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The Sixth
| Commandment

“Fifty-Fifty" with Sprouse—
Grafting Wives and Selfish-
neaa of Hosbands Causes of
" THsaster. ' 1 F ' t

By DOROTHY DIX,

This 1a the sixth sommandmsnt of
matrimony:

Thou shalt split thy plaasures and thy
shakala "Nity-Tifly"”’ with the partner of

One of the great - [Vout”
troubles of matrl-
mony 18 that few
eouplea ever have
the honasty and
falrneas to meke a
falr Adlvide of Ita
responaibilities and
burdens and preas-
ures and perquis-
ftaa,

Sometimes 1t ja
the husband who
“welches” on Hla
end of the bar-
sin, Bometimes It
fa the wife who
duooks out from
under her end of it
Bometimes you ges
& husband whoe
thinks he has a right to be & little tin
£od In his houmse. while his wife should
bo contented to be an adoring slave.

Bomelimes it s the wifse who fesls
that she is entitied to all the domestio
swoets, while her husband (s laft only
the Dbitter; but seldom do you sée o man
and woman working together and split-
ting “rifty-fifty"” in domestic life. And
when you do see this, you behold an In-
apiring apeotacle of connublal blisa,

There are women who look upon matris
mony a8 graft, and at husbands as sasy
things that they work for thelr Indi-
vidual profit. These are the ladies that
wa see resplendent in the latest creations
from Paris, while their hubands wear
conts that are shiny at the seams and
hats of last year's vintage, These are the
indies who roll about In limousines whilé
thelr husbands hang on to trape In the
street cam, and who go to Bar Harbor In
rfummer and Palm Beach in the winter,
whila thelr huabands toll on through
heat and cold with never a vaeation in
thelr hard-worked llves,

These women—and thelr name ls Mrs.
legion—do not make an even divide of
matrimony, They are graflers who grab
everything desirable that Is In sight
They shunt the whole family burden on
to thelr nuaband's poor shoulders lustead
of bearing their share.

You ofton hear a woman hypocritically
bemoaning the fact that her husband will
wear hand-me-down clothes, or that he
won't ever go off on irips with her, or
that he doesn't keep up with the new
books and new plays, when the truth Is
that .ghe works the poor feliow so hard
to pay for her finery and luxuries that
she doean’'t leave him any time or
strength or money for himself. He'd ke
to be well dressed and to amuse himself
it sha'd only split “fifty-fifty’* with him,
instoad of leaving him only a Jitney out
of a dollar,

It s not always the women, however,
who is the family monopolist. Quite as
often it ia the man who holds to the
cheerful theory that the husband, being
the lsad of tha house, ls entitled to all
the prevogatives thereof.
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These are the men who think that
when they marry they have conferred |
such an inestimable favor om a woman |
that sha should never expect anything |
maore to be done for her. They are strong
for the contention that woman's place is
in the home, and that she should ask no
liveller umusement than taking care of
the chlldren and meeting her husband
with & glad, sweel amile.

These are the men who look about
twenty years younger than thelr wives,
and who are turned out by the best
tallors, while thedr wives make thelr own
clothes—and look It

These are the men who alwayas have
pleuty of money to belong to fashion-

the
sise of the bills on the first of the month,
and begrudge the baby certiffed milk.
Now, no really happy home was ever
selfishness, and no agotist
& succesitful home bullder. No
loved a woman weil enough to
‘“worked” by her. No woman
ever self-abnegating enough to enjoy
being offersd up as & dally saorifics to

The only way that any real happiness
tn married e 8 ever aohileved I8 for

sponaibilitios, na It 18 of joys and pleas-
ures. Mo woman ever feels herself a real
wife to her huaband until he lets her in
om the ground floor of his struggies and
his ambitions. No woman ever feela
that she fa & real helpmeet Lo her hus.
band until she has scuinally bhelped
through some crisls,

1t fan't enough for & real woman to be
a show window by which her husband
aflvertises his prosperity by haanging flne
clothes and jewelry upots her, Bhe
wants to be something more to him—to
enter his real life—and if men only under-
stood this, and talked to their wives
about their business, and their hopes and
plans, fower men would have to complain
of woman's extravagance.

