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(1) Salt of the earth -  Bread making for mothers 
 
(A monologue. The mother could be in an apron, kneading dough. Voice in italics from 
someone else) 

 
 You are the salt of the earth... 
 
Apparently. I thought of that when I got the salt jar down from the shelf. I'd told the girl 
to put more salt in the stew. You couldn't seem to taste it  last time. But then I found she 
hadn't put the top on tightly. I did wonder if that was the problem, that it had gone off a 
bit... 
 
But if the salt loses its saltiness, how can it be made good for anything... 
 
What's the point of making these tasty stews without the boys to taste it, anyway? That's 
what I kept thinking. That's why I was (apparently) banging and crashing around the 
kitchen for a few days. So he says - I was in a proper foul mood. Well, perhaps I was. 
Hadn't I a right to be? With the boys gone; what was the point? I couldn't get any 
pleasure from life any more. Nothing seemed worth the effort. 
 
...how can it be made salty again? 
 
It was so hard when they left. Just like that, it seemed, although my Zeb did point out 
that they had been following this man for months, hanging on his every word, arguing 
amongst themselves, shouting into the night...although they do do that, my boys. They 
have hot tempers. Like me - apparently. 
 
But how to start living again, with them gone? They had been the point - the next 
generation, taking on the business, finding wives... I was grieving, when they left. I felt 
bereaved. Life just seemed - flat, and dull. You might say, tasteless. 
 
It is no longer good for anything, except to be thrown out and trampled by men. 
 



I warned her, the girl. She would be out of a job if she did that again. She left the top off 
the jar, I'm sure of it. "You're no use to me!" I told her, "if you ruin the salt, you'll ruin us 
- do you think it's cheap?" I was so cross... but I do have a temper, I know.  
 
So while I was baking the bread this morning, I thought about salt. According to my Zeb, 
the boys took that to mean them 'you are the salt of the earth' and that's why they went. 
Wanted to be salty with him, rather than with us! Well, if that's the way  their path lies, 
I'll have to accept it. Give in, like a woman does. But they'd better come back to eat my 
stew sometimes! They'll be in trouble if they don't. 
 
They can have this bread anyway. If the salt is tasty enough. I'll get the girl to take it to 
them. 
 
You are the salt of the earth... 
 
Apparently! Huh... 
 
 
 
 

 
 

  



Salt of the Earth (Daisy) 
 
 

Daisy was nodding off on the northern line. It was late, she'd had fun with her 
friends and now the murmur, clank and chug of the underground train was 
soothing her to sleep. Mustn't miss my stop, thought Daisy. That would be a 
disaster. 
 
She made herself sit up straighter, caught her reflection in the window opposite 
and tried to sort out her hair where the seat had ruffled it. There was this guy 
sitting on the other side, a few seats along. Was he worth looking at? She sneaked 
a sideways peek at him. There weren't many people on the train. 
 
Suddenly there was a loud retching and to her disgust Daisy saw a mound of 
vomit on the floor. The woman next to the man she was looking at was being 
violently sick. The stench of it filled the train. 
 
Daisy jumped up and went over to the couple. The man she might have fancied 
was ignoring the woman. "Excuse me," said Daisy sharply, 'Are you with her?" 
 
He looked at her in disgust. 'No I'm not,' he said and got up as if to move away. 
 
'You're going to have to help me," said Daisy. The woman was sliding to the floor. 
In a moment she would be face down in her own sick. 
 
Daisy tried to lift her. 'Come on,' she said irritably. 'I can't do this on my own.' 
 
With extreme reluctance the man helped Daisy lift her back to her seat. 'She's 
drunk' he spat out as he moved as far away as possible. 
 
Daisy could see the woman was drunk. She was now moaning. Daisy fished in her 
bag and found half a packet of wet wipes that she had borrowed from her mum. 
She helped the woman wipe her face and hands.  
 
Now she was sobbing. 'I'm so sorry,' she said, over and over again. Daisy patted 
her hand. 'Don't worry,' she said, 'We've all been there'. 
 
'But this isn't me, really, I never do this...' Her words were lost in her sobs - 
heartbreaking sobs, thought Daisy, vaguely. She wondered what the woman was 
like when she was sober. She was dressed (before the vomit) quite smartly. She 
didn't look the type for a really wild night out. And she was quite old; around 
thirty. 
 
Daisy helped her off the train at Tooting Bec, then walked along by the Common 
with her. As they walked, the woman told her that she had been trying for a baby 
but kept having miscarriages. 'I just had another one last week!' she said. 'I can't 
bear it anymore.' 
 



The night was dark and clear - there were even a few stars to see in the sky over 
the Common. Daisy felt sad for the woman, even though she still smelled of sick. 
They reached Daisy's home. 'Will you be OK now?' she asked. 'My mum will be 
worried about me....' The woman said she was fine, she was nearly home now. 
She patted Daisy's arm gently.  
 
'Thank you for being so kind' she said, between sobs. 'Salt of the earth, kids like 
you.' Then she wandered unsteadily away. 
 
'But I didn't do much' thought Daisy as she put the key in the lock as quietly as 
she could, and tiptoed up the stairs. 
 


