was diﬁicfxlt to
guess at, who disappeared for weeks and n':wnths
together, and turned up again—a brutal, morose, ‘
drunken vagabond, whom Mrs. Cameron loved
after a fashion, and of whom she was jealous after
a wild beast fashion also. '

When Jane Cameron was born, the mother
had lost all claim to “good looks.” She had had
three children, two of whom had died of the
fever always lurking in these haunts; she had
been ever ill-treated by her ¢ mate” who took
her money when she had any, and struck her
when she had not ;- although a woman lost to all
sense of decency, and dead to all religion, she was
faithful to him. Jenny Cameron’s « Cush” was
the elegant sobriquet bestowed upon this ruffian
—the cant Scotch name for all men whom these
mistaught, misguided creatures of our sex cling
to, struggle for, and even love.

Jane Cameron’s mother was not a professional
thief; she was a woman well known to the police,

VOL. I 0
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18 THE REIGNING FAULT.

but a woman against whom the police had not made
many charges during her residence in Glasgow—
only one for keeping a disorderly house in
Factory Land—an infamous haunt, similar to
the New Vennel, but now pulled down—and the
remainder for being drunk in the streets, and
abusive to the general public. Whiskey-drinking
was the reigning fault of Mrs. Cameron; every
Saturday night she was quarrelsome and abusive
to her lodgers—she took in lodgers in that room
eight feet by seven—every Saturday night, if she
were not particularly watchful, she was borne away
to the central police court, and fined on the Mon-
day morning by the bailie, supposing her conduct
had been flagrant enough to warrant her appear-
ance before him. :
How Mrs. Cameron earned sufficient money to
keep herself and daughter, pay fifteen pence
a-week for rent, indulge herself whenever there
was an opportunity with her favourite whiskey-
drinking, even defray her fines for being drunk
and disorderly, rather than submit herself to the
inconvenience of being locked up for ten days in
Glasgow Gaol, is one of those apparent mysteries
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common to the lives of a hundred Mrs. Camerons
living in Glasgow at the present moment.

And yet upon studying the question the pro-
blem is not difficult of solution. Lodging-houses,
however disrebutable, pay a falr amonnt of divi-
dend ; men and women, boys and girls, outcasts
from society who are under suspicion, pay two-
pence and three-pence a-night each, for the privi-
lege of lying down on a heap of shavings strewn
about the floor—numbers not objected to, so that
they remain pretty quiet, and let other people
sleep. A good fire is kept up in the winter time.
Coals are cheap in Glasgow, and a fire that burns
well and shows a fair light does not cost a great
deal : the woman who bears a reputation for not
being stingy with her fire, is never short of lodgers.

In the New Vennel, then, were passed the early
days of Jane Cameron. In the midst of penury and
vice, without one example to afford her a chance
of thinking there was anything better or purer
in the world than her mother, her associates, and
her lodgers, the first five years of her life were
spent. At five years of age she was as precocious
as most girls of her class. Her knowledge was

c3



20 A MOTHER'S ADVICE.

self-acquired, but it was an awful knowledge of
the world’s wickedness, at which there was no-
thing to shudder—it was all in the natural
course of things—what happened in the New
Vennel every day!* Her mother, she has assured me,
never exhibited one instance of affection for her
in her childhood, treated her as an incumbrance
not to be conveniently got rid of; a something
to be always hanging about, half-dressed, half-
starved, and wholly untaught—a thing to be
struck at for being in the way, for not grow-
ing up faster, and becoming of use to her
mother, for coming home too early from the
streets, into which she was driven, and coming
home hungry. ’

¢ You should beg of the well-dressed,” was the
one injunction ever impressed upon Jane Came-
rod; “at your age—a great girl sic as ye—ye
should be able to keep yersel.” ‘

This injunction at five years of age, and then
turned out bare-legged and scantily clad, in all
weathers and at all hours of the day and night,
to shift for herself. Now and then it happened
that she was borrowed for the day by those im-
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postors who haunt every large city, and made toform
one of a train, to parade the streets as a member
of an honest family turned out of doors to beg
for bread ; but more often she begged for herself,
and brought her earnings to her mother, who
was always suspecting her of keeping back some
money—* thieving it away from her!”

