IS 3 thes

]1

ll Your*Wiie, Sister.or Mother Finds If Hard
To Sew Your Buttons, Send Her Abroad and
Let Her Sec What a Snap(?) Other Women Have.|

| —

By Bertha H. Smith
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but his that he may 4o service in the
army, and a pretty contrast she makes
bending over the farm tools while he
lounges jauntily about in a brass but-
toned, gay colored uniform.

While the grain is ripening the
woman has more time to devote to the
cattle, to milking and cheese making
or hauling the milk through the streets
of the nearest village to sell from door
to door.

After this cheerful and pleasant re-
spite comes the harvest, when she goes
out again to the fields to cut and bind
and stack the grain, to rake and stack
the hay. And when the hay has been
driven In a cart by the stalwart man
fo the house to be stored in the attic
for winter use no one thinks it strange
if a woman whose grandchildren are
playing about the yard works for half
2 day ecarrying up the outside stair
bundles of hay, any one of which would
press down into a bale,

And by the by, would your wife or
mother or sister like to trade her
three or four or six room cotage or
apartment, steam heated and electric

-
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lighted, with running water and a bath-
tub, for one of these big German or
Swiss or Austrian farm houses that
look so quaint and artistic in the post-
cards she sends back to you? Perhaps
she might at first thought. But she will
change her mind when she learns that
the horses and cows and chickens usu-
ally have most of the ground floor,
and the hay and winter food supplies
all of the top floor, and that the people
have a layer or two in between, with
no ‘heating arrangements to speak of
and no water except what is carried in
from a well or a nearby stream, and
candles for lights most likely.
Perhaps the most sordid lives are
those of the Swiss country women, if
one may judge by their faces. A smile
on the face of a Swiss farmer's wife

is as rare as a flower on the 'Alpine
meadows in January. And no wonder.
When in the spring they lead their
flower decked cattle from the valley to
the hillside they face. months of cease-
less lahor, The little square plots of
ground staked out on the mountain
sides must be plowed and harrowed and
planted awd cultivated and harvested,
the @wows milked and cheese made.
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en .autumn comes there is the fer-
tilizer to be carrfed from the cow-
sheds to the plots of ground, most of
which is packed in baskets on women's
backs, and there is wood to be cut,
rmuch of which is done by women’'s
erms, and there is all the washing for
the summer months to be done, for
which there was no time from week to
week. All ot this is done by women’s
hands.

And in the spare minutes between
thers is the eternal, everlasting knit-
ting to be done. The knitting women
of Europe alone ought to be enough
to make the American woman fly home
with a teellng. that she is the one and
only pampered thing on the face of the
earth. Throughout all Europe there is
never an open Jdoorway that does not
disclose a woman knitting. There is

never an idle minute in the fleld that
is not filled with a few stitches on the
endless stocking.

It is not the country women, how-
ever, who have all the rough, hard
work to do. In any of the great capi-
tals women may be seen daily doing
dreary, drudging work that we think
of as belonging only to strong, hardy
men or beasts. In Vienna they help
clear the snow from the streets. In
Munich and in Berne they form almost
the entire -street force, brushing the
filth of the pavements into piles, shov-
eling it into carts, which they haul
away to the dumping places. Here,
too, women tend streetcar Switches and
o0il the tracks. In Paris they drive
cabs. In Dresden they work in the
public gardens.

When your wife or mother or sister
goes to the great Dresden gallery to
see the Sistine Madonna she will find
the garden in the courtyard of the
Zwinger full of women, cutting the
grass, raking the lawns, sweeping *the
walks, And in the fine public garden
she will see here and there lines of
women on their Lknees picking out
weeds from the grass. These womeén
get about 50 cents a day for 10 or 12
hours of work. After their day’s work.

and before it begins, they have cook-
ing to do for their families and the
sewing and the mending and the ever-
lasting knitting. And now and again,
as they squat under a tree at the noon
hour to take a bite of Ilunch, some
older child brings a tiny babe to those
who are mothers to be nursed during
the rest hour.

Some of these cityv jobs are looked
upon as sinecures. Many a woman in
Europe envies her sister who drives a
taxicab in Paris or tends a streetcar
switch in Munich or works in the
parks of Dresden. And even these
women sometimes smile as if they felt
themselves favorites of fortune.

Carlsbad is a very good place to
include on the itinerary of the wife or
mother or sister who thinks her lot a
hard one. Particularly if, in addition
to her other hardships, she thinks she
has not as much money to spend as she
ought to have.

The stout dames who gather at the
watering places in the hope of losing
some of thelr flesh look very much like
ready money so far as their clothes
and jewels go. But let our American
woman watch closely their method of
having & good time. They go to the
spring for their water, to which they
are entitled by payment of the kurtax.
They promenade up and down the main
thoroughfares, glass in hand, exchang-
ing gossip and engaging in decorous
flirtations. The promenade fills up the
time that must elapse between drink-
ing and eating. Then it is the proper
thing to go to one of the garden or
terrace cafes for coffee and a roll
Now watch the stout, dressy dames and
you will see more than one of them
order her coffee and then draw forth
from a big handbag her own roll. This
she has brought from her home, where
she doubtless made them with her fat,
bejeweled hand. Of course she can
bring only a limited supply from home,
and when they are gone she must buy;
but this she will probably do where
she can buy them cheapest by the
dozen and carry them with her to the
fashfonable garden or terrace. Such
little economies as this are so common
as never to cause the lifting of an eye-
brow by a foreigner, but can any, one
imagine an American woman doing
such a thing?

