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Reading the Char-
acter by Telephone

By ADA PATTERSON

Fiperta elalm to be able to read char-
ncler by the face, by the head, by tha
walk, by dresn, hy lmmlwﬂtln: and even
by #hoes, nnd no' ofis hins been nbln or
willing to deny the
olaim, Npt wuatdl
thils moment have
I mst anypne who

paserts that the
telephane revenls
charactar. L am
that one.

Telephdne ~ man-
nets Bre A trUe &
test of charncter hs

in travel. At Dast
the telephthe Ia un-
rellable. Jt. plagn

strange triphs with
modulationy A wild
bues caushh one 1o
loss a word or two
and = Irritation  In
lkaly o ensue,
Thome who love sach othe?t and would
shun a quarre] would telter nvold the
telephone. It I8 0 tring Institution, and
bocsbse it (s trylng, I8 an invaluable nld
In reading the character of the person at
tha telaphone,

The man or womin who Is irfritable at
the telephona I8 (alrly wure to be Irrl-
of the little erires of life
at the big ones

ang o "o to pleces™
Buoh & man or woman lacks poles. He
Is short an self-confrol. He meks that
balance which enables him to weather
the storms of lfe, and is lkely to float
to shore m wreck, A -man who nearly
falnted with rage und discomfort while
ba had to endurs the heat and darkness
of m telephone booth on an August day,
has brought up ot the expected polnt,
Ha'ls n walking case of nervous exhaiis-
Yiom, a dippomanine and n fallure.

The natural voloe nsserts Itaelf at the
telaphane.
born and the made, and under the atress
of telephoning, especially when the parson
at the other end of the wire 1naluu upon
focllahly saying "'Speak louder,” 1t never
helpp matters to “speak louder.” It doos
vagtly help them to “speak more dis-
tinetly" or to “speak more slowly.” The
mnade voice fados and the natural volos
s heard im its pristine quality. A voles
that is naturally thin and knife-like and
perfunctory polite, I8 a repellant volce at
tha telephone and the character of the
perpon with the volce Ia correspondingly
rapallant. It bespeaks n wiate of straln
and tenslon that Is unhealthy in the
speaker and unhealthfu! for the speak-
er'y assoclate.

A young man hung up the talephone re-
cefver with a thoughtful look wiyd sald:
“I should Uike to know the woman who
answerad that message.” “Why™ 1
asked. “Bacauss her manner Is composed
and the volea le low and rich,"”  Aftes-
wn.w I u’ma to know that woman. The

:T ‘s Instinef was right. Her

otel \vu & mine of nidden tpeas-
urel.

Mot anly does the volce at the tele-
phone tell ifs tale, but the manner of de-
Ivgry cenfirma It, The clrsp, biting ut
terance disoloses the working of an acute
mind,

The halting. message reveals phynesn
The rambling message plalnly tells that
ftr muthor doesn’'t know what he wants
and doesn't know how to say so.

The huried petulant manner hints not
only of a testy temper. but of a tumult
of nerven. "Mollle s cross,” the racipi-
ent of the message will probably say, as
he hangs up the recelyer, but he might
better have sald “Moille's nerven are dis-
ordered,” for crossness Id always caused
by disorderad nerves and tempeor 1a
mersly A barometer showing the state of
the lttle allver wires of the body. No
one lo ever dellborgtely “cross.'

The person who conducts a lengthy
canversation by telephone b as selfish
as onsa who tells a long story. When we
can see the fuce of the lstyner our tele-
phone messages Wil be brigfer and our
selt satisfaction Wil materially lessen.
“Whenever T besr his name mnnounced
I met & obalr,” ene business man told mae
of & lesser one, When we steal timo at
& transmitter we are as gullty us though
wa stole money from a purse. We know
not In whut tangle or tumult sre the
day's affalrs of the person at the other
end of the spenking wire nor how he may
be Inwardly cursing us for our inroads
upon his day's program. The woman who
calls up & man for & sentlmental ocon-
versation during business hours does not
enfipar herself to him by so doing.

