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ITS TO MEET
AND IT'S RIGHT HARD TO LOSE THEM

BY JANE WHITAKER
Yesterday there-- passed across the

Great Divide one of the noblest, most
lovable women it has even been my
happiness to know and today in many
thousands of hearts there is not only
a deep grief, but there is a question,
"What will we do now that Esther E.
Falkenstein is not here to take care
of us?"

I first met Esther Falkenstein when
I went to interview her in regard to
a story. I found her living in what
had formerly apparently been a
church and though she had been out
gaining facts all day in regard to an

and though she'had her
dearly beloved poor and distressed to
see that night she met me with the

of a friend.
"Just a minute, dear girl," she sai2,

for she always treated folks as though
she had known them so long that
she cared for them, and then, with-
out eating the meal that awaited her,
she sat down at the table and told
me what I wanted to know of the
conditions under which girls work in
department store basements and her
voice shook with emotion, her eyes
flashed with indignation and, be-

cause she believed what she said, I
gained from her the strongest story
that was ever written against that
outrageous condition.

Once afterward, when I had a
story of a woman organized charity
wouldn't help, and I was seething
with indignation at the callousness of
those who are entrusted with the
money given for charity, she said:

"Don't blame them too much. It
isn't entirely their fault. I know
they do not help, but it is because
they do not understand. They have
never been hungry and you and I
have; they have never known what
it was to work long hours as chil-

dren as we have; many of the in-

vestigators are just
(
children without even, maturity t
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investigation,
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give them sympathy," and then she
told me where I could secure aid from
one of her personal friends for the
woman in question.

Had she not shunned publicity,
the name of Esther Falkenstein as a
settlement worker would have been
the best-kno- and best-lov- name
in this city today, but she did shun
publicity. She wanted no blare of
trumpets, she did not cultivate the
are of press-agenti- herself that
has made famous so many social
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When I have learned of some spec-
ially splendid work she had been
doing and had gone to her in the
hope that I might receive her permis-
sion to let the world know what a
wonderfully good woman Esther
Falkenstein was, she just sorrowed
over the suffering of her people, but
she closed her lips on what she was
doing to alleviate that suffering.

She was a product of the slums
and she dedicated her whole life to
the service of the unfortunate. She
was born forty-seve- n years ago at
Attica, Ind., and came to Chicago in
infancy. She told me once the only
doll she ever had was the younger
babies she nursed for her mother.

At 15 she supported the family by
keeping boarders. At 17 she mar-
ried Herman Falkenstein and togeth-
er they worked in the interest of
those who were less fortunate even
than themselves. In 1912 her hus-
band was Wield while wrecking a
building at 2911 South Michigan av.

Esther Falkenstein never studied
social service work. She was not a
graduate of the school of civics; she
told me she had practically no educa-
tion at all, but she was a graduate of '

the only school that teaches a deep
and abiding love and sympathy for
the distressed, and that is the school
of life.

She died as the result of an oper-
ation, for tumor and few people inew
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