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S O.A P AND WATER 

W ITH a little grunt someon~ sank dl.lwn upon 
the bench beside me. But this event hardly 
penetrated my consciousness, so amused was 
I by the Governor Sulzer low comedy at Al-
bany-until a husky voice breathed close 

against my tympanum. 

"Excuse me, sir-but could you spare me a nickel 
to get a cup o' coffee?" 

I looked up from my paper. I was aware first of 
a green and purple hat, crumpled, with broken 
feather, reeling over one ear; and of a heavy cloth 
dress-the August temperature was at 90-burst in its 
shoulder seams, and work-soiled and gutter-soiled be
yond any guessing its shop color. The lady's face was 
puffed, her little blue eyes were filmy; but she was 
smiling at me with perfect affability and self-com
posure. 

I spared the nickel. 

"Thanks." With bloodshot eye she meditatively 
studied the coin, lying in the cup of her grimy palm. 
"What d'you think-should I buy me a drink, or get 
a cup o' hot ocffee ?" 

"Better get the coffee," I advised. 
"Yes, I'll get the coffee. It'll help sober me up. 

You see," she confided, with her amiable smile, "I'm 
just comin' out of an awful drunk." 

"Indeed," I remarked politely. 
"Yes, a regular terror of a drunk. I must look a 

sight. My face dirty?" 

I charted the worst areas and she tried to erase 
them with the backs of hands that were even dirtier. 
"Yes, I'll get the coffee" -eyeing the nickel again. 
And then in an apologetic voice, as mildly matter-of
course as that of a hostess whose empty tea pot will 
not permit the g1ving of a second cup; "I'm sorry, 
but I had to give up my furnished room. Else I'd 
ask yobl to come up." 

"That's all right," I assured her. 
"It's kind of you not to mind," she said simply. 
"Why did you have to give up your room?" 
"All along o' my drinkin'. That's the trouble

whiskey. I'm strong; look at them two arms; some 
musde there--what ! And I'm not so old-thirty
four. And I'm a hard worker-d1sh-washer, scrub
woman, y'understand"-she mentioned the restaurants 
and hotels she had worked at-"and I make good 
money-five a week and my eats, and the eats are 
good, too--but o' course I have to sleep myself. Oh, 
Maggie Moore can take care o' herself all right ! 
Ought to, for I been doin' it steady since I ·was seven. 
And I ain't got no kick comin', none at all. For"
even the grime and puffiness of her face could not en
tirely conceal the native cheeriness of her smile-"this 
is a pretty fine little world, now ain't it?" 

"But your room?" I reminded her. 

"Oh, yes. I'm ramblin', ain't I? I guess it's the 
whiskey and my not havin' eat anything. Well, it 
was while I had my last job at Codington's that me 
and Lizzie Turner, who scrubbed at the Hotel Bel
mont, went on a spree together. That's what happens 
to me about every six months ; I get sort o' tired o' 
the work, I guess-di~hes, more dishes, and more 
&lishes-y' understand? I comes back to the restaurant, 
drunk, and starts to get busy with my face, and I 
gets fired. Served me right, too. I'm an awful fool. 
I got to drinkin' some more and was asleep here in 
the park when along comes a cop and puts the stick 
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to my feet and tells me to hustle along. I was sleepy, 
y'understand, and drunk, y'understand, and I tells the 
cop I won't and that three o' him can't tern the trick. 
He tries and I puts up a scrap-but, sure, he was too 
much for me. The judge give me six months on the 
Island." 

"So you've. been in the workhouse then, Miss-ah
Miss Moore?" 

"Wha'd'you suppose-sure, lots o' times. But cut 
out that Miss business. Maggie's my name; nobody 
ain't ever called me anything else. The workhouse, it 
ain't so bad. You see it gives you a chance to rest 
up. I got out two weeks ago--not a cent-and it 
August-and nothin' but these winter clothes." 

"Two weeks, and not a cent! How'd y,ou live?" 

"Picked up a man," she said simply. "He kept me 
three or four days and treated me fine, till his money 
give out. Since then-Lord, it ain't me that can tell 
you .. I've been what :vou see me now-a bum." 

Her face, which had grown momentarily grave, again 
brightened with its smile of utter candor and good
fellowship. "What d'you think o' President Wilson? 
Pretty good sort o' man, ain't he?" And for a space 
Maggie and I discussed presidents and ex-presidents 
and secretaries of state-"wisht I could be satisfied 
with Old Man Bryan's drink," sighed Maggie-and 
politics and suffrage and the high cost of living. 

And then, again without an instant's hesitation, her 
mind lightly leaped another conversational chasm. 
"What's become o' that Evelyn Thaw?" she demanded. 

"She's doing a dance in vaudeville." 

"I don't see how the people stand for her!" Maggie 
burst out in wrathful disgust. "If there's anything I 
ain't got any use for it's a woman like that! Blood
sucker! There's nothin' decent about 'em. Ii she'd 
been, y'undcrstand, honest about things with both men, 
nothin' would ever have happened. You be 3quare to 
the men, and they'll be square to you. Ain't that 
right?" 

"You've found it so?" 

''Sure. I've always acted like a lady, :md the men 
have always treated me like a lady. I ain't got no 
kick comin' against .a man in the world. But that 
Evelyn Thaw! Think o' her, after livin'• with both 
men, stirrin'c ;ff:!t!IY up to- shoot a man like Stanford 
White. She sho\'lld. 'a' been shot herself! Didn't she 
have no heart? Didn't she think o' his poor mother, 
and tha,t his m-mdther loved him, and that it would 
almost kill ·his mil:lJ:niother ?" Maggie's voice was 
breaking with somewliat maudlin sentiment, and with 
the back of a hand she brushed the tears from her 
eyes. "I know how his mother felt' I had a 
m-mother, and I've been a m-mother myself." 

