
Zeitschrift: The Swiss observer : the journal of the Federation of Swiss Societies in
the UK

Herausgeber: Federation of Swiss Societies in the United Kingdom

Band: - (1930)

Heft: 432

Artikel: Swiss ribbon industry

Autor: [s.n.]

DOI: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-687898

Nutzungsbedingungen
Die ETH-Bibliothek ist die Anbieterin der digitalisierten Zeitschriften. Sie besitzt keine Urheberrechte
an den Zeitschriften und ist nicht verantwortlich für deren Inhalte. Die Rechte liegen in der Regel bei
den Herausgebern beziehungsweise den externen Rechteinhabern. Siehe Rechtliche Hinweise.

Conditions d'utilisation
L'ETH Library est le fournisseur des revues numérisées. Elle ne détient aucun droit d'auteur sur les
revues et n'est pas responsable de leur contenu. En règle générale, les droits sont détenus par les

éditeurs ou les détenteurs de droits externes. Voir Informations légales.

Terms of use
The ETH Library is the provider of the digitised journals. It does not own any copyrights to the journals
and is not responsible for their content. The rights usually lie with the publishers or the external rights
holders. See Legal notice.

Download PDF: 16.05.2025

ETH-Bibliothek Zürich, E-Periodica, https://www.e-periodica.ch

https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-687898
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/about3?lang=de
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/about3?lang=fr
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/about3?lang=en


THE SWISS OBSERVER.

on tiie Ltob-slpjgh, ami gave the fiftli place to one
who .could the steel brafceg.- -

,^,OhU^|ng. Swiss liplped tpgtrap^ the circular
step}, di^gs over my^bows, knees ap«l liaricte,.. A
leather crash helmet was pulled over my head.
Then I was led to the infernal red bob-sleigh
on which I and four others were to hurtle and
swirl down the ice-slope. In the quietude of
these preparations I visualised again that crash
at Sunny Corner and the five figures flung
against the ice wall.

" The record speed so far is 81 seconds,"
said an onlooker to the steerer. " You'll have
to,go some to beat that."

The steerer nodded, a grim expression on
his face. Stretching myself out on the bob-
sleigh with the others, 1 took a. final glance at
the snow-covered mountains towering above,
the trees powdered in white, and the stark blue
sky swimming in sunshine.

" Are you ready?" someone shouted.
The steerer, stretched head foremost

grasped the wheel. The rest of us, sprawled
behind, held ourselves tense. I felt my hands
clutching the rail of cold steel with the tight-
ness of terror.

" Go !"
Slowly we slithered forward. We gently

bumped down a snow slope. The next moment
there was a whirr of steel against ice, and we
were on the run proper. I heard a bell clang
loudly, and realised that we had gone past the
starting post.

The whirr had now risen to a roar. By
just raising my head and peering across the
bach of the man sprawled before me I could see
the terrifying slope down which we were hurt-
ling.

" Right !" yelled the steerer.
Mechanically we all swung our bodies to

the right and were round a curve before I had
realised it.

" Straight !" yelled the steerer. "

The five bodies swung back again. Now
we were slithering down at break-neck speed
to that awe-inspiring Sunny Corner. Would
we get round it? The ice banks flashed past.
There came a long-drawn-out howl of a Swiss
boy perched on the snow slopes above, giving a

warning that a bob-sleigh was travelling.
" Right!" yelled the steerer.
We just heard his voice above the roar of

steel on the ice slopes and swung our bodies to
the command.

I glimpsed that ice wall above my head and
the spectators dotted like dolls. Up—up—
climbed the sleigh. Now we were sixteen feet
high on that wall of ice, hanging like flies. The
steerer twisted the wheel viciously. We were
falling—falling—and with a roar slithered
down the narrow slope towards the next bend.
We had got through.

In a few seconds we were swirling round
Horse Shoe Bend. Powdered ice and snow
smothered my back, and flakes of ice tore
against the hands gripping the sleigh. We
were hurtling along at over forty miles an hour,
and the sleigh was rocking dangerously.

" Brakes!" yelled the steerer, but it was
too late. I felt a jerk at my waist, I was nearly
torn off the sleigh, and my nailed boots were
cutting the ice. One swift glance over my
shoulder and I realised that the man behind had
been flung off.

1 clung on all the more desperately. My
eyes were streaming tears with the cold wind,
and I was smothered in snow. Then a bell
clanged again, and with a sigh of relief I
realised we had passed the winning-post. The
sleigh slithered to a standstill.

" Thirty-five point seven seconds,"
growled the steerer despondently. " At least
five seconds too many."

And I felt his eye upon me.
A telephone message came through that our

number five had been picked up unhurt but
blaspheming. The thrill was over. We were
hitched to a horse-drawn sleigh and dragged up
the long hill. I dozed with the others in the
sunshine. It was the finest half-minute thrill
I have ever experienced.

