





STATE DEPARTMENT, OF PUBLIC WELFARE

Eastlapd, Tex:us,
November 21, 1948,

Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt,
Hyde Park, New York,

My dear Mrs. Roosevelt,

As a8 Texas sccial worker sinece 1933 and as an ardent
admirer of President Roosevelt, who did so much for
America's poor, I take this opportunity of addressing
you, for the purpose of enclosing a short article which
I believe expresses the hearts of Texas sccial workers,
We here in Texas are trying to carry on FPresident Roose-
velt'as great aspirations for the poor and consider it

8 sacred privilege.

Because it ‘was a personal sadness to me when President
Roosevelt passed away, I would like for you to know that
I loved him, too, although of course I never had the
privilege of seeing him,

Feeling that your kind fuce is often turned towsrd the poor,
I knew that you would understend my tesking the liberty of
addressin. you and sending you the little article., I wish
the United Mations Assembly could have set imvisably beiind
me during my interview with this pirl: perhaps Peace might
come sconer then exprected to the world. May God give us
811 the strength and the heart never to lay down cur burden,

Very truly rnuﬁl,
4i S Gl
(Miss) Elsi « Glenn,Field Worker,

EG:s
Encl: mss,



sie L. Glenn, Field Worker, Words: 613
e¥8s Department Public Welfare, Page One
Eastland, Texas.

"THE HANDS OF THE POOR"

I have often been saddened in my work by the &yes of
those who come to sit on the other side of my deskand to
ask my help with matters which have beccme too big for one
human being tc hsndle, I have often searched my soul, wonder-
ing just how much right I have tc venture to effér that help.
Yet, I have found comfort of & sort in the kncwledge thet I
have tried throughout the years to give whatever was best in
me to these whe asked my help.

hecently, & poerly dressed, half child-half women, sat
down in my office., I was appalled, She was literally hungry,
half eclad in terrible clothes, her shoes were broken and it was
8 bitterly cold day, It brought bick the memory of old "relief"
days I experienced years ago and which I have not enccuntered
oftensince then. Hers was the color of poverty: waxy, pale,
and unhealthy. She -at like a frightened bird on the edge of
her cheir, her eyes encrmcus in a drawn face, I will not give
the details of why she had come., It was what the sight of her
hands did to me that broke my heart,

The hands of the poor are the most eloguent things on eszrth,
I have noticed many times the pathetic, helpless hand: of theaged;
the knarled hands of those who have done hard work for a lifetime
and thet now lie lonely, idle, scmetimes defiant, restless, some-
times resigned to fate, I have noticed the red, rough hsnds of
the mthers of our dependent childrem:; the hands thet sre still
working ss best they can for those they love,.
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But the hands of this girl impressed me most. They were
like talons of & bird: emaciatcd, the flesh drawn tightly over
the small bones and they locked frentic, and troubled, snd afraid,
And yet, there wes 8 gallantry &b ut them that belongs only to
the pc.r! She kept them clasped rigidly and never cnce let go:
they were her defence ageinst 8 hurting world, 1 knev they had
never known betier dsys. She was cne of the people bern int the
world to strug-le alwaeys for what she got, with no chence &t edu-
cation, mo chance at all to get out of her predestined path of
{11iterscy, diseas:e, and deprivation. All her life her hands hed
beaten at the world to get focd, & roof over her hesd, & few clothes,
end now they were beating frantically for her childrem, Her type
of hends will never rest until society institutes @ better form of
rest for her than we now have,

After she had gone, 1 was troubled because ] felt that my help
wes such & small thing inher distress. I thcught of al. the thou-
sends, millions all over the world like her and ] was suddenly tired
and very sad, yet strangely at peace., I knew that msmy rgencies,
many countries, many indiv-.dusls are doing their best to alleviate
such sorrow, Americs's poor and the world's poor are the ceme. There
Bre at least & few all over the world who rea 1lize the plight of such
pecple end are doing what they cam, in their emall ways, tohelp. Yet,
it is not encugh.

May you and I and all the cthers continue to dowhat we c.n for
the poor and may we 8l]l remember, when we face the eyes and the hands
of the poor that we have a8 most solemn oblirstion not given to many

and that that obligetion cannot be laid down ever, but must be passed
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on and on, es & Burning Toreh that symbolizes the God Given

epportunity that nati-ns the world wer shall at last, indeed,
clasp their hands inFriendship for the g-od of el1,



|’ VINCGENT GLINBKY
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