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Women in Organized Labor
By Marion Burns, Eta

THE National Women’s Trade
Union League of America is a fed-
eration of trade unions with women
members, with a supplementary mem-
bership of persons who endorse its prin-
ciples and accept its platform. Many na-
tional and international unions and state
federations of labor are linked to the
League by affiliation, thus helping to
further its aims.

The fundamental principle upon
which the League bases its work is the
organization of women wage earners into
trade unions. As their voice and inter-
preter of their problems, which have
grown in complexity with mass produc-
tion and modern machinery, it has given
valuable service to the working women
of our nation.

That the so-called weaker sex has been
alert to protest against obnoxious work-
ing conditions is revealed by the record
of the first strike of women workers. In
1828 several hundred women and girls,
operatives in a cotton mill at Dover,
N.H., marched out of the factory because

of fines and other “unfair” regulations.
Antedating the woman suffrage move-
ment, working women’s organized activ-
ities began to attract attention in 1825.
In New York, for instance, the tailoresses
had formed a protective association to
regulate, to a small degree, their condi-
tions of employment.

The foundation of our modern labor
movement was laid during the period
1860-1880, beginning with the upheaval
of the Civil War and ending with the
industrial depression associated with the
panic of *73. Starting as a secret society
among the garment workers of Phila-
delphia in 1869, the Knights of Labor
was the first large organization to en-
courage admission of women to member-
ship on equal footing with men. Its
membership ew until it reached
600,000 in the middle 80’s and then de-
clined. It furnished a most interesting
experiment in organization and educa-
tion and faced the problem of women
in industry and introduction of new ma-
chinery. Its constitution called for pro-



hibition of employment of children
under fourteen years and for equal pay
for equal work for both sexes. In 1885
the Knights of Labor established a de-
partment for working women, which em-
ployed a woman investigator.

By 1890 the Knights of Labor had
ceased to exist. The history of women in
trade unions from then on is found
within the history of the American Fed-
eration of Labor, which had come into
existence in 1881.

Due to the vast amount of work facing
the newly formed Federation in organiz-
ing the remnants of the Knights of
Labor, which had been dealt a death
blow by the strikes of 1886, it had little
time to devote to the welfare of women
workers, who were looked upon with
disfavor by many of the existing craft
organizations.

In 1903 there came into being a new
grouping within the labor movement—
the National Women’s Trade Union
League of America. This new organiza-
tion was ushered in with a dual capac-
ity: as the woman movement within the
labor movement, and as labor’s spokes-
man within the woman movement.

Among the first officers and members
were prominent women like Jane
Addams of Hull House, Mrs. Raymond
Robins, Miss Mary Dreier, Miss Mary
McDowell, and other sympathetic social-
minded women who saw the need of
organizing women in industry into trade
unions, as they were unable, because of
their lack of knowledge of economic
problems, to legislate for themselves.

In 1906 the League appealed to Presi-
dent Theodore Roosevelt for a federal
investigation of conditions of women
and children in factories and shops and
won his support. A bill authorizing this
investigation passed congress. The hear-
ings that followed were responsible for
the creation of the Children’s Bureau.

Following the tragic fire in the Tri-
angle Shirt Waist factory in New York
in 1911, when 147 workers, mostly
young girls, were burned to death, the
League launched a vigorous campaign
demanding better fire protection and

factory inspection. As the movement be-
came nation-wide, several states adopted
remedial legislation.

In 1913 the League established a na-
tional legislative committee, thus supple-
menting the legislative programs preo-
moted by its local units, and further
emphasizing the need for industrial
legislation as a supplementary arm of
trade union organization, stretching out
a protecting hand to the inarticulate and
exploited. It concerned itself then, as
now, with state and national measures—
any and all measures that relate to the
industrial woman, those having to do
with the welfare of children, and civie
problems. Its program has also con-
sistently opposed measures that tend to
break down the safeguards of industrial
legislation—notably the blanket amend-
ment, or so-called “equal rights” amend-
ment, sponsored by the National
Woman’s Party.

In supporting legislation for the
workers’ economic and social good, the
League has been particularly interested
in bills for minimum wage, maximum
hours, protection against accidents and
occupational diseases. The shorter work
week is necessary to spread employment
and increase the individual worker’s
leisure. The hope of all workers at pres-
ent is that congress will enact laws pro-
viding for a shorter work day and week
and establishing a minimum basic wage.

Of paramount importance today, is
the ratification of the National Child

Labor Amendment. Codperating with the

League in its efforts to have this amend-
ment ratified by the necessary number
of states are many national women’s
organizations, such as the National
Federation of Women’s Clubs, Ameri-
can Association of University Women,
Y.W.C.A,, et al.

