
BRAVE LITTLE WOMAN OF SIXTY-TW- O ONLY
ASKS CHANGE TO WORK

BY JANE WHITAKER
When she came to see me her slen-

der little body was aquiver with ex-
citement, her cheeks were flushed
with the delicate pfhk that anger
brings when we are very young or
no longer young; her blue gray eyes
were misted with tears, but they were
tears of outraged feeling, and she
fairly threw her words at me even
before I found her a chair.

"I told the United Charities I was
coming to you," she said, with a
queer little choky sound in her
throat. "They won't help me and
my husband is dying qut in Oak
Forest. They said they'd send me to
Oak Forest, too, and now they said
they will send me to the Home for the
Friendless, .and I won't go. I told
them to send me to the stockyards
whtere they'll kill me quick. I won't
go somewhere to die off that way."

I looked curiously at her hair,
which showed under a white fascina-
tor she had over her head. It was
golden hair, fine spun, like the hair
of a little girl before it grows dark,
and there wasn't a gray strand to be
seen, yet her face was seamed and
lined and creased. And, though her
eyes still flashed anger, one felt they
had shed many tears.

"Tell me from the beginning," I
suggested.

"My name is Mrs. Lizzie Clark and
I live at 24 Bishop court. I never had
to ask any help in all my life before
this," she said, indignantly, and wait-
ed a moment for me to dare to con-

tradict her. "My husband always
made me a nice living and he took
care of me. He was a salesman. He
had one wooden leg and couldn't do
any other kind of work, and we were
together in Cincinnati I was taking
orders for music and he was deliver-
ing it, last spring when the flood
came.

"We were caught. We had to
wade in water up to our kntes and

he got a cold. It kept on getting
worse and 'he had hemorrhages and
I had him taken to the County Hos-

pital and'iie was taken to Oak Forest
last September.

"I went to those United Charities"
. her voice grew very angry again
"about three months ago. I can
work and I do work, and I'm strong.
I am sixty-tw- o years old, but I'm as
strong as a woman twenty years
younger. I asked them for work, but
they didn't have any work for me.
They gave me a grocery order, and in
those three months they have given
me about $5 worth pf groceries, and
they paid three weeks' rent for me,
which was $6, and then they said I
could go to the poorhouse.

"And they hunted up my boy. He
cannot do anything for me. He pays
my insurance and my husband's in-

surance now, and he only makes a
little bit of money, and he is married
and has his family to take care of.
It is good of him to take care of the
insurance, but it keeps him strapped
all the time. And my other .boy only
gets $14 a week and has a wife and
three children. He couldn't help me.
And I am strong."

She looked like a little warrior,
challenging a giant to combat. o,

the age when surely a wo-
man merits rest, she wanted to work
rather than make the boy she loved
sacrifice any more for her. She
wanted independence. She wasn't
nearly so indignant over the refusal
of the Charities to help her as she
was at their insinuation that she was
to be shelved as something useless. f

"I go every Sunday to see my hus-
band," she said; .and then the tears
sprang quick, and before she could
wink them back they splashed down
the delicate, lined cheeks. "He has
been so goqd to me and it is hard to
think he is dying, but he knows I can
go on working. I have my furniture
in storage and there are $49.50