In one respect at least, Jane Cameron had a
moral superiority over many of her contempo-
raries—she was not trained up as a professional
thief; her mother, in fact, was rather proud of
being considered an honest woman, a woman who
had never been in prison for a criminal offence.
Mrs. Cameron knew every thief in Glasgow ; let
lodgings to them, shut her eyes at robberies com-
mitted in her room or house,” took a percentage
upon the robber’s earnings, and helped to screen
the robber, or swear falsely for him in the police
court, if occasion necessitated it; but she was an
honest creature, who scorned the name of thief,
and who at least did not bring up ker child as
other children were brought up in the Vennel !

She wholly and utterly neglected her—that was
all. Jane Cameron was the victim of neglect ; no
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one cared or thought of her in any way save as
an incumbrance. The mother neglected her, the
world neglected her!

And are ignorance and bad society more respon-
gible for all the evil in the world than the neglect
which is the precursor of all this? N'eglect the
poor and ignorant and they will go bad ; neglect,
above all, their dwelling-places and let them live,
herd together, and die like dogs—as they live and
die in every city throughout the kingdom in a
more or less degree —and we need not wonder at
the increase. of crime. Society may have done
much, but it has not done half enough yet, or pro-
ceeded always the right way to work.

Ask ninety-nine out of a hundred convicts how
they were brought up, and you will find that -
their early career was in the midst of crowded and
unwholesome dens, where common. decency was
entirely unknown. Whilst they live thus, whilst
they evade the law by herding together thus, whilst
their homes are of that awful character thata prison
cell is better furnished and in most cases larger,
it is but little avail even to track them to their
haunts and strive to preach them into goodness.
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Sowme of them will listen, be even touched by the
earnest efforts of persevering men of God, but
they are only a few, and the impression cannot
last—is almost impossible under the circum-
stances to last. The door closes on God’s min-
ister, and temptation enters again ; the whiskey-
bottle is nigh: the bad companions are flocking
in: there is no help for them, no chance of
thinking about a new life, no room to escape to,
and all is forgotten or laughed at. There can be
but little reformation hoped for in houses of this
character. Make homes clean and decent, sweep
away such places as the New Vennel and the
Havannah in Glasgow, as the courts in Kent
Street and Drury Lane, render the law more
serviceable to keep houses healthy and free from
overcrowding, erect cheap houses that the poor
can rent, and then there will be a time and place
to listen to the minister, and the good will be
increased tenfold in proportion.

Jane Cameron’s mother kept a lodging-house, be
it understood then, and Jane Cameron was a child
verymuch in theway. She was hungry at unseason-
able times; she had to wear some kind of clothing—
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a frock at least—and she took up space at night,
unless she was turned out on the common stair
to make room for people with money in their
pockets. The common stair was to be preferred °
in the summer time: many wanderers brought
their shavings, their rags, their mattresses—the
possessors of these last desiderata were the well-to-
dofolk in the NewVennel—on to thelanding-place,
to escape the suffocating room, and the insects
that encrusted the walls and floors, and were
eating away the very place!

Being turned out on the common stair in the
winter time for late arrivals to tread upon or
kick aside with an oath, for the police, always
on the alertand in search of some one, to stumble
over and remonstrate with, and insist upon the
mother taking her indoors again—to be turned
out again when the officials’ backs were turned—
was nearly salvation to Jane Cameron, although
the fact never suggested itself to her till long

. afterwards.

In the New Vennel there lodged at that period
one honest couple—only one honest pair—working
hard and struggling for a subsistence in the midst
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of the crime that was seething round them. This
couple consisted of a mat-maker and his wife,
renting a room on the same floor as the Camerons
—a couple who worked late at night and early in
the morning at the mats which they hawked all
day about the Glasgow streets.