The National Child Labor Amend-
ment is an enabling act, giving congress
power to pass legislation that will regu-
late, limit, and prohibit the employment
of persons under eighteen years of age.
Like other amendments to the federal
constitution, it must be ratified by thirty-
six states. To date twenty-four have taken
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favorable action. The opponents of this
amendment are making a determined
drive in the states where it has not been
ratified. The following is an example of
the harmful propaganda used by these
groups: “That, if given this power, con-
gress would use it to destroy schools,
forbid boys and girls to work on their
arents’ farms or in their homes.”

Child labor creates social and eco-
nomic problems that obstruct progress
and denies individuals opportunity to
develop their capacities and talents. The
slight cost of supplying a substitute for
the meager wages of child labor would
cost much less than the remedies for the
consequences of child labor, and it is
unthinkable that our rich country should
fail to protect its children.

As a result of the federal investigation
sponsored by the League in 1905, the
Women’s Bureau of the United States
Department of Labor was permanently
established in 1920. The director of this
Bureau, Miss Mary Anderson, is an ac-
tive member of the League, and was one
of the hostesses at the 1936 convertion
held in Washington, D.C.

While attending the convention the
League delegates had the privilege of
meeting and hearing an address by their
“most prominent” member—Mrs. Elea-
nor Roosevelt, who later entertained
them at tea at the White House.

Mrs. Roosevelt, in recalling her as-
sociations with the League, said: “I feel
that the Women’s Trade Union League
perhaps has one of the most important

jobs to do and is in a position to do it.
. . . We have to face realities today. We
know we have come to the point where
changes are taking place. If we are go-
ing to meet the conditions that are aris-
ing, if we are going to work out satis-
factorily to all of us the situation that
confronts us, we have got to understand
each other’s problems. . . . The Women’s
Trade Union League is a very valuable
organization. Its general value deals
primarily with women. . ..”

Delta Zeta has every reason to be
proud of Marion Burns. Her work is
vitally interesting to every thinking per-
son and above all to college women who
are considering and attempting to find a
solution for problems like these which
are receiving constant attention from
women’s labor organizations.

Marion Burns is president of the
Kansas City Women’s Trade Union
League. At the convention last May in
Washington she was elected to the Na-
tional Executive board, which meets an-
nually in Washington. The board is com-
posed of six women, the majority of them
members of trade unions. She is secretary
of the Office Employees’ Union of Kansas
City and is active in the labor movement
locally and in the State of Missouri.

To sum it all up in Marion’s own
words, “I am a ‘labor skate,” wholeheart-
edly interested in the problems of the
workers, but above all—in women who
work for a living.”

The LAMP of Delta Zeta
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Delta Zeta

announces the installation

of

Beta Mu Chapter

Florida Southern College

Lakeland, Florida

December eleventh, Nineteen hundred thirty-six
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Installation of Beta Mu Chapter

A NEW chapter—a new link
in our chain of chapters—was added
with the installation of Beta Mu at Flori-
da Southern college, Lakeland, Florida,
on December 11, 1936. At the impressive
installation services, conducted by Miss
Irene Boughton, national president, with
the assistance of Mrs. Rudolf O. Cooks,
national second vice-president and Mrs.
James Keezel, director of Province III,
twenty-seven girls were entrusted with
the guardianship of the lamp. Repre-
sentatives from Alpha Sigma chapter at
Florida State college for women and
alumnz from all over the state of Florida
were guests of the college and assisted in
the formal ceremonies and festivities.

Saturday morning was devoted to a
state meeting of alumne, followed by a
luncheon at the Sorosis club with Mrs.
Jason Smith of Tampa in charge. In the
afternoon a formal tea was given in the
home of Dr. Ludd Spivey, president of
Florida Southern college. The receiving
line for the tea included Mrs. Ludd M.
Spivey; Mrs. J. B. Thompson, dean of
women; Miss Geraldine Thompson,
president of the new chapter; and the
installing officers. Mrs. T. S. Trantham
and Mrs. C. A. Vannoy, patronesses,
poured. :

The formal installation banquet was
given Saturday evening at the Lakeland
Yacht and Country club with Geraldine
Wallace presiding as toastmistress. Miss
Daphne Stout sang “The Heart of a Delta
Zeta Rose” as the guests entered the ban-
quet room through a rose-covered trellis
into a miniature garden of roses. The

speakers were Miss Boughton, Mrs.
Cooks, Mrs. Keezel, Mrs. Smith, and
Miss Adelaide Ireland, president of Al-
pha Sigma chapter.

Members and pledges of the new chap-
ter and alumne attended the College
Heights Methodist church Sunday morn-
ing. Dinner was served at the Sorosis
club, introducing the pledges to the visit-
ing alumne. The officers of Beta Mu
chapter were formally installed, and a
model chapter meeting was conducted in
the afternoon. Mrs. Hughetta Vaughan,
registrar of the college, entertained with
a buffet supper in the evening for the in-
stalling officers, active members, and
pledges. A song fest concluded the week-
end installation festivities.