"Indeed! You have a child?" 

"What you might almost say two" -growing more 
composed. "One of 'em I got rid of before--:-y'under
stand. A young girl what's working can't very well 
afford to have a baby-so I thought. But the other 
one I really had. He's thirteen now; smart little 
devil; lives with his aunt and works in one o' them 
millionaire shops on Fifth Avenue; wears a funny 
little suit with brass buttons all over it and stands 
near tlile door. Only I don't darst go near there." 

"How about his father? Ever helped ;vou any?" 

"His father? Him? Huh! No. He's in the navy. 
They're a bum Jot, them navy men. He says he ain't 
the kid's father-and fact is, I ain't so sure that he is. 
Oh, well! I never needed no man's help. I can look 
out for myself." And her head with its grotesque 
wreck of a hat nodded confidently, and she smiled 
cheerily at me and at the world. 

"Still," she mused on, philosophically, without a 
trace of bitterness or self pity, "it's pretty tough when 
a woman gets to be a bum, like me. I've been like 
this before, and have always managed to pull my
self up-and o' course I'll do it this time, somehow. 
But it's tough. \Vhen a man gets down in the gutter, 
people will help him out. But when a wvman's in the 
gutter, there's no, wha'd'you call 'em, Good S'maritan, 
for her. Still, I ain't worryin'. 

"But say-what's a hum in my fix goin' to do?"', I'm 
a good worke;·, and the employment agents know it, 
and I could get a job in a minute, only-- Say, just 
look at them bands, won't you!" And holding them 
up and cocking her head to one side she herself gazed 
at them in wry, detached amusement. "Ain't them the 
dirtiest two paws you ever seen! And I guess my 
face ain't much better. And I could get a job if I 
only had my hands and face washed. But where am 
I go in' to get soap and water and a place to wash? 
Ain't that the devil of a funny fix for a woman to 
be in!" 

She laughed with genuine humor at the absurdity of 
her predicament. 

My slow mind began to fumble with a plan for 
smuggling her for a few job-giving moments up into 
my bath room. But before my mind .could operate, 
Maggie was on her feet, clutching her skirt with h&r 
left hand. 

"Well, I guess I'd better be movin' along." And 
then apologetically, as one who has failed in .ordinary 
courtesy: "I'm awful sorry about my furnished room. 
If I only had one, I'd"--

"That's quite all right," I assured her once more. 

"Anyhow," she said heartily, "it's been a pleasure to 
have had an intellectual conversation with a man like 
you." Holding the nickel under the. third and fourth 
fingers of her right hand, she gripped my hand with 
her grubby thumb and two forefingers and shook it 
warmly. "Good-bye. Glad to 'a' met you. Yes, I'm 
pretty sure I'll make it coffee." 

And smiling cheerfully at me once more she shuffled 
away in her unbuttoned shoes, and out of the park 

leaving me stili fumbling with my idea of a 
·ta;in of water and a cake of soap. 

A- Scrub 

T .• HERE was an old woman crept out with her 
basket, 

Late every night with the rise of the moon, 
And . where she was going I couldn't but ask it, 
For in her old hand she would carry a broom. 
"Old woman, old woman, old woman," called I, 
"Why do you go in that building so high?" 
"To mop the Philanthropy Offices dry, 
And I shall come down again by and by." 

MARY FIELD. 













Drawn by Maurice Beck..-. 
THE MASSES, October, 1913. 

ABSOLUTE JUSTICE 
The Portrait of an Arbitration Court 

Labor. Capital ana an Impartial 
ThirJ Party. 

I3 



t2 

Drawn by Maurice B eck1!1". 
THE MASSES, October, 1913. 

ABSOLUTE JUSTICE 
The Portrait of an Arbitration Court 

Labor. Capital and an Impartial 
Third Party. 

13 










































	p01-col-600-v05n01-w29-masses-097
	p02-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-101
	p02-col-400-v05n01-w29-masses-099
	p03-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-103
	p04-BW-1200-v05n01-w29-masses-107
	p04-gra-600-v05n01-w29-masses-108
	p05-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-109
	p06-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-112
	p06-crop-BW-1200-v05n01-w29-masses-113
	p07-BW-1200-v5n01-masses-138
	p07-gra-600-v5n01-masses-136
	p08-gra-600-v5n01-masses-147
	p09-BW-600-v5n01-masses-154
	p10-BW-1200-v5n01-masses-150
	p10-gra-600-v5n01-masses-149
	p11-BW-600-v5n01-masses-157
	p11-crop-BW-1200-v5n01-masses-158
	p11-crop-gra-600-v5n01-masses-159
	p12-13-BW-400-v5n01-oct-1913
	p12-13-gra-400-v5n01-oct-1913
	p14-BW-600-v5n01-masses-156
	p15-BW-600-v5n01-masses-151
	p15-crop-BW-1200-v5n01-masses-152
	p15-crop-gra-600-v5n01-masses-153
	p16-BW-600-v5n01-masses-155
	p17-BW-600-v5n01-masses-144
	p17-BW-crop-1200-v5n01-masses-145
	p17-gra-crop-600-v5n01-masses-146
	p18-BW-600-v5n01-masses-143
	p18-BW-crop-1200-v5n01-masses-141
	p18-gra-crop-600-v5n01-masses-142
	p19-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-114
	p19-crop-BW-1200-v05n01-w29-masses-115
	p19-crop-gra-600-v05n01-w29-masses-116
	p20-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-111
	p21-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-106
	p22-BW-600-v05n01-w29-masses-104
	p22-crop-gra-600-v05n01-w29-masses-105
	p23-col-600-v05n01-w29-masses-102
	p24-BAK-col-600-v05n01-w29-masses-098

