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Frenzied Finance
The Story of AMALGAMATED

By THOMAS W. LAWSON, of Boston

I HHERE will be set down, in the series of articles of which this
is the foreword, in as simple and direct a fashion as I can write
it, The Story of Amalgamated Copper and of the *system” of
. : which it is the most flagrant example. This “system” is a
process or a device for the incubation of wealth from the people’s
savings in the banks, trust, and insurance companies, and the public
funds. Through its workings during the last twenty years there has
grown up in this country a set of colossal corporations in which un-
measured success and continued immunity from punishment have bred an
insolent disregard of law, of common morality, and of public and private
right, together with a grim determination to hold on to, at all hazards,
the great possessions they have gulped or captured. It is the same
“system” which has taken from the millions of our people billions of
dollars, and given them over to a score or two of men with power to use
and enjoy them as absolutely as though these billions had been earned
dollar by dollar by the labor of their bodies and minds. Yet in telling
The Story of Amalgamated, the most brazen and voracious maw of this
“system,” I desire it understood that I take no issue with men; it is with
a principle I am concerned. With the men I have had close and in-
timate intercourse, and from my knowledge of the means they have used,
and the manner in which they have used them, and the causes and effects
of their performances, I have no hesitation in stating that the good they
have done, the evils they have created, and the indelible imprints they
have made on mankind are the products of a condition and not of their
individuality, and that if not one of them had ever been born the same
good and evil would to-day exist. Others would have done what they
did, and would have to answer for what has been done, as they must. So
I say the men are merely individuals; the ‘“system ” is the thing at fault,
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‘Donaldine Cameron and the Chinese Slave-
Trade in America

By WILL IRWIN

HE Presbyterian Chinese Mission of
San Francisco occupies a hillside street-
corner just where dirty, picturesque, ini-
quitous Chinatown abuts on the American
quarter of the city. It is a strange house,
suggesting even in its externals its strange
mission. In architecture, it is square, solid,
respectable. Flowers blossom along the win-
dow-ledges; there are glimpses of chintz
curtains and of feminine home-touches. Yet
these windows are barred like those of a jail.
The one entrance is a heavy oak door,
double-locked and bolted. Before you enter,
the guardian of this door scrutinizes you
through a lifted curtain and then opens a tiny
crack to ask what you want. It suggests
some of the mysterious, terrible convents of
Eugene Sue and the anti-Jesuit novelists.

These bolts and bars and precautions are
not to keep the occupants of the house
within, but to keep its enemies without. This
Chinese Mission is a castle besieged in the
time of peace. For twenty years it has been
fighting the unwritten law of the Chinese and
the written law of the land, in obedience to
the higher law. For thirty years it has
waged a war relentless and vigorous against
an institution which the people of the United
States believe in their blindness to have been
wiped out by the Fourteenth Amendment—
human slavery.

Stranger still, it has been a woman’s war,
and most strange of all, its Napoleon, its
victorious general, is a young, gentle, and
attractive woman—Donaldine Cameron, not
yet in her thirties, and head of the mission.
She has taken more than a man's chances
against Chinese vengeance. Weekly, some-
times daily, she has gone into places where
only she and the police have dared to go,
and taken slaves from their masters by force
—the only law that is final with the Chinese.
And in the end, she has broken the back of
the vilest evil in evil Chinatown.

Others have helped in the work, but it has
centred about this gentle-mannered, well-
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bred slip of a Scotch girl. Among all the
peopie of the Far West, cast as they are into
individual moulds, there is no more curious
figure than she. Among all the strenuous,
adventurous Western lives, there is none
more deeply imbued with the True Romance.
The East does not know her at all. The
Far West has forgotten her—partly, perhaps,
because all prophets are without honor west
of the Rockies, and partly because the con-
ditions under which she works are a part of
Californian life. To understand what she
has done, it is necessary to understand these
conditions.

In the first place—and this is a thing that
few Americans understand—slavery is not
prohibited in the United States. It is
merely not sanctioned. A slave may be
bought, sold, and held, subject to his own
consent. Refusal of consent is the only
legal bar to negro slavery in the South.

In China, on the other hand, bond-slavery
of women is a deep-rooted institution. It
was transplanted to America early in the
Chinese occupation. It has always been;
that, to the Chinese mind, means that it
will always be. Our objection to slavery is
one of the most bewildering among the in-
comprehensible ideas which the Chinese find
prevalent in America.

Usually, the Chinese slave-woman in
America enters bondage in China, being
sold by her parents, seized as an orphan,
or stolen. To-day most of the slaves held in
San Francisco are domestic servants; but at
the time when Donaldine Cameron began
her work, two out of three were held for im-
moral purposes. The free Chinese woman
who chose such a life was the exception;
the slave was the rule.

