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The story of the Fire Relief at Salem, Massachusetts, 
was published as a newspaper serial when temporary 
rehabilitation of the families made destitute by the 
conflagration, had been completed. Its purpose was to 
furnish the inquiring public an unofficial account of 
the problems connected with giving relief to fire 
sufferers and the methods employed in the effort to 
give justice and satisfaction to both recipients of 
relief and donors of the fund. It is reprinted in its 
present form, at the request of persons engaged in 
social service, because it is deemed valuable as embody
ing information applicable to the giving of any 
emergency relief. 
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THE MILITIA 

When shortly before two o'clock on the twenty-
fifth of June, nineteen hundred and fourteen the fire 
alarm sounded box forty-eight, Salem paused for a 
moment, with the little feeling of apprehension that a 
call to the dangerous leather section always brought. 
When, almost instantly, the general alarm followed, 
the pause was longer, more apprehensive. With the 
call for help from neighboring cities, a feeling of sus
pense, tinged with fear, gathered, swelled into a wave 
of tense anxiety, and broke in a flood of real terror 
with the sounding of the "Military Call." 

To the City, the military call meant only that danger 
threatened ; danger so imminent and so severe that 
every possible precaution must be taken, every avail
able means of aid must be called into activity. 

To the militia, the call meant a summons for instant, 
definite action—and instant definite action resulted 
with the efficiency possible only to a perfectly disci
plined organization. 

Almost without exception the commissioned officers 
of the local militia were absent from the city, in 
attendance at the Service School session in West New
bury. But from every part of the city privates and 
non-commissioned officers hurried to the armory to 
report and equip themselves for service. The City was 
just rallying from its first, half-stunned dismay, and 
waking to a vivid sense of peril, when a touring car 
sped up Essex Street, carrying a detachment of the 
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hospital corps, eight men, in charge of a sergeant. It 
was the first squad to leave the armory. 

Already the flames were sweeping with incredible 
swiftness along Boston Street, southward, and leaping 
Essex Street to spread westward and eastward, a huge 
fiery fan of irresistible force. As close as possible to 
this inferno the hospital corps, equipped with every 
essential for first aid work, established a station. 

*'We'll have plenty of business V9 predicted the 
young sergeant and almost before the sentence was 
finished the first sufferer was at hand, requiring skill
ful attention. Firemen with blistered faces and 
smoked-filled lungs staggered up, pausing long enough 
for the hasty treatment of a particularly bad burn or 
the withdrawal of the hot cinder which left a torturing 
blister in the eye. Women,'faint with fear or half-
crazed with excitement, were cared for and sent to 
places of safety. Children, separated from parents in 
the hurried flight from flaming homes, learned that 
the "Nice men in brown clothes'' could treat burns or 
bumps as tenderly as mother. 

The first aid training of the squad demonstrated its 
value throughout those hours when they worked alone, 
anxiously hoping that their surgeon, on his way now 
from the Service School, might find them very soon. 
The physician who chanced to come upon them and 
promptly offered his services was welcomed with 
enthusiasm. 

Severe sprains and bruises, even broken bones were 
frequent occurrences as the afternoon progressed. With 
the advent of the physician, part of the squad scattered, 
searching the district for those who might be overcome 



The Militia 

by smoke, helpless from terror, or disabled by some 
accident. From one of these expeditions the youngest 
of the squad returned, white faced, a tiny clinging 
child in each arm. 

"I found these kids on a bed in the second story," 
he said ; "the back of the house was just catching, and 
a big ember had come through the window and set 
the mattress afire. One end of it was beginning to 
blaze up when I got them.'' 

Another came back with a touch of grim humor on 
his smoke-stained face. 

" I just found an old fellow out in his back yard 
with a short length of garden hose, trying to send its 
little feeble stream into the face of the fire," he 
declared. "The old man was crazy of course, but I 
tell you he looked game with that awful wall of flame 
sweeping down on him, sticking to his post with his 
little piece of hose. I had to pick him up bodily and 
carry him out of danger, and him cursing me up and 
down because I wouldn't let him save his house." 

Surgeons arriving from Newbury, added their skill 
and experience to the splendid efforts of these men, 
and throughout the terror of that fearful afternoon 
and the worse horrors of the long, black night, the 
work of the hospital corps went on. Moving from 
place to place as the flames crept close, establishing 
fresh stations with the aid of physicians and civilians 
who gladly volunteered their service, they did a work 
which was of immeasurable value in sustaining the 
firemen, the police, the militia and the populace. 

When the news of the fire reached the Service School 
by telephone from the Salem Armory, the men, 
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enjoying an hour of recreation, stared at one another 
in incredulous wonder. 

*'That's a joke—somebody's kiddin' us , " they 
laughed, but scarcely a moment later came the convic
tion that the message conveyed no joke but a grim 
reality. Every available automobile in that region 
was pressed into service and soon a white trail of dust 
marked the passage of Salem officers, speeding to Salem. 

And it was not Salem officers alone who responded 
to the call. Officers from every part of Massachusetts 
joined the rush to offer their services to the burning 
city. Arriving in Salem these officers learned that a 
call had been sent out for troops, and that companies 
from adjacent cities were already responding to the 
summons. 

It was a scene of seemingly hopeless confusion, with 
the imperative, insistent need for men of recognized 
authority to dominate the situation, to assume con
trol, and compass, so far as possible, the protection of 
life and property. 

Fortunate indeed was the circumstance which made 
possible the speedy appearance on the scene of the 
commander who arrived within an hour and took an 
active part in the military organization. Of rank so 
high that his authority was absolute, of personality so 
calmly commanding that his dictates were unques
tioned even in thought, of disposition so kindly and 
sympathetic that instant confidence was inspired, his 
presence through those first awful hours was an inesti
mable boon. 

Only those who have witnessed a calamity of such 
appalling suddenness, bringing its urgent, dire need 
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for immediate, effective service on a vast scale, can 
comprehend or appreciate the efficiency of military 
organization. There is the organization, complete in 
every detail, trained and equipped, and possessing the 
authority which makes instant, intelligent action 
possible. Quick obedience to orders, swiftness in at
tention to details, careful foresight for all essentials 
are ingrained habits with the men. An intelligent 
commander cannot fail to get the desired results. 

Out of the indescribable confusion and tumult, out 
of the stifling clouds of smoke, the intense heat, the 
terrifying rain of embers, the roar of insatiable flame, 
the crash of dynamited buildings, the incessant, sinis
ter wail of the fire alarm, the clamor of the panic-
stricken populace, the din of seething congested traffic, 
there sprang with marvelous speed, an orderly, well 
defined plan of action. 

In the armory centered the system which covered 
the city with a network of intelligent supervision, 
intricate in its entirety but so simple in detail that 
every unit of that vast human machine was able to 
comprehend his individual order and to do his part 
effectively. 

Firelines were thrown out at once and in an incred
ibly short time the burning city had been divided into 
districts, and a commander assigned to each, to be 
held strictly responsible for everything which went on 
within his district. 

Throughout the menaced districts ahead of the 
flames which were sweeping with frightful rapidity, 
went the brown-clad men, searching every house from 
garret to cellar, even when assurance was given by the 
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house-holder that the place had been emptied. In 
the Point district where the conflagration gained its 
greatest speed, people were literally driven in swarms 
from their homes, barely in time to escape the flames. 

The last to leave each flame-swept district was the 
militia, following the firemen, whose unparalleled ser
vice to the city, can never be forgotten. 

Through the burnt areas were drawn lines of men 
whose orders were to allow no one to pass. It was 
inevitable that this should lead to some unfortunate 
occurrences. Isolated or emergency cases cannot be 
provided for in general orders, and the few who suffer 
from the private's dogged adherence to specific orders 
must comfort themselves with the thought that, on 
the whole, the system works for the good of all. 
Cases there were, seemingly many but comparatively 
few, where families were unable to get together, citi
zens were held back from their own burning homes, 
city officials were delayed in discharge of their duties, 
because of the sentinels who would listen to no expla
nation or argument. But even this was infinitely 
better than the license which would have been the 
result of unbridled liberty in the time of crisis. 

Unquestionably, the militiaman is sometimes uncouth 
in manner, lacking in the externals of courtesy to the 
public, while showing admirable respect and decorum 
in his manner toward his superior officer. A moment's 
thought will give the reason for this. The soldier is 
taught how to approach his superior officer, how to 
address him and how to answer him, but he has no 
specific training in relation to the public. He has no 
specific form of words for stopping, addressing, or 
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answering the private citizen. The natural result is 
that the militiaman whose social contact has been such 
as to familiarize him with courteous forms of speech 
may say: "Sir, my orders are to allow no one to pass 
he re / ' while a man less fortunate in his social rela
tions may say,—as one did say to the most dignified 
citizen of Salem—"You can't get by here, we've seen 
bluffers like you before!" 

Night fell, and the fire demon still laughed at the 
efforts to check its progress. Outside, the streets 
were lighted with the hideous, lurid glare, but within 
the armory only the uncertain light of candles and lan
terns fell upon the throng of frantic questioners, the 
half-crazed lost, the unreasoning mob who clamored 
ceaselessly for some assurance of succor or safety. 

All night, amid the din and clamor, the work of 
organization went steadily on. All night the indefat
igable commander stuck to his post, one hand on the 
faltering pulse of stricken Salem, the other on the 
pulse of the great commonwealth which throbbed with 
generous sympathy. All night, tents, blankets, food, 
supplies of every kind, poured into the city, ordered 
or requisitioned from every available source of supply. 

Gray dawn broke weirdly on a devastated city. It 
touched the slopes of Forest River park, the green 
stretches of the "Pastures," the broad, smooth spaces 
of the Common, gently, as if loath to disturb their 
occupants. For everywhere, packed in every inch of 
open space, men, women and children with the pitiful 
remains of their ruined homes huddled beside them, 
lay in the sleep of utter exhaustion, or crouched in the 



12 The Salem Fire Relief 

wide-eyed stupor of despair, while the tireless sentries 
kept vigilant guard. 

But the pale dawn brightened steadily, and the full 
day brought its gleam of hope. Tents were whiten
ing the slopes with their promise of shelter. Food 
was ready for all who asked—steaming hot coffee, 
huge mugs of milk, thousands of sandwiches. Rich 
and poor alike stood in line, alike they were served, 
and alike they turned to face the problems which con
fronted them. 

Not yet had the "all-out' ' sounded, but the work of 
relief had begun. 



REFUGEE CAMPS 

It was inevitable that on the day following the fire the 
city should present a scene of almost utter confusion. 
In the pandemonium of the conflagration which had 
raged for fifteen consecutive hours, families had been 
separated from each other and from their belongings. 
Everywhere, in the parks, on the Common, along the 
roadsides, sad-faced women were guarding little 
heaps of household goods, while children, wide-eyed 
with the wonder of it all, played beside them. 

"How can I finda my wife?" demanded a swarthy 
son of Italy with a bright-eyed youngster clinging 
to each hand. "The fire it come so quick—she taka da 
babe an' da two little ones and she run—I snatch a few 
things and I taka da two big ones and I run ver' fast— 
but she is out of sight. I search and I search all 
night—I finda her not." 

" I finda her not!" Everywhere the cry was re
peated in one form or another. But, as the day wore 
on, reunions, pathetic in their very joyousness, became 
more and more frequent. It was a time of mutual 
sympathy and helpfulness, a time when a man of 
millions brought his car to a sudden stop to take in a 
dishevelled mother with her straggling brood of little 
ones and carry them to a spot where friends might 
wait; when men whose faces were tense with anxiety 
for their own lost ones, paused to call out "your wife's 
up in the pastures, Bill, and the kids are safe with her ' ' ; 
when women with a half dozen little hands clinging to 
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their skirts bent to lift and comfort the tired, sobbing 
child of a neighbor. 