Many telegrams and congratulatory
messages conveyed best wishes and a
cordial welcome from chapters and inter-
ested Delta Zetas throughout the country
to this, our newest link—Beta Mu chap-
ter.

The new chapter includes the follow-
ing charter members: Marie Clarke,
Elizabeth Carey, India Claire Hardin,
Helen Hawkins, Louise Miller, Oween
Sumner, Gladys Gaines, Edna Gibson,
Virginia Johnson, Enid Parker, Doris
Purcell, Miriam Purcell, Elizabeth
Thompson, Geraldine Wallace, Eleanore
Powell, Ada Pino. Alumne: Carolyn
Yates, Willa Johnson, Jeanette Thomas,
Betsy Rose Wright, Juanita Holmes,
Ruth Hightower, Martha Houser, Louise
Blanchard, Helen Johnston, Annie Bell
Aikins, Mary Shuler.

The LAMP of Delta Zeta
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Citizenship
By Bernice Colton, Alpha Chi

IN THIS period of political
upheaval, it is encouraging to hear of
_persons who value citizenship and make
sacrifices to obtain it. Native Americans
would give more thought to their birth-
rights as members of a democratic com-
monwealth if they had to earn them as
foreigners do. Annals of Americaniza-
tion teachers in San Francisco are filled
with poignant stories of immigrants
struggling to learn English and to meet
the requirements for citizenship.

A few weeks ago an illiterate Polish
woman of seventy, who speaks and un-
derstands simple English but can hardly
sign her name legibly was denied citizen-
ship. Although disappointed beyond
measure, she prays for President Roose-
velt night and morning and spends five
days a week trying to master the alpha-
bet and copy such sentences as, “I walk
into the room.”

Out of respect for the wishes of her
brothers, an English woman refrained
during their life-times from taking out
citizenship papers. At death, they left
her the family estate in England, pro-
vided she should never become a citizen
of the United States. She gladly forfeited
her property for the long-coveted priv-
ilege.

In school one day a Spaniard of sixty-
odd years excused his poor memory by
saying that his dearly beloved wife had
been dead only four months. A week or
two later he was told that cataracts are
slowly blinding him. In spite of grief,
hopeless illness, and language difficul-
ties, he derives his only pleasure from
attending class day after day to win a
citizenship that he will be physically un-
able to exercise.

There is the tale of the young Italian
woman who boarded a car one day soon
after coming to San Francisco and some-
how made the conductor understand that
she wanted to go to the Italian district
and that he should transfer her to the
proper line. After reaching her destina-

tion, she walked along the street until
she saw a store where an elderly Italian
signora sat crocheting lace. The young
woman entered, introduced herself, and
began a conversation. Fortunately the
proprietress had a friendly disposition.
With surprising haste, the visitor decided
that she, too, wanted to go into business.
Asked what she could do, she replied that
she sewed but failed to state that her
experience was limited to making two or
three dresses for herself before she came
to the United States. In succeeding days
the lady of the lace helped her rent a
shop and became her first customer. The
new seamstress bought an American pat-
tern and set to work. Because of her in-
experience and her inability to read the
English directions, she spent two weeks
on the garment. However, she told her
patron that the delay was caused by
other orders, and she hung her own
dresses in the window to draw trade.
Finally the task was finished so satis-
factorily that the signora brought her
friends to the young woman, who pros-
pered sufficiently to need occasional
assistance. A helper, formerly employed
by an exclusive dress shop in San Fran-
cisco, remarked, ‘“You may fool the pub-
lic, but you can’t fool me. You don't
know anything about dressmaking. Why
don’t you close this place, apply for a
position at R: , and learn the right
way to sew?” Acting upon the advice,
the Italian woman did secure a position
with the firm and is now head-designer.
During this time she had acquired some
knowledge of English through contact
with Americans but had had no leisure
to study the language, the history, and
the government of her adopted country.
So grateful is she for the occupation an
the happiness she has found that she has
taken leave of absence just to study.
Two months ago a Jew from Berlin
registered for Americanization. He had
been driven from Germany, where he
(Continued on page 106)
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Our New House

AT LAST Phi chapter owns a
house! After nearly twenty years of rent-
ing here and renting there, of make-
shifts and movings, we gathered all our
property together and put it under a
roof that is really ours.

We're proud of the house from the
roof down. :

The style is modified English co-
lonial; the outside is finished with wide
cream shades, accented by dark brown
trimming on the three front gables,
trimming that will, sometime this fall,
be matched by dark brown shutters.

