From Sue McLane, The Victorian Lady

As a child of a traditional conservative family, Elizabeth was herself a contradiction, especially in her views about clothing. In her autobiography, "Eighty Years & more" she recalls herself & sisters "all dressed alike in bright red flannel, black alpaca aprons and around the neck, a starched ruffle that, through a lack of skill on the part of either the laundress or the nurse who sewed them in, proved a constant source of discomfort for us." Their clothing, sturdy & practical was typical for the time.

When her own first child was born she wasn't happy. The nurse dressed her child, wrapping I tightly in swaddling blankets. The uncomfortable child cried & cried. So Elizabeth, ever a practical woman, rose from her bed, unwrapped the child lightly draping it in a blanket. The child stopped crying at once. Later in her life when traveling to lectures on the trains, she more than once unwrapped crying children not her own, handing them back to their mothers with advice from her own childrearing experiences.

Her opinion as an adult on the layers of clothing worn by women on a daily basis is reflected in another memory. She writes about seeing her cousin who wears the short dress & Turkish trousers of the Bloomer outfit "...with a lamp in one hand and a baby in the other, walk upstairs with ease & grace while, with flowing robes I pulled myself up with some difficulty, lamp & baby out of the question, readily convinced me that there was sore need of reform in woman's dress, and I promptly donned a similar attire. What incredible freedom I enjoyed...:"
Practical, it was for any woman who ran her household, cooking, washing, walking to buy the groceries she didn't grow herself in her homeside garden. But traditional it was not. Living in Seneca Falls, a small canal side village in the western part of NYS, the young boys followed her down the street taunting her for her audacity. Quoting again from her autobiography 

    " Heigh! Ho   In rain & snow , the bloomer now is all the go

       20 tailors take the stitches, 20 women wear the breeches

      Heigh! Ho   In rain & snow,  the bloomer now is all the go  