Helpfulness and hopefulness were the dominant 
notes of that day. In the face of utter desolation and 
disaster, Salemites of every age and condition lifted 
their heads valiantly and faced the future with a 
courage that was nothing less than marvelous. 

Shelter was the immediate need, when hunger had 
been appeased. Many were fortunate enough to find 
homes with friends in unburned sections or in adja
cent cities; doors were thrown open everywhere with 
friendly welcome to the sufferers, but there still 
remained a great host of the unhoused, anxiously 
questioning "where can we go?" 

In answer to the question the white tents of the 
military camps gleamed forth on the hillsides like 
shining banners of hope. The same efficient organiza
tion which had made it possible to feed all who hun
gered, had accomplished the gigantic task of housing 
the homeless before night fell. 

In the two main camps, one at Forest River park, 
the other at Highland park, the refugees varying in 
number from three thousand down to three hundred 
and fifty, lived comfortably for periods of from one to 
six weeks. Indeed, it is probable that many of these 
tent dwellers had quarters far more sanitary and com
fortable than their burned homes had furnished, and 
food of better quality and preparation than they had 
known before. 

" I t does seem good to eat a few meals that I didn't 
cook myself,'' declared a mother of eight sturdy sons, 
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and doubtless there were many who echoed her 
sentiment. 

"Sure, i t 's the first vacation I've had since I married 
Tim," [said one whose misfortune had not entirely 
quenched the twinkle in her eye. " I 'm enjoyin' it, 
for a bit, but I'll soon be out o' this. Tim's workin' 
for the city, clearin' up the ruins, and if they'll just 
give me a wash boiler and a couple of tubs the two of 
us can bring in enough to feed the children and keep 
a roof over their heads.' ' 

"What's the use of working?" growled another, 
"aint there millions of dollars pouring into this city 
from all over the state, for us? I'll stay right here 
and get my share of it, you be t ! " 

These two speakers represent fairly the type of 
refugees who lived in the camps. On one hand were 
decent, self-respecting citizens, accustomed to thrifty, 
independent living, asking only for the bare necessities 
which would enable them to establish self supporting 
homes again; on the other hand were the shiftless, the 
improvident, the unfit, accustomed to the bread of 
charity, strangers to the fruits of honest effort. 

Calamity alters conditions, but it does not change 
character. The two types were distinct after the fire, 
as they had been before the fire. Fortunately for 
everyone concerned, the desirable type was predomi
nant, but the undesirables were numerous enough to 
be glaringly noticeable. Always the one black sheep 
in the white flock, stands out in undue prominence. 

Surely, no just critic will condemn the great, honor
able army of Salem's industrial workers, who com
prised a large part of the population of the camps, 
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because of the unworthy attitude of these hangers-on. 
It was interesting to observe the different methods 

of the officers in handling their people. At one camp 
it was noticed that rows of tents were frequently 
shifted, necessitating the removal of the families' be
longings and their establishment in new quarters. 

"No use of letting some folks get to feeling too 
settled," explained the commanding officer with a 
grim smile, when questioned about this procedure. 
"Some of them would be willing to stay here till the 
judgment day if we made them too comfortable.'' 

One officer found employment for every man in some 
work around the camp and it was noticeable that these 
men were happier and less dissatisfied with camp life 
than the men whose leader's plans for their activity 
were confined to complaints of their laziness. 

Two prominent citizens of Salem paid the salaries of 
the teachers of industrial work who devoted their 
summer to the women and children of the camps. 
The work of these teachers proved a blessing to camp
ers and authorities alike. Idleness, with its attendant 
evils of discontent and mischief, vanished before the 
delights of basketry, lacemaking, bead work and other 
interesting forms of handicraft. 

The attractiveness of the camp life is amusingly 
illustrated by the experience of the man who came 
from Lowell to see the ruins, soon after the fire. He 
was so impressed with the arrangements for the com
fort of the refugees that he decided to stay. By clever 
deception he was able to acquire and maintain a resi
dence in the camp for the entire summer, and to get a 
week's board outside, when the camp closed. Growing 
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bolder with his success, he applied at the relief 
headquarters for new clothing", and there his downfall 
came. Under the scrutiny of the social workers his 
fraud was soon unveiled and he was turned over to the 
police. 

Throughout the camps military discipline prevailed. 
Absolute cleanliness was a rigidly enforced rule, and 
the most sanitary conditions were maintained. The 
result was that no serious sickness was reported and no 
epidemics were present at any time—an admirable 
commentary on the splendid management of the author
ities and the hearty co-operation of the people. 

In winning the confidence and co-operation of the 
refugees themselves, the assistance of the priests and 
the seminarians was invaluable. Having the entire 
confidence of their own people, speaking in the 
language which they could understand, they explained 
to them the regulations for health and order and the 
reasons for them, adjusted difficulties and smoothed 
away misunderstandings as none but the trusted 
Fathers could have done. 

Who that witnessed the impressiveness of the out
door masses on those Sunday mornings, will ever for
get the sight? Only a mass of blackened ruins marked 
the spot where the beautiful church, built with their 
own toil and self-denial, had stood, but the men and 
women who knelt with their children beside them 
under the open sky with the sunlight touching their 
bowed heads, had no need of vaulted roof or flaming 
tapers to lend dignity or devoutness to their worship. 

It was at the close of one of these services that the 
governor, his heart bleeding with the pathos of the 
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scene, spoke to the assembled people in words which 
seemed to them to mean that they were to stay in the 
camp until new homes had been built and furnished 
for all of them. Nevertheless, the camps, with their 
enormous expense could not be permanent institutions. 
Every effort was bent toward establishing the campers 
in new homes where life and work could be resumed 
on a normal basis. Adjacent cities were searched for 
tenements, and to them the last campers removed, 
some gladly, some with loudly expressed bitterness. 

"They came and yanked down our tent and shoved 
us into an automobile truck and told us our future 
home was in East Saugus !V growls one man. "What 
do they think I want to live in East Saugus for? Oh, 
yes they paid a month's rent and got us some furni
ture and found me a job—but what of it? I ain't had 
half my share of that relief money !" 

"They got us a nice tenement in Lawrence and 
helped us get started, and Fve got a job in a shop and 
we won't have to be taking charity any more," 
rejoices another, and thus the differences in types of 
humanity is emphasized again. 



CIVILIAN ORGANIZATION 

There is something in the cry of " F i r e " that 
awakens instant interest in the most careless hearer. 
An alarm of fire goes up from a quiet street on a quiet 
day, the apparatus responds to the call, and it is as if 
some prankish piper had danced down that sober 
street, whose magic flute compelled all hearers to fol
low. Men of business hurrying to some important 
engagement, little children obeying the insistent sum
mons of the school bell, women with home or social 
duties clamoring for attention, stop and stare and 
linger, forgetful of everything that had been so press
ing a moment before. 

Multiply that tiny blaze by thousands, add to the 
apparatus which dashed to that scene every piece of 
fire fighting equipment in Salem and every piece that 
could be spared from every city within a radius of 
twenty miles, and the attraction which brought thous
ands of spectators to view the great conflagration of 
June twenty-fifth will be easily understood. 

Much criticism has been heard of the sightseers who 
swept down on Salem in such throngs that their pres
ence added to the difficulties of the firemen, the police 
and the militia, already working against fearful odds. 

But let this be said for the spectators: If they came 
from motives of idle curiosity and desire for sensation, 
these feelings were soon replaced by the deepest sym
pathy and concern for the suffering. Those who came 
to watch remained to work, in innumerable instances, 

(19) 



20 The Salem Fire Relief 

and the help that was given to the suffering on that 
first night, by strangers who came and went, unrec
ognized and unapplauded, can never be measured or 
recorded. 

While the thoughts of Salem citizens were centered 
necessarily, on the fire itself, an informal, unorganized 
relief work was being done, throughout the city, by 
men and women who, seeing some definite need, re
sponded with immediate, practical aid. 

Women, whose names are known to readers of society 
columns throughout the world, saw the tiny children 
sobbing with hunger and fatigue on the streets or in 
the parks. Instantly orders were given to chauffeurs, ' 
cars sped to luxurious summer homes and returned 
laden with" clothing and food. All night these cars, 
sent by those whose resources were adequate for any 
need which came to their attention, raced back and 
forth on their beneficent missions. All night these 
men and women worked side by side with those of 
humbler station, bound by the common tie of human 
sympathy. 

" I guess my wife would have died but for a man 
and his wife from down Beverly way," is the story 
one refugee tells. "The babies are all little ones yet, 
and my wife hadn't really got up from the last one, 
and it was pretty tough standing on the streets, not 
knowing where to turn. It had come so sudden that I 
was just dazed like, and I couldn't seem to think what 
I could do. Then an auto came along and stopped and 
a man leaned out and said, 'where you going to take 
those babies?' 

"When he saw that I didn't have any place to go, he 
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told us to get in, and he told the chauffeur to go up to 
a big building on the main street where there was a 
sign out that said refugees would be welcomed. But 
do you s'pose they just took us up there and left us? 
No, sir, he got out and his wife got out and they went 
in with us. 

"The place was packed and jammed with folks as 
bad off as we were, and lots of rich looking men and 
women rushing .around doing all they could to help. 

"The man found us a corner and the woman sat right 
down on the floor by my wife and felt of her pulse and 
smoothed her hair and talked to her like women do. 

"Pretty soon she said to her man, 'go get some food 
and some warm drink for the children/ He went off 
and in a minute he come back carrying a lot of ham 
sandwiches and a glass of lemonade. She flew right 
up, just like any common woman mad at her man. 

" 'S'pose these babies can eat that stuff?' says she. 
'Anybody'd think you never had a baby of your own !' 

" 'It 's the best I can do,' says he, meek like. 
*' 'Then go home,' she orders him, 'and tell cook to 

give you all the milk there is in the house and what
ever there is that is suitable for a sick woman 
and babies—cook will have a little sense, being a 
woman ! And come back here as fast as you can.' 

" 'All right, my dear/ he says, and it didn't seem 
but a few minutes till he was back with his arms full 
of stuff, milk and soup and jellies and all such things. 
She went out in the kitchen there and warmed up the 
milk herself and fed the babies as handy as anything. 
She's had some of her own all right. 

"Then he says, 'One of the men here tells me there's 
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a bed upstairs that you can put the woman and the 
babies in. The fellows who live here have all given 
up their rooms for the refugees.' 

"So they left us up stairs in a good room, and we 
couldn't thank 'em, they wouldn't listen, just went off 
laughing back at us, to help some other folks, I s'pose, 
and after they'd been gone an hour or more my wife 
found a ten dollar bill pinned fast to baby's little 
dress. I s'pose we'll never know who they was, but 
they was some swells, all r ight !" 

This incident is told not because it is remarkable 
but because it is typical. Those who visited among 
the refugees heard hundreds of similar stories of the 
work which went on in those long hours between the 
dusk and the dawn. 

In a time of crisis, emergency measures must pre
vail, and it is doubtless true that this work came near
er to giving ample relief to all than any of the care
fully organized work which followed, with the imper
ative necessity for investigation which means unavoid
able delay. 

With the dawn came the first movement toward an 
organized work of relief. There was much to be 
done that was not within the scope of military power. 
Very early in the morning a message was sent out by 
the General to summon to the armory a few citizens 
for conference. A leader of the Chelsea relief work 
was present at this conference as a representative of 
the Governor. Immediately, a meeting of citizens was 
called at City hall, and there a Committee of One 
Hundred was chosen by popular vote. 

