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 MERTZON — All week before last, while others in the community were tearing themselves to 
pieces trying to create enough diversion for the youngsters to keep the real Halloween out of Halloween, I 
was busy winding up a survey I’d been working on for months. The pre-holiday week proved to be an 
excellent time to work on the project, since every lady in the county was on 24-hour telephone alert. This 
created an ideal clime in which to study my topic — The Rural Wife — by expending no more effort than 
listening in on the party telephone line. 
 By Tuesday noon I was sorry that I was interested only in ascertaining how rustic ladies felt about 
various facets of country life; had I been in the proper frame of mind to take down all the recipes for 
popcorn balls and cookies which were being exchanged over the wire, I could have compiled a 
confectionery cook book that would make War and Peace look like a novelette. 
 It must be understood, in examining the results of my work, that I did not conduct a house-to-house 
or ranch-to-ranch survey. All I did was gather the information by eavesdropping and encouraging small 
groups of wives to express themselves on the subject under study. Thus, the conclusions are drawn from 
general discussions and can’t be pinpointed as in other polls. 
 However, in some instances I was able to show a percentage breakdown, as in the following 
questions: 
 1. Modern wives who appreciate the fact that indoor plumbing, butane gas and electricities are 
luxuries: 0%. 
 2. Wives who understand that running coon dogs, hunting deer, playing dominoes or poker owning 
a racehorse, and supporting rooster fights are of far greater importance than hanging wall paper or curtains, 
fixing leaky plumbing or unstopping plumbing that refuses even to leak or trimming, planting and caring for 
shrubs, trees, and St. Augustine grass: 0%. 
 3. The number of espoused females who realize that the area encompassing the front and back 
yards of ranch or town homes should not equal the size of Yankee Stadium: 1%. (One lady conceded that 
yards should not be as big as ball fields; she considered a space equal to the squared distance from home 
plate to second base as being ample.) 
 4. Of the wives contacted, how many subscribed to the ancient law of William Borden that “since 
milk comes from the female member of the animal species without exception it should be taken from the 
cow or goat only by a human of similar gender”: 0%. 
 5. Since men are notoriously practical about the type or raiment needed to cover the body, 
wouldn’t it be logical to let the male select all the family’s clothing: 100% answered “No.” 
 6. Considering that women have ruled the world since the time of Eve, don’t you think it’s high 
time that a male had something to say about the situation? 90% answered “of course not,” and 10% “how 
absurd can you be!” 
 In general, this covers the first phase of the study. If found that most of the girls were quite 
amenable to questioning and, surprising as it may sound, all were very similar in nature. 
 I did, by using a river in the county as a dividing line, determine that the ladies on the east side of 
the county are, for some unknown reason, prone to stomp their cup towels when angry; those on the west 
bank of the creek are more apt to kick the cattle (or whatever is handy) and lash out with a blunt instrument 
when out of sorts. 
 It was further noted that husbands on the west side of the river were much more attentive to their 
spouses than the gents on the east. But, as far as that goes, I failed to find one male who could be described 
as of rebellious nature. 
 Probably I have been a bit premature in releasing this information, as I plan to continue research. 
There are dozens of mysteries about rural women that need to be settled. For example, one of my closest 
associates has implored me to find out why his wife reacted so violently when he gave her a milk stool last 
Christmas. 
 Of course I can’t promise when I can go back to work on the poll; after all, the Halloween 
telephone rush comes only once a year. 


