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KEVIN CASTRO REYES

Honey and
Labor

MATTHEW FORD

Mary’s arms ached as she continued to wash clothes against 

the washboard. She would have stopped and rested, taking  

a minute to feel the cool breeze against her cheeks, to hear the 

whistling wind cut through the forest trees that surrounded the 

farm, but there was little time to rest. Her father went to the 

village to sell a goat, while her sister was sick again. It left Mary to 

do all the chores around the house. 

Her father would often be absent on such days, seeking 

employment in the village or selling their belongings to wealthier 

individuals. Mary frowned her brow when she remembered the 

many times they have had to resort to borderline groveling at 

the feet of better-off neighbors. It put a pit in her stomach and a 

wound in her pride. But they needed to eat, and Abigail needed 

medicine. So, she didn’t protest when her father left with their last 

goat this morning.

Her stomach growled as she finished up her clothes and moved 

on to Abigail’s. She’ll wash them all up in the barrel of soap and 

water, then hand them to dry. Then she’ll tend to the remaining 

plants, clean the kitchen, check on Abigail, repair the door, and 

maybe eat something. 

She’s made a habit of skipping meals, promising her father to 

have some later in the day. Though she rarely did. She couldn’t eat 
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