
H HOME FIRES IN FRANCE

cater to the prime necessity of variety in diet with a

competence like that with which the problem of good

bread is solved all over France. Every Wednesday morn-

ing you know that Madame Beaugard has a ham freshly

boiled. You may buy one slice, just enough to garnish a

cold salad, or ten slices to serve in a hot sauce for dinner.

On Saturdays she has a big roast of beef, hot and smok-

ing out of her oven at a quarter of twelve, and a family

or two may thus enjoy this luxury without paying the

usual Anglo-Saxon penalty of eating cold or hashed beef

for many days thereafter. On another day she has beans,

the dry beans which are such a bother to prepare in small

quantities and such an admirable and savory food. She

is the village fruit-seller, and when you go to buy your

fruit in her little shop, which is nothing more or less

than her front parlor transformed, you are sure to find

something else appetizing and tempting. Note that this

regular service not only adds greatly to the variety and

tastefulness of the diet of the village, but enables Ma-

dame Beaugard to earn her living more amply.

In another big operation of housekeeping the simplest

French country community puts its resources together,

instead of scattering them. On wash days there is no

arduous lifting and emptying out of water, no penetrat-

ing odor of soapsuds throughout all the house, no waste

of fuel under hundreds of individual wash-boilers, no

solitary drudging over the washtubs. The French coun-

try housekeeper who does her own washing brings around

to the street door her faithful steed, the wheelbarrow,