Had this couple been a religious pair as well
a8 honest and hard-working, Jane Cameron
might have been taught better things, received
her first lessons in the way to walk uprightly.
But they were simply kind-hearted folk, strug-
gling hard for a living, people who were laughed at,
and became at times the victims of practical jokes
from their contemporaries—people who worked at
all times and seasons, and gave themselves no
rest—not even on Sundays, when there were
idleness and feasting in the Vennel., They were
always at work ; the man was a water-drinker, a
hard-featured Scotchman with strange ideas on
religious subjects, and the woman was a pale-
faced, anxious-looking creature, whose ideas had
been confounded and perverted by her helpmate.

I have only to say that they were kind to
Jenny, and gave her, even at seven years of age,
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advice by which she might have profited—that is
a great deal to say in favour of the inmates of
the Vennel. They arrived at the New Vennel
when Jenny was about seven years of age; they
had been previously living, or trying to live, in
Perth, but had come to Glasgow for a change.

Macvee and his wife—such are the real names
given me by my informant—were the first to
notice the girl huddled on the dark staircase, up
which the wintry blast was rushing fiercely. The
mother’s “house” was over-full one particular
night, and every inch of flooring was covered by
sleepers—there was no room for Jane.

Macvee had come home late with his mats and
fallen over the child sleeping in the fashion to
which she had become accustomed.

“Who are ye?” he asked roughly.

« Jennie Cameron.”

“ What are ye sleeping on the stair for ? ”

¢ Na room in mither’s hoose to-nicht.”

¢ Come in by the fire here.”

He was a man of few words, always rough in
his manners and abrupt in his speech, but a-
man who felt for this little outcast. He took her
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into his room, and she sat up that night by the
fire, and watched the mat-making. The process
was new to her, the quiet steady persistence at the
work amused her, till the warmth of the room
drew her off to sleep. When she woke upat a
late hour, man and wife were still hard-at work ;
when she hazarded a remark, the man, annoyed
at being interrupted, growled at her for speak-
ing to him. In the early morning they shut
her out on the stair again—they were too poor
to afford her anything to eat.

Jane Cameron was accustomed to look in upon
the mat-maker every evening after this; to prefer
the mat-maker’s home, and the quietness that
pervaded it, to the reckless life, the drunken-
nessand vice, of her mother’s  house-place.” Murs.
Cameron made no remark upon her daughter’s
tastes; she was perfectly indifferent to her where-
abouts; if Jane had been away for a month
together—if she had disappeared for ever—the
unnatural mother would not have grieved for
her. :

“I think she alwa’ hated me, Miss,” was Jane
Cameron’s verdict on her mother. ¢ Hated me
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for being born. Ihate mysel for that sometimes,”
was once her bitter assertion.
" Macvee and his wife used occasionally to
talk of Jaﬂe, and Jane’s family, and deplore
the child’s position before her. Macvee would
become excited at times, and speak of the shame
it was that there was no one to think of the
girl, or to keep her from running wild, or take
her away from such an awful place as the
New Vennel, discoursing volubly, and bran-
dishing the knife with which he worked over
his head.. To Jane herself he seldom addressed
a word, but the wife was more conversational,
and so naturally more of a favourite. All
the winter, the door of Macvee’s house was
never shut in the childs face; she became
accustomed to knock there every night when
turned' out of doors, and her mother, a keen
woman of business, took to shutting her out
with a regularity to which Jane had been never
before accustomed.

Jane remembers a desperate quarrel between
Mrs. Macvee and her mother concerning herself
—Mrs. Macvee remonstrating with Mrs. Cameron
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on her want of motherly feeling; and Mrs. Cameron
flying at the former, striking her in the face,
and tearing her cap from her head.

“I was afeard that they wudna’ hae me any
mair,” Jane said, when dwelling on this far-off
reminiscence of her life: “but when I knocked
as usual they let me in, and I took my place agin
the fire, without a wry word being flung at me.”

Mrs. Macvee even ventured on further advice to
Jane—sound and profitable advice to keep strong
and not be led away by the girls in the closes
thereabouts, and to seek the first opportunity to
get away from the Vennel, and find a place as
servant, anywhere, at any price.

“ Ye ’ll be better awa’” she was always remark-
ing; “if ye can ony find a friend. Alwa’be look-
in’ oot for a friend, Jennie.”

And Jenny never found a friend—a true friend
to teach her right, and keep her strong—in the
world which she began early, and in which she
aged so rapidly.

