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| Doors that Slam

By WINIFRED LBLACK
Bang!—aniil the door Y

1 turnad over in my steop—.

Rattle-bang'—thers 1t was ngaln. i1
eould only think of some wav to stop it

It really was ton bad
tired. up all night
the night before
and busy all day
that day, ro tired,
§0 weary—and no
ans cared, no one
seamed. o potles
how  dArawn my
poor faca was—-no
ons even sald they
were sorry — that's
nlwnaye the wiyv-—n
woman eould work
herself 1o  denth
and that's all the
thanks that wshe
would get it
there's that door
again!

Tha rising wind took a delight In that
door and the wooden slam of it
tinies the door Aldn't bang; (t stinply
ted—R-R-R-R-R-F.rattle. rattle, eattle,
ke n traln of cars golng over a shuk;
bridge—rrereeattie, rattle, rattle, there
there I8 water under thut bridge: you can
tell By the mort of rustle In the Fattle
shake, Bhalie, shake—momeons must bhe
there: no, it i only the wind again
shake, shake, ahake—well, comea in 1f you
want to s hadly,

S
rint-

of n Moyl n the house will get up
n cehut that deor tight, and et me
slaem.

Along abotut daviight 1T rose, walked
aver to the door just n few steps. turned
the key, and It was done—the door
banged np maore,

My train cepsed ‘o run over bridges,
and 1 fell asleop—nt last peacefully,
salmly, swootly nsleop, and yst—outside
the wind blew—1 could hear Wim singing

in the bare boughs of the great onk—Ilike
gome entruncod musician Joath to leave
his music—and 1 was nelther Younger nor

mora blessed In any way than before.
Yot I slept as If 1 woro sweel sixteen
with all the sorld walllng to Iny gar-

fands of roses 1t my feet when 1 designed
to awnken a gland world with my presence

It dldn't take n minute to work the mire-
nele —nog any genlus or Inepiration, Just
plaln sense and some lititle resolution for
the instant, and the troublous night and
the unensy dreams turned to refreshing
slumber—and the door was the same door,
only It wasn't locked when [t banged,

T wonder——

Tow often have I turned upon an enay
plllow and let the door bang—rather than
to got up and shut It?

A hundred times, 1 fenr, and more than
that.

Tha eook leaves the gas burning In the
range when ghe doesn't nesd It What
an extravagance!—=it irritates me every
time T see It, T turn It out, but the next
time I go to the Kitehen there 1t 14, blaz-
ing away at so much a blame—I hnted to
speak of t—cooks are such seneitive
#ouls. and this one makes such delicious
winffles, Last week T ook my oourage
In my hands and called the cook Into the
pantry.

‘Blary.™ T sald, “there Is something T
wint to epank to you ahout—the xas vou
aAre o ocarcleas abhout—pleass turn It out

the minute you are through with It, will
your™"

“Yea," sald Mary, and she did 1t; and
now [ like to go into the kitchen, and
Mary seoms to llke to aee me conje The

gecret leeitation that must have dls.
turbed her as much as It Ald me s
gone—all by & fow calm words spoksn at
the right time.

I Aldn't hear from my old friend far a
while. When T met her ahe peomed
What eould the matter be?

Last week she gave a party and didn't
nak me—I didn't care for the pariy -l
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Here are
the woman

two

pletures—one of
glia might have been.

the porches of the hotel—just now she {8 at a Winter resort in Florida—
and gossips of the latest scandals among her friends and of the new ar-
rivals, who relleve the monotony of her day.
| Spmetimes at dusk comea g vision to her of what might have been—
i a real home and a husband to love and care for her, while they both were

By NELL BRINKLEY,

The woman she I8

the woman she is and the other of

- ——

interested in their child,

Years ugo she made her choice., She lked the thought of traveling
around and doing nothing, and teok the rich, old man with his hoard of
money. She left the poor young man, who loved her and whom she loved
~and now ahe reaps the reward of her cholce —but that vision will come
te her at the dusk, when she I8 tired of her empty life, and she'd glve all
ghe ever has had or ever hopes to have for the cluteh of childish hands

and the sound of childish prattle.

sits around on

for ms any more? How have T offended ™
She cama that aftermoon and told me of
A& careless pemurk, ppitefully repeated,
and we uro good friends agaln—and T am
glad,

WhALS the matter with 1ife? The blils
are high ane a grasping—no one
| seoms Lo cAre—on, I8 A terrible warkd!
| Then to ane IU'N anly some door slamming
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‘,rWhat Quaiity Should 2 Woman Have?