It became apparent at once that the committee of 
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One Hundred was too large a body to do effective work. 
These men elected twenty of their number, who speed
ily reduced themselves to seven, to act with seven men 
sent by the Governor. Thereafter, these fourteen men 
were the ruling power, a board of directors known as 
the Committee of Fourteen. 

It would be impossible to overestimate the service of 
the seven men whom the governor chose to co-operate 
with Salem citizens in the work of relief. At their 
head was the most widely known exponent of scientific 
philanthropy in New England, a man who served on 
the Chelsea Relief commission at the time of that 
city's great fire and who was sent to represent the 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts at the San Francisco 
disaster. Associated with him were men whose names 
stand for all that is highest and most efficient in busi
ness, financial and philanthropic circles throughout 
New England. The head of the Catholic charities of 
this diocese and the Protestant bishop whose experience 
is not less broad, gave their time, their interest and 
their knowledge no less freely than did the man whose 
spoken word at the telephone or personal signature to 
an order insured instant attention from merchants, 
manufacturers and officials of transportation com
panies. In a crisis such as Salem faced there is imper
ative need for men of this type, who can bring things 
to pass speedily, and without friction. 

The Committee of Fourteen created a committee list 
which included departments on application, complaint, 
transportation, insurance, housing, registration, inves
tigation, certification, food, furniture and clothing. 
The merging of these departments under the general 
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title of Rehabilitation Committee was an immediate 
and necessary process to enable giving uniform relief 
upon a uniform basis. 

While the promiscuous work of those whose interest 
was aroused by the sight of the awful devastation and 
need on every hand was going on, plans for more per
manent forms of relief were being shaped. At dawn 
a huge sign bearing the words "Relief Station'' was 
displayed outside the armory, and at hastily impro
vised desks a committee commenced the registration 
of all who applied for aid. 

Investigation has now established the fact that there 
were eighteen thousand refugees as the result of 
Salem's fire. Any member of the committee who 
attempted systematic registration will declare in all 
sincerity that everyone of those eighteen thousand 
sufferers surged into the armory during the first hour 
after the sign was posted. 

As swiftly as the scorching breath of the great fire 
itself, the message ran "you can get help at the 
armory." It was the first, slender line of definite 
hope and promise flung out to that sea of purposeless, 
hopeless humanity, and, it is little wonder that the 
wave of response threatened to engulf the rescuers. 

As the lines of waiting applicants lengthened, more 
desks were added, more registrars began work, and 
soon to the confusion of crowding, pushing, clamoring 
refugees was added the confusion of crowding, push
ing, clamoring volunteers, eager to aid in the work of 
relief. 

The morning wore on, and the congestion increased 
with every moment. Workers and volunteers, sufferers 
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and sympathizers became an inseparable mass of 
struggling, incoherent humanity. Those who were 
endeavoring to make use of the Red Cross cards for 
registration found themselves unable to move in the 
crowd, unable to hear in the din, unable to understand 
even what they could hear in the babel of strange 
tongues which assailed their ears. 

When conditions became utterably intolerable, the 
Relief Station moved to a spacious hall, leaving the 
state headquarters free for military activities. It 
was hoped that the larger space might relieve the 
situation appreciably, but the numbers of both workers 
and refugees grew so rapidly that confusion increased 
rather than diminished. 

Fifty telephones rang continuously in this hall; a 
director stationed on a balcony shouted ceaseless mes
sages through a megaphone; refugees crowded and 
cursed, wrangled and wept, shoved and sobbed; work
ers registered and investigated, coaxed and cajoled, 
threatened and explained, and over and under and 
through all fluttered those elusive -Red Cross cards, 
theoretically filed for ready reference, in practise 
always just beyond the reach of the desperate worker 
who sought their carefully written information. 

When the workers despaired, the headquarters were 
moved once more, this time to a school building where 
departments could be assigned to separate rooms. 
Here was inaugurated a system which would be cred
itable to any modern business concern. 

The problem of organization of the workers was one 
of tremendous difficulty and complication. Here were 
eighteen thousand refugees needing immediate relief. 
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And here were thirty thousand volunteers for the 
relief work who were not only offering their service, 
but expecting instant acceptance of the offer and 
assignment of definite duties. The whole populace 
was aroused and demanding an opportunity to help, 
but the whole populace was stirred to a pitch of excite
ment perilously close to hysteria, and those whose 
work lies with men rather than with machines know 
that pent-up emotions, tensely strung nerves and heart-
racking sympathies form an unstable basis for work 
which demands coolness of judgment, swift, just 
decisions, and orderly efficiency. 

To sift these thousands of volunteers, to assign men 
and women to positions best suited to their training 
or their tendencies, to secure and retain a permanent, 
efficient staff of workers, was a task which none could 
hope to accomplish without mistakes and misunder
standings. Of necessity volunteer workers cannot be 
organized and disciplined like those who receive pay 
for service. Unavoidably, some workers of splendid 
ability were found in places which might have been 
filled by those of lesser talent, while others tried to 
cope with problems far beyond their experience or 
training. Inevitably, many whose offered service was 
not used immediately or satisfactorily became severe 
critics. 

It became apparent that the leaders among the 
workers naturally fell into two classifications; the 
trained social workers, whose slogan seemed to be 
"do nothing without investigation/' and the men of 
business, who cried "do away with red tape." 

That serious and lasting friction and enmity did not 
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result is due to the good sense and fair judgment of 
the workers themselves. Gradually, all came to 
realize the necessity for standing on middle ground. 

The business man whose sympathies were * worked 
upon by a tearful woman, who begged for a kitchen 
range, immediately, lest her children suffer, and who 
learned after he had rushed the order through, regard
less of records or rules, that the woman had received 
twenty-eight hundred dollars from an insurance com
pany only a few days before she made her sobbing 
appeal, became an immediate convert to the doctrine 
of investigation before relief. The social worker who 
found an aged, self-respecting woman, who had earned 
her own bread since her earliest childhood, literally 
starving because her grieving, bewildered mind had 
not been able to grasp the significance of the investi
gator's questions, realized that there are times when 
routine methods fail. 

"How do you know that man's story is true? How 
do you know he really needs those things to establish 
a home? How do know he won't pawn them and spend 
the money for liquor?" asked a social worker of the 
business man who had just sent an uninvestigated 
applicant away rejoicing with a generous supply of 
clothing and blankets. 

"Because I've known that man all my life. He's 
perfectly straight. This is no time for red tape," 
snapped the business man. 

The social worker's eyes were doubtful, the busi
ness man's were hostile, as they dropped the subject. 
But when an hour later, the business man's desk was 
surrounded by no less than fifty applicants begging 
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"Here, fix me up quick like you did B—" their eyes 
met in a glance of mutual understanding. Thereafter 
the social worker's attitude was somewhat less rigid, 
the business man's somewhat more so—to the lasting 
benefit of both. 
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It was a charity call and The Doctor might have 
been excusable had he hurried it a trifle. But The 
Doctor's manner was as suave and placid as if Mrs. 
Smith had belonged to the wealthy and exclusive class 
of society which furnished most of his patients. He 
had his professional pride and having accepted a num
ber of charity cases as a part of his contribution to
ward the relief work he would have scorned to give 
them anything less than his best service. Moreover, 
The Doctor combined a warm-hearted generous nature 
with an impulsive judgment and a flashing temper— 
not an unusual combination. 

"And how are things going this morning, Mrs. 
Smith?" he asked with the smile which adds thousands 
of dollars to his yearly income. 

For answer Mrs. Smith wept audibly. It was the 
same form of answer that many of his wealthy patients 
were wront to give to his opening question but some
how Mrs. Smith's tears troubled The Doctor. The 
bare little room furnished with only the meagre neces
sities of life made a pathetic setting for a tearful 
scene. Here was a woman who had something to cry 
for. 

" I may as well give up , " she sobbed. " I t ' s been all 
we could do to live, anyhow since the fire, me sick and 
him out of work on account of the factory burning. The 
little we got from the food department folks just bare
ly kept us from starving, and now they've cut that off.'' 

(29) 
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"Why is tha t?" The Doctor's tone was indignant. 
"Oh, I don't know. When he went for the grocery 

order they said that was the last one he would get. 
There's no reason for it. Why, the Joneses that 
live right next door to my sister have been getting 
twice as much as us right along, and the fire didn't 
come anywhere near their house, but they've got a 
pull. Mrs. Jones's son married a girl whose father's 
cousin married a widower that had one daughter, and 
that daughter's husband has got a job on the food de
partment, so of course they'd favor the Joneses, being 
right in the family so." 

"Nice state of affairs," growled The Doctor. 
* 'Hundreds of thousands of dollars up there, and a poor 
sick woman can't get enough food to keep her alive. 
I'll see what I can do!" 

The Doctor's righteous indignation had not cooled 
when he entered his club that evening and encountered 
The Wealthy Citizen. It was only natural that he 
should unburden his mind of the subject which had 
been troubling him all day, and he found The Wealthy 
Citizen entirely sympathetic. 

"I 've been hearing a lot of complaints about these 
relief workers, myself," declared The Wealthy Citizen. 

"They got a lot of philanthropy experts and charity 
specialists down from Boston. Social workers, they 
call them. 'Workers' is a good name for them. 
They're working Salem all right—drawing fat salaries 
for looking wise and riding around in autos to 'inves
tigate, ' Time the whole bunch of them were 'investi
gated' themselves, in my opinion." 

"Well, I intend to go up to the food department in 
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the morning and demand an explanation for my 
patient—I've got a right to do that ," decided The 
Doctor. 

"And I'll go down to their headquarters and ask a 
few questions," was The Wealthy Citizen's decision. 
"As they are spending a considerable amount of my 
money they can hardly refuse to give some account of 
their methods." 

The Food Man sighed as he began on the morning's 
mail. He might be forgiven for indulging in a sigh ; 
for it was a very heavy mail and it was very early in 
the morning following the fifty-seventh consecutive 
sixteen hour day that The Food Man had spent on this 
job. 

But none of these facts induced the sigh that 
slipped from The Food Man's lips, unaware, when his 
eyes fell on the postmark of the first letter—Bretton 
Woods. That was where he had planned to spend a 
six weeks' vacation with his wife—the wife who had 
tearfully reminded him that very morning that he had 
promised her a perfectly lovely time this summer, 
after neglecting her for his old profession all winter, 
and he hadn't given her one day of his society, and it 
was all very well to be helpful in a time of crisis, but 
why should one man have to do it all and never get one 
cent for it, and why couldn't the refugees do some of 
the work themselves, and of course, if he didn't love 
her any more she might as well go home to her parents 
who did care for her. 

So, with the sigh on his lips, he opened the letter, 
written on the stationery of an exclusive and highly 
expensive inn and read: 
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" I am writing to you in regard to a cruel injustice 
which is being done to a fire sufferer. This man is 
my maid's sister's husband's own cousin, so you may 
know that I have the facts at first hand. The office 
where this man had been employed for seven years 
burned, throwing him out of a position where he 
earned thirty dollars a week. He has a wife but no 
children, so he has been allowed only the small sum 
which the food committee estimates will feed two per
sons. Last week they stopped even this paltry allow
ance, giving as a reason that he had secured a new 
position where he earns twenty dollars a week. You 
can see the absurdity of this, when the man's new 
position brings him ten dollars a week less than the 
old one. Even with the allowance of food added to 
what he now earns he would have less income than his 
former good position brought him. 

"Will you kindly give this matter your immediate 
and careful attention? I feel that we who have con
tributed to this relief fund have a right to ask that it 
be distributed justly. Possibly if less were spent on 
salaries for the workers, more could be done for those 
whose distress the contributions were intended to 
relieve." 