In the complex, mysterious, underground
life of Chinatown, these slaves kept the
place they had always held in China, with
the exception that they were infinitely more
valuable, especially after the passage of the
Chinese Exclusion Act in 1882. In early
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Photograph by Arnold Genthe.

CHINESE MISSION GIRLS RESCUED FROM SLAVERY.

When, out of the secrecy of Chinatown,
came news of a slave who wanted to be free,
Miss Cameron would work in the dark until
the girl was located, and then strike suddenly.
Sometimes she went all alone on these raids;
more often she depended for help upon wom-
an associates, or, if the Chief happened to be
friendly, upon trusted policemen. She was
always there in person, and always in the
lead.

Not one attempt in four was a success.
Chinatown of that time was built three stories
above the ground and from two to four stories
beneath it. Even now, when the Board of
Health has cleaned out the cellars in great
measure, one who knows his way can go
through subterranean passages from one end
of the Chinese quarter to the other. Every
house has its sliding door, its false passage,
leading into this maze.

In this stage-setting, Miss Cameron had a
hundred adventures, most of them melo-
dramatic. One of these has been told as a
short story, with a few high lights added to
give it artistic value. The samples given here
are the sober truth.

Two years ago, Miss Cameron, with Ser-
geant Christensen, of the Chinatown Squad,
raided a den in St. Louis Alley, a narrow
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thoroughfare in the worst depths of China-
town. They eluded the white watchman and
made for the door of the marked house.
Christensen, putting his shoulder against it,
gave a heave; the hinges broke. The scream-
ing and chattering of Chinese women, which
had begun with the attack, sounded farther
and farther away. The raiders found the
lights burning, a tea-urn singing in the cor-
ner, a guitar with its strings still quivering,
but there was no one in sight and neither
was there any visible exit to the room. Expe-
rienced inthese things, they knew there was a
secret passage somewhere, and they went
over the wall foot by foot, pressing and tap-
ping. They were about to give it up and the
sergeant had stepped outside, when Miss
Cameron, rummaging under a couch, found
a place that sounded hollow. She pressed
with all her might and a rough panel fell
away. Beyond it was darkness.

Too excited to think of consequences, Miss
Cameron rolled bodily through and fell six
feet. Christensenheard hercall fromthe bow-
els of the earth, and ran to the hole. He
handed down a lighted candle. There was
a passage, stretching farther away than they
could see, and so narrow that to thread it
one must stoop and present his shoulder side-
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broke in, the _house was deserte(.l—that S€-  SUEY LEEN, WHO WAS SOLD BY HER MOTHER
cret panel again. They saw the girl no more, TO PAY A GAMBLING DEBT; ESCAPED ALONE
but a month later a rescued slave brought TO THE MISSION.
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crawled to the door of his
friends, rang the bell, and
lay down to die.

“Don’t let them spoil
my wife,” he said to Miss
Cameron before he lost
consciousness.

He recovered, however,
although the wound will
kill him in the end, for it
brought on consumption.
When he could be moved,
his wife took him home and
sewed to support him until
he got to work again. He
15 cooking once more and
awaiting calmly the end of
his disease.

Now these are strenuous
doings for any woman in
this latter age of peace;
and one might suppose
that they had made of
Donaldine Cameron a
strenuous woman, probably
a fanatic of the Carrie Na-
tion type, undoubtedly
masculine. Imagine in-
stead a slim, dainty gentle-
woman, of quiet and simple
ways, a touch of old-fash-
ioned quaintness in her
manners and a bit of a
Scotch lilt in her voice.
There you have her ex-
ternals.  Of all the strange
things about this unusual
woman, none is stranger
than her resistance of masculinity and fanati-
cism. Through it all, she has kept herself
for herself. She had been making her daring
rescues for seven years before she ever let a
newspaper have her photograph for publica-
tion; even then she did it under pressure that
amounted to compulsion, and she speaks of
it yet with horror. She, who has faced down
the highbinders—she tells as her most har-
rowing experience the time that she appeared
before the Police Commissioners on a busy
Saturday night to ask that Jim Len might
have permission to carry a revolver.

And some day, after you have seen her in
the Home, surrounded by the love of the
Chinese girls who call her Mother, seen her
in court fighting for their freedom and their
virtue, seen her on her rescues, doing brave
things with the quick decision of a soldier,
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FONG SEEM, NICKNAMED “TEA ROSE” THE BEAUTY OF

THE
MISSION,

her type dawns upon you. She once ex-
plained herself in a rare moment of confi-
dence. '

A friend said to her:

“I believe that you enjoy the rescue part
of your work.”