There Are Fewer Things That Get on a Man’s Nerves |
Quicker Than to Have to Keep U

a Continuous Per-

=%

couldn't have managed to gn anylow— | somewhere that's doing it sil—one :'“""'h .r
hut—1 sat down and wrote and asked her | no-account door that should be Jacker | f f G i 1 h Gl d d W
what wis the Baite ot up. you_ sieapy thing! Get. up at ormance o iving the a and to a oman
“T love you,” [ sald. “Don’t you care |onde and lock it ‘\lt _ I J
L By DOROTHY DIX, n mun wants hin wife 1o answer him gstance, for her extruvaganne, and re- aroupd ths sane, sensible, practioal
) back, and not sit up with that patient, Joounts the anumber and prices of the man, who nover makes mistakes, or his

fAre You

ITIappy?

If Not, W
Wheeler
How to Gain Joys of Life

hy Not? Ella
u,’,ilcox Tells

By ELLA WHEELER WILOOX.,

Copyrizht, 1l by Htar Putilishing
Company.

You men and women ‘who read these

1ines, what are you doing 10 get the best

you are lving?
most

out of tha ahort life
1 know what vou are striving for
of yoil men (Amaeri-

man man), it In
wenlth and power

And you do not
want these things
g0 much for your-
gelves ns for tha
wives nnd chlldren
who hear your
nAames

But, good #ir. ara
you not making s
mistake to 8o Ut
terly absarb your-
pulf In businesa?

It you really NHva
to muks your
nnppy.
¥ou attaln the
result  sooner hy
giving them & little more of your time
and attention as you go along?

dear
would

Ones

not

I have talked with hundreds—yes, thou-
wmnde—of wives of ambitlous men, and
the universal complaint (8 O, it my
husbiund was not so tied down to his
business—If he could only give a ltile
more time to his famiy—take a fow

woeekn now and then for recreation with
s, or even s day s outing now and then,
how happy we would be But he ts so
busy #ll the time apd po tired and ner-
=ous. "’

Ioss It pay?

And you, madam, are you making vour
pustband realize that you would rather
bave more of his lelsure than more of
%in riches? or are you complaining that
yoil @0 not live as well A8 your nelgh-

“sorg, and urging him on to renswed ft-l
nagging and rest- |

forts by your peity
Sagn discontent?
Many & woman, Instead of belng the
“elpmate mnd ecomfort to her hushand
diod witended her (0 be, I8 the whip that

drives him ke & tired horse to overtax
| hin strength

I Ask vourself if you are one of these
Thers have been hard times for men In
| the last ten yoars,

Have you made your hustand feel that
!\-ou sympathizsed with him In Al
i('ll”lf'l that he has encountered in these
dave of trusts and monopolies?

Have vou been ready to take n philo.
sophloal and cheerful view af the socono
mies and deprivatione foreed upon

the

you,
or have you been despondent, complnin-
ing or rebellious, or by & martyr-iike nir
added ta the mortitication of your
troubled husband?

Have you tried to bLrace up his dis.
couraged moods by vour opthmism, and
o turn the temparary tragedy Inte o
mughing lest? or have you driven him
W the verge of desapair and sulelde by

vour half concenled contempt at hin fall-
ures?

sir. have yvou made
during thess
she I8 the dearest thing in
world to syou, and that Sou approciate
her economica. And that her sympathy
and companlonahlp are mare o you than

vour wife
yours of hard strug-
Lhe

And you,
realize
Ele that

'all the honers the world could offer you
would he without them?
OfF have you left her to gussas this to

ke the fact, that while you plungad deepey
| and devper Into business and rarely spokis
to hér uniesa It was to find fault and
complain of small delinguencies with no
word of praise for great virtuea®

Answar Thess guestions sllently tno yowr.

| self wnd then ask yourself what makes |

e waorth lUving

Is 1t not, Oirst of all, & peaceful, love-
wiarmed home companionsahip with Adcar
and the giving and receiving of

pleasures snd of saympathy and
| affection”

What usa will a fortune be f you lose
thoss joys out of jife?