Women would bs msatisfled with very
lttle If they knew that thelr husbands
IU's Lhe

their share of the profits of the domestic
partnership that makes the sllent part-
nar a0 often throw the frm into bank-

E

And the woman who realises that IU's
up to her to give her husband & fair run
his money, that her part Is to make
comfortable heme, to be thrifty and
and contented, has grappled her
husband to her with hooks of steol. She
can laugh at sirens and snap ber fingers

for she bas bullt her house of
happiness upon the eternal rocks

matrimony a succeas forget

sixth sommandment, whith says

Thou shalt split thy pleasires and thy

“tifty~five"” with the partner of
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“Oh, 1 do know a girl there. A Canadian-
American girl—a gay, gracefu] creature—and
The girl of snow
and the slelghbells, with the cheeks as hard and
scarlet as apples, with the brilliant, Hquid eyeas
of & French father and his hlack hair with the

1 wish I could see her now.

coppery lights. HBeems to me

think, that salways she was laughing—with a
glimmer of {ine white teeth and & tightening of
the soft, red lips, and a deeponing of the dimple
In her slanting cheek. White and black and
red she in. Like Snow White in the Glen with
The red of the scarletl

waple leaf that grows on her mountainsides, the
» black of starlit night skies, the white of the

the Beven Little Men.

in & glitter her

now, when 1|

eprayed across

Snow-white

N

snow that froths around her skil and powders

-

>
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furs and toque. Last I saw her

ehe stopped in a laughing trek up a steep slope
deep In snow, her moccasinag layered In white,
her winged toboggan on her back, snow dla-
monds on her lashes, a drift of snowflakes dim-
ming her glory of black and scarlet, one cold
little band bare, the searlet of her trappiogs of
sweater and mittens matching the blood In her
cheeks, the black of her fure

the hair that
her face; and, standing under

the black and sllver birch and a snow-blanketed
fir, she waved a debonalr good-by.

and rose-red and still-water

black—the Monteral girl.—NELI, BRINKLEY,

Tragedy of Loveliness :

But Girls and Men Must Moeet in Conventional
Ways to Insure Respectful Friendship, : :

—_ —_—

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

twenty-five, good-loak}
.- .ns{hiouc butld, good
lﬂﬂy edupated, 1 am nol so very wel

acquainted hers. 1 have lota of oppor-

Tosser

:'mﬁu to firt,
bashful in anvy way.

1 sure am lonesome, lonssome In thia
iy city, and 1 certalnly would Illke to
make (he m.t:dn:ln‘wg- I‘r.-r -olmo nice

. but n't know how.
Fng ndea *  LONESOME.

In responss to this letter. which ap-
peared in The Beo léss than & fortnight
ago, I have received no leas than a hun-
dAred lettery from girle who are lonely,
too.

My sympathy la great for each of the
lnely individuals who seeks ocongenial
companionship and who I8 wufficlently
Attracted by s printed letter to esk for
advics. 1 know that in every large city
there are dosens of girls and men who
want to know pleasant young folk of the
opposite sex who jump al every
straw that offers them the opportumity.
And it fs ope of the tragedies of life
in & city that fhis gresping at straws
won't do.

Friendships between men and women
if they are to fourish and count for
snything worth while In lifs must be
based on mutual falth and trust. Mutual
faith and truat do nel <ame through
meeting people frregularly. Buspicion is
one of the traglo characteristios of hu-
man nature. And when men and girie
mest without Lhe formality of proper ln-
troduction of responsible Individusls who

more or less vouch for them to ench

nice | OtBeT théy are all too likely to wonder

and doubt.
Lonsliness is a bittar tragedy—and the

bt 1 Imck the nerve | most tragle thing about it Is that one
oo forward, although [ am not| whoe wants to help cannot do a0

nnd
fthat each of you must work out your
problem for Fourself Girls snd men
must meet sach olher according to the
| laws of soclaty. Otherwise they are il
| too llkely to have this suspicion,

| Well, If she met me through a flirta
tlon, probably. she meets other men (he
pame way. | gvess abie isn't & girl that
demands that highest respect,” or: '"EBinee
|he mot ascqguainied with me without an
lintroduetion | guess he meets s Jot of
Igiris that way and I guesa he's a follow
who hl‘.ll\'l much #lse to d0 and who
doesn't think any (oo much of women
elther."”

Lives in a big city are sadly eircum-
seribad. Gettling Into a circle of congenial
friends, meeting an Individual te whom
one can talk freely and with whom one ean
be one's abeolute self, are niot aasy things
to do. Church, social ¢ciube and friends of
one’'s own sex offer the most natural way
of making asoqualntance In the opposite
sex. It doas mol pay to tuke desperate
chancea or to gamble on the sttrective
Appearance of a atrabger In order to and
loneliness.

