
THE SOUL OF FRANCE--A FETE DIEU AT NOTRE DAME

By MARION BONSALL DAVIS
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IN THE kitchen of our simp!" pension in

the Rue du Bae in Paris. Blanche, the
little maid-of-all-work, had encircled in

ink certain data on the cal^ndar that hung
above the sink.

These. she explained in the course of time.
were the dates when her husband's brief "per-

(the word they use in France for
military leave) were due. She knew quite
well that in all probability they troald be
much, much further apart, but she found it a

practical way of keeping up her courage.
She was twenty, he twenty-one and an Al-

pine rhasseur,.one of the "blue devils" with
the jaunty tam pulled over one ear.

She told me that aprts h cpierre they will
have a cottage in the country, and maybe
children.

That is, if he is not killed. or blind. or too
mutilated, or too far gone with tuberculosis
from the German prison camps.

In any of these events she will continue to

be a maid-of-al!-work all her life.
She always ran to comply with every re-

quest, was thrilled with the gift of a postcard.
and said "Merri" every time she performed a

aj-s/j re.

When in June the French churches celebrat
thi F'tr Uieu, Blanche was eager that I,

as an American, should see the religious pro-
1*3 she directed me to the Madeleine

in the morning.
Hundreds of people were in the streets, out

listening to the fanfares of trumpets and the

orchestra] marches a* the procession of the

CerjttU Ckriati made its way from the altar
out ro the piazza of the church.
The fac.ade wa* hang w;fh banr.ers af red

and white and gold. The great piazza and
the s-tppg were thronged.
Organ and orchestra within would give

pause; the military band outside. arith trum¬

pets, fifes and drums, take up the march in

great magnificence; then again the organ, very
.. aa th-' procession leaving the portal

moved among the knoeling people on the step0-.
Voung boy? in white. scattering rose leaves;

older ones swinging cen-ers and carrying
lighted torches; whi">-haired priests and the

|0Ct canopied, came slowly the long
length of the piazza; with many stops, fan¬
fares, then silences.
And among all thr thror.g that the proces¬

sion moved through..the mud-stained pri-
vates and the officers with many medais. the

garlanded children and the old men. the blue-
habited nuns and the humble widows in black.
the fashionable women, nearly all with long
crepe of mourning. men back in civilian
clothes walking grotesqutly, or without an

arm or half blind. and with a stripe around
the sleeve.among all that throng there was

not one who did Birt know that the guns
around Verdun -M>rn at that moment blasting
louder than the trumpets; and that men there
were falling quieter than the silences.

When the voiume of sound had died all the
people sang a simple hymn; ond for an hour

afterward. mside the Madeleine. the only
sound was of the old pea*ant woman collectin**
sous for the seats. »

Be-;d<* me, for that lengfh of time, knelt a

ry oAear, praying.
I . . .

I remember so vividly the lunch. between
the Madeleine in the morning and Notre
Dame in the afternoon. It was with American
women. vol'inteer workers with the American
Fund for French Wounded.
One taught the blind, one helped in the

rantines, another made up comfort bag*. All
carcd for helpless ones, at the close of long
hard days of packing..and that means lift-
ing. and naihng, and sawmg and hammering.

Miss Davidson showed us a number of war

posters and one of the proclamaticns of execu

tions posted in Belgium, with the name of
Edith Cavell heading the list.
And then Notre Dame.that place of sor-

rows for almost a thousand years. It had been
brilliant on the st**ps of the Madeleine that

brifht June mornir.g. Here inside the cathe-
dral all was dark save the candles.

It was ineffafcly tender. A cardinal was in
the pulpit and a service going on, with humble
people wandering quietly about in the side
aisles under the great arches, as they always
do there.
And that mass. too, ended with a proeenioa

.a procession that was an epic of humanity.
It moved to music of choir and organ, and

began with little children who had s.-arcely
more than learned to walk. They were in

white and wore wreaths of flowers and toddled
along in charge of nuns who had in some cases

saved their very lives.