The telephone s an Instrument to be
used only in emergencies. The more wa
regard it sy & mere emorgency machine,
the better will Be our telephone manners,

—————— .

Hooray! Baby To
Rule the House

No Longer Do Women Fear The Greats
est of All Human Blessinge.

It 1s = jor and comfort to knmow that
those much-talked-of . paine and other dis-
treases that sre sald to precede chilld bese-
ing may easlly be avolded. No woman need
fear the aslightest dlscomfort If she will
fortify berself with the wellksown dud
time-benored remedy, “Muther's Friend*

This ts n most grateful, peastrating, ex-
teroal application that at ohed softens wud
makes pllant the sbdomingl musclos aad

occanlon is therefore ome of um-

bounded, joyful antiélpation, dnd teo much

can not be Inid upen the remarkable

influence which & mother's bappy, presata)

muluu_h-mmhummm
'of the generation (o coma,

wmapd it You will And 1t oo sale at il drug
wtores al §1.00 g batile, Write (oday o the
Vradisld Reguiator Co., 150 Lamar Hidg,
Atiants, Ga, for 4 most lastructive

“uls gremiesl of all subjecis,

Volceas are of two kinds, the |

'I1me Alien

— —————
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Wea]th “Mocks Their Useful Tonl——-Thenr Homcly Joys—-lnd Dcstmy Obscure

Intorﬂstlonu Newn Service

By Nell Brinkley
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Nell Brinkley Says:

S0 are thers strays in this wide world-—they who have strayed away
from their hoart's desire; thoss homely folks whose fesl have been alwayn
nimble, who like best to work with thelr own hands, who c¢ling to old
surroundings, who have pet chairs and little waya of affection that do not
change through years, who take deep root and suffer when they are torn
out and replanted into allen soll-—of these is ths little faded, but still spry,
lady whose hands lle idle under protest, whose eyes are a bit weary, as

they never were under the woes and worrles of her first simpler home,
Bhe gazes with awe at the newly-dug up family 'scutcheon,’ dusted with

jewels, rampant on the door of the shopping limousine, broidered In silvery

white on the napery.

The vast expanses of mirror-like floors sometimes scare her—for they
are mighty lonely and then anyway she Is, as she says “heavy on her feet

are ta

By MADGE LITTLETON,
—

1 heard a lark sing the other morning
In the c¢lenr, cool space which follows
sunrise &nd precedes the triumphant
mounting of the summer sun to his morn.
Ing glory. [ heard a lark esing, an I
have heard many a one sing before—and
vet, on that day, it seemed to me that the
tiny black speck, soaring away into the
limitabla blus, sang to me with the
volees of A thousand sad little captives.

Below him were spread the rolling,
groen waves of & vast plain, limited only
by the horigon—above him the mystary,
which we call the sky. Everywhare Was
liberty, freedom, wide npaces, the aooel
alr of morning—and yet I' read into that
Ittle singer's ecstatic song a passionals
piaint, & noto wa of hopeloss nmwu u:d
pain,

And why? unyﬁe ‘becnuse & short spdde

before I had hessd snother lhrk mipg |

had hdard his passionste trilling ITsstie
from a Nttld Pox of & cage, Nanging an &
biank wall in & dark elty strest

His wasa (he one note. of eostamy iIn
that drag little world—but It wea I
thought, the scstasy of exguisite pain.

Who krows what the memory of a bird
may be?

His song dpoke to me of exile, of mem-
ories of green flelda, and of the sandy
dunes of the wseaahors, whers he had
first tried his wings

A line of sulight darted Into the hird's
dreary prison, and It seemed to me that
his song thrilied with s keener pain Did
he remember the stummer mornings whish
he had gresisd the sun's uprising. had
hathed In the liquid gold of the strength-
ening beams, had sonred to the very
mates of Heaven, and them, appalisd,
maybe, by his own boldness, had dropped.
dropped, dropped, awifl as & falling stone,
ts the kindly bosem of mother earth
once more?

Who san say that he did not thiak of
these things®

And whe, reallsing the possibliity of
this pdin of memory, can take upem him-
self the responstbility of one of Lhese
lHttle eaptives?

