
SOME STARTLING CHANGES THAT HAVE BEEN
BROUGHT ABOUT BY WOMEN'S FIGHTS
BY JANE WHITAKER.

The present unrest amongst wo
men, their vahant.fight for suffrage,
their desire to conquer worlds hither-
to conquered by men, has brought
about some startling changes.

Not so long since I interviewed a
woman who is holding a man's posi-

tion at the head of a big organization.
As T entered her office she arose

from the chair before her desk and
swaggered toward me with a mascu-
line stride. She gripped my hand un-

til I winced. Then she sat down at
the desk and crossed her feet.

She wore a hat that was a cross
between a derby and a sombrero. Her
hair, that glory of womanhood, was
visible only as it pulled tightly back
from her forehead. I smiled a little,
as I thought how a man would have
spent five minutes brushing a few
strands to cover some arid spot on
the top of his head, or would have
admired a lock that fell over his fore-
head and kept it in, evidence.

"I can give you just five minutes;
my time is valuable," she said,
abruptly, and held her watch in her
hand through theinterview, finally
snapping the case shut in the middle
of a sentence and I was dismissed.

That is one extreme to which the
"new" woman has gone, and with
my love of femininity, my adoration
of fluffy clothes and crinkly hair, and
wistful eyes, and everything else that
makes a woman so much softer and
sweeter than a man, I cannot say that
I care so greatly for that type of the
new woman.

Neither am I a very strong admirer
of another type that has come into
being through women's entrance into
the social service field. Not all social
service workers have lost that sweet
touch of womanhood, else I fear the
service would be doomed, but some of
them have.

A social worker was discussing, a
case in a courtroom not long ago and

I was listening. Without any appar-
ent appreciation of the fact that there
were many ways by which she could
have told the story that would have
robbed it of its obscenity, she called
a "spade a spade" and brought to
view a thing blackened with filth
while the room full of men listened to
her.

And afterward, when I ventured to
speak to her, and I asked her if she
did not dislike handling cases of that
sort, she looked at me in surprise,
and said:

"Are you one of those
people that believe evil is some-

thing that must be spoken of in a
whisper?"

"No," I told her, "but I am
enough to believe that it is

unnecessary to shout about it so that
the whole world will hear and to dig
a stick into it and stir it up until ev-

eryone is horrified."
Therefore, when I visited another

type of the advanced woman a week
ago,, it was with a feeling not only of
pleasure, but of deep admiration that
I listened to her.

She was very effeminate. She had
golden hair that was puffed out until
it lay soft over her forehead. She
had brown eyes full of affection.

We talked upon the subject dear-
est to me, for a very long while. The
attitude women should adopt toward
each other, regardless of whether one
had sinned and the other had not.

"Miss Whitaker," she said, with a
soft drawl, "I have two daughters
and I have always taught them that
it is only a hypocrite who draws her
skirts away from a woman in trouble.
That then, if at any time, the true
woman reaches out her hand and.
helps.

"We aren't wealthy, we just have
enough to keep us in comfort, but I
try to make my home so attractive
that if my girls meet a girl who is
tempted perhaps because she cannot