There were boys and girls, a little older, and
a little older, in steps, and each group had a

banner.
Then probably ftfty young girls in their

teens, in clouris of whke for their first com-

munion. Among them were some charity
girls, who had to wear their misty veils over

<;u!or blouses and black skirts.
It was one of these who was star-eyed with

the honor of being standard bearer.
There followed women of the parish, the

young and middle-aged, nearly all in mourn-

ing, each with some sign of suffering. Some
had babies in their arms; some, nearing their

confinement, led tiny children by the hand.
The older women then, holding the cords of

their heavy banner, which was carried by a

man; some with faces weeping and distorted;
some who seemed to look into paradise. And

every woman and every man carried a lighted
torch.

After the women came the men, mostly very
old or very young; some already cnppled in

this war.a number of privares and some of¬
ficers who had swung into the procession fn>m
the body of the church.

Next, the priests and hishops; the boys with
censers and rose loawoa scattered before the

car.opied priest carrying the BleoOid Sacra-

nent; then the cardinal, in red, with eight
pages holding up his train; passing, from
where we saw him. the white-haired peasant

woman by the side altar near the door, aelling
candles for the glory of France.

A tragic, thrilling company.
We had to leave, but were stopped at the

door to make room for those entenng.
Two poor hearses had drawn up before the

portal, and some humble peopie who had
volunteered from the street were carrying in

two rough boxes, followed by twelve Japanes.
Red Cross nurses from the Japanese Hospital,
in dark blue uniforms. with the Red Croaa
brassard.

T.vo French soldiers. without family or

f .er.ds in Paris, had died in their care.

All unexpectcdly that strange funeral, en-

| --ing to a thunderous organ march of pomp
and cireumstanee, climaxed the stately pro-
cession within, as it moved its slow way to the
altar.

So twelve Japanese Red Cross nurses gave
two unknown soldiers who had died for France
a glonous burial on the Fete Dieu from the

Cathedral of Notre Dame.

Back at the door of the pension in the Rue
du Bac, Blanche, who had spent her day at

work. opened to me, the outsider, with a face
suddenly glad.
"0 madaroe," she cried in French, "you are

early. And is it that you will be so kind as to

take an early dinner for to-night.you alone.
madame, for the re3t will not be here. And if

you will, then before the doors close I may

pray for my husband to-day at Notre Dame!'

FOOD SAVING IN THE CITY CANNING AND DRYING KITCHENS

Cosmopolitan Gathering of
Skilled and Unskilled
Women Workers

By ELENE FOSTER
board again and again of

the "Caaninf Kitchen Under
.he Williamsburg Brilge." so

I aot out 10 pay H a visit
| per-'ect'.y clear.

.he Williamsbursr
r-" ft was tary simple.

to the Da-Maji ar.d
-.«.-- '.I roaehod the first
aar I realized that it was not so aimple
aaarall
If:-- .' in fn open-air market lighted

7tcrrh»«. arhen eraa sold everything under
tkfl bbj "Otablea ar.d fish to dress goods
ind harv-.i-e.the n lt foreign looking mar¬

ket that ! bawi «..OT 'rr"~ 'n this country. I
aflaa-tri th the dark-skinned

nir.g black eyes who presided
*aiir.c; b! was the canning
Wb.tr " ldged on, peer.ng carefuliy
aaeeg the shadows for a g'.impse of the women

afce .*.*- -the heusewives of
'¦. b sntlfl art of canning.for
laad piet-jred the city canning kitchen as a

.rt of oper.-a;r ropliea of the Tribune Inati-
-ai'i --. . | :emonstration at Macy's or

BBBB* '

.-»«. ar.d anon, I mquired the way to "the
-ssBBta wr.M are bflat I was met with
*****: ^ aiUakea of the head, and "Me
*. tinVar.'. I hnally accosted a khaki-clad
.We, w.*h a mo l 'hou.der. who was

laaaMir | ga,
"Yoc tt-, ieran tbfe hlarki. and you'il comfl

-.' he said.
laBBVaaj I aarfljaaaiiay I came

lilding cn which was a sign
-**a r*a | and Drying

.bbb taa - .-.;. *auce were aim-
¦arfc*; an the i m* *>80 remem-
*.«* tk»» iti during the jam making
BJaaa.