Her one resemblance to a friend met with
misfortune ; mats fell to a discount, and there
were few purchasers in Glasgow. The middle-
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the Saturday night, and very often expended in
whiskey, when a ¢“drop of drink” had rendered the
mother careless of money matters. Jane Cameron
- saw but little of her. putative father; this was
a great comfort to her, the man being devoid of
all parental feeling, and hating his daughter
with an intensity that was remarkable even with
such characters as his. He had never been kind
to Mrs. Cameron, but to the daughter he was
worse than unkind—he was a villain dead to
every sense of human feeling. When Jenny
was ten years of age, he told her with terrible
plainness what was the best manner of living,
young as she was; how it was possiblev to benefit
the family by an easier method than working
at a factory. This unnatural villain did not
tempt the daughter, but mingled his counsel
with fierce oaths, and threatened to turn her
out of doors if she did not earn more money
presently. To give the mother a certain amount
of credit, it may be said here that this evil
counsel was never proffered by her to her daughter;
once she even ventured to remark to the man
that there was no good putting such thoughts
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in the girl’s head, and received a liberal
allowance of vituperation for her uncalled-for
interference. All this, I am conscious, is very
awful to relate. It chills one to write as well as
read ; but this is a true story, and, alas! Jane
Cameron’s life is not an exceptional one.

The same career opens in the same way for
many an unfortunate, and they who have no
fear of God’s laws, or care for God’s mercy, are
never slow to attempt the debasement of those
by whom they are surrounded. It is an old,
old story, varied a little in the nature of its
incidents, but it is a story which is being told
every day, and it always ends, at an earlier or
later period, like a tragedy.

Jane Cameron found no comsolation in her
mother’s house, met with no affection to render
even that place a something which bore a
shadowy resemblance to home, and so found
her comfort and her companions in the streets.
She was at an age when the streets have a
powerful attraction for girls who have worked
hard all day. In the streets were light and life,
companions of her own age and sex, factory

VOL. L. - D
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girls, daughters of poor people, honest and dis-
honest, who lived in the Havannah, Burnside,
and the High Street closes. .

This was the second step downwards—a poor
girl with a love for the streets, the companions
to be found there, and the amusements which
spring thence—with a hatred of home and all
belonging to it. I think we have a right to pity
her rather than condemn her; she had never
known right; no good example—unless we call
the mat-maker’s patient industry an example—
had been offered her; she knew nothing of God
—she had only heard His name coupled with
frightful imprecations upon passing things and
friends—no one had attempted to educate her—
the world had been harsh and unkind at every
step she made, and there was no sense of doing
wrong when the wrong came in due course by
the terrible rule governing lives like hers. Think
of this, philanthropists, and keep at work in the
good cause—remember the poor children of poor
mothers, drifting into sin by the same course
as Jane Cameron’s, and strive ever against the
barriers with which the Father of all Evil is
hemming them in.




MARY LOGGIE. 35

Jane Cameron made her one friend, and her
worst friend, at this juncture. At the cotton-mill
she formed the acquaintance of a child some
twelve months her senior in years,and far older than
herself in knowledge of the world ; a girl whose
character for boldness and low cunning was already
fairly established in Glasgow city—the daughter
of disreputable parents living down one of the
High Street closes.

This girl, Mary Loggie, constituted herself
Jane Cameron’s friend. Together they wandered
about High Street and the Salt-market after the
work was over for the day at the cotton-mill,
making many street acquaintances, boys and girls
of their own age and their own character, who
had no inducement to remain at home, and were
of the usual bold neglected class which haunts all
streets at night.

Their amusements were of no particular de-
scription, and arose chiefly from the passing inci-
dents of the hour. They collected in groups at
street corners, and talked, laughed, romped, and
quarrelled noisily, till the policemen dispersed
them. They were scarcely children ; there was no

D2
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innocence of childhood in their midst; oaths
were as familiar to them as to the people with
whom they were living. With them there was
that frightful oldness of thought characteristic of
neglected children; they were little men and
women, proud of their evil knowledge, and seek-
ing every opportunity to display it.