Would it not be wise to obtain and re-
taln the bhest things as &0 along?
The end of the journey s not far-and
| the only thing you can take wurves s
]lwo.

0O1eR

Eimjile

vou

What qualities should a woman have
to make her the idba) wife?

Here's what n  Callfornia prencher
thinks I8 necessary:
“Tha dea!l woman for a wife' he
suys, “"should have

the voice of Maelba;
the talent of Pad.
erewekl; the figure
of Venus, the grace
of & sylph; the vi-
vacity of a oory-
phee, eyea ke the
eoft  glow of a
r'nu--Dlllll “ve; AN
alabister complex-

lon; the virtues of
w nun; the charm
of Cleopatra the

mecknenss of Moses;

tha Patinnee of
Job, the foarbear-
ance of Lazarus;

tha zeal of Trojan;
the constancy of
Caesar’'s wife, the

capabilitles of a charwoman;

the
of Helty Green, and halr of her own

Purae

That's some order far & wife. fan't it.

sanctified, forgiving alr that makes hin
want to throw something in her direction

No. The one best bel Is that If thia
preacher’'s ideal could be inearnated she
wonld be an old mald, No man, In tha
firet place. would have the colrage Lo
aik such s wonderful cresature to marry

Aressen and hats she han had a fenson
think not that he wants her to reform |in the
end buy only the cheap, serviceable gar- | masciuline faney.
monts that she really needs. Ninety-nine
times out of & hundred he doean't want
her o mbend a penny less, or have m
ningie less dross and hat, His lecture in

de IN

him. Nor would he want to. He would {only his way of brageing about how well | ‘des] wife depends upon the taste of the
know that he would look Hke the great |he dresses his wife, and what luxuries [ Individusl man, but, gensrally speaking,
‘--r'.lrlmll human shrimp wnd pinhead by [he Indulges her in If & woman doosn't nag. If she Is Jolly
the side of such a queen. and It would be Nor would the man who ridicules his |l opd companionable, and willing to Eive
‘!ur from him 1o Institute such & com- | Wife because she can't Keep her pocounts | her husband s butler's privilege of a
parison. stralght, and gets cheatod by tradesmen | nlght off now and then, she may have a
I Nor would the Mate of ccestatlc ad- and tuken in by  beggars, have her | face homely enough te stop the olock, a
mirntion that he would always have o changed. [t's hay Incompetonce that wp. | flgure like a feathar bod, make bisculta
v In appeal 1o him. Thore nre few things nesls to his tenderness, her softness of | like armaor piate, and never make har
thist Ket on & mMAR's nerves quioker than hemrt that he finds mdorabie alluwance come out even, and har hus-

That'm the reason that the Htlte fluffys

to be seoldsd or petted, Thera's nothing
parfect womnn that fires the
That's the renson why
the women who are really fited to make
the beat wives never got a chanee to

Just what gqualities make s Woman an

to have to keop up a conttnuous pers band will still go about brasgging that he

tormance of giving the glad hand to n neaded Witten of a4 woman, wha can't put | drew the capltal prize in the matrimonial

| woman, especially one who s & mers two and two togother, can marty all]lottery

| wite On the econtrary, the thineg thit I _

ke n redl it with the masculine pars - — - e ey e -

woasion in for the proceas to be roversed /" == ==
¥

lund for women to jvad the applause thivt
| eelebrates thelr nohlevements

| Hubby well developed affinity
for the spotlight himsell and wifey gols
into it wt her peril  The hest loved wives

| Theater Manners on the Pecline
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Hy ELBERT HURBARD.