.1 you do, ar.. eaa imagine the two odora
**^*mi ar.d thea ralood to the nth power, you

I I » . . --t ' - -. Bn| i." pr**Bion of the
-»..

.Jaea, * *¦*<. conducted through
' 'tchen, I a>parated that ***** into ttaj rom-

-*.**« p,--. | |iim jam, atuffed
-. picralilli. irreen peaa »r"1

.atanr, | | won-

-*..«*» H p *t j-.r, .- thar*! kitchen complete-
T-ntheih-,
*** City Canainf ar.d Drying Kitchen is

J-**r aaaakj *4d, _t,\ [| U a lusty, heaithy
***** w**ek ita parents, 'he Mofart Food

-^Oaaiflt- ,-r ../ < ib and

^***-r Leag.e, rray flTflrll bi pfoaal^.litUe King the Eaat
*** tean i;. for it; but, alaal M ni
* ¦ ***np-)r«ry ahelter. Frotn th« ri"1 of

. ***»»r «anti! tht. flnt of June it ia uaed to pr*
**»*«d-*r-,r.r, for the achool children, and the

^*^**aBt«B«n BiUal g'j clauvvhflifl,

\eighhorhood Boys Sorting Fruit and Vegetat

" inwhfla, arith i*^ big windows open to *v

»eze, it is a perfect summer kitchen. Its

fitting*. too, are just the thing for the canning.
The huge <"pper soup caldrons, when fitted

with wooden racks for holding the jars. are

wonderful for stenlization; eight hundred

quart jars can be sterilized at once.

Then, too, the row of big gas ranges are

ready for cooking and there are long tables
where the vegetables are prepared, and porce-

jnkl galore. There are rows of ovens.

too. which at first were utilized for drying
and vegetables, But the results were not

entirely satisfactory. ao the drying was given

up until such time as a proper dehydrating
maehine could be procured ar.d installed. TMs,
by the way. ll to be right soon, for the United
States gorcrn-MBt not only has presented the

city kitchen with a first class maehine. but ha

the services of an expert to run it.

I* i reahy a wonderful work that this can-

.itchen is doing, and tt is all being done

by volunteer workers. All sorts and conditions

Of womafl work side by side in peace and har-

0- th« day of my visif there were sev¬

eral gitii from the Junior League. two students

from Cornell, three women from the upper East

Side (whose motor cars waited in the street

, |, a group of Bohemian women from the

lower East Side, and a dozen or more of .he

women of the neighborhood- -a truly cosmopoli-
tar. gathe: .

These workers are paid by the hour, 20 cents

for the WOfDOfl and 10 N»<- for the boys who

help ¦bOOt the kitchen in various ways. Each

worker la given a card w.th rows of little

square.., each of which stands for an hour I

work. This card is pun<*hed with the proper
when the worker leaves.

Tbe workers are not paid in money, however.
but in ranned food to be taken next winter. A

Itl * Meant t- krpt. of every cent expended n
the canning, ao that those in charge know ex-

art.ly what each jar of fruit or vegetables haa

coat and the jar il sold at exactly the coat

The poorer claaa of work-'a will. of

courae, taka tha cana of edible.-. lor their OWI

Hundred*. ol

les tor the Canners

family use, but
thn other and
more prosperous
worker? will do
nate their jars
either to some

favorite charita-
hle institution or

to the army.
I.e* me fake you

on a little tour of
inspeetion through the <»<*t.ahlishment. CoOM
down this narrow hall to the last door. Thia
opens into the store room. Its walls are lir.ed
wifh tion ef ihehnM.half filled already (and
this after only four weeka' work) with glass

fllled with frmt- and vcgeteUeis
There are two thousand quart jars. and good-

ness knows how many smaller jars and tum-
blers of jam and jelly. My! But they look
giod! In the centre of thn room a haif-dozen of
the neighborhood boys are husi'.y picki-t*
baskets and barrels of potatoes.
A black-haired woman with a bright shaw!