We were fortunate in having a few
trees already on the lots. There are two
little fruit trees close to the house on
the right side, shading the dining room
windows; and the front walk winds out
between two tall firs. So that, even
though we can’t have any landscaping
done until spring, the trees keep the
place from looking perfectly bare.

We are well satisfied with the entire
inside; but there are some parts that we
think are particularly attractive. We
particularly like the plaster fireplace,
sloping to the ceiling in the far corner
of the room. It has a hearth in rosy tan
and brown tiles and a band of tile
around the opening. About half way up
the wall there is a little bronze light on
either side of the Delta Zeta crest, also
made of tile and set into the plaster.
The blazing fires that we sit around
nearly every evening give an accent of
warmth and light to the whole front of
the house.

The wide stairs leading to the second
floor begin with three rounded steps
that sweep a circle into the entrance hall,
visible from the front door. Opposite
the little landing made by the semi-
circle of the third step, we have a large
round mirror that was a housewarming
gift from one of our patronesses, who
ivs&also a Delta Zeta mother, Mrs. George

att.

On the second floor are five large

study rooms, built to accommodate from
four to six girls. There is little doubt
that they can do it because there are
sixteen wardrobes, sixteen very special
wardrobes that are deep and wide and
long enough so that the formals of the
tallest girl clear the floor by a good two
inches.

The dormitory is on the top floor,
where we have fifteen double deck beds,
plenty of extra space, and eleven win-
dows to fling wide open.

The basement, too, is entirely finished
—furnace room, laundry room, cook’s
bedroom and bath, a huge trunk room,
lounging room, and chapter room. By
buying a davenport and chair, drapes
and a table or so for the drawing room,
we were able to shift what used to be
the very best furniture to the chapter
room and furnish it very comfortably.

And the effect in the drawing room
is more than satisfactory. To a grand
piano and two dark red oriental rugs,
we added a davenport set in rich dark
red mohair and pull-drapes flowered in
warm colors on a black linen back-
ground. The woodwork, of which there
is very little, is Philippine mahogany,
and the walls will be (when the painter
gets through in the kitchen) a deep
ivory.

Inconvenient as it has been living in
the house while it was being finished,
we have enjoyed it. Of course, there were
the two weeks before the furnace came;
there is always a painter under foot and
probably a carpenter behind him; every-
body in her best light frock leans
against a door iresh painted—still it
has been fun. We like to watch the paint-
buckets move out of one room after an-
other and the last saw-horse leave the
upper hall; and we like to see, every-
time we come home from classes, which
part of our house has been finished to-
day—

ELISABETH ALLEN ’38
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Thanks!

Phi chapter wishes publicly to express
its gratitude and appreciation to an
alumna of the class of 1925, who has
been chiefly instrumental in the success-
ful construction of our new chapter
house.

Without her solicitation of funds, her
adequate supervision of the actual build-
ing, her help and advice in every particu-
lar, it is unlikely that the house would

have been either so attractively and com-
pletely usable or even finished at all in
time for occupancy this fall.

Leta Brock is an alumna of whom Phi
chapter is more than fond and to whom
every girl connected with the group is
more than grateful.

EvarLyn ToNSFELDT, ’37
President

Congratulations to Alpha Iota

THE UNIVERSITY OF SOUTHERN
CALIFORNIA

UNIVERSITY PARK
LOS ANGELES

November 3, 1936.

Mrs. Gertrude Houk Fariss,
2997 S. W. Fairview Blvd.,
Portland, Oregon.

My dear Mrs. Fariss:

The Southern California Chapter of
Delta Zeta has had one of the most dis-
tinguished academic records in the an-
nals of the University. They have won
the scholarship cup awarded by the Los
Angeles City Panhellenic four times in
the past five years:

Second Semester of 1933

First 2 21935
First . > 1936
Second 2 1930

Are you not proud of this record?

On Wednesday, November 4, a tea
will be given at the Theta Upsilon house
at the University of California at Los
Angeles by the Los Angeles City Pan-
hellenic to confer this honor on Delta
Zeta. From the record of the girls now
in the active chapter, it does look as

though this honor might continue in-
definitely!

With this unusual scholarship achieve-
ment there goes a fine spirit of co6pera-
tion and loyalty in the house, so that
your Grand Council may well be proud
of this group of girls now under the dir-
ection of Jessie Barnes, *36.

The University Administration con-
gratulates Delta Zeta on this splendid
record.