Loneliness does mot stap bocause you
know people. 'l am never so lanely as
when [ am with other poopls,” s biterly
true when those olher people are nut con-
penial and of your own sort

The one great cousclation about the
tragedy of joneliness ls that It Is In neo
way floal It may always be overcome
Perhaps tomorrow the sad Ntle girl whe
gots from her hall bedroom to work and
comes drearlly back to her hall bedreom
from work may quite simply and natur-
ally most some one through the knowing
of whom her whole life's course may be
ohenged,

A girl T know went obligingly to look
for an apartment for a relative who was
| Coming te her town, With her was a giri
|friend who walted In the lobby for her,
i“"‘“' the home hunter eame back from
| ber unrewarded sesarch ahe found her
lgirt triend deep in conversation with &
| who happened to llve in that bulld-
ing

Though he was a family connection of
{thin mirl's they took no Interast In ons
!uno!hnr. The girl who chapoed 1o be in-
[troduced to Wi owme 1o be a very good
|friend of his, aod through him she be-
I_'-"lme a memla: of & thoroughly congenial
\eircie of oharming men and women. To
|any lonely girl just such & pleamnt ex-
| perience may come any day.
| Who of ua knows what walts *“just
laround the cormer™ Whe of us wanls to
Irisk Lecauss of yupleassnt pressnt con-
ditlens the chance fully ta enjoy happy
experienices when they oo gome? Lonell-
|ness must never tempt us into Indiscre-
tlon or danger. Life Las 1o be liveqg mo-
cording to s rulos and frieudahips must
[euuu paturally, hooestly and with dignl-
Ified beginnings

journal, says, “It seems

one that is near and dear
health and strength ?
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London, 1913.
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“__and then with just a
few weeks more of
Sanatogen”

On the road to health at last! And yet how impatient
you are to be up and going. But it is now, when the sys-
tem is trying to rebuild its store of energy, that you will
be most grateful for the reconstructive help of Sanatogen.

Sanatogen, you must know, is a natural food-tonic,
combining purest albumen with organic phosphorus—
thus conveying to the wasted system the vital elements
to build up blood and tissues, and it is so remarkably
easy of digestion that the most delicate—young and
old—can take it with nothing but beneficial effects.

1t reawakensa the appetits, assists digestion, and us a physician in
“The Practitioner,” a leading medical
to possess &
wonderfal sffect in increasing the notri-
tive wvalue of other food material.”

When we tell you that Banat
used by the medical profession
the world ss an sid to convalescence and
asan gpbuilder of strengnth and viwmlity,
that more than 21,000 physicians have
written Jotters commending It, you will
understand that our confidencs in recom-
mending It 10 you is firm snd aincers.

Won't you give Sanstogen the oppor-
tunity to help bring back you—or some-
o you—tw

on s
over
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Why We

Quarreled

No, 5—The Man's S8ide—The Man Who Liked an
Ocoasional Drink Tells His Story,

—

VIRGINIA #TERHUNE VAN
DR WATER.

Copyright, 1115, by the SBtar Company)

Persons knowing that my wife and 1
have guarrelled about my drinking might
think that I am a drunkard, On the
contrary, 1 am fairly temperate, 1 am
not & total abstalner, though Rusan's
father In. Hag she asked me beafore our
marviage If I drank, I would have told
hor tha truth, Put aha pover asked me.

When we had been married for some
months she amellsd Hquor on iy breath
ons avening and made a great fuss ever
it

I acknowledge that I had had one glass
(of whisky, "There I8 po harm in that”
I affirmed,

“Bul thore &' she declared. "Drink
mins more homes than any other vice in
the world™

It s mot & viea,™ 1 insleted, "uniess
one oarries it too far. And when T am
tired or depressed 1 fesl the used of a
stimulant of some kind.™

“Then why not take a cup of tea or
caffee ™ she arsued.

I ooul mot help Iaughing as [ visual-
lred myself taking such a bracer as this,
Then, as I saw that my wife was really
unhappy, I tried to soothe ber.

“Dear Buman,”” 1 plendsd, "do ba rea-
sonable. I have never beem Arunk since
my sifly freahman year in ocollege—and
then only once."

“1 tell you it is a wicked habit and &
mnsslons one,” she relterated, and In hor
declaration I recognised hor father's
tesching. "It makes mea miserable to
think of It It leads to sorrow and dls-
grace.’

I appreciated that she was absolutely
unreasonable on this subject, so I tried,
without Iying to her, to make her think
that I would hereafter let drink alone,
In my soul I determined to do as 1 had
alwayas done. [ oortainly had enough self-
control not to ge too far. Ignorance is
bllse, and If & wife s foollsh about =
matter It in wise and right for a hushand
to avold worrying her,

For a whils Buran watched me olosely,
ang she often miffed the alr about me
suspiciously as If to make wsure (hat
it 4ld not amell of liquor, 1 was very
careful that it abould not. T confined my

Ry
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Advice to Lovelorn

Sagmest & Visit from Him.

Dear Miss Fatrfax: T am a widow and
have & brother-in-law who s a widower

lives in ther of the state,
%P;’ aomwon?o and now and then
sends me money.

