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D TO BE MOTHERS OF THE RACE

MAN STARVED IN BODY, MIND AND SOUL
BY JANE WHITAKER

God of Creation made me a woman,
to be mother of'the race,

To bear your sons with valor strong;
to rear your daughters chaste;

He gave to me your destiny, but you
what have you done?

Starved me, body, mind and soul, be-

fore my task begun!
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eyes held just a wonder I should
ask such a silly question whether
they went to a theater or any place
of amusement, or whether they had
Sunday clothes, and then they shrug-
ged, smiled, gave me a quick flash of
inquiry and "No."

"I make good said one
I first "I make $8 in
busy season and $6 in the slack sea-
son. But that girl over there, is
here alone, and she doesn't make
much. You will have to get an inter-
preter for her. She Polish."

Someone interpreted. When she
had work in the season she
made as as $6 a week, in

slack season she got $3 a week.
How does she live? Oh, it is simple.
She pays $4 a month for a room, just

little room, you know, is large
enough for to heat some water
in to make her a cup of
tea to drink, without milk or sugar,
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girl a few months older addressed me.
"I was sick. It was nervous sicsness
and I was two weeks in the Michael

tionally, sometimes B,eese hospital, take
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for nothing, and then they send me
to a home to get my strength and the
doctor tells me I must eat eggs and
drink milk."

She laughs. It isn't a bitter laugh
it is amused. "When I get well I

go back to work where I had been
getting $6 a week and I told the boss
that the doctor said I must now have
good food. Do you know what he
answered to me? When I had work-
ed the week he told me I wasn't doing
as much as I had before I was sick,
so he cut my wages to $4 a week.

"I live like she does. I pay $4 a
month for my room and I drink tea
without milk and two rolls for my
breakfast The last milk I had was
in the home. Milk costs too much.
At my lunch I eat what the doctor,
said I must not sometimes a piece
of smoked fish and bread washed
down with water but those eggs and ,
milk that is funny on $4 a week.

with the rolls she bufs at the bakery. Her voice became a little bit jrou j