Cordially yours,

MARY SiNCLATR CRAWFORD
Dean of Women,
Professor of French

* * *

Delta Zeta is indeed proud of this
record of Alpha Iota chapter. We feel
sure that every chapter of Delta Zeta
would wish to join with the National
Council in congratulating the Southern
California chapter and in expressing ap-
preciation of the continuous effort and
the spirit of loyalty to one of the highest
ideals of the sorority evinced by a
scholastic record like this one. It sets a
high goal for all chapters. Good work,
Alpha Iota!
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“I’ll Put a Girdle Round About the
Earth in Forty Minutes®

The World Through Delta Zeta Eyes

A Plea for Picturesque Commuting
By Rutrr HEARTY ’38, Alpha Zeta

HOW speedily—but how utterly
unromantically—we Americans travel!
We squeeze into subways that have little
charm for us, despite Joyce Kilmer’s
delightful fantasy on “The Great Nickel
Adventure”; we swing from straps in
lumbering street cars; we ride in taxi-
cabs, noisy with radios; we roll down-
town in fat green busses—or at best we
take to our automobiles, breathing the
far from delicate fragrance of gasoline
fumes from a thousand passing cars.

How uninspired are our modes of
travel compared with the whimsical
vehicles of other lands. Think of Venice
—gondoliers singing a blithe “Santa

Lucia” as the gondolas move smoothly
down a moonlit canal; or of Japan—
that tiny seat on wheels, drawn rapidly
through narrow foreign streets by a
little yellow man! What could be more
romantic than elephant-riding in India,
tucked away in a richly upholstered
sedan chair on the back of a mammoth
grey beast?

Russia, too, knows how to commute
with charm. You bundle yourself in furs,
adjust your tall astrakhan hat, step into
a waiting sleigh, and away you go with
a delirious jingle of bells.

Even Bermuda, close to home, does
better than we do in the matter of

The LAMP of Delta Zeta
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picturesque travel. She forbids the
“gasoline engine” to rumble thru her
tranquil by-ways. If you would explore
in Bermuda, you must hie yourself to a
bicycle and pedal along Bermuda lanes
without a care in the world.

Hungarian

These modes of travel are not so
swift, perhaps,—nor so efficient—hyt
how utterly winning a way to get, in a
picturesque and leisurely manner, to
one’s chosen destination,

Cavalcade

By CeceE Gopparp Kavrray, Alpha Phi

oN THE first of June the
Stewart family started out on the ninth
annual ride through Hungary, sponsored
by the National Farmers’ association
and led by General Horthy, the elder
brother of the Regent. The riders met at
the castle of Baroness Hatvany in Hat-
van, who was our hostess for the night.
We drove the 60 kilometers from Buda-
pest to Hatvan in our car and arrived in
the late morning to find many of the
riders already there and more coming all
the time. The entire group numbered
around 35. We were the only Ameri-
cans.

A delicious al fresco dinner was
served in the garden at one long table
decorated with the flags of the countries
represented. We were amused to find a
most original assortment of Stars and
Stripes in our national emblem. After
dinner those of us who were able to
move from the table were introduced to
the horses which were to be our more or
less constant companions for the next
fourteen days. The beast I drew, by the
name of “Little One,” looked to be quite
a well mannered animal. This introduc-
tion was followed by a plunge in the
pool to cool one off, then a drink to
warm one up, and everyone went to rest
and dress for supper.

The supper gong called us to the most
beautiful buffet I have ever seen. It was
on a par with the officers in their gor-
geous full dress. I was quite bowled over
by meeting a real live dragoon. He was a
Swede in powder blue and silver, and up
until then I had always been quite sure
that such as he existed only in the well
known story books. Bed time was much
too premature, as the elder Stewarts are

conscientious parents and the ride was to

start at 4 A.M. Most of the party, how-

ever, only casually met their beds in

1rilllanging from evening clothes to riding
it.

Mary and I were struggling with sleep
and riding boots at 3:30, and with an
envious peek at the sleeping parents, who
were to follow later by car, we joined
the horses. The start was very colorful
with the officers in uniform and carry-
ing the flags of their countries, and me
doing the best I could with a very fresh
horse in one hand and the Stars and
Stripes in the other.

Every village along our route turned
out to welcome us, for our coming had
been widely heralded and was a big
event, since most of the villagers had
never seen so many foreigners before.
There were always welcome arches
spanning the road, flowers strewn for
the horses to walk on, and bouquets for
the ladies presented by girls dressed in
the national costume. The school chil-
dren were usually lined up along the
sides of the road cheering, singing, and
waving the flags of our countries. And
again we were impressed with the orig-
inality used in the aforesaid flags, par-
ticularly in one village where the Stars
were on the bottom.

As the morning and the sun advanced,
my uplifted feeling steadily drooped and .
at the moment that I had concluded I
would also, we turned into the gates of
an estate and found nectar and manna
spread for us under huge old oaks. The
roads of Hungary seemed loath to leave
me, particularly my ears.