You say that the bird sings happily
these warm summer days, iLhat his rong
rings threugh the morbing heurs. and
onlrdl-.'q- with the sefiing of Lhe
sun

®o. And have you never heard of the
awast simpe af ppabivits af Abs  ew

A Captive Lark

quisite poesy which has welled straight
from the broken heart of some sad pris-
oner In an allen land?

We chant these songs In our hearts,
knowing that the pain of men went to the
making of thelr loveliness. Hut we think
of the captivity with sympathy for the
singera. We do not gount that the pain
and travall have been wiped out by the
sONng.

Dg mot think that we can assu an
absalute dominion over the lives of sur
friends of the animal worid and not hava
to render some sort of acoonnt of ouy
sotjons. Do not think If for & moment.

Every little tyranty, every thought-
lesn potion, svery refukal to grant justice
1o & dependent creature, leaves s hrutal-
Ising mark on your own charastar. You

cannot get way from thie And 46 not

tell_me this 18 of no Importa to you.
,M :u- Mu .of your !Qg."

"P this

By WILLIAM F. KIRK

“l see where & suffragist named Ines
somebody was up o Bink Sing the other
day investigating the conditions In the
prison,” sald the Mead Barber., "1 sup-
mvoqnnro!tn-mmhulu-a
suests in the Engiish jalls that sha
wanted o mcu her out a nice spart-
Mn'-”

"I was rmﬂln( pabout i, tm Baid tha
Manteurs Lady, I seen where she anked
to Hhve herself ohained to & conviet, er
handeuffed to him, (o see how the things
worked. 1 supposs  ahe thowsghi that
would bo somaethiug funny for her to tell
her mirl triends after she got Back home,
Fut 1 wonder 1f shie had any regard for
the poor conviet's feelings. 1 think it i
kind of bum comedy for a free girl to go
arcund getting handeuffed to an unfree
eriminal. The poar feliow must have foh
ke & awful Jos when shée was stand.
ing there grinming, She ocould g9 oul
and ride away in her avie, and he had
to go back and kesp on belug & con-
viet.™

"1 den’t sippese, prison oconditions ara
ever very pleasing.’” sald the Head Bar-
ber. “"Prison's ain't built to be pleasant
Woman 1€ they was & lot of eity folks

matisr s the measure of the depths to
you have sunk or the heights (o
you' have risen. You will never
& great mind blunted in this way
r responsibllity towsrds the

But you must all realizse your particular
position In this matter for yourselves.
All 1 Innist upon Is that you think of
these things, and do nof let custom,
lagineas, or the sense of your apparently
unlimited powar blind you o your very
definite vesponaibility. Por there v no
neglect #o Mhameful, no tyraany so desple-
abla ap those which ahe exerelsed on the
helpless and the trusting. Think well, in
the first place, If you have any right to
same of your pets, {f your affection ia
not butl crusity taking saother direc-
tlon.

Amd, wilh ragard (o ths othera, think
no thoughtlfulness too gresat which will
help you to oarry through with a clear
sonscience the heavy responaibllity you
mist have apsumed.

could break their loases and move there
But 1 think thare s & lot of good fei.
lows Jo charge of the prisons, that tries
to make It as ensy as a hard Hie can be
And them jall Investigations don't do
muoh good anyhow. The Investigalors
go away, and If the wardsn ip a devil
he will be & devil agaln the minute thelr
backa s turned, only womse MN's foo
muah ef & preblam for girls 1o selve,
anyhow."

"Hrother Wiifred was in jall onee,’’
sald the Manicure Lady. "“The poor hoy
WwWan armestod by mistake wWhen he was
coming ever from Jersey on & ferryboat,
and he had to apend & day and s nlght
in jall before he oould get to us, 1 guess
it was awful for one of his preud spirit
0 be stloking around a Uiths oell in the
cooler, trying W explain that he wasn't
the renl pickpooket. | know whan we got
bim home he was nearly prostrated. and
Fot g luny In the pight that he raved
Aabout the horrors of & prison unfll pa
had to get up Aand met Him & shol of
high-proof stuff oft the sidebosrd, to
prove to him that he was st bhome and
smong friends. '