They were deplorably ignorant ; half of them .
were already practised thieves; half of them at
least had been in prison for petty thefts, and
took no small credit to themselves for the exploits
which had conducted them thither. Jane Came-
ron had not been tempted to steal her neighbours’
goods yet, but the evil nature of the act was not
apparent to her. Already she considered it in
the light of a profession, to which she might turn
when other means more honest failed her; shé
had a fear of the prison and the police at that
time, and there was a natural objection to being
locked up, which kept her for a little while
longer an honest girl.

But the example was too often before her ; her
corﬁpanions were bad and bold ; her bosom-friend,
‘Mary Loggie, even acknowledged to her that she
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had served her ten days in Glasgow Prison, for
stealing from a baker’s shop.

£¢Prison ’s naethin,” was Mary Loggie’s account ;
¢ they take care of ye, an gie ye eno to eat—
more than ye get at hame. There’s naethin to
frighten ye a bit!”

When the nights were wet, Jane Cameron
went to her friend’s home in the High Street
close—a house considerably larger than her
mother’s—quite a first-class lodging-house, where
the beds were let out at as high a rent as sixpence
a-night.

The Loggies, father and mother, rented two
rooms on the first floor in the close; the first
room, into’ which the second opened, being of
large dimensions, and furnished with bedsteads,
and with extempore shelves under the bedsteads
for inferior customers, who did not care for
too much breathing . room over-head. The
Loggies were well off in their way ; had a goodly
show of crockery on a dresser by the side of the
fireplace, and were patronized by every bad cha-
racter who had money to spend.

The Loggies were people to be trusted by the
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¢ profession.” Slow-going and quiet-looking, very
civil to the police, and apparently very anxious
to afford that inquiring body every information ;
but people who held fast to their customers, and
speculated in stolen ptoperty, or took care of it
for awhile—who even kept a shebeen® on the
sly, and brought out whiskey for sale when there
was a choice company assembled, that might be
trusted. Loggie’s house was well known to the
police as a bad house in every sense of the word,
although Loggie himself had never got into
trouble. i
Such houses are, to a certain extent, I fear,
necessary evils; they are common centres, to
which are, attracted the vile of all classes, where
the evil-doers are more easily discovered, and
borne away, to be shut from further harm to the
society whose laws they have outraged.
To this house Mary Loggie took our uphappy
heroine once or twice a week. There was plenty
" of company there till eleven at night. If the rain
were falling heavily without, boys and girls, men
and women, trooped in, gathered round the fire,

* Unlicensed drinking-house.
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and smoked, drank whiskey, sang songs, and told
tales of a questionable character. Upon a wet
night Loggie’s house was full of customers, and
Jane Cameron used to sit and watch them, think-
-ing how comfortable they were, and how hard it
was that the police were always interfering with
them.

The Loggies were the happiest or the most reck-
less of them all; they were a crew who were at
least kind to ‘Jane, and kindness always stood
for goodness with this child.* They were a large
family ; besides the host and hostess of this select
establishment, there were two grown-up daughters,
leading' a life of profligacy, and encouraged in it
by their parents; and a like number of grown-
up sons, who were considered at that time two of
the cleverest thieves in Glasgow, for they were
clever enough not to be caught very often. They
were all kind to Jane, and anxious to show her
life—they were building upon her being one of
them, presently !

Jane preferred the Loggies to her mother;
she returned at all hours of the night to her own
home, and was asked no questions. She was left
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to go her own way without a remonstrance, and
from the Loggies’ “house” to her mother’s was
passing but from one den of infamy to another.

She had already begun to evince a distaste for
the long hours and hard work at the cotton-mill. -
Mary Loggie was far from regular in her attend-
ance there, and had more time to spend in the
streets with street companions ; and Mrs. Cameron
was only strict to her daughter so far as related
to her work, which brought in a little more
money for the drink, to which she was par-
tial. Once when Jane was returning home to
dinner, a lady, struck with her destitute appear-
ance, gave her a fourpenny piece, which Jane
saved for the evening to spend with her:friends.
That evening she and Mary Loggie went to a
¢ dancing school,” in one of the closes—a place
they had frequented once or twice before—and
danced with the boys till ten at night.