As The Food Man laid the letter down the doors were 
flung open and the waiting applicants rushed in, to 
form a shuffling, impatient line which would trail its 
dreary, complaining length past his desk until dark
ness and closed doors gave opportunity for him to turn 
his attention to another day's accumulation of mail. 

"Who's in charge here?" 
The loud, peremptory question came from a man who 
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had pushed himself in front of the protesting line. 
The Food Man looked up, and saw The Doctor glaring 
down at him. 

" I am, sir ," he answered courteously. 
"Then you need to be jacked up ! Why don't you 

pay some attention to poor folks who are actually 
starving? Why do you give a double allowance to folks 
who didn't live within half a mile of the fire zone, and 
nothing at all to a sick woman who lost all she had?" 

"Perhaps you would like to be more specific, s i r ," 
suggested The Food Man as The Doctor paused for 
breath. "If you personally know of any cases such as 
you mention we should be grateful for the information 
which you can supply." 

"Specific information? What are all these investi
gators doing? Why don't they know what is going on? 
Haven't you any system here?" 

The Food Man glanced from The Doctor to the line 
of applicants, openly indignant at this delay. Then 
he spoke to a young man who was scanning cards at a 
desk near by. 

1 'Take my place here, ' ' he said, ' 'I shall be busy with 
this gentleman for half an hour. Now sir ," turning to 
The Doctor, " I shall be pleased to explain to you the 
basis of the food relief, and the methods we use in the 
effort to discharge our trust with justice to al l ." 

"Thank you," said The Doctor, a shade less of bel
ligerence in his tone. 

"In the first days after the fire," began The Food 
Man, "there was one immediate necessity—to see that 
none went hungry. Food was given to all, without 
question. It was the only way to obviate possible 
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suffering. We assumed that all who asked were actual 
fire sufferers who really needed food. 

1 'Obviously, this method could not be continued 
indefinitely. Human nature is not so constituted that 
a free, unstinted food supply can be maintained day 
after day without misuse. There were hundreds of men 
and women who dropped from the bread line, voluntar
ily, as soon as it was possible for them to provide for 
themselves. Those who remained as applicants for 
food presented a problem which called for powers of 
intelligence, discrimination and justice. 

"With the lessening of the emergency needs came 
the problem of permanent rehabilitation. Then the 
question was: How can we help the actual, honest 
victims of the fire in a way that will hurt their self 
respect as little as possible, and at the same time 
eliminate the imposters?" 

"That's common sense," admitted The Doctor. 
"Why, I heard that men from Lynn and Boston were 
standing in the bread line every day." 

"Which was quite true. Therefore, it was decided 
to abolish the bread line and to substitute store orders ; 
that is, to give each applicant an order on the grocer 
of his choice for a week's supply of groceries, the 
amount of the order to be determined by the size of 
the family. This made the issuance of food more 
nearly a normal thing. The housewife went to the 
store and selected food for her own family with no 
restriction, so long as her purchases did not exceed the 
amount of her allowances." 

"Wouldn't it have been better to ^make orders on a 
list of reliable grocers who would treat the folks right 
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and to have specified foods which they could buy?" 
inquired The Doctor, who was visibly interested now. 
1'Most folks haven't sense enough to buy wholesome, 
nourishing food. I'll warrant that half of them spent 
their allowance for pickles and pastry and all sorts of 
unholy combinations/' 

"The committee did not feel equal to the task of 
personally supervising the diet of the refugees," 
smiled The Food Man, "and you can imagine the dis
satisfaction had we attempted such a thing. We 
assume that these people had been accustomed to select
ing their own food ; the store order simply took the 
place of their former pay envelope. As to specifying 
what grocers might be patronized—can't you hear the 
cry of 'graft' and 'pull' filling the air, had we desig
nated the dealers who should receive this business, 
amounting to hundreds of dollars a day?" 

The Doctor actually grinned. ' 'You're right again,' ' 
he said. 

"With the placing of the food supply on this basis it 
became necessary to know home conditions. When the 
bread line was abolished every person was given a card 
of application to fill out, which stated that the holder 
was known by the endorser of the card to be a fire 
sufferer, needing food relief. If this application was 
signed by any physician or clergyman of Salem it was 
accepted without question and an order for a week's 
supply of food given. Then a force of ten visitors 
began investigating these homes—" 

"That's just i t ! interrupted The Doctor, testily. 
"They asked us to sign cards, then they sent 
investigators around to the applicants we had 
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vouched for, as if our word wasn't good enough." 
' 'Do you know how many applicants you vouched 

for?" asked The Food Man. 
"Why twenty-five or thirty I believe.'' 
"With your extensive practice, would you have felt 

that you had time to follow up all these cases person
ally, help them find work and keep us informed of the 
conditions, so that we would know when food relief 
was no longer necessary for them?" 

"Not much, I wouldn't!" admitted The Doctor, 
frankly, "say, there's a lot to this business, isn't 
there?" 

" I t requires some thought and time. You see, it 
was a ruling of the Committee of Fourteen that the 
first income should be expended for food. Hence if a 
man lost his home in the fire, but not his job, he was 
not entitled to food relief. Our department concerned 
itself only with food. Other relief departments looked 
after his rent, his furniture and his clothing. 

"Grocery orders are not issued to those whose em
ployment was not terminated by the fire, whose present 
family income is at least twice the allowance of the 
food schedule, or whose own statements indicate no 
further need of food relief. Our visitors are instruct
ed to be counsellors with their families, not critics, 
but friendly advisers, seeking to restore them to self 
support. They keep us in touch with the applicants 
and give necessary information as conditions in the 
family change." 

"Well, well, maybe I was a trifle hasty in my judg
ment," was The Doctor's handsome apology. "And 
now, would it be asking too much to say that I'd like 



Among Those Present 87 

to have the facts about this Mrs. Smith—you see I've 
got to call there again this morning.' ' 

"Certainly." The Food Man turned to an immense 
set of files, containing thousands of cards, and brought 
one out, instantly. "Mrs. Nellie Smith," he said, 
"wife of Albert Smith, formerly living at 1076 Boston 
street, now at 392 Main street, is that the woman?" 

"That's the one," answered The Doctor. 
"Well, the facts are these. Albert Smith did not 

lose his work through the fire, as he stated, and as you, 
of course, believed, when you signed his application. 
He had been discharged for drunkenness, a week before 
the fire. In spite of this, he had food relief, as they 
were absolutely destitute. But last week our employ
ment committee offered Albert Smith a six dollars a 
week job at unskilled labor. He is strong and able-
bodied, but he absolutely refused to take the job, 
stating that he was a skilled mechanic. The only way 
to force a man of that type to work is to cut off his 
food supply." 

"And what about the Jones family that she men
tioned as not having been fire sufferers?" queried The 
Doctor—he actually looked humble as he asked for this 
information. 

"There are eight in that family, and four of them 
lost their employment," was the answer after another 
card had been picked from the file. "Two of them 
are working again at a much lower wage than former
ly. They will be fed until they are able to lift their 
income to twice the amount of the food schedule, when 
they will be dropped from the list—and probably howl 
loudly at the injustice of i t ! " 
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" I must be going," said The Doctor, hastily, " I am 
much obliged to you—I shall speak a good word for 
your committee whenever I have a chance.'' 

"Good words—Heaven knows we need them!" 
thought The Food Man, as he went back to face the 
clamouring line. 

AMONG THOSE PRESENT 
PART Two 

"Well how did your investigation come out?" 
The Doctor had been waiting at the club, eager to 

put this question to The Wealthy Citizen. In reply 
The Wealthy Citizen threw back his head and laughed. 

" I spent a most interesting and enlightening fore
noon," he declared, "and I'm willing to admit that I 
came away from the relief headquarters a humble and 
chastened man." 

The Doctor gave a sigh of relief. "Go on," he said, 
" I know how you feel—I was afraid that you hadn't 
seen the light." 

"Well, I went down to headquarters and walked in, 
feeling as cocksure as a college freshman going into his 
first class. I had made up my mind just what I was 
going to say, and I said it to the young fellow who 
came up to me. 

" 'I hear you have a Boston man down here who is 
getting twenty-five dollars a day and the exclusive use 
of a car and a chauffeur. Can I have a look at him 
and learn what he does? Some of my money is being 
spent here.' 

"The young fellow looked dazed. 'I don't know who 
that can be,' he said, 'a lot of these workers are not 
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getting paid at all—if all of them are bunched, their 
average salary is ten dollars and a half a week.' 

" 'Nonsense!' I snapped out, 'go and get some one 
who knows something about things here and isn't 
afraid to tell it . ' 

"He hustled off and came back with a man that I've 
known since he was in knickerbockers. He's a perfect
ly square, reliable chap, and holds down a mighty good 
position right here in his home town. He knew 
about everything there—and he wasn't in the least 
afraid to tell me about it. He's umpired too many 
baseball games to be afraid of one ordinary, irate 
citizen like me ! I felt more confidence in the thing 
as soon as I met his eyes, but I didn't lower my flag 
of battle an inch. I pointed to a mighty capable look
ing chap who was working on some ledgers or some
thing of the sort. 

" 'Who's that man? What does he do?' I asked. 
Yes, I was just as blunt as that, but he never ruffled 
up a bit. He was just as cool as I was flustered. 

" 'He is the efficiency expert of one of the largest 
corporations in Massachusetts. He has spent six 
weeks studying the situation here and suggesting effec
tiveness of organization.' 

" 'What do you pay him?' I asked. 
" 'We pay him nothing at all; his service is freely 

given to our city.' 
"That staggered me a bit, but I rallied. 'Who are 

those men—what do they do?' I asked, pointing to a 
bunch of men who were handling a lot of pink cards. 

" 'They happen to be the biggest men in New Eng
land in the philanthropic line. Their usual activities 
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bring them in constant touch with great men and 
important movements. Here they humbly do what 
any Salem person asks them to do. None of them are 
drawing salary from the relief fund. Some of them 
have given us their entire vacation period of four 
weeks.' 

" I was beginning to wilt a little, but just then a 
woman that I knew came through the room. 'There!' 
said I, 'There is one who is drawing her salary all 
right! ' 

" 'From the organization which she represents, yes; 
from the relief fund, no / was his quiet come back. 
'And I'd like to tell you that woman was on the job 
when the fire broke out; she has never had a day off 
for vacation or illness, and never a word of complaint 
or a whimper of fatigue through the whole long 
struggle. When other women—and men, for that 
matter—were going all to pieces, dropping in their 
tracks from the strain of those first, awful wTeeks, she 
went right on, always cool, always efficient, keeping a 
grip on herself that was simply wonderful. Her poise 
and self control are the envy and inspiration of the 
whole working force. 

" 'And speaking of those who represent organiza
tions/ he went on/ 'do you know that we have with 
us the national director of the only organization in the 
world whose emblem will carry its wearer through the 
fire lines or line of battle of any country in the world 
unquestioned? He furnishes a squad of nurses free. 
He brought experience from every great disaster of the 
last quarter century. Well informed and absolutely 
unprejudiced, able by the light of his past experiences 
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to foresee what will come next, he is an inexhaust
ible mine of information and suggestion. He was not 
given even an honorary office in the relief organiza
tion, and has never received one penny of compensa
tion. ' 

"All this time my courteous host was being inter
rupted on an average of four times a minute by mes
sengers, telephone calls, and all kinds of folks who 
seemed to feel that their life depended on getting his 
immediate attention. I'm proud to say that I had be
gun to feel ashamed of myself so I said I wouldn't 
take up any more of his time, and started to go. But 
he wouldn't have that. 'Just walk around and look 
things over for yourself,' he insisted. 'I assure you 
we appreciate your interest, and our wTorkers will be 
glad to answer any questions.' 