Bometimes | think his letters are uab{
and affectionn Would run please tel
me how 1 could find cut his real foelin
toward me? I could love him, for he
a fine man and 1 am quite alons In the
world, ANXIOUS

Why not suggest to your brother-in-
law that it would be a pleasant jdea for
him to pay New York a visit?

Welli Rid of Such Friondahip,

Doar Misa "alrfax: [ am a ;oun.' lady
of 18 and deeply In love with a young
man four years my senlor, I am em-
rlornd in an office and 1 met him there.
{e took me out ohe svenlng and we had

& good time, When he took me home he
wanted to ki me -night, bt T re-
fused. Ever sinee that 1 have not seem
him again. BESTRLLE W,

You were quite right to refuse to kiss
A mere nogualntance. Buch prvileges
belong only to declared lovers. A man
who takes you out and then insista on
the payment of s kiss s not worth re-
gretiing when your refusal to comply
makes him lose interest in you

Maodaoma Qiive Schrviner,
the gifted writer, states:
“Not that 1 have

taken lor years has given
me such & sense ol vigor

?bw Rusnia’s Pri-
» 51. erh.u. writes:
¢ daughter, who was
D ity bynedted
¥ the wal:l»_rnd use ol
ol w8 ite
mnnnd.ul:‘n weight In

the color
ol her skin becams
thier."
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for Blbert Hobbard’s new book—"Health in the Muking.” Written in bis attmetive manner end flled with his shrewd
philosophy, together with “5- ofss a

ANY,

ene drink a day to the poon hour whea I
was out at luncheon. By the time 1
reached home In Lha evening there was
no odor on my Lreath

I do not conukler that this was wicked
dooeit. Had I ebjectad to Husan's taking
fon eream sodn, had I moolded her whem«
aver aho dld taks It, I would surely have
expecied her to keep silent with regard
to her frequent wisits to the sada fotums
tain,

A year passed before the final oalas.
trophe ocourred. My wife had gons up
town to apent the duy with her slater, A8
noon It begun to storm, and at 4 o'clock
Busan talephoned to my office Lhat i€ the
rain continued [ must not be worried iff
#he did not return untll morning

"IE It holda up enough for mo to come
without gelting very wet, [ will adhore !
to my orginal plan and be back st lllnn;
ner time.” she sald. “Dut If It storme;
heavily, | am afraid that sister will Ine
Mt on my staying where I am.”

“T understand.” 1 sald, “and while
whall miss you, of courwe, I do not nu:
you to risk catobing cold.”

The raln was falling faster and
peraistently at & o'clock. This convinced!
me that my wife would not return Loy
night. So when a friend invited me t
dine with him at his elub, 1 accepted.
telephionad to the mald at my house that,
I would not he In to dinner, and thatl
her mistreas would stay over night witly!
her -umr:

1 bad no umbrella and was so wet by
the time my friend and | reached the
olub that T immediately took a glasa of’
whisky.

My friend ordsred more drinks with
the dinner. I supposs that as | was tired,
and my stomach wan very smpty, | was
more atiscaptible than usual to the offects
of the stimulant. For the flrat time in
many years I felt that my brain was
clounded and befogged. 1 wos seoretly
glad that my host went as far as my
home with me. I was still more glad, as
I lot mywnelf in the house—ansinied by my
companion In Inserting the lalchkey into
the hole intended for it—(hat Busan was
absent.

Imagtne my horror when she miet me at
the door of our bodroom.

"m?. my dear,"” she began,

Then at sight of me, Ao stonped ahort,
hor faoe turming deathly white. T at-
tempted to lnugh and kiss her, but she
struck nt me, bealde hermell with anger
and dlagunst.

"You're drunk!" she sxelaimed shreilly,

I tried to explain, but It whs uscless
I knew thet my tonguo was thick and
my words were not as convinelng as 1
wished to make them.

The next morning we “had It out.””

Busan tald me that ahe had helped me
into bed last night—that she did this as
& duty, beoause she was my wife. Bhe
alpo remarked, shudderingly, that 1 waa
loathsomaly sick. Then ahe added that
she would never trust me agaln=never.

“You have beon drinking right alohg
ever since we wore married.” she ae-
cused. "1 know, because & man my alster
knows mentionod te her that he takes
what he oalls his dally ‘nip’ with you
every noon.”

1 could not deny this, and did not try
to. “But thera's no harm in IL" I added,

“No harm!" ashe repeated, her ayes
wide and angry. “There s harm enough
in it for me to determine that 1 will not
live with you any longer. No,”" as 1
tried Lo plead with her, “untll you prom-
lse me, swoaring It on the Bible, that
you will never touch apother drop of
liguor, 1 will not stay under your roof."

Bho thinks ahe is right, yet 1 am sure
that If she really loveda me she could
naver have revached this declalon.

"I'm po

en, health and coDteniznent.
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