There was a strong attraction in this cheap
dancing room: it was real life—there were
music, company, a mad whirl of spirits, and the
hours sped by with a rapidity scarcely to be
accounted for. What if it were dancing on the
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brink of the abyss where ruin lay in wait for her
—what did she know of moral ruin and disgrace,
or care about them?

She was happy in this place—it whs a relief
after factory hours. Half the girls of her age—
younger, some of them—rushed with the pennies
they could beg, borrow, or steal, to this haunt,
and danced the hours away.

These penny dancing rooms or ¢ skeels,” as
the Scotch call them, had, I believe, their origin
in Liverpool. Their success amongst the lower
orders led to their institution in the Old Town of
Edinburgh, thence from Edinburgh to Glasgow..

They have been successful to their proprietors;
they have been “successful” as nurseries of crime,
Half the Scotchwomen whom I have known as
female convicts trace their ruin to these “skeels.”

“I was led awa to gae there first, an’ then I
thought o’ naethin else. There was no tearin’
mysel awa’ from them, when I was a young
lassie ! ”

Jane Cameron and her friend Mary Loggie
visited this dancing school very frequently. In
the arrangement of these places, in the manner in,
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which they are conducted, there is nothing parti-
cularly objectionable; it is the massing together
the weak and ignorant with the criminal and de-
signing, the encouragement of children of all ages
to assemble in these dens, which work such inevit-
able mischief.

Entrance to these dancing * skeels ” is generally
by an unlighted close, up a common stair to a
large room on the first floor. The door of this
room—on which “pANciNG HERE” is legibly in-
scribed—is kept by a scowling individual—pro-
bably the proprietor of the establishment—who
receives the pennies of his young patrons, unlocks
the door, admits them, and locks them in.

In this foom, lighted by gas or candles accord-
ing to the taste or means of the proprietors, a
hundred or a hundred and fifty are speedily assem~
bled—ranged around the room on forms placed
against the wall. They are of all ages, from the
boy and girl of seven or eight years old to the men
and women of two or three and twenty, but the
majority are girls and boys averaging from twelve
to fifteen years. The boys are chiefly apprentices
or young thieves; the girls are of the usual poor
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class—more than usually poor perhaps—three
fourths of them without shoes and stockings, and

all of them bonnetless, as is usual amongst the
Scotch girls. The boys are several degrees re-
moved from clean, but the ¢ lassies,” as theyare ge-
nerally termed, are, without an exception, bright-
faced, glossy-haired damsels, who have evidently
been at no ordinary-pains to render themselves at-
tractive and presentable. Here and there is evi-
dent a little effort at finery in the shape of a pair of
ear-rings, or a necklace of sham coral, and their
poor and scanty garments are in many cases desti-
tute of any signs of raggedness.

The master of the ceremonies, carrying a fiddle
or kit under his arm—occasionally bag-pipes are
substituted for the violin—calls out the dance: in
all cases a Scotch dance of the simplest character
is chosen; the dancers are arranged, music is
struck up, and the festivity begins with a hideous
clatter of thick soles and heels from the masculine
portion, and a soft pattering of naked feet from the
majority of the feminine. There is much setting
to partners, and an infinitude of solo perfor-
mances, winding up with the usual twirling and
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twisting common to Scotch dances in general ; and
in the midst of all this heat and dust and bustle,
the man sits perched above his scholars, fiddling
rapidly, and glaring at them like the evil genius
of the place.

They are all known to him—every face is fami-
liar. To the elder girls, who may have encouraged
strangers there, he is friendly and fatherly and
watchful ; he knows that before the evening is
out the strangers will probably be robbed, and
there will be an uproar, and it may be necessary
for some kind friend to turn the gas out or knock
the candles over, and leave the entire company to
grope their way down the common stair into the
close—or the man at the door, who is a prize-fighter
by profession, will be called in to keep order,
silence the remonstrants or turn them out of the
room. As a rule, the proprietor objects to robbery
in the ¢ skeel ” itself, and has a room on the other
side of the landing where such things may be
conducted with greater ease and save the  skeel
from falling into disrepute. Night after night,
in these Scotch cities, still goes on this hideous
revelry ; still are attracted girls and boys from
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their homes, still are engulphed the heedless youth
of both sexes. Many innocent children of poor,
even respectable parents are lured hither to im-
bibe a love for dancing and bad company. The
apprentice robs to get here, the girl begs in the
street, or thieves her way to admittance ; step by
step to ruin surely and swiftly proceed these un-
taught, uncared-for children, and they are past
hope, and have left all childhood behind them, at
an age that is horrible to dwell upon.