''So I looked around, as he suggested. One of the 
first men I happened to run across was a Salem mer
chant. He's off the relief job now, but he has been on 
it all right. While men like me were patting them
selves on the back because they had given a check to 
the work, this fellow had followed up his check with a 
straight month of personal service, leaving his own 
business to the care of clerks. He didn't tell me about 
his own work, but he did tell me a lot of things that 
were eye-openers to me. 

"Did you know that there is a lawyer in this town 
who left his law office, where he was receiving all the 
clients he could attend to, and gave his free service to 
all who needed aid in adjusting insurance difficulties? 
At first, he planned to confine his relief work to cer
tain daily periods, but that couldn't be done. The 



42 The Salem Fire Relief 

mob followed him to his own office, clamouring for 
help—and got it. Fancy a lawyer, with a big family, 
too, turning his own office into a free dispensary of 
legal advice and legal action!" 

"When a man will sacrifice his own business he's 
going the limit, ' ' was The Doctor's comment. "There 
are not many who will go so far as that ." 

"That's what I always thought, but my ideas of 
what men will sacrifice have been shaken up some. 
Why, one of these workers is a prominent Boston 
broker. At the time when the war was beginning, 
when State Street closed, and all financial interests 
seemed to be toppling, that man was out here working 
on the fire relief. He never missed one meeting of 
his committee and no detail was too small to escape 
his attention. And do you know that the Salem citi
zen to whom the militia turned over the whole business 
of food relief gave his entire time to it for a period 
of four weeks, reduced it to a system that was a marvel 
of economic efficiency, and then went back to his busi
ness of machine manufacturer which had been run
ning itself as best it could in his absence, taking with 
him no compensation except a worn out body, frazzled 
nerves, and insulting accusations of 'graft?' 

"Well, I poked around down there at headquarters 
for half a day. Most of them were too busy to tell me 
anything that they had done, personally, but any one 
of them would stop long enough to put in a good word 
for the other fellow—which is a fact worth noticing, 
in itself, when you stop to think about i t ! I heard a 
lot of interesting anecdotes, but most of them are too 
serious to be enjoyable. I heard of a Salem man, a 
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charity expert, chairman of two state institutions, who 
was the active head of all forces at headquarters for 
two weeks when things were most strenuous. That 
man stood at his post till the wheels stopped going 
round and everything was blank. 'And he was 
always so cheerful and loyal and sane,' said the other 
fellow who told me that. 'He had the keenest insight 
into human nature of any man on the job, and yet his 
sympathy and optimism were unfailing. The man 
with a grouch and the woman with a grievance would 
go away looking almost happy and peaceable after a 
dose of his kindly, half-humorous philosophy.' There 
was another Salemite whose own business is anything 
but a small one, who stood for three straight weeks, 
just shouting madly through a megaphone. 'Couldn't 
a man of lesser ability have acted as announcer?' I 
asked. 'Not much !' was the answer I got. 'Informa
tion had to be dispensed in bunches, right off the bat— 
it took a man with a head ! It was a fearful strain for 
any person, but this man's energy seemed as inex
haustible as the five loaves and two fishes. When he 
wasn't laughing he was crying, and when he wasn't 
boiling over with sympathy he was sizzling over with 
wrath, but through it all he kept right on with the 
business in hand.' 

"Then I stood for a few minutes and watched a young 
woman who had her preserves roped off and even I 
didn't have the nerve to break in on her system of 
work. I just stood and looked on. Folks were taking 
their turn at her desk, all right. There was a look on 
her face that seemed to say 'justice and fair dealing 
for all and no monkeying about it. ' Dignitary and 
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beggar got the same kind of a deal with her. It was 
plain to be seen that everyone respected her judg
ments. 'That's final/ I heard her say, more than 
once—and the men she said it to moved on. 

"There was another woman who was more social, 
though. I found out in the course of our conversation 
that she is a member of an important state board of 
philanthropy and ranks high in the educational affairs 
of a neighboring city. Also she is a suffragist and I 
suspect that in England she'd be a militant! At any 
rate, I judge that she wouldn't care for half measures 
in anything she undertook. She has a summer home 
on the North Shore, but it isn't seeing much of her— 
she's giving all her time in free service to Salem's 
relief work. 

"Oh, it 's simply wonderful the way folks from all 
over the state are helping out. One of Beverly's 
wealthy citizens is giving his personal attention to the 
refugees who are settling there, and those who go to 
Lynn are getting a similiar service from a man who is 
one of the heads of the biggest industry in that city. 
The most enterprising business man in Lynn was 
"Johnny on the spot" from the time when the fire was 
raging and his trucks brought quantities of food and 
drink to distribute to the sufferers on the streets, until 
every refugee was sheltered and fed. And I saw a 
professor from Tufts College who is giving his entire 
summer vacation to the work, and even pays his own 
expenses down here, and his sense of humor hasn't 
deserted him through it al l ." 

"But look here," suddenly broke in The Doctor. 
" I 'd like to know where our clergymen were all this 
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time. Seems as if all this was right in their line, 
Didn't they fit in anywhere?" 

1 'Certainly they fitted in. Every man of them 
looked after his own flock first, as was right and fit
ting, and those who had any time left after that, gave 
help wherever they could. I heard of one clergyman 
who sat at the same desk for nine straight weeks, 
writing out orders for supplies for refugees, and there 
were others who stayed right by the job until there 
was nothing more that they could do. It must have 
been a terrible drain on the nerves and the sympathy 
of those men, too,, with their poor, stricken parish
ioners besieging them, day and night, for help and 
comfort and relief, physical, spiritual and mental. I 
met a clergyman on the street today whose church 
burned, and the homes of most of his people, too—he 
looked so bowed and care-worn that I hardly knew him 
at first glance.'' 

"Nothing more exhausting than a continuous out
pouring of one's sympathies," was The Doctor's com
ment. 

"But it was the night watchman who happened in 
just as I was leaving, who gave me the best stories of 
all. He pointed out one little woman who literally 
hides her light under a bushel, so that no one will 
force her to take the rest she needs. She has rigged 
up a shade for her electric light so that just one ray 
escapes to fall on the papers directly underneath. 
There she sits and works till all hours and nobody 
knows it, because her corner is dark. 'I see her slip-
pin' away like a little ghost, long after midnight,' 
said the watchman. And he called my attention to 
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another woman. She spends her days in collecting 
and assimilating knowledge of the conditions, and her 
nights in assembling the information for those who 
must have it for the next day's work. 'Whenever she 
sleeps I don't know/ said the watchman, 'she seems to 
be always on the job.' One look at her tells you that 
she's running square on the rocks of physical collapse, 
but she'll keep going till the last ounce of her strength 
is spent." 

"That's suicidal" said The Doctor, savagely. "No 
runner can do one marathon upon another and come 
out with a sound heart. There are no other human 
beings so crazily suicidal as those who gets started 
on the road of social service and self abnegation— 
they're a million times harder to stop than those who 
are seeking something for themselves, because these 
altruists justify themselves in courting physical break
down on the ground of unselfish motives." 

"Mankind is divided into two classes," philoso
phized The Wealthy Citizen "givers and getters. This 
condition cannot be remedied because it is created by 
inborn traits. The giver has one nature, the getter 
another one and they're as far apart as the two poles, 
as unmixable as oil and water." 

" I don't agree with you," declared The Doctor. 
" I t ' s a poor outlook for the human race if your theory 
is true. I say that the giver's passion for giving and 
the getter's passion for getting are born of the same 
fundamental instincts, that is: the instincts of enthu
siasm and ambition which impel toward the farthest 
goal on the road which is followed. The motor im
pulse is within, some outer condition sets it going and 
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determines its direction and the soul is off for one pole 
or the other.' ' 

"If that's t rue ," reflected The Wealthy Citizen, 
"there is no impassible gulf between the two classes 
I mentioned. Bring the right force to bear on the 
getters and they'll face about and be off on the road 
of the givers. ' ' 

"Certainly!" assented The Doctor, "If that isn't 
the basic principle of social service, what is?" 



THE GIVING OF RELIEF 

Do you happen to be old enough to remember the 
days when lessons were learned from text books by 
reading the assigned portion over and over until it 
could be repeated more or less glibly, from memory? 
If you can answer "yes ," to this inquiry, there is no 
doubt that you still know the answer to the first ques
tion on the first page of the big flat book that came 
into your proud possession when you "began geog
raphy." However we may have failed on the second 
day or on all succeeding days didn't we always know 
the first lesson in any new book? Didn't we all, by 
blissful, rhythmic repetition, implant that first geog
raphy lesson so firmly in our brains, that now, after 
the lapse of years, the query "what are the three 
imperative needs of mankind?" brings the instant 
response, "food, clothing and shelter." 

Methods of pedagogy change, but the needs of man
kind remain the same. After the fire, those who had 
been stripped of every possession, who stood homeless, 
hungry, and in hundreds of instances only half-clothed, 
had three imperative needs: food, clothing and shelter. 
Thus was made necessary the establishment of three 
mammoth stores—centres for the distribution of fur
niture, clothing and food. 

To meet this need, a great mercantile organization 
sprang into existence like a mushroom. A business, 
which under normal conditions would have opened only 
after months of careful, scientific planning had 

(48) 
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formulated a system which covered every detail and an
ticipated every exigency, was obliged by stress of dire 
emergency to throw open its doors and begin its work 
with less time for equipment and preparation than the 
average newsboy gives to the establishment of a stand. 

No trained storekeepers were available. 
Merchants were generous with helpful suggestion 

and advice and some gave time, but the men and 
women who did the work in this mammoth organiza
tion had to adapt themselves to utterly new experiences 
and conditions. A coal dealer became, in a day, the 
biggest furniture dealer in New England. A trained 
social worker found herself in charge of a clothing 
business of such proportions that it might have excited 
the envy of any dealer in Greater Boston. A machin
ery manufacturer assumed control of a food market 
beside which the famed Quincy market shrunk to 
insignificance. 

Food, clothing and shelter, these three, and the 
greatest of these is food. How the food problem was 
handled, first by the militia and afterward by those to 
whom it fell when the military forces were with
drawn, has been told in an earlier chapter of this 
story and needs no repetition here. 

In its emergency stage, the clothing department was 
confronted with the most serious problems. Two-
thirds of the eighteen thousand refugees were in need 
of clothes. Imagine an immense establishment stocked 
with thousands of garments of every size and color and 
kind, of every stage of repair and dis-repair ; imagine 
this establishment manned by scores of eager, excited 
volunteer workers, brimming with sympathy and 
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enthusiasm, inexperienced and untrained in any busi
ness system or method ; imagine the door thrown open 
to admit twelve thousand struggling, shrieking cus
tomers, each of them firm in the conviction that the 
only way to receive service or justice is to assume an 
attitude of distrustful belligerence and refuse to leave 
the place until every demand has been granted, and 
some conception of the clothing department's difficul
ties may be obtained. 

Even had there been time to establish an adequate 
working plan for this business, records would have 
been complex and difficult to keep up to date, but in 
the rush of the emergency the marvel is that any sem
blance of order and system could be maintained. Send 
a family of three, or six, or of sixteen away today, 
happy in a complete outfit, and tomorrow they return 
demanding a change of clothing in the name of clean
liness and decency. The following up of the clothing 
supply, once given, presented peculiar difficulties. A 
stove or a sewing machine may be traced, but if a 
woman states that she has received no underclothing, 
her word must be taken. If a refugee donned ragged 
attire and showed himself to his clergyman with the 
appeal "how can I get work, looking like this?" it was 
quite natural that the clergyman should give honest 
sympathy and ready endorsement to the application for 
more clothing. The fact that discrimination was 
necessary added another element of confusion and dis
satisfaction. The blue shirt and overalls which the 
workingman needed would not do for the youth who 
had promise of employment at a soda fountain. And 
always in evidence was the woman who confused 
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relief with insurance and insisted that in all justice 
the clothing supplied her should be equal in texture 
and style to that which she lost! 