around her shoulder* and a cooing baby in her
arms follows us in and taps us on the shoulder.
"You seila rr.e two pounda patate," she says,

and rhows us a penny.
A pretty rarirl in a white cap and a Hoover

apron comes f<>rward.
"You can have two pounds of little ones for

a per.ny," she -ays, "but the, big ones are a

penny a pound"
"Al! risrhta." smiles the woman. "Bahba he

aaatraa on the Shehes
sil Thnmpion)

I i k a d a little
ones." and the
pretty girl weioths
them out-
"Two pounds of

potatoes for a

cent. How in the
world do you do
it?" we ask the
pretty girl.
"Why not?" she

r^plies, "we get 'h<*ni for nothing.same as

we do everything el3e."
But we must go on. In the next room a

group of a dozen or more women are prepar-
ing the vegetables for canning; shelling peas,
paring cucumhers and scraping the lidfl from
the summer iquash. Each wears a big ging-
haai apron and they work as if their lives de-
pended on it.

Under the window in this room is a row of
barrels. Lined up before these is a correspond-
ing line of youngsters, poorly clad, some with
bare feet, each clutehir.g a penny; for be it

known that thesa barrels contain big. fat, jui<*y
dill pickles. which are sold two for a cent, and
delectable sauerkraut, a wooden di*h of which
is sold for the same paltry sum. Dill pickles
ar.d sauerkraut from the early cabbage are per-
ishable com-noditiea which must be eaten at

once.

And now we come to the kitchen proper.
There are six big gas ranges along one wall.

Z\)t Ciibuiu SitStttute
wtll boiH ¦ Cannmi and Dr»in| Df-otiicTifi-iB next w»tk at lba Peoelt« Markai. Uttb S'reef aad)
Cortlandt Av*. Bront.

Tha products that ar* BM cbaapait and aott pleaafnl will b» canntd and driad ln sddiliaa to

tha aetoal d'asoairrahoa sed aiplaaahoa of ¦rocesici, printad aiatenal. rntat rlear dirartion at to tha
best acthodi nf caanitif and dryiaf, wil be diitnkgtad ta sruitort.

The dt-onitraboai will ha r»»*» <."¦ Taetday. Aafait 14. to Satorda?. Ant-s4 li. inrleme.
froa 10 to 12 each aornm» aad froaa 3 to S ta the afteraoon. On Sstorday ta additional a-eaiaf daaoa-
¦ Iralioa will ba fi»ta froa 7 t 8 30

One ol the Work Tables in the Canning Kitchen

On the other a row of huge copper caldrons,
-¦¦io ateau*ning away. ftHed w-ith jars in the
process of sterilization. It is a busy place this
morning with fifteen or twenty workers, each
int«*nt on her own "job."
Some are canning the fresh green p*as

(these, by the way, are boiled for thirty min¬
utes before they are put in the sterilized jar,
then salt and a little sugar are added and the

jar put in the stenlizen ; others are making
the plum or apricot butter; others are packing
the stuffed peppers, each r.eatly t.ed with a

cord, into the jars; others are canning the yel¬
low summer s.iuash. There is no confusion,
and very little conversatinn; it is all quite
businesslike.
The city canning kitchen is under the 4*1*00-

tittm of. Miss UHa Friek, who was for a long
time the superviscr of domestic science in the
Minneapolis public schools, ar.d who has re¬

cently established fifty of these municipal -an-

ning and drying kitchens in and around Minne¬
apolis. Miss Frick has great hopes of doing
the same thing here in New York, for she feels
.as I am sure any one who visits the kitchen
must feel.that this is but the beginning of a

*y*-em of food conservation which will be of
inestimable value during the hard timea which
we are told are coming.