While lunching on the terrace of any

of the large restaurants one is
likely to see a cart driven up
to the entrance, loaded with sacks
of potatoes. The heavy cart is

more than likely drawn by two milch
cows. By common consent nothing of
the female sex Is admitted to be the
weaker, and when the cart is stopped
an old woman clambers slowly down
from the seat and begins carrying the
sacks of potatoes into the restaurant
storeroom, while her stalwart son stays
on the cart to keep the cows from
running away.

A similar sight is seen at the various
springs after the regular drinking
hours when the water is being bottled
for shipment. A man or two stands
near  the spring, operating a simple
little bottling machine, while women
load the bottles into huge boxes which
they carry to the wagomns. The boxes
‘filled with bottles are so heavy that
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feur or six women bend laboriously
in handling them, but no man ever
gives a hand to this part of the work.

It was at Carlsbad that a little fellow
of 6, having seen these things, said to
his American parent:

“Father, in Eurepe ladies do all the
hard work and men do all the easy
work, don't they?” Ang the father had
to answer that it certainly looked that
way to him.

As your American wife or mother or
sister goes southward she may have
rosy vislons of a land where chivalry
still lives. She may dream dreams of a

land where women recline on soft
cushions and men are their eager
slaves.

In Portugal her dreams will be

rudely shattered when she hires a por-
ter at the station and finds that instead
of taking the luggage himself he hands
less than half her pennies to a woman,
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ruck until it stands as high as her
head or higher, and then raises it un-
aided to her shoulders and starts off
down the street, while the man lolls in
the sun and rolls a cigarette

In Italy she will see women at every
turn working llke pack horses, carry-
ing fuel, water, wine—what not. No
work is too heavy or mental, and by
contrast with the overworked, slovenly
women the loafing gendarmes and spick
and span nfilitary seem more numer-
ous and Inexcusable than anywhera
else In Europe. Then, in Italy
there are the hordes of priests who do

too,
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By this time vour wife or mother or
sister will surely need no more to con-
vince her that the American man is the
only man on earth that humers his
women folks past all other men's com-
prehension. She will come e much
wiser than she went away jut there
is just the barest possibility that she

wise ever to let
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THE GROCER’S HOT SHOT

HE Ruffinses were newly rich

had a beautiful country home in
the most picturesque section of New
York. Mrs, R_umns was strong for so-
clety and naturally looked with small
favor upon Mr. Ruffins’ ambition to be a
statesman of the common local variety.
He was making a good campaign, how-
ever, and after considerable real diplo-
macy induced her to give a garden
party to which every voter of the dis-
trict was to be invited. And at first
I\_Irs. Ruffins made one emphatic excep-
tion.

“I'll permit every Tom, Dick and
Harry to come,” she saild with empha-
sis, “but Blinks, the grocer, never can
enter my house as a, guest, polities or
no politics. He's the most impertinent,
uppish thing I've ever heard of. You
should hear how he talked to me over
the telephone last week.”

“But Blinks, my dear, is a man of in-
fluence and has many friends,’ ex-
plained Ruffins. “Of all men, I want
him to be on hand.” And it was after
a long argument that Mrs. Ruffins at
last gave her consent, which she did
with the final shot: “Well, I'll have to
let him know, just the same, that he is
specially favored.”

Blinks’' demeanor at the garden party
was one of perfect self-possession, as
though the occasion held nothing at all
unfamiliar to him. His utter lack of
subservience nettled Mrs. Ruffins so
that she could scarcely restrain her
anger. But at last her ‘gpportunity
came when she found herself face to
face with the grocer, who, with the lo-
cal judge, was talking of conditions in
New York city, where Ruffins’ exten-
sive manufacturing business was lo-
cated.

“I think I'd like the social lite of the
city,” remarked the grocer.

“But, Mr. Blinks,” sweetly punctu-
ated Mrs. Ruffins, “in New York shop
keepers don't go in the best society.”

Blinks looked at her gnd nodded a
smiling acquiescence. “They don't
here, either,” he said. ;

and
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WHAT MR.COMSTOCK KNOWS
’.‘“ NEW YORK bride, fresh from the
5 country, joined a literary society.
Communing with great authors had
never been a favorite pastime of the
bride. The literary queries propounded
by the Machiavelllan president of the
club nearly drove her crazy. Unfor-
tunately, she had no help at home in
solving the perplexing puzzles. Her
husband was even weaker than herself
in the literary line. He listened with
perfunctory politeness to the problems
propounded, and finally wound up each
discussion by exclaiming:
let

“Oh, well, it go. What do you
care, anyhow?"
One evening, however, she presented

a question that really

“Who,” she asked,
famous unfaithful
ture?”

“By
corker!
out?”

“I shall look it wup ig the public li-
brary,” the bride replied.

That same night she set to work.
the end of her second day's research
she appeared physicaliy worn and
brain fagged. Her husband remon-
strated.

“There is no sense,™
your working yourself to death over
these women. 1I'll tell you what to do.
There are people who make a specialty
of that kind of thing. Just write and
ask them. They can tell you as easy
as winking.”

“I believe I will,” said the bride.
really is hard work.”

The next evening the bride said:

“Ben, we'll soon know who those 13
famous women are. I wrote today and

interested him.
“were the 15
women in litera-

George,” said he,
How are

“that’'s a

you going to find

At

he said, “in

“Tt

asked a man who Kknows all about
things of that kind.™
“That’'s right,” he said. Then, with

visions of Dr. Harry Thurston Peck and
other noble professors of literature
swimming into his ken, he added:
“Who'd you ask?”

It was the deadly seriousness of her
answer that struck him speechless.

“I wrote,” said she, “to Anthomy
Comstock.”