The problem of shelter includes the problem of fur
nishings. A perfectly bare tenement is not a livable 
home. Here, relief was authorized by the governing 
board—the Committee of Fourteen—to families hav
ing less than five hundred dollars insurance. The 
furnishing allowance depended upon the number in 
the family, their age, health and occupation. For a 
family of four the maximum allowance was one hun
dred dollars. 

Give each family of four a hundred dollars' worth of 
furniture—how simple and practicable it sounds. 
Little necessity here for delay or confusion or "red 
tape." But wait, there is one detail that has been 
overlooked. Where are you going to get the goods to 
give the people? 

Food supplies are always immediately available. 
There were no more persons to be fed in Salem the day 
after the fire than the day before and there was abun
dance of food within easy access. Clothing is readily 
obtainable. Even should the enormous quantity which 
dealers carry be insufficient, garments can be turned 
out from the factory with a swiftness which renders 
any crippling scarcity of supply unnecessary. But did 
you ever try to place an order for three thousand 
stoves? 

In all the foundries and wholesale stores this side of 
the Mississippi there is no such number of stoves in the 
month of June. These goods are manufactured to sup
ply a normal demand and the average family does not 
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buy a stove oftener than once in twenty years. 
Where can nine thousand beds equipped with springs 

and mattresses be purchased? Where can be found the 
wooden furniture which comes within the price that 
can be paid? After five hundred sets have been picked 
up, more can be ordered from the section northwest of 
Chicago—but you must wait for them to make i t ! 

Every furniture factory plans to produce goods in 
sufficient quantity to meet a demand which has been 
carefully estimated on a basis of the experience of pre
vious years. Its equipment, its materials, its number 
of employes, are governed by this estimate. To ask a 
factory suddenly to double or quadruple its output is 
as if one should expect a mountain spring suddenly to 
multiply its ~ volume of water because a thirsty army 
paused beside it. 

When the five hundred sets of furniture which were 
available have been distributed to live hundred fortu
nate families, how soothing to the ears of the remain
ing hundreds who are eating out of tin cans and sleep
ing on the floor is the statement "we have ordered the 
goods. If the shipment is not unduly delayed it 
should be in Salem in two or three weeks, providing 
the goods are in stock at the factoriesV 

It is small wonder that cries of "that fellow got 
his stuff because he had a pull," filled the air. A man 
who sees his children sleeping on the floor and his 
wife unable to prepare a meal for them, is not in a 
mood to admit that the first application filed should be 
the first one filled, or that the manager of the furni
ture department is not to blame because the factory 
owner failed to keep his promise, because transportation 



The Giving of Relief 58 

is slow, or because a railroad clerk billed a car to 
Salem, New Hampshire, instead of Salem, Massachu
setts. 

What worker who lived through those awful days 
and nights at relief headquarters when real sufferers 
besieged the place, sobbing "for God's sake why don't 
you do something about i t ? " will ever be able to erase 
the heart-rending scenes from his memory? All that 
human experience and ingenuity could suggest was 
being done, every known influence was brought to 
bear—but every effort seemed futile compared with 
the appalling need. Two members of the purchasing 
committee knew intimately all of the large manufac
turers in New England and were known to many out
side. These men, by reason of their personal acquaint
ance, were able to reach a manufacturer at his home 
or summer resort and secure immediate shipment of all 
stock on hand in his factory at prices never given be
fore even to the largest purchasing syndicates. And 
this hearty and invaluable service brought a chorus of 
complaints from local merchants who could not meet 
the prices of these generous and public spirited manu
facturers. 

The man at the head of this furniture department 
who bore the brunt of the battle, did not have one 
expert furniture man, bookkeeper or deliveryman on 
his staff. But he did have an iron will, endurance, 
common sense and such a practical knowledge of busi
ness methods that when the auditors came to check up 
expenditures they found his records the most valuable 
asset in the whole merchandising machinery. 

In varying forms and from various sources, the 
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question is heard: To whom was relief given? The 
answer is so simple as to admit of no misunderstand
ing : Relief was given to those who had to have it to 
start again in life. There was no attempt to make 
good the losses. When it is known that the insur
ance companies paid about twelve million dollars to 
fire sufferers, which proves the actual loss to persons 
carrying insurance to have been eighteen millions and 
that the loss claimed by applicants for relief totalled 
over thirty millions, it is evident that the six hundred 
thousand dollars which the relief committee had for its 
work could not reimburse losses. Divided equally 
among the fire sufferers the sum available for relief 
would have.given each one thirty dollars. Those who 
were able to get along without relief money had to do 
so in order that the utterly destitute and helpless ones 
should not starve. 

It was not a question of the meritorious character of 
the applicant. Absurd and unfair as it may seem at 
first thought, the good character of the refugee might 
constitute a reason for the committee's refusal to help 
him. 

"John O'Hara, who is and always has been an 
industrious, sober, thrifty citizen, never got a thing, 
while Tom Johnson, a shiftless, improvident drunkard 
who lived next door to him, received aid from the 
relief fund," charges one critic—and the charge is 
true. John O'Hara by reason of his good habits and 
reputation was able to secure employment on the very 
day following the fire. There was never any danger 
of John O'Hara's wife and baby starving—John him
self would see to that! On the other hand, only a 
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hard-pushed employer would accept Tom Johnson as an 
employe, even when men were scarce. Now, with 
hundreds of good workers eager for any job they 
could get, who would waste good wages on Tom? Mrs. 
Johnson and the six little Johnsons would have starved 
had the relief fund not fed them. 

''So a man is thrown down because he is a good 
man—there's a lot of encouragement toward right 
living in that, isn't there?" scoffed one cynic, but a 
moment later he saw the fallacy of his remark. ' 'After 
al l ," he philosophized, " i t ' s the regular way of the 
world. There will always be 0'Haras and Johnsons as 
long as the world stands—the provident always have 
to take care of the improvident, in normal times as 
well as in times of emergency. And the 0'Haras get 
their reward in their own self respect—I reckon none 
of them want to get into the Johnson class." 

But when the question of business rehabilitation 
arose the character of the applicant was the determin
ing factor. The man who could prove his character 
and ability by a record of successful work in the past, 
was helped to obtain whatever equipment he needed to 
resume life on a self-supporting basis. "They loaned 
Smith five hundred dollars to buy a new stock and 
they wouldn't let me have a cent," whined a small 
tradesman whose store was burned. "Well, Smith 
had made good in his business, and you had failed 
three times before the fire—your five hundred dollars 
would have gone where all the rest of the money you 
ever had went," was the discerning, if unsympathetic 
retort of his neighbor. 

The question of discrimination in the cases of men 
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who were being helped by the lodges of which they 
were members was a perplexing one. Never was there 
more prompt, or willing, or generous help than that 
which was poured out by the great organizations of the 
country to their afflicted brothers. After conference 
with the leaders of the local organizations it was decided 
that this matter was outside the province of the relief 
committee. Secret societies do not care to give lists 
of their members or details of the help given to them. 
It was considered that if a man belonged to six lodges 
and got aid from each one he was entitled to it, and 
the committee should not be influenced in its giving 
by anything done by private societies. It seemed the 
wisest way, but it brought bitter charges of indis
criminate giving. 

"The committee gave me only the plainest kind of 
chairs, and just enough stuff to get along with no 
comfort at all, and they gave my next door neighbor 
two plush rockers and a nice couch and even a rug for 
her sitting room,'' complains many a woman—and she 
thinks she is telling the truth. 

After relief has been given comes the real test of 
the recipient. To one man the aid acts as a stimu
lant, steadying him through the crisis and rousing him 
to renewed strength and ambition; to another it acts 
as a narcotic, lulling him to a lethargy of idle depen
dence. 

Perhaps the first question in the old geography 
should be changed in the light of modern experience. 
Are not the imperative needs of mankind four—food, 
clothing, shelter and character? 

Alas ! The last named asset no committee can supply ! 



RED TAPE 

The Bride was very happy. 
The wedding journey part of her honeymoon was 

over. They had come back to the apartment where 
every article, from the patent egg-beater in the pantry 
to the pictures in the living-room, was absolutely per
fect and placed in exactly the right spot. They had 
toasted their bread and percoled their coffee in the 
shining, wedding gift contraptions, and now Mr. Sys
tem had gone to the office where he supervised the 
work of a corps of industrial engineers. 

"I ' l l be home by six," were his last words. 
"I ' l l have dinner all ready," was her answer. So 

she fluttered around the house, blissfully important. 
Hadn't she been secretly longing for days to get home 
and make scalloped potatoes in her own casserole, in 
her own oven, in her own gas range, in her own 
kitchen, for her own husband, who appreciated scal
loped potatoes? 

The phone rang—her own phone on her own desk! 
It was Mr. System speaking. 

"Hello, dear. I've got to go down to Salem. I'm 
going to fix up a working system for the Relief Com
mittee. I may have to go back and forth for a week 
or so, see? Oh, no, it won't make a bit of difference. 
I'll be home just as usual." 

The potatoes were browning beautifully when the 
phone rang again. 

(57) 
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"I 'm awfully sorry," Mr. System's voice came, 
"but I can't come home tonight.M 

"Not at all tonight?" gasped The Bride. 
"No—I'll simply have to work all the evening. I'll 

tell you what to do—come down here to Salem and 
stay with Mother and the girls tonight, and we'll go 
home together tomorrow. Will you?" 

"Yes, of course," answered The Bride—being a 
young lady whose previous occupation had accustomed 
her to swift mental readjustments. 

Mother and the girls welcomed her with much joy 
when she arrived in Salem. "We'll have a lovely 
evening," the girls were saying, when their phone 
rang. The one who answered came back looking 
slightly disturbed. 

"Brother wants both us girls to come down to the 
headquarters and help him. Well, you can visit with 
Mother—and be thankful you're not a stenographer!" 

So The Bride visited with Mother. The clock struck 
ten, eleven, twelve, one—and there were steps on the 
piazza. The Bride sprang to her feet, joyously, as 
the girls came in—alone ! 

"Brother isn't done yet ," they explained as her 
face fell. "He says for you not to sit up. He's so 
buried in books and papers and cards and files and 
things that you can just see the top of his head stick
ing up—and he's awful cross and bossy !" 

When The Bride awoke the sun was streaming in 
and the clock said it was after eight. Mr. System had 
not been home, but had telephoned that he would run 
over for luncheon. 

"I ' l l make some scalloped potatoes!" declared The 
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Bride. And she did. Mother enjoyed them very much, 
but there was no one else to eat them, for Mr. System 
did not appear and somehow The Bride did not feel 
hungry. 

Just before six the phone jingled again. 
" I t ' s the gir ls ," said Mother, hanging up the receiv

er resignedly. "Their brother has telephoned them to 
come right from their offices to the relief headquarters. 
He's having some supper sent in there for them—he 
must be very busy." 

"Evidently !" said The Bride. There was just a shade 
of grimness in her tones. She trifled with her dinner, 
helped with the dishes, embroidered a bit, then sud
denly, as the clock struck nine, she rose. 

' T m going down to headquarters and bring them 
all home and put them to bed," she said decidedly, 
" i t ' s quite time they had some rest!" 

Down at the big schoolhouse which was the head
quarters of the Relief Committee she pushed open a 
door and stood on the threshold, unnoticed. 