" opyright, UL International News servic

tVam» fto the stage entrangs the ol
1 Ony n oman and inguired for me
| Bo | the
\ man the
famillar, fonlish  grin
Twn't vou know
Fme, et he
lAnY 1 now
although 1
| meen i
forty years
| When 1
| Innt h wae i
totally different In
|dl\-lrlual from this
wha

and
The
WK Taee

woent wiong thery tl

sopd  In Ay WA i

on

matdd
him.
hadn't
fur full

saw him

TR ¢ LT |
l simpoaring, lsoring
At me out of walery
Ve

His mouth wan
wobbly, his testh
all gone, save two
lona wentinels,
above and one be.
Hin face was
sireaked wilth tobacvo,
rhoumatia, undone

I just looked at him. 1 forgot 4o lg\}
anything until he wroused me with &
second  Interrogation. "Don't you know
me, Bert?

“Yea, 1 know you," 1 anawared, and 1
montlonsd his namea E

He wan 158 yenrs old; yet he waa Borgy
the same year | was Wo grow up toe
gether until we were 1, when our ways
parted. We attendod the same clnsses ix
the Hitle country sahoal, wrestled ecach
othet's olothes offi played l-apy  And
AnLy-over

He was a brilllant fellow: st leohst wa
unnd to think so. He made n grént me
pression on the girls as he grew up. HW
mades some money. wasted 1t took ¥
boore and patent medicines; settlod down
inte momudsock and has Just axlsted,

All this T knew at A glanos, ulnrnmd?
possfbly, by & few things that I had
hoard and forgotten, but which now came
bhack o me.

I gave him a comp and he saw the
show. I watohed him ns he leaned over
the baloony, He dldn't understand what
I was talking about, bwt bla wabbly
month worked and his blaared evos trisd
to wmile mo a welepmae,

After the show he onme around wealn,
and this time It cost me a dollar to:dis-
poss of him.

I tried to shake off the lmpresslons of
my oll-time schoolmate, but 1 thonght
of him that night and I cast my éyves
mroumnd the audienes, thinkKing posIbT
he might come baok.

However, as 1 passed the culorie over
the footlights and the gigegles gupgled
Klwgfully under the cosmic les seuppers,
atralght lookipg level lito mine ofen wis
n man 1 know—another mat—and thl
man, too, I had knowg—isn my youlh. al-
though when T was o boy he was a tila
grown, For him T had great respect. e
had big, ™at horses. Fle was a strong,
slmple, bronsed, had-working (ndly ml

Tut he had n fad and the fad wan
mathemnatics. My father told me of this

Mathematios, to me, at school, was a
bugnbon, Put here was & man who
knew the arithmetic from ecover to oovar
nnd he eottld work any sxample In it Hieht
in his head and 40 1t Instantly. He cout
divide 160N by 78 and do It as fast as
he ocould put down the anpwer .Yau
could write down celumns of fupures, and
when you drew the lins across the bats
tom he would write In the total, el

This man's name was Christian Fopp,
Ba thore he was, white of beand, “but
clear of eys, intelligent, -mlllns: appre-
clutlve,

Christinn Hopp has uxed his brafn,

He I8 0 Menmonita. And the Mennqnltes
wre people who work with heand, hand
and hewrt. Ropp has a firm hold on the
primal virtues—industry, sconomy, good
henlth, right thinkios. '

And so, na I talked, I signaled In wire-
lens that he should come around. ta the
stage entrance after tha show, and hid
ready braln omught the moessamge.

When I came off there he was—thls
man In his eighties, e had a oopy of
hia new book, “Hopp's Heady Calous
Intor''—the latest editlon~that he had
hrought for me. Hg came in and sat
down In my dressink mom  while |
chunged my clothes. He told me of his
hook, 't

In mathametics wa have worked from
the complex to the simple. All of the
theories In the old-time school boaks for
working out mathematical problems ware
dumbroun, complex, dlffleuly, faulty. The
business of Christian Ropp has besn to
comprehend the miracle of aumbers To
nim 1t s supramely simple, He lovas hiy
work. He has used his braln. His heart
Ia young.

