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as they can possibly be, their bodies ingrained with

dirt, their heads encrusted with sores and filth, their

eyes inflamed and uncleansed, their garments smell

ing, and one and all looking thoroughly ill and

wretched. It is the rarest thing to see a healthy

looking baby.

As I have sat amongst them and talked with

them, I have tried to reason with them and point

out the advantages of cleanliness and industry; all

admit that I am right and that our habits are better

than theirs, yet none have the heart or the energy or

the character to break away from their customs and

their innate laziness and to rise up and be women.

Yet one can hardly wonder at their condition,

what chances have they had? Married at ten or

eleven, untrained and untaught, many of them not

knowing how to hold a needle, or make the simplest

garment; still in their teens with two or three chil

dren to burden them, whom they long to see big

enough to turn out into the streets and play as they

did before them. Their only interest in life, each

other's family brawls and scandals; their health un

dermined by close confinement and want of exercise,

is it a wonder that they sink into a state of callous

ness and indifference about everything?

I have seen a bright-spirited, energetic, laughing,

romping girl of eleven, turned in one year into a

miserable, lazy, dull, inert woman with her beauty

and health gone, and looking nearer thirty than

thirteen. One often does not wonder at such a con-
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