The room was a tangle of desks, chairs, tables, files, 
ledgers, huge sheets of paper, charts, typewriters and 
innumerable cards—white and pink and yellow, large 
and small and medium. At one side, three typewriters 
clicked madly, turning out carbon sheets in endless 
sequence. And in and out of the tangle flew a score of 
wan-faced workers, with more cards and more pink 
and yellow slips clutched in their hands, trying desper
ately to comprehend and follow the sharp staccato 
orders of Mr. System. 

"No, no," Mr. System's voice came crisply, "that 's 
not the idea at all. The large Pink slip is attached to 
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that large White card—can't you get that? The large 
Yellow slip stays in the file. Can't you girls work 
faster? There's dozens of these to do yet, you know.' ' 

"How different his voice sounds when he's busy," 
thought The Bride. "Wait till he turns 'round and 
sees me—he hasn't seen me for a whole thirty-six 
hours. I hope he won't act too glad—I'd hate to have 
them think we're silly !" 

At that instant Mr. System happened to turn, and 
his eyes fell on The Bride, standing expectantly in the 
doorway. She made a charming picture, her blonde 
prettiness brought out vividly by the darkened corri
dor behind her—but Mr. System did not seem to 
appreciate it. Not a flicker of interest lit his eyes, 
not a muscle of his face changed, as he thrust a sheet 
of paper toward her. 

"Here ," he said, "give this copy to the typewriters, 
and gather up what they've done, and sort it out there 
on that table. Don't get the pages all mixed up, and 
put a staple through each set." 

For a fraction of a second The Bride stared, dazedly. 
Then the long, splendid years of her professional train
ing and experience rose to steady her. Without a 
word she grasped the extended papers and started to
ward the typewriters. Mrs. System was on the job! 

It was a whole wTeek later that Mr. System fitted his 
own key in the door of his own apartment. 

"Everything is just as we left i t , " he declared. 
" I 'm glad that job is done, so we can be home again. 
But wasn't it some job! The awful mess that things 
were in ! I tell you what, I'm going to get up a regu
lar system— 
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Then Mrs. System put her foot down, both literally 
and figuratively. 

"I 've heard nothing for a week but SYSTEM!" she 
said. ' T v e hung around those old headquarters and 
waited on you and carried food to you and to those 
poor women whom you worked almost to death, and 
I've sorted things and filed things and classified things 
till I see pink and white and yellow cards whenever I 
shut my eyes. Now we are going to forget i t ! But 
I can tell you what you are—it came to me the other 
night at midnight when we were making up that 
alphabetical file and it 's a much better title than C. P. 
A., or statistician, or efficiency expert. You're a 
system-monger !" 

"Perhaps you're right, my dear," said Mr. System, 
with quite unusual meekness. "Just the same, if I do 
say it, that's a great system we put in down there ! I 
hope they keep it working." 

They did keep it working, to the great benefit of 
the workers and the public, though there were some 
in both classes who were slow to realize its value. 
Those among the workers who had been unaccustomed 
to the problems of relief work on a large scale were 
impatient with the inflexible routine, until a few dis
astrous experiences taught them the folly of attempt
ing to rely upon one's memory or one's "common-
sense' ' when eighteen thousand different cases awaited 
adjustment. 

And the cry of the public, which rose on every 
hand, "Cut the red tape!" really meant "cut it for my 
particular case—it's necessary for the other fellow!" 
It is easy for any man or woman to comprehend and to 
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admit that, in general, rules and regulations are 
necessary—"but this is different," they urge, "I 've 
told you the facts—isn't my word good enough?'' 

"Why do you need all this red tape?" demanded an 
irate citizen of a relief worker one day. " I t seems 
senseless to keep a busy man waiting while you make 
hieroglyphics on a card." 

The worker looked up at him'with a little smile. 
" I went in your store yesterday to buy a spool of 

silk,' ' she said. * 'I was in a hurry. If I missed the car 
which would leave Town House Square in five minutes I 
must wait an hour for another one. I knew exactly 
what I wanted, and I had my money in my hand. 
Your sales girl did her best. She found the silk in less 
than half a minute. 

"Then she took a little pad and on it she recorded, as 
nearly as I could tell, the date, her number, the article 
I purchased, the amount of my purchase, the amount I 
handed her, the fact that I wished to take it with me 
rather than have it sent, and other things—perhaps 
the color of my eyes and hair, my apparent age and 
weight, my general disposition and the fact that I was 
in mad haste! She tore off the slip, which I noticed 
had a carbon copy, sent the slip and my twenty-five 
cents up to the office, waited till the slip came back, 
accompanied by fifteen cents change, then gave me my 
silk, my fifteen cents and the carbon slip. Consider
ing all that had to be done to complete the transaction 
they did it very quickly—but I missed my car ! Now 
what I want to know is this: Why don't you have a 
bowl full of loose change sitting on a shelf where the 
girl can reach it and get whatever she needs, hand it 
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to the customer and let her be off with her silk and 
catch her car?" 

"Why—why—why you can't do business that way ! 
Everything would go at loose ends—a man would never 
know where he stood—a firm has to have a record of 
sales/ ' 

"In general, yes. But in a case like that, where a 
customer was in a hurry? An emergency case?" 

"My dear young lady, I guess you don't know much 
about women. Why, every shopper would be an emer
gency shopper if it became known that we ever 
deviated from our rules. A business has got to have a 
rigid system !" 

"In other words, it has to have a lot of red tape," 
cooed the worker, sweetly, "and you can't cut the red 
tape because a customer wishes to catch a car, or be
cause her baby is sick and she wants to hurry home, or 
because she has a cake in the oven which will burn up if 
she doesn't get there within ten minutes. Now Mr. Bus
iness Man, if you can't deviate from your system when 
it is your business, and your money, and yourself to 
whom you are accountable, how do you think we would 
get along without strict system when we are conduct
ing a public business, with a trust fund, for every cent 
of which we must account to the public? How long 
do you think it would be before every one of our cus
tomers would be emergency customers? If you can't 
trust clerks who have been in your employ for twenty 
years with a bowl of loose change to dip into in a 
case—" 

" I see, I see," interrupted Mr. Business Man, pre
paring to make a hasty retreat, " I hadn't looked at it 
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in that light. If you'll just attend to that little 
matter in its regular course, I'll be quite satisfied, 
thank you." 

But not every critic was so open to reason as Mr. 
Business Man. Mr. Business Man was an honest critic ; 
his hostile attitude had been due to thoughtlessness. 
But close on the heels of Mr. Business Man came an
other type of complainant—the man who objected to 
the system because it brought to light the facts which 
he did not wish to have known. Without the detailed 
information which the so-called "Red Cross Card" 
required, and the system of visitation which verified 
the statements made on that card, he might have been 
able to convince the committee that he was a real fire 
sufferer, the head of a family, who had lost his home 
and his occupation in the conflagration, instead of a 
single man whose boarding house was within the fire 
zone, whose landlady had saved all his belongings for 
him, and whose pretended loss of occupation was based 
on the fact that he had been promised the job of paint
ing a house when it was finished, and the uncompleted 
house had burned. 

"Well, anyhow," he growled, when he saw that his 
false statements had been sifted, " I might have known 
that I wouldn't get anything, when I saw your old 
cards. Making me put down my race and religion ! 
Don't that show plain enough that you make a differ
ence between different kinds of folks? What did you 
want to know my religion for?" 

"Simply to hurry the case along as much as possi
ble," was the reply. "A glance at your card revealed 
the fact that you claimed connection with a certain 
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church. Immediately your card was dropped into a box 
with others of that church, and soon all of those cards 
were turned over to the pastor. He, knowing his 
people intimately, was able to quickly furnish us with 
information about those applicants. In your case, the 
pastor said—M 

But the wrathful applicant did not wait to hear 
what the pastor said. 

The next person in the line was a shy, timid little 
woman who had evidently been brought there by the 
courage of desperation. 

" I just want to tell you that there has been seven 
different visitors to my house, asking me all sorts of 
impertinent questions/' she said, "and I never applied 
for relief, anyhow. Goodness knows I needed it worse 
than some who did apply—but I was ashamed to ask 
and I didn't ask, and now I'd like to know why all 
these ladies descend upon me, prying into my personal 
affairs, asking me if my husband drinks and if we ever 
had charity before, and whether any of my folks have 
money in the bank l" 

Here was the case of a woman who actually had been 
hurt through the efforts of her kind-hearted friends 
and neighbors. Seven different persons, knowing of 
this woman's need and of her aversion to asking help, 
had secretly filled out and passed in to the committee 
an application for aid for her. And as the cards had 
been filled out in varying ways,—one for Mrs. Lillian 
Smith, one for Mrs. John Smith, one for Mrs. J. A. 
Smith, etc.—confusion had resulted, augmented by the 
fact that in the beginning of the work Red Cross cards 
were obtainable by any enthusiastic volunteer, and 
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their multiplication and duplication created a condi
tion that required much time and patience to remedy. 

A moment's study of the hated "Red Cross Card" 
will show that its demands for information were essen
tial to intelligent work by the committees. When—as 
was actually the case in many instances—it was found 
that from ten to thirty cards bore the same surname, 
(let him who doubts this statement consult a city 
directory) often preceded by the same given name, 
the only way of separating the personalties was by 
reference to the other information on the card. 
J. Ouillette, whose three children were Marie, Louise 
and Napoleon, aged two, four and six, was obviously 
not the same J. Ouillette whose three children were 
Nina, Minna and Cecil, aged thirty-two, thirty-four 
and thirty-six, even though both applicants gave as 
their address the same number on Harbor Street. The 
need of the family whose natural bread-winner was a 
victim of tuberculosis was quite different from the 
need of the family whose head was in rugged health. 
Let him who looks with contempt on the Red Cross 
card attempt to prepare one which will be better 
adapted to the average community, and he will be 
hailed as a benefactor, not only by the public, but by 
the society whose years of experience has resulted in 
this form of card. 

*' Just what had the Red Cross society to do with the 
Salem relief work?" is a frequent question. It had 
nothing at all to do with it, except that it gave the 
free service of its national director and the free ser
vice of twenty-five nurses. 

Those who have had even the smallest experience in 
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a canvass for funds for any public enterprise know 
that to raise a fund of six hundred thousand dollars 
requires a campaign of definiteness of system. To 
expend this money, after it is raised, in a manner 
which shall be satisfactory to the givers and to the 
recipients, and to account for its expenditure in a 
manner which shall satisfy the professional auditors 
who make a public report, is a task of no small dimen
sions. It is more important to the relief committee 
to satisfy the auditors than to satisfy its friends, if its 
members wish to escape the term in prison which has 
been the reward of many a custodian of public funds 
when he was unable to state explicitly where all the 
money went, or to back his statements with ample 
proofs of their correctness. 

Among the heroes of the relief work none will be 
remembered longer or with greater appreciation by 
the workers, than the man who closed the doors of the 
great public institution of which he is the head and 
went with his entire force of trained cataloguers to 
the relief headquarters where he stayed, toiling quiet
ly and obscurely, until every card and every file was in 
perfect working order. To him the task brought no 
reward in the sense of importance or glory, but those 
whose success was so largely dependent on the accuracy 
of the files will hold his work in grateful memory 
when many deeds of more spectacular nature have 
been forgotten. 

After all, what was this "system" which was so 
loudly denounced, this "Red Tape," which was so 
abhorred? 
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Simply this : In the treasurer's department, a com
plete accounting system; at headquarters, card cata
logues in which were filed all applicants, all insurance 
records, all visitors' reports, all cases acted upon and 
all complaints; in the purchasing department, files of 
all goods ordered, with copies of the orders, and of all 
goods received, with signatures of the receivers; in 
the three centres of distribution—the food, clothing 
and furniture stores—card catalogues of goods received 
and by whom, goods delivered and to whom, and orders 
from headquarters for delivery of goods. 