“My dear,” said Miss Cameron, “my an-
cestors were Highland cattle-thieves. It's
the spirit of them in me. It’s the real, true,
love of adventure. I've tried to make myself
believe that I love it because I'm doing the
Lord’s work, and I suppose that I have a
good deal of the missionary spirit or I
couldn’t bear the burdens of this place; but
really, it’s the cattle-raiding Cameron does
it!”

That is the type; the adventurer, lover of
brave deeds for their own sake, of danger
for the song it starts in the blood. Love of

~
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adventure is common among moral heroes;
there is a bit of it in every noble character.
Livingstone did not let the light into Africa
for pure love of Missions, nor was it sheer
devotion to Calvinism that made Cavalier
and his Huguenot hill-men defy all France.
The faith of such people may be as fierce as
that of a devotee, but where another prays,
they act—and for the love of action.

This leaven in her character, with the
nobility that it implies, has done a-great deal
for Donaldine Cameron. Nowhere is mis-
sion work more sane than in her Mission. In
keeping it sane, she has experienced at times
trouble, only second to her trouble with the
Tongs.  From twenty to fifty girls are
housed in the institution. 'T'o educate them,
to guide their queer, Chinese impulses, to
bring them, in the end, and if they wish, to
Christianity—these make up the daily grind
of her life. The occasional raid has been
for her only an exciting diversion.

In the very beginning, she laid down this
rule, expressed in her own way:

“I will never make Christianity go with
shirt-waists.”

This rule she has never broken. The girls
are dressed and fed and housed in their own
fashion, with only those modifications that
make for health.

Says Miss Cameron again:

“I am not sure that our ways are at bottom
any better than theirs.  Christianity is differ-
ent, but I have sentiment enough in me to
see that this world will be pretty dull when
we're all alike. The Chinese have a sense
of beauty in common things which most of
white people lack. Besides, I'm caring for
their bodies as well as for their souls. They
are never well when they wear our clothing
and eat our food.”

Once more she says, concerning the aim
of her work:

“If it should ever be that one of the girls
wanted to become a missionary, either here
or in China, I would do all I could to help
her.  For the rest, my object is to see them
married to good, sclf-respecting Chinese men,
either Christian or heathen. Their religion
doesn’t make much difference, if they are
good to their wives.

“When a man wants to marry one of the
girls, I am careful, just as a mother would
be; if he is a good man, I am glad to let her
go. Twenty of the girls have been married
from our Mission. We have never had a
mixed marriage. I do not believe in them.

“I never try to rescue a grown slave-girl,
who is living the life willingly. Why should
1?  There are good women and bad among
the Chinese as well as among the whites;
some like the life because of the pretty
clothes and the sweetmeats and the leisure
and the excitement of it. I 4o try to rescue
every girl who wants to leave, and every
baby held for slavery. I never touch a
domestic slave who is well treated. They
are well housed and fed, and worked no
harder than an American servant. They will
be allowed to marry and go free when they
grow up. With these, slavery is only a name
and is none of our business. It is different
with domestic slaves when they are abused.”

I have said that the slender hands of
Donaldine Cameron have throttled the slave-
trade in San Francisco. Her raids and her
continual battles have made it unprofitable
as a business. A slave-master is chary of
taking the risks that she has created with a
$3,000 piece of property. Moreover, there
is a clause in the new Exclusion Act provid-
ing that no woman leading an immoral life
shall be admitted into the country under any
pretext. ‘This doesnot cover the whole case,
but it helps. Interested as the people of
California were in the anti-Chinese legisla-
tion, few knew that Miss Cameron and her
sister missionaries were behind that clause.
‘I'hey worked for it for two years, carrying the
case even to the White House.

There are still slaves held in the brothels
of Chinatown, but the number is small and
will decrease constantly. ‘The shame of
Chinatown is past.

That shame of Chinatown stood for half a
century. Tourists, going through the quarter
to admire its picturesque beauty, heard of
the traffic from the guides and held up
Pharisee hands; but they passed it by on the
other side. The police knew of it, lived near
it day after day, but they, too, passed it by.
The rulers of California and of San Fran-
cisco knew it, but slave-women and rescue-
workers have no votes, so they debated on
railroad oppression and passed it by. The
Federal Government heard of it, but Wash-
ington is a long way from San Francisco,
and Washington passed it by. Only a few
women, chief among them a young Scotch-
American gentlewoman, paused on the Jeri-
cho road and faced down the thieves and
gathered in the unfortunates of Chinatown
—and behold! the slave-trade in America is
no more.
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