And the moral of all thia seews Ao e
that svery man Is his own wnoustor. We
ure preparing for ths days thatr some
iwnd we are what we are today an seoount
wf whut has gone before "

He who puts an enemy In b mouth to

one

low

He

was  bowed,

and if men walted Lo find such a paragon |are not those who ocoupy the pedestul By VIHGINIA TERHUNE VAN DE WATER,
before commitiing matrimony the old |[in their own homes, butl those who are | steml away his bradns will eventunlly have
Wl crop would be g record breaknr discrest snough to ¢lesate hushand |uI The manners of the Kew York theater- | n sudden (118 to one slde, as sach looks [ no lirming, for the snemy will do the
Of course, Mra. Harrda would say. |the throne, and who industrionsly employ | geer wre no worse than are those of play- | 8L the Uny watoh pinned kbove her left |grand lurceny ack and the end Is  ua
there aln’t no. sleh & person,” but If themselves by burning incense before golug fulk In other American eities,” des et Nor can ope protest when & |wure as the laws of mathymatics,
there were no man In the world would | nim fuse DRy wriRhE 10/me woman next to one wafis & fan nolslty all Noature designed that when wa dia we
Want her. As it & there s no other i1y bl et i LS through one's favorite antham More- | should din all over, and the braln showld
earthiy” éfiice . : i And that's perfectly nutural and human [ lonked at him seeptioally. Can It be A ofth }
arthly a ction worse than having (o It In s much more scbthing and agres : gver, it I8 not gonsidered good form o ! be the last orgas to abdicate it should
live with even o “superior womun and | unte to be wdmired than It I8 Lo be posaible that all over thin Broad land f | talk in church |8t mecure and walch svery favulty des
i 1 -
asexen slons knows what the "'””"'K'I- alleil on to adinlee that the attitude of | WUTE persons wia attend the best dra- Hut it s evident that peopls who can l4l|t.o interosted, curious, wandering.
WoUld be of u poor man tied to a wife the wife to the husband in tiis respect | MWAUC performances are ux  striclousty afford 1o pay B00 each for ticketa do | yuugry to know.
i v ! mw L} L) [ I A 1 1
who was nothing but a bunch of perfee. makes an infallible test a!" the abnt g™ le, na inconmidarnte of others, aa they | conaliler It good form to Lalk atb the play | Al life s ploasiumbie If wa live the lile
J . " - e
Lione - Larw in thin, out own ity of Now York? | Wha of us does not Kknow how slmost " . .
thelr domestie follcity wo plain that & g l {of activity tempered by moderation. the
It's all very woll and highly snjovieblo biind Dérson could read ft The warst of It ia that thelr mannors | universal is the habit of comment during | . ived by that most able man hrongnd
¥ t (s "
o o Lo the operm and hesr Melba . deferiorale vether than improve- 1 .|.,In thoatrical performance? Buch excitel of  face, calloused of hond, matheme-
wartle occasionally r o Heter n In those houschaolds whore the wife 007- | not refer anly to the peapde who come In "'l"'“““"”""" ne “Walch now, her | tivian and gentleman ('hr‘llﬂ.’lﬂ Ropp, wt
Paderewaki I....',.,"r" At e - i“ rects her husband's grammar and men- | jgre, gfter the curtain has been up for | Dand I8 coming in through thet door at Hinols I 'y
) | ¥ wa 0 Iros A (11
Fears, or to muse upan the Tasclnations nerd, and sets him right 1o hle political | some tme, ma%ing It ootessary for thosa | the back,” or “1L really do balleve 1hat |