Let us urge here the great importance of sweep-
ing away these nurseries of crime at once. They are -
on the increase, and are working greater mischief
daily. Surely there must be a law to expunge
them from our cities ; they must be evading the
law by their very presence in our midst. There
is no difficulty in finding them ; they are well
known to every police officer: the evil that they
do is incalculable. |

In Glasgow at the present moment, within a
stone’s throw of each other, are two of these vile
places of amusement— there are more of them, I
have reason to believe —which cannot be too sud-
denly and wholly rooted out. They are called
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the ¢ Nurseries” by the police—fitting nurseries
of all that is vicious and depraved, where modesty
exists not, and vice is triumphant. Looking in
upon. them, there is no more occasion to wonder
why the efforts of good men are nugatory,
crime still increases and prisons are alWa.ys full,
when this sad beginning of many hundred
lives is existent and is tolerated. Vice begins
before the preacher or the reformer, and it has
obtained a terrible distance ahead before God’s
words fall upon the hardened conscience. No
one speaks of God, or bids the weak be strong to
resist temptation in the dancing skeels in Bucha-~
nan Court and the Lay Kirk Close.

Jane Cameron was not twelve years of age when
she had her first sweetheart, a boy of fourteen
whom she had met at the “skeel;” a boy who
had run away from his apprenticeship, was
connected with a gang of thieves, and, naturally,
a thief himself. Jane was not afraid of thieves;
she had met them too often at the ¢ skeel,”
she had been too often in their society at her
mother’s house and Loggie’s; they were good-
tempered, most of them, free with their money,
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and very often with plenty of tﬁoney to spend.
The lad whom I will call Ewan “took a fancy,”
a8 Jane always termed it, to this child— constituted
her his girl sweetheart, and turned Jane’s head
on the instant. Mary Loggie, wholly bad, and
anxious to see Jane as bad as herself, encouraged
the connection; Jane cared no more for work at
the factory, but became, in a wild passionate way,
strange enough for her years, it may seem to
the general reader, attached to this .youth, who
had already been three times in Glasgow Gaol and
once in Edinburgh.

Jane Cameron, assorting with this lad, and
evincing in somewhat of a demonstrative manner
her affection for him, became an object of sus-
picion herself. The police were . distrustful of
her: they were men of the world who understood
human nature, and could guess easily enough
how the story would end. One kind-hearted
detective, accustomed to look in at these dancing-
schools, took the trouble to warn Jane of the way
she was drifting.

“You’ll ne’er do any gude in this place, or wi’
that lad, Jennie Cameron—take care of yoursel.”
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Jane took no heed of the warning—she was
past warning then. She had not committed a
theft, but the opportunity had not fallen in
her way. The temptation had not come yet:
there would be no moral restraint to keep her
hands from other men’s goods, when the
hour was before her in which to choose for
good or for evil. She was not twelve years of
age when she thought herself a woman, old
enough to consider this lad her lover, one for
whom she would go through fire or water, were
the occasion necessary—to stand by in the face of
all opposition from the mother in the New Vennel.

So far the innocent life of Jane Cameron—if it
can be called innocence to live after her fashion,
and form companions like hers. Let us turn
to darker shadings, and standing on the upper
ground which by God’s goodness is ours, watch,
not unpitifully, the first plunge of this benighted

soul to ruin.
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CHAPTER V.

THE FIRST THEFT.

Ir was a custom of Mrs. Cameron’s—pergjsted
in up to the period of which we treat—to search
her daughter’s pockets every morning before
sending her off to the cotton-mill. Mrs. Ca-
mer