“IMd they tremt bimn mean when he was
in there™ sasked the Head Barbor,

“No." sald the Manicurs Lady, "1 guess

Bhe wishea wistfully that the celllngs were Jower—aa the oellings hovered
lovingly above her head In the pretty cottage that held her, hor bables, and
her poverty In the first years of har love.

metimes when there Is the empty house—her boys and girls, who
ng daring wing into the soclal skies are out, and there (s no one but
thes servants to ses, she dresses in a plain bisck gown with the real “val.'
Ince Ihat ber husband bought her from & slender wallet long ago, at the
wrista and throat, and raps at the door of her “long ago."
dared to go back so far as to make ple again!
the walfare of the cook—which is & shocking thing!

In a hard, marvelous carven, Jacobean chair she sita (her besutiful,
big, broad mind that has not much to love nowadays remembering a certain
comfy rocker with a Turkey-red cushion that stood In the kitchen, the
rocker that waited with open arms for her to shell peas and pesl utou:ul.
she sits—the buckied and braided footman at her elbow,

Bhe smilea at him—Afor it has been this busy, big-hearted woman's

But she has not
She 1s really interested In

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX

New hope may bhloom, and dnn may
eome, of milder, oalmer beam
But there's mthl.n. half so swoet in lte
a8 love's young dream.
—~THOMAS MOORE.

Junlor writes: "T am 17 years of age,
and sbout five months ago 1 met a girl
of the same age. I tove this girl sa that
1 would dn anything for her. 1 hava
taken her out several timas and have
often told her 1, love her. Now, she s
the first mirl 1 ever 4id really love, and
sha iz the only oms 1 will ewar love,
Pleass tell me how I can find It she
loves me."’

And you love hor ao Lhat you would do
anything for her! What a whiff of fra-
grant memory that statement brings
from the past! We have all loved and
been Joved In that way, If we haven'l,
. ——

She Nearly Agrees With George
One of Their Debales

they didn't pay no attention to him st
#ll. He msald when he got homne that
the worst thing about a Jall was the
environments one Is placed In. Wiifred
wan always Kind of particular abouyl his
aurroundings, and even If & prison cell
i nier and clean you must edmit, George,
that the surroundings s kind of minor
league.

“"When Wilfred got remted up from hie
awhil caperience he wrole a poem called
My Prison,' sand sent it 1o the Flour &
Feod Courter up on Washington Hely’its
He was po tickisd when they printec it
thal be has slways sald gines 'hat 'y 4
way he was glad he had Lthe axperience
This is how I went:

“My prison eall was small

With here & flea and thers a
The architect must have been

stingy

Or 1 think ba would have planned §

blgger.
Now roam 1 fres beneath the stam,

And with pure jJoy my beart doas swall,
Becauss 1 hate them prisdn bars

That kept me |6 that awiyl eglll*”

ARt that the limiT" ssolaimed the
Head Barber. “When that came outl in
the paper they oughl w have mpent him
right baok."”

and dingy.
Neger. |
guite

hablt to smile often and much. But his stiff and rigld face refuses to smile

on hers. And she remembers that it

Isn't at all what he approves of. In

‘his stiff hands he oarries hor tea—and the tiny cakes someone else has -

And before her brooding eyes, In the center of the great drawing

room, rises n plcture of what four-o'clock in the evening-time had been.
In it she sees herself, singing low, the summer breess stirring the muslin
curtaing, and a aleepy robin hammering metallically in the weed-lot, a frosh
chocolate cake and & delectable apple ple soollng on the sill, the bulnluq
of dinner (“supper," she whispers to herself,) singing joyfully on the stove
on her bhip a yellow howl, while round and round her eapable hand um- ¢if
spoon In the dark sweet batter of ginger-broad. ’

But the dream fades, and the lHitle woman who does not find Illlh
and the gilt that goes with It a comfortable thing, looks at her idle hands in
her lap, and If such a “plum sweot” little woman could sniff or #nors-shi

would do that same thing when she lllmplu the little utu QII

man's tray.

then beaven help us, for we have missed
much out of life.