of Uleopatra, or to rublber ut son p | BHtEmOnts, you can sen the shadow Of | who are already sealoed to stand to jet | MAn 1a her own father and ahs docen't | — e—
i y 0 ' o T
with an alubaster eompiexion I::”r ' divoroe hovering in  tha background, | them pase; nor @ the woman who begin know 1LY are none the leas audible bae |
ahe |
passes ¥0U on the strest Ldkawlie lhr:. | Whereas the womnn who prefRcees every | L ad)ust thelr soarfs and don thelr wraps | TRUse they are hoaraely whispersd |“,,,1 woamen tn the sudlenoce KlEmlel Ioudly
d Lo f
ure timea when gvery man coyld “_Hh‘qlnlrvm,'l.-t with “"Jobhn says' presents a | and veturn thelr opera glusses Lo thelr At one delightful production lust wins| In sanother play, containing a wsordid,
Oy e § 3
on 16 his Wife the mocknean of Moses | EUSFROE0 of connibial bappiness ‘that | bage for seseral minutes befors the end ter & well dressed woman and her escort | gripping scense, in which & poor, halfe
! ! o
and the patlence of Job, and the silence eculdn‘t e any stronger (f 1t was backed | of the last act thereby making w st I"“"‘"“' nudibly ut wll the pathetie nndlthm- unfortunate s usked her nime, she
uf the tomb, bUt no man waois & oor [up by the affidavits of the entire com- | over the entire house, or sentimental passages. “Rot!™ ommeuln. | replied: “Mary.”” “Mary what®™ To tw
. b L] i af- :
tinuous performuance of any of these priss muniLy 1 dyp not suppose one can o provent IIo--l the man mt one of the l'h“l‘l'l'l."lifn;l,il'\.l s miat hava B land
[t e U Tne truth of the matter (s that white | PEOPle’s dolng thet any more than ona | ¥Pesches—a speech that many of us h""‘|““"“' “Well. call it Magdalene,” ghy
| o v . & pur breat v i L |
There must be times Whan My, Melha | MAHR DAY Admitn & woman for her |:ﬂ :".J,:,:'-;r":d:txl lh-‘mnl. .‘I”' s 1. I..\mlr:rh;ml;rm;i‘:n' petiillarity of oo omueacl: AN ESNG ontgs
fuels that If Mra Melba utters nnothoes | Perfections, he lovea her for her t-ulu.l . her "‘ A A bt " :" 'Tt :" . 1pan ”""““_ iy " Jillr : .I. - of rome  the apectators lsughed audibly r
A L o i= 3 - L M frie 140, 1 It Ty " "
squawk he will choke her, and when Mrs, |20 When w husband lectures a wile on Lt:: U’; t.h: ’ll;"‘m: . :“ ""'”d“!"l‘ n """‘ Illy e lllulhihi & :“' '“:”‘"' " }“' ”‘-];? Why llill FOU B0 OUL in the milddle. of
. " SR e i Marce \ . e
Paderswsk! has to it on her hands io | "0F Weaknesses. and dorides hor for her NS 48 i ! g piace ¥y | that play I asked 4 wan who had lef)
o : this sams timepiece al fve-mitule Inter. | On, Asdr,” says the herolne of une popi- | his sest nt the end of L a
keep from selging an axe and splitting | f0llss, he dossn't really want har changed _ ; W gecond uct ot
L ne P Shis ‘Eo S0 P tault X ; vale during the remainder of the sermon. | Inr ploce to the woman who has been | g colebrated performance. "Couldn't you
the "’"‘m; into kindling wood. and it's & I: :'“ Trn .f :I“h'tr A t"b'."“ > Fiven women have acquired this watoh- | tempted 1o do that of which  she I8 gand 07"
r } N ’ " w -
u:tt:-r nl: nhd.:tary g S e s :t:r' -'rl-uur:.r- t..n ;o:‘-m o il | @inncing habll, and It ls amusiog o note | ashamed; "ery on, the tears will wash Yeo' he wroplied savagely. I oould
2t Y ) 1 ) e ]
« unha were fascinated to death | o how, an socn af the asrmon-text o an- | the staln of pin Crom Sour soul At | stand the play—heari-tmeskion an. it .uae

Alsg there are limes and seasons wheo

When o man berotes his wife for, lo- ! pounced, the houds of some of thotss take i\uhlul; statviiont Al Joust u duzen givis | -4

il 1 oeould pot etand Wthe audienss

i

.




