
UNITED CHARITIES SAY THE POOR HOUSE?
SHE SAYS WORK. WHAT SAY YOU?

BY JANE WHITAKER
We are quite good friends, because

when she reaches the place where she
feels she just must talkto somebody
she seeks me out and tells it all to me,
and when she gets such a grip on my
heart that I wonder if I am going to
have to gulp down a lump to my utter
surprise I find myself laughing aloud
at her, even as the tears swim in her
faded blue eyes that are not strang-
ers to tears.

To describe her is hard. She is
small in stature, her face is quite
wrinkled, but she is eternally your
enemy if you call her "old," though
she passed her 60th birthday on July
1, "without a crust in the house for
my birthday present"

When she first came to me she said
she had been to the United Charities
but they wouldn't do anything for her
because they had helped her some
years before, and she has a son now
35, who they say is tubercular in ad-

dition to having another physical ail-

ment that handicaps him for contin-
uous work, and they want the two of
them to go to Oak Forest

I visited the West Side branch of
the United Charities at that time and
made a personal appeal that they do
something for her and they agreed
they would "look up the case."

I went again a couple of days later
to be informed that a woman investi-
gator had gone to 557 W. Sevor st, in
the rear basement where Mrs. Eliza
Hudson and her son live, but "hadn't
gone in because the place was lit only
with a kerosene lamp and Mrs. Hud-

son wasn't at home." However, as a
result of my personal appeal Mrs.
Hudson was given an order for 50
cents' worth of groceries and then
the organized charities, with an aii
of defiance, told me they would do
nothing more but put the two in the
Oak Forest poorhouse, and practical-
ly defied me to question their deci-

sion. It was poorhouse or starve in

the case of a tubercular man and a
mother.

When the little lady came down
to see me again I told her what they
said and asked her to let me know
her decision, and for a while I didn't
see her, but when she came to un-

burden her heart yesterday she gave
me my answer in one short sentence.

"What for should I go to Oak For-
est? That ain't for me ; that's for old
people and sick people. I can workj
I took the civil service examination
for laundress but I ain't got a card
yet

"It's funny. You lift dumbbells
and you pull on a thing that tells how
strong' you are and you walk across
the room on one leg. There was fat
ladies doing that I didn't do so well
with the thing you put up to your
chest and stretch out or the dumb-
bells, because I'm fine in one arm,
but I've just a little rheumatism in
one hip so I couldn't reach out as
far that side. There was older women
than me there. I can do laundry work
and I'd get me $30 or $40 a month.
I can work.

"I been everywhere. I guess there j
ain't anything left for me but to get
a basket and go out and peddle lead
pencils and shoe strings. I was over
to the Western Casket Co. with my
boy trving to get him a job nailing
boxes, but they had plenty of men. I
went over here to Clinton st. with
him and the foreman said he had to
be a union painter, so he couldn't get
work there.

"My boy's a rough brush painter.
He ought to have been a artist When
he was little he started with the pen- -
cil drawing things, Indians and cow-

boys, but he didn't get a chance. He
was born on Christmas that was my
Christmas present He's nearly crazy
because he ain't got a job.

'There's lots of people like us, ain't
there? We've eaten bread the rats
has run over sometimes. Whenjwg
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