Which of these catalogues, files or records would any 
shrewd business man omit, were the business his own? 

With a fund of six hundred thousand dollars to 
account for, with a business in which in one depart
ment alone there were twice as many orders per day 
as are received in the largest business establishment in 
Boston, was there "Too much red tape?" 



THE REFUGEES 

Not long ago, a young lady who helped at the relief 
headquarters in the weeks immediately following the 
fire, went in to say how-do-you-do to the workers who 
are still on the job. Glancing at the line of appli
cants, so short now, compared to its length in the first 
weeks, she said brightly : " I see you have a number of 
my old customers here." 

It is true that a number of faces in that line had 
been seen there on one pretext or another, from the 
first days of the line's existence. Why were they still 
there? 

The question brings to mind a woman who appeared 
at the desk of one of the workers one morning in the 
latter part of July. "Please, miss," she said, "would 
you mind telling me how many different committees 
you have? I know there's food and clothing and fur
niture and that one they call business rehabilitation, 
but are there any others? What I want to find out is 
whether I've had everything I can get ." 

"Suppose you tell me just what you've had already," 
suggested the worker, tactfully concealing her amuse
ment. She listened to the woman's enumeration which 
was lengthy, then she said, "you have had absolutely 
everything, madame. Every department we have has 
aided you in some way." 

1 'Then that's all r ight ," said the visitor, preparing to 
go. " I 'm much obliged to you for your information— 

(69) 
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I just wanted to make sure I wasn't missing anything.' ' 
The woman was typical of a large class of refugees. 

It was they who were reponsible for the fact that the 
line lengthened instead of shortened, during those first 
weeks. Men and women came, made application, 
received help and went away feeling satisfied and 
grateful. 

Then, a day or a week later, they learned that a 
neighbor had received something which they were not 
given—a baby carriage, perhaps, or a sewing machine, 
or a pair of eye glasses. Back they came, with new 
demands. The fact that they had no baby, that their 
eyes did not require glasses, or that their neighbor 
earned her living at dressmaking, did not occur to them 
as having anything to do with the case—they were 
missing something that others got. 

" I want you to give me a cut glass pitcher/ ' was 
one woman's reasonable request. " I had one and it 
got smashed when we were moving the things out of 
the house. You gave my sister a baby carriage and 
the pitcher wouldn't cost any more than that did." 

It is part of human nature, this desire to get one's 
share of what is being given, and it manifests itself 
in circles which are wont to be considered far above 
the circle in which these refugees move. The impulse 
which leads a broker to strive to corner the wheat 
market may lead the poor but wily carpenter to try 
for two sets of tools, when they are being given 
away, that he may have one to sell to his less clever 
neighbor. Shall we label this impulse keen business 
acumen in one man and reprehensible greed in the 
other? 
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It is admitted by all that charity is demoralizing, to 
those who receive it, but in a time of dire, wide-
sweeping calamity charity assumes its least objection
able form. The recipients are those whose needs are 
real and whose suffering has come through no fault of 
their own, and the givers are those whose hearts have 
thrilled to the greatest of all relationships—the 
brotherhood of man. At such a time man stretches 
out his hand to help his unfortunate brother because he 
is part of the great human family, and both are bene
fitted by the service. 

Could ample relief for all be immediately available, 
all problems of relief giving in times of calamity 
would be swept away. If each refugee could receive, 
without delay, enough money to start him in life again 
on the same scale or a better scale than he lived before 
misfortune swept down upon him, no harm would 
result. But the vast sums pledged are not all paid 
instantly, and the machinery of distribution ^cannot be 
gotten under way in an [hour. It is the extended 
period of giving which works such evil results to the 
recipients of relief. Those who shrank from the mere 
thought of "accepting charity'' grow accustomed to it 
as the days go by and they see their less sensitive 
neighbors and friends receiving aid. Graft and envy 
take root and grow and flower into greed and 
dishonesty. 

So, for long weeks, the lines formed every morning 
shuffled drearily on until evening brought closed doors, 
and dispersed, complaining bitterly, to form again 
with the dawn. 

Every type of humanity was represented there. Here 
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was one whose trouble had induced hysteria wThich bor
dered perilously close to insanity, and next came one 
whose settled melancholy would tomorrow be diagnosed 
as melancholia. Applicants with boldness and greed 
stamped unmistakably on their faces usurped the places 
of those who were shy and worthy, and others thrust 
personal letters from prominent citizens into the faces 
of the workers, confident that they had obtained the 
talisman which would bring every desire to speedy 
fulfillment. The woman who turned away shrieking, 
"My religion ain't right, that's all—if I had the right 
religion I could get i t , " was followed by the swagger
ing bully who proclaimed loudly "I 'm an American 
citizen and I don't propose to stand aside for them 
that ain' t!! ' 

The prejudices of race and religion ! Is there a reme
dy for them? Will the elements of our great, hetero
geneous population ever weld themselves into a strong, 
united, well-balanced race? Must the blatant voice of 
the A. P. A. and the suaver tones of his prototype on 
the other side ring on through the centuries, bringing 
discord and hate on the trail of their echoes? If remedy 
there is, it lies in the long-drawn, healing touch of 
time. 

Had it been possible to leave the buying of needed 
articles to the refugees themselves, the process of 
rehabilitation would have been greatly simplified. 
Those who have handled only the smallest amounts of 
money, whose experience in buying has been limited 
to the purchase of one article at a time, could not be 
left to supply their own needs with the small sum of 
money which was available. In the orderly, well-trained 
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mind, needs and wants are strangely confused, in 
the undisciplined, inexperienced mind, they present 
a problem impossible of solution. Disastrous experi
ences were numerous in the cases where money was 
entrusted to incompetent buyers. One woman with 
sixty dollars to refurnish her home spent forty-five of 
it for an elaborate kitchen range and ten for a baby 
carriage. Not until she saw the remaining five dollars 
in her hand, and realized that it must suffice for beds, 
chairs, a table, cooking utensils, cutlery and dishes, 
did she grasp the disproportion of her expenditures. 

* T v e always wanted a good refrigerator and now I'm 
going to have i t , " declared another woman. She did 
have it, but at the end of her shopping tour she had 
neither dishes nor a table on which to place them, and 
her tearful plea for additional funds was brightened 
by the whimsical remark, " I t ' s a good refrigerator 
I've got—but it 's nothing at all I've got inside i t ! " 

Another problem was presented by those who upon 
receiving money for insurance of household goods 
placed it in the bank, and demanded furniture rehabil
itation. Others used their insurance money for the 
payment of debts contracted long before the fire and 
failed to see anything illogical in the procedure. 
Innumerable legal questions sprang up to complicate 
every transaction. Debts, liabilities, mortgages and 
liens, required thorough investigation before the final 
adjustments could be made. Local attorneys and insur
ance adjusters gave many days of free service to the 
cause. 

But not every refugee spent the days in idly waiting 
for aid, or in struggling to grasp all that was possible 
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from the relief fund. There were hundreds who held 
up their heads, squared their shoulders, and took up 
the burdens of life anew, with never a whimper for 
what was gone. In this class was Mrs. L. 

Shortly before the fire Mrs. L. lost husband and 
child by a lingering disease which exhausted the little 
family's savings. She rented a house, managed to 
secure furniture for it, and was making a success of 
the business of taking boarders when the fire broke out. 
Almost unaided, she dragged her furniture from the 
house and across the street, only to see it consumed by 
the flames in spite of her effort. Homeless and utter
ly destitute, she was told that a family in Swampscott 
had offered to care for one refugee, and she was sent 
there in an automobile. Within two days she was 
back again. 

" I can't stay there !" she declared, " I just can't do 
it. Why, those people are poor—they are feeding me 
what they need for their own children. This morning 
I was the only one that had an egg for my breakfast! 
They are dear, good folks, but I can't stand it to take 
from them that can't afford to give. I'm going to 
stay here in Salem. I just thought I ought to explain 
to you why I didn't stay where you put me." 

"But you have no money, and no place to go ," said 
the worker who heard her story. 

"I 've got six dollars," she said. " I earned that 
today, s i r ." 

"Earned it how?" was the astonished question. 
* 'I bought some pinks from a florist who knows me— 

he trusted me for them. And I sold them to the sight
seers, and I've paid for my pinks and got six dollars 
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left. Now I want to set up a little stand and sell 
flowers from i t . " 

The woman was trembling on the brink of utter 
collapse. Only her iron will and staunch courage was 
supplying her strength. She was persuaded to go for a 
few days to the home of a family whose circumstances 
were such that she was not troubled with the thought 
of depriving them. A week later, when inquiry was 
made for her, the head of that family laughed. 

"We kept her as long as we could," he said, "but 
that wasn't long. As soon as she had a few nights of 
sleep and a few good meals, she was ready to paddle 
her own canoe. She was grateful, all right, but the 
bread of idleness didn't taste good to her. Off she 
went and on the strength of her good reputation and 
general intelligence she set herself up in business 
again." 

There were times when it seemed to the relief 
workers that no refugee was grateful or satisfied, be
cause the ungrateful and dissatisfied speeches were 
the only ones which came to their ears. Naturally, as 
the days went by, the line was made up largely of 
those who felt that they had cause for dissatisfaction 
or complaint—the others had gone on their way, 
quietly taking care of themselves. Few indeed were 
those who came back with spoken words of apprecia
tion—but has it not always been thus? Across twenty 
centuries rings the voice of the greatest of all social 
workers: "Were there not ten cleansed, but where 
are the nine?" 

Yet, across the bridge in Beverly is a church whose 
members tell of a refugee who came to their church 
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on a recent evening when a service was being held, and 
walking down to the front during a pause in the meet
ing, asked if he might say a few words. 

" I did not come here because I want anything," he 
said, " I came because I'm so thankful for what some 
of you did for my wife and baby, on the night of the 
Salem fire. I had to stay on my job that night—there 
wasn't any other way, I couldn't leave it without en
dangering the lives of many. But I saw to it that my 
wife and baby got down on the Common—it was all I 
could do for them. But somebody—I'll never know 
who it was, I suppose—took them in an automobile 
and brought them over to this church, and some women 
here got milk for the baby and warm food for my wife 
and fixed her a bed on a cot and finally sent her to a good 
room where she was all right till I could come and get 
her. She might have died, if no one had looked after 
her—she hadn't been out of bed since the baby came. 
I felt as if I never could be satisfied unless I came and 
tried to thank the folks in this church for what they 
did that night." 

Let those whose faith in humanity has been shaken 
by the events of these trying weeks take heart. More 
than ninety per cent, of the refugees are on their feet 
again, honestly grateful for what help they received, 
honestly ambitious to help themselves, facing the 
future with hopeful courage. If the calamity has 
brought to light some glaring defects in human nature, 
has it not also revealed glorious heights of generosity 
and powers of self-sacrifice? 

All great pictures must be seen in perspective before 
proper appreciation can be accorded. Close at hand, 
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they are huge daubs of color—blurred, meaningless 
splotches on a canvas. It is only from a proper dis
tance that the observer grasps their beauty and signifi
cance. Close at hand, the Salem conflagration may 
present a mass of crude, sordid ugliness, but in per
spective the unstinted generosity of the whole nation, 
the outpouring of human sympathy that was world
wide, the deeds of heroism and self-sacrifice, the spirit 
of unflinching courage and determination, make a 
picture that is far from being a discouraging com
mentary on the human race in its entirety. 
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