When I joined the party, wine cellar
bound, there was a little research on the
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comparative merits of old and new Mus-
catel. To fill the gap between wine cellars
and dinner I undertook to take the young
of the village riding in a car, and was
soon the most sought after guest in town,
as none of the children had ridden in a
car before. Once, momentarily distracted
while taking on a new load, I came to,
to find the car so full that the doors
wouldn’t close; this necessitated the ex-
traction of a child here and there, but
soon I was under way with as thrilled a
group of young ones as I ever hope to
see. Dinner was served in the local inn to
gypsy music and many toasts. Much fun
was had over the food, for it was as
strange to the other foreigners in the par-
ty as it was to us. Here I am going to
pause to say that if I seem to place undue
emphasis on the food, it is as it should
be, for the preparing and serving of deli-
cious things to eat is the chief way a
Hungarian entertains, and can you think
of a better way?

I returned to my hostess, who showed
me my bed. I was on the verge of asking
her to show me how to sleep in it, but on
second thought refrained, as we had
no common language. Having always
been known as a resourceful girl,
I tackled the problem for myself. The
top of the bed was made out of a huge
puff with what appeared to be the top
sheet all neatly buttoned onto it. This
was going to be easy. I got under and
placed my head with a self-satisfied
feeling on a tremendous pillow. All now
went well until I wanted to turn over;
then off slid the top. A few more ex-
perimental twists showed me that sleep-
ing under one of those things required
a technique that must be learned, pref-
erably when one is very young. Having
neither the extreme youth nor inclina-
tion to commence right then, I climbed
on the top myself, and in so doing
greatly distressed my respectable widow.
When she came to wake me in the morn-
ing she insisted that I put down a very
potent drink to ward off a cold.

The next day Mary and I split the
day’s march, a mere 30 kilometers, be-
tween us, Mary riding out of Karl amid

cheers and I entering Mezokovesd in full
glory. There we had a stupendous recep-
tion, as the town is quite large. The
costumes of this district are unlike those
of any other. The girls wear the multi-
pleated skirt and many underskirts, but
the skirt is long and bell-shaped. The
tight puff-sleeved bodice has a very full
peplum that ripples around the waist.
The headdress is governed by the state,
pro or con, of matrimony of the wearer.
It may be a sort of floral coronet for the
engaged, an elaborate kerchief with a
mane of wool fringe running up the back
or a small conical dunce cap for the
more or less married. The young men
wear very full embroidered trousers,
boots, shirts with extremely long em-
broidered sleeves, and tiny hats like high
crowned derbies trimmed with flowers
and streamers, stuck on the side of the
head and giving them the jauntiest air
imaginable.

In Mesokovesd, Mary and I were en-
tertained in the home of a young man
who had been in London and spoke some
English. His family ran an indigo dying
plant and the whole ménage had a sort of
bluish tint. As the evening approached,
so did another banquet, which was held
in the fire station. Lots of speeches were
given, and the evening was capped off
with more dancing. I am here to state
that it is really something to dance the
csardas with a brawny village youth in
one of those trick costumes, as the
csardas danced in Mesokovesd was done
with a whole lot more abandon than the
one we had learned in the Hatvan ball-
room. I shall go into detail about this
dance, for I feel an authority on it, hav-
ing performed it in ball rooms, on dirt
floors of rustic bowers, concrete, cobble-
stones, the open road, and even on the
banks of the Danube while clad in a
bathing suit. In the dance you face your
partner and place your hands on either
side of his neck; he puts his on your
waist and twists you from side to side
as you do a step that is a combination
of the Charleston and black bottom with
a dash of flea hop, and is grand fun.
Every now and then you grab each other
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around the waist with one arm and, hold-
ing the other overhead, whirl for dear
life. At this point it is perfectly proper
to yell. ; X

By the time of the next day’s start it
began to rain if one can put it that
mildly; personally, I will always feel
that it picked this particular time for
a deluge. The departure was put off for
more than an hour, but as we were run-
ning on a schedule, a start had to be
made. Our departure was very unimpres-
sive. The street was a veritable sea of
mud, the horses dripping, and in no time
we were in a like condition. The only
beings that showed much enthusiasm
about the whole thing were the geese
and a few children happily swimming
and paddling about in the roadside
ditches. The rain kept up most of the
morning, and you have never seen such
a mess—every one, man and beast, run-
ning rivers, oozing water at the slightest
encouragement, and everything every-
where liberally coated with mud. The
sun finally broke down and came out as
the Tisza was reached. A short gallop
in a spray of flying mud brought us to
Tiszafurdo, where, on dismounting, we
promptly sank to our boot tops in mud.
The night and the next two days were
spent at the estate of Count Sarpany,
where about 16 of us were quartered.
Here life was made most seductive with
lots of hot water and servants tumbling
over each other, making one feel quite
fluttery and helpless, a wonderful balm
to feminine vanity, as the role of
swashbuckling amazon had been washed
pretty thin in the day’s rain. The castle
was a beautiful old mansion somewhat
on our old Virginia style.