Then we will turn to the il/ornin«/ Post 18tli
Jan., in which Marthe Baylis writes of

Facing the Puck at St. Moritz:
Jingling bells round the corner—four hefty

horses gay with plumes.
The sleigh waits for us at the door. Lazy

members of the party settle themselves amongst
the fur rugs. Energetic ones take to the tailing
seat trailing on the uneven length of a rope.

There are cheers and jeers as we bump and
skid along the worn-out. and frozen snow of the
village street, with more than occasional
spills.

In a flurry of snow and jokes we wend our
way to St. Moritz, knowing full well that our
sleigh is loaded with provisions and good beer
from Hell—the perfectly genuine name of the
village where it appears to be manufactured.

All these are essential ingredients to the

perfect enjoyment of gn ice ^oc^ey match, ai
least, from the,onlooker's poipi of view, for we
arrive ripe with emotion and exertion,„.' Viiii: il öl TL"nu tliv utWe picnic m the,,,Stadium, alive wjpi
bright flags flicked about by the keen breeze,
and as our feast progresses we look with grow-
ing disdain upon tlie Palace de Luxe ready to
disgorge an over-fed and sleepy public.

The first spectators trickle along in a
galaxy of fat and fur coats. Herr Berlin
wears the inevitable Tyrolean feather. Fran's
taste in colour is comprehensive and obvious.
Russians rub elbows with Italians ; Scandi-
navians mingle " ya's " with Austrians ; there
is a Japanese here and there, and an out-
standing sprinkling of " Says," " Guesses,"
and " Yeps."

Pretty women bring hot water bottles to
keep their hands warm beneath multiple rugs,
much to the indignation of real hockey fans,
who fcnoir that clapping gives a sting to the
most manicured fingers.

A sudden silence, The challenging team
takes the ice first. Players try their form with
an odd shot at goal. Ileye comes the other team
in the brightest of rigs and with the best look-
ing defence in tlie world', chewing for dear life.

The referee it not quite so magnificent,
already tigged with the insignificance of a man
who is doomed to appear in everybody's way.

The puck is faced, the game starts, The
two forwards and tlie centre cliase it up the
rink in a series of passes. Then it is lost,
checked, carried back by the other team.

" Skate, man, skate," shouts a Canadian.
Check him early," shouts another sup-

porter, and we all join in a roar, swelling and
dying as the puck travels.

Players Crash along the boards or dart
forward at lightning speed, jumping a stick,
wiping fifteen yards of the rink with one fall,
for ever pressing an attack or skating back-
wards at full speed to defend their endangered
side.

Excitement become tense. Spectators
stand. The clock rings first half-time. Many
sigh with relief, and'others get rid of their
suppressed feelings in an inter-party fight
between opposing supporters.

The referee's whistle restores comparative
calm, but we have all singled out our favourite
players, and, as they handle the puck, we
shout encouragement to their deaf ears :

" Come on, Campbell "... " Buck up,
Earl !" - :

"

We all try to surpass one another by vol-
ume of voice until Young Bimp, who resents
having his swamped (lie is such a refaned con-
noisseur that lie oiily delivers technical
orations) vents his disgust at our behaviour by
treacherously slipping snow down his sister's
back.

This procures a brief interlude. However,
a promising defence takes the puck up in
dangerous style : a lightning flick the pad-
ded giant of a goalkeeper sprawls on the ice,
hits it away t • " Well saved. Well
saved, goalie!"

Half-time again. Slices of lemon and hot
punch for the teams. They skate stiffly to the
pavilion, perspiration dripping from foreheads,
exhaustion heaving between tight ribs, breath-
less, anaesthetised to physical pain.

Bale suushine crawls away from our side
of the Stadium. The gigantic cold breath of
the mountain blows upon us. Feet stamp,
hands clap. The last period of the game is a
test of endurance even for spectators.

Tlie teams change sides. Blinded by the
sinking sun, the goalkeeper misses the puck.
Goal. Goal. Delirious enthusiasm.
Come on, boys.

Maurice Bruschweiler
High Class Setf & flork

Cf'/y ,7}'"oneA •'

42 Snowsfiëlds,
London Bridge, SW.l

T'e/ep/ione : Hop 3/65

Ifesf fîrancA :

62 Gt. Titchfield SI..W.1
7e/ep/ione : Museum 4404

A Swiss Butcher for Swiss People!
Do/i'f fee </isappointe</ inifA
your Schweizer 5pezia/ifäfen

PLEASE NOTE NEW WEST END ADDRESS

62 GT. TITCHhELD ST., W.l
Telephone Museum 4404, to which old and new
customers are cordially invited to see the hygienic
conditions under which their food is stored and
prepared. Your favourite dish supplied at very

moderate charges.