You would do anything for her!
think this hour after hour, and the days
Arag on, offering no preciplces (o seale,

You

no cliffs to Jump from, no rivers Lo
swim, no devouring flames trém which
you ecould ecarry her unconscious form,
and the only Indian In sight stands in
frant of & tobacco store.

Not a get-famous-qulek opportunity In
Eight! It s enough ta Adlscourage any
lover of 1T years. Bul, my dear young
man, walt! There are wayn of ahowing
your love which time will unfold, and
which will require greator herolsm than
any you droam of,

You get (1 wm presming this) about §12
n weok. Would you give all to her, weal
after week, reserving only anough tor
your earfare., and muke no demand that
khe mecount for the spending of KT  No
river was ever so cold, a0 deap, nor so
rapld, that swimming It vequired as sub-
lime courage as this

Ara you strong encugh to look at the
same face at ovary meal for the rest of
your life, and make mno ocompimint nf
monotony 7

There was never a preciplos so steep
that the ellmbing of 1t required Erealar
patienics than in required of the man wha
hears the sAme poilly compleints, the
sagne unreasonabls whines and the same
Inane attempts At wit, day after day, and
climbs above himpelf 1n & determination
ta et them neither disgust nor snngy,
Are you brave snough for that?

There are ne flames hotter than those

enfl are taking oath that you will

ife kindles for the man who marries the
choice of hix 17-year-old wisdom and is
ecmpelied to love, hanor and cherieh lhnll
eholca whan he has grown oller and the |
years have ¢hanged him. Could you an-|
dure this eipch?

You would do great (hings for her
Junior, but would you do the many things
of which the Carpegle hero commission
taken po note, bul which are braver
dends than those for which I mekes
ewards? .

It i onsy W be m hero when colors
are fying, the band In playing and the
eyen of the world are turnsd one's way,
but could you be a hero when' your
bravery must go aunofieod. and when the
sacrifige of your heart's blood s classed
®8 the moat trifiing of dutics?®

You say she ia the only girl you have
over, loved, or ever will love. That may
wake your eldérs somile, but the wmile I |
& tender otie. ANl men bave loved n MI

S

Mmtlm“wmun e
the One-Love-for-Live elub, m
us held P 8o long
monthe. You have just bean

memberahip so long as life lasin
& Joy to hear you. It ls & delight
tne who has such faith In himself i
thowgh the mountaing may change,
the sun, moon and stare, ho knows that ’

he alone Is unehangeable. !l

You wish to know I’ she loves
Agk her. And know, If she saya
that she loves you in the same uhﬁvﬂé
unchanging fashion as you love her,

And for nt least six weeks this will h‘
trun. Enjor every minute of that !.lm
whilo It Insts, Tt will be something IQ,-
brighten your twilight when you have
srawn old, It will make you aharitably |
to the youna, It will give you an unders '
stinding of youth that should be lld’ *
ful, ‘and It will keop your heast mellow

Tt i8 a pretty drsam, Junior.. Go
dreaming my boy. but don't marey |

fore you have awakensd and your ey
are wide open,

o
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New Way to Fight Fat
Gains Many Adherents

(From Weskiy Graghie 1

When buaths, exercisss and #fn
fall, the over-fleah now n %
at A boranfumn juruls. afier
# the newest way to ﬂgll fal  From
all rwort- it appedrs o & siiccen ful 'J
r. un safe and easy maet The U
u.lubc which s quite palatably, U
to convey the extract of a cectaln algas -
found growing on rocks in the ocean &
This extract Is sald to have tho sffect of |
rmoving fartty abstruetions vloar
Ini the naturn! ducts of olly ase
Iredady the demand for these Boran
i Jujubes la something nmnmhl lw
im‘“n‘ to one of the lvading d
f the new ful reduger will do gl LT j
laimed for It, Whoever discovered 8
i‘hrly to become wenithy ar o M
mansca to the finsnclal situation, c.l‘
taln (4 I that many thousands have §
m"\;ln( for someihing which w
e off fleah, and do this wit
af work and wory on thelr
vertisemeanl
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