While at the Sarpany’s we were able
to find out all that had befallen our com-
rades in the first few days, and several
very unusual incidents were brought to
light. One Dutch couple had been quar-
tered with the Saraud village priest, who
was most anxious to be hospitable, but
it seemed that at first this was difficult
until Latin was struck upon as a means
of communication.

A trip to the Hortobagy seemed to he

the next thing on our extensive program,
and our peace was shattered by the news
that we were to be ready at two-thirty
the next morning, to leave our too de-
moralizing atmosphere of ease for an
80 kilometer ride in a truck, as the
horses had been sent on ahead. The
Hortobagy is a vast plain in the eastern
part of Hungary and is the residence of
40,000 head of assorted livestock and a
handful of herders. It is on the Horto-
bagy that the famous Fata Morgana
takes place. Being a very obliging
mirage, it can almost always be seen, and
did its best on our visit to impress the
foreigners by putting on a very good
show of a little village set in green fields
and trees.

Due to our timely start it was still
quite early on our arrival and still cool
enough to have Whippet trials, which
failed to impress us, as the dogs were
run after hares that had traveled two
days in a box; in fact, the rest of the
party seemed to feel with us—the escape
of a hare was cheered on all sides.

About the time that I became very
much aware of a yawning void in my
interior, a tremendous lunch was served
to us in the three hundred year old inn
that is the one pretentious building on
the whole Hortobagy. After everyone
had obeyed that urge and eaten much
too much, a place to grab a nap seemed
to be the next most important thing. I,
due no doubt to a flash of genius or to
my middle western training, stealthily
made my way to the barn, only to be
thwarted by the sight of the entire Swed-
ish group taking up all the hay. It was
a terrible blow at the time but later
led to a healthy respect for the Swedish
army.

The next day’s ride brought us to
Debrecen, one of the five largest cities
in the country. Here we were met by
everything but the navy, as we were a bit
far from the Danube. Debrecen is an in-
teresting place, as it is among other
things the home of the gingerbread heart
and boasts of one of the finest swim-
ming pools I have ever seen. I must be
excused for not having gained more
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academic impressions, but things hap-
pened so fast that I was in a complete
daze. My best impression, however, was
gained on our departure, a perfect early
morning ride through the woods on the
outskirts of the city.

The next day’s stint from Debrecen
to Nyiregyhaza was as hot and as dusty
a 60 kilometers as I ever want to experi-
ence again, though the trip was broken
by a mid-morning stop at a very hos-
pitable Jewish village, where all the
male inhabitants still wore their side-
burn curls and beards. Tables were
spread in the center of the main street
for us, and such cherries as I have never
seen were served. Nyiregyhaza sports an
army post, so our reception was very
military. Afterwards the Stewart family
were turned over to a very pleasant
young man, Count Vay, who escorted us
to his castle outside of town. Both the
Count and Countess were young, had
three small children, and were grand fun
to be with. It was with genuine regret
that we left them when the time came to
move on.

The ride from the town was also
through a forest and very beautiful. It
started us well on the road to the town
of Tokaj, where the famous Tokaj wine
is produced and where the program was
to be some more wine-cellar touring to
try to ascertain what made Tokaj the
drink of kings. As the route of the ride
was circular, we were now again going
toward the Tisza and reached the bank
by mid-day, where a rustic bower had
been built for our dining room. Kettles
of paprika-fish soup and sturgeon spitted
on sticks were sizzling merrily over bon-
fires and were later to be washed down
to the accompaniment of beer and the
inevitable gypsy music. The lunch was
very jolly, almost raucous in fact, and
could have probably gone on getting
better and better if the order to mount
and do the last ten kilometers to Tokaj
hadn’t torn us away. I began to notice a
vague discomfort in my parts given over
to the assimilation of food after about
. ten minutes. All during the reception at
Tokaj I crouched in a doorway and

could not understand why I didn’t die.
I felt enough like it. Finally a young
man came out of the house and gathered
me in. His family were very sympathetic
to me, and about the time the rest of
the party where deep in the wine cellars I
had decided that maybe there might be
something in living after all. By morn-
ing I was all right but a bit wobbly so
did the last day by car and consequently
arrived at Szerencs quite a while before
the riders. But the waiting was passed
for us by visits from people who had
either been in America or had relatives
there. One man, dressed in blue jeans,
said he had been in America for six
months but had not seen much as he had
spent practically all that time in jail
over his passport or something.

Here at Szerencs we bade adieu to the
horses, as they were returning to Buda-
pest by train and the party was going
by bus to Lillafured.