SWISS RIBBON itàbUsiRY
Basle |hp ipost ghciqpt,branchyof tlie

\V 1 u v I fTrIT> I- V' "14 * IT TTJ t HI I u-,
Swiss textile industry- ; silk îpbboi^ weaypjigj.,,,,

In ih70 a group of refugees, whom religious
persecution had driven from their country, settled
down in Basle and started to weave ribbons. To-
clay Basle is still the business center of the prin-
cipal ribbon manufacturers. Weaving is done
in factories and at home. This applies to the
simplest smooth ribbon as well as to the richest
brocade ribbon. This industry in the home wgs
created in the 17tli century and is at present
restricted to the rallies of the Canton of Basle.
It enjoyed formerly a far greater extension and
occupied the inhabitants of tlie Cantons of
Solothurn and Aargan as well; now there re-
main but, very few looms in the latter districts.
The inhabitants of the. rallies of the Canton of
Bpslq, however, are still strongly attached to i'ilf-
hob weaving., „ For generations they have m-
lierited a liking for this industry J as well as.gregy
technical skill, to which may he attribute«!.the
high grade quality and handsome finish of their
articles. f,

The principal ribbon manufacturers are in
Basle itself and in various towns of the Canton.
The first concentration of the ribbon industry
began towards 1830 and was brought aboiit by
the invention of steam looms and machinery,
This tendency decreased later owing to the intro-
duption of electricity throughout the country-side
which, together with other technical improve-
meats, made it possible to run the looms with
electric engines. The looms throughout the Cap-
ton of Basle belong to te Basle ribbon manu-
facturer«. These factories remain in constant
contact with tlie weavers of the Basle countrywide
and deliveries are.promptly made by means of an
extremely well organized transport service.

At the beginning of our century ribbon weay,-
ing gave employment to 15,000 workers and was
one of the most important branches of the Swiss
textile industry. But in later years this trade
was destined to suffer severe blows. Being
directly dependent on the fluctuations id' the
fashion, ribbon manufacturers often found them-
selves obliged to curtail their production. To-day
this industry is undergoing a serious crisis, begin-
liing in 1020 and the end of which cannot vet he
predicted. This crisis may he attributed to two
determining factors : tlie extreme simplicity of
ladies' clothes and underwear, the small felt hats
the stylishness of which resides in the cut and
line, and short hair have reduced tlie use of.rib-
boil to a: minimum. It is encouraging to note,
however, that the new fashion advocates longer
and more elaborate frocks, tasteful and elegant
in line, which are frequently trimmed with large
bows and broad insertions.

Tlie second factor to which the present crisis
may he attributed is the increasing vogue of arti-
rtcial silk, which has strongly affected the whole
textile industry. The handsome pure silk ribbon
is now replaced by artificial silk ribbon. The
demand of the clientele of to-day is for cheap
artificial silk goods, so that the average value of
Switzerland's ribbon exports, attaining formerly
10,000 frs. per q. dropped in the course of the last
few years to 2,500 to 3,000.—frs. The Basle rib-
hop industry has undergone a complete transform-
atipp, and is able to fulfil all the requirements of
its clientele. Manufacturers are now making high
grade artificial silk ribbon and they have acquired
a wide experience in the working and treatment
of artificial silks.

Still another unfavourable factor is the
wholesale trade which, being in a bad position in.
a great many countries, is therefore unable to
undertake or maintain a publicity campaign in
favour of the ribbon industry.

Although ribbons enjoy luit little vogue to-
«lay, they are not entirely forgotten, and they
serve many purposes independently of fashion.
Nothing can replace them to make an artistic
how tied around a gift, he it on a bouquet, a small
package or a dainty box of sweets. Sofa cushions
are often trimmed with ribbon, and many hand-
made objects cannot do without them, such as
lamp-shades,,handbags, artificial flowers, garters,
slippers, socks, baby clothes, etc. Silk bows
and hair ribbon aye again being worn in spite of
tlie prevailing fashion of short hair

The Basle ribbon industry is doing its best
to satisfy its clientele. Manufacturers endeavour
to adapt design and colour combinations to the
taste of a most elegant clientele ; the great variety
of their articles enables them to please all their
customers, and as regards prices, they can sue-
cessfully compete with foreign concerns. S.I.T.

ADVERTISE in the "SWISS OBSERVER"

7/'s Pa/n'o/rc cnc/ i7 "Pays /

Af/SCELLAAEO t/S ADVE/f7YS£Af£Wr5

Not exceeding 3 lines:—Per insertion. 2/6 : three insertions 5/-
Postage extra on replies addressed c/o iSiriss Observer

FURNISHED BEDROOMS : Double 22/6; Single
15/- per week. Electric Light, Gas or Coal Fires. Anglo-
Swiss Family.—A. Rhyn, 4, Oval Road, Regents Park,
N.W.i.
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