M.ss Frick Is very proud of the work which
the volunteers have accompli.shed.
.When you think," she says, "of the different

elasses of women who'work here.the ancient
pr*judices which we have had to overcome in
teaching old housekecpers new canning tricks.
and realize that a worker may come in for only
an hour and leaves her work half done when
she rushes home to get her husband's dinner,
and that some one eise must jump in and finish
the job, and.well, dozer.s of other obstacles.
it is really remarkable that we have ajcom-

phshed what we have!"
She waa interrupted by a tiny little woman,

all in soft. gray, who said:
"The truck is ready. I am taking the boyi to

the pier."
"This i? our pier manager." Miss Frirk ex-

Provisions Sent from the
Piers and Sold

at Cost
plained. "She goes on the big electric truck
which the city has just given us to co.le-'t the
goods which the gods provide."

I hinted that I should like to go with her. and
a few minutes later I clambered into the truck
with the boys and off we went across the city to

the pier.
On the way across town I pestered the little

grnyor.e with questions. and she, being a kindly
soul, answered them all with the utmost pa-
tience.

I learned that through an arrangement with
the Board of Health and the managers of the
various piers where the freight vessels come in
the broken barrels or crates of fruit and vege¬
tables, or those which have become bruised in
the process of transportation, instead of being
consigned to the dump heap are given to tha

canning kitchen.
The kitchen uses all that it is possible to use

and sells the rest to the people of the neighbor-
hood at a nomir.al sum, which just covers the
cost of transportation from the pier to the

kitchen and the labor of the boys who pick the
contents of the barrels over.

It was found that even with its ever-increas-

ing retail trade it was impossible for the
kitchen to get rid of all that is given it; ao

recently arrangements have been made to send
the surplus to various institutions, asking the
small sum that the neighborhood people pay.

"This was brought about because we had
four hundred bramfal of cucumbers given ua."
exp'.ained the gray one, "which we couldn't use.

It almost broke cur hearts to refuse them, but
we had just been swamped with cucumbers
Lntil we couldn't use another one."
Everybody on the p:er knew the little gray

ladv ar.d her helpers and greeted them as fel-
ahorers. The pier manager came tor-

ward.
"Mornin'." he said; "tfhere's thirty-one bar¬

rels of potatoes for you in Section 61 and
forty barre'.s in Section 7*."
"How lovely," murmured the gray one, and

ahe led the way down the pier. Arrived at

Section 60 the swarm of helpers set t» work
at or.<e. They procured empty barrels and
beiran to sort the potatoes.thirty-one barrels
here ar.d fortv more further down the pier'
It looked like' an end'.ess task to me, but it
didn't seem to feaze the gray one or her as-

sistar.ta.
"We shall probably get fifty barrels of good

potatoes out of this loL" she said, "and when
ve have finished we shall go to the Old Domin¬
ion Line pier and get twenty-seven barrels of
summer aqnaah. Oh, we'll be. back at tha
Icif - at 4 o'clock!"

I left Um-m hard at work and went back to
the kitchen, where l partook of a luncheon
composed Of a aandwich.and a very good one
1* was.which cost five centa and a glaaa of
ieed tea at three mta, both provided by the
cmteon c< rr.mittee of the National League for
Women'a Senriee, which petamt this luncheon
every day for the worker* ir. the kitchen.

It was a good luncheon, but l must confess
that my mouth watere.i aa I looked at thoae
hundreda of jara of preserves on the shelves.
"not to be opened until winter." Did the work
ers feel the same, l wendered, or had they
grown immune, like the girla who tend at tha
c: ndy countera. to this condition of "water,
water everywhere, and not a drop to drink"*