Lillafured is a luxurious hotel up in
the mountains, built at great cost for a
second Baden-Baden. Unfortunately they
built first and hunted for springs after-
wards, and it turned out to be the only
spot in the country without a curative
spring in the offing.

However, it is a beautiful resort and
is very impressive to see, clinging on a
shelf high in the mountains as you come
suddenly on it from around a sharp
curve. That evening another banquet was
held and dancing was carried on until
sunup, as we were not haunted by the
horses waiting for us at the crack of
dawn.

After dancing all night I introduced
the quaint old American custom of top-
ping off with a swim in the lake, which
proved to be a grand eye opener.

The next day we returned to Budapest
at our leisure and, I will admit, an ad-
mission in which my family join me, that
one’s own bed and bath-tub are objects
for admiration.

The final banquet and grand finale
was held in the evening at the Gellert
hotel. But somehow there was quite a
subdued air over the gathering, probably
due to the fact that everyone there had
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made the ultimate effort to keep going.
Someone suggested to me that we collect
a party and go to a night club. I am

afraid I was none too polite as I brushed
by him and made for my little bed

where I stayed for the next two days. :

El Camino Real
By Grace HESTER, Alpha Xi

WHO has not had the pleasure
of following a trail? It is fun to trace
one out on a map, either in anticipation
of a journey to be made or in looking
back on an adventure long past. Some-
times it is one’s own adventure to be re-
called. Again it is a friend’s or that of
some one known only through history.
Often that trail known only from history
or from map study becomes yours, too,
in an adventure along life’s way.

One interesting journey, which may be
yours some day, is along El Camino
Real, or “The King’s Highway.” It is a
long trail, seven hundred miles in length,
and it runs through California between
San Diego and Sonoma, near San Fran-
cisco. Long unused, it fell into disrepair,
but today it is much restored through
the efforts of loyal and patriotic Cali-
fornians. Thousands follow its length
each year, enjoying its present beauty
and revelling in its past significance.
You may know it by the markers placed
along its course, iron bells on iron posts
painted green and bearing signs which
tell their names.

This “Royal Road” bound together
the twenty-one Franciscan missions
which were established by the good
padre, Junipero Serra. Its name gave
honor to the King of Spain. By the time
Mexico controlled California, the mis-
sions were confiscated from their Indian
owners and were in waste and ruin.
When California came into the United
States in 1848, the Franciscan Missions
were no more.

Earih mission was distant from the last
a day’s journey on foot. The hospitality
of all was well known. Shelter and food
were shared with many a wandering
wayfarer. Missions furnished homes to
the California Indians, who not only

were Christianized but were trained to
be fine craftsmen, artisans, painters,
musicians, and agriculturists.

As you visit these places today, you
may look at the dusty roofs, the silent
bells, the peaceful patios, and the sur-

rounding fields, but you will probably
be more aware of its life long past.
History will live again, and years will
roll back to Mission Days in California.

If you start at San Diego, your trail
will wind along to San Luis Rey, north-
ward through the remaining missions:
San Juan Capistrano, San Gabriel, San
Fernando, San Buenaventura, Santa Bar-
bara, Santa Ynez, La Purisima Concep-
cion, San Luis Obispo, San Miguel, San
Antonio de Padua, Soledad, San Carlos,
San Juan Bautista, Santa Cruz, Santa
Clara, San Jose, Dolores, San Rafael,
and thence to San Francisco.
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Bullets Fly About the Head of Former Lincoln Girl

Visiting in Spain

INTERVIEW REPRINTED FROM
Lincoln Sunday Journal and Star

A\ UCTION bridge to quiet the
nerves, bullets flying above and around,
dinner behind a pillar which served as
a fortress, escape in a man of war, mini-
mum if not maximum starvation.

Emily Griggs thought it possible she
might have a little trouble on her sum-
mer trip to Europe. Luggage can be
lost; the natives might be able to count
their money faster than she could; there
might be phrases beyond her lingual
ability.

Of course, everybody talked about
war, but everybody always was talking
about war and to wait developments of
Mars might be to wait a lifetime.

But she was one of these fortunate
souls—fortunate now that she has es-
caped—for whom the Spanish revolu-
tionists performed. Their little drama
was performed right outside the Griggs
window, and she experienced all the
scared and charmed fascination of those
in on something that may back up and
bang them.

This didn’t bang Miss Griggs, Univer-
sity of Nebraska graduate, Delia Zeta,
and Phi Beta Kappa; and she had tenth
row center seats. She has told the home
folk in Buffalo, Wyo., about those ex-
citing hours in mid-July—a birthday
present for her on the twentieth.

“The government has finally been
taken by the fascists,” writes Miss
Griggs, who is a niece of Mrs. Alva
Townsend, and Mr. To