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START THE CURRENT.

those who cry hard times consider: - %
What makes hard times? Jo it not often groundloess fear
, out of foolish attention to hearsay and rumor? Is,
£l oot shert-sighted retrenchment and hoarding on the part of a few, |
"8 =mmmamumm.-ho in turn become '
h and whoee timidity sooner or later reacts upon the prosperity |
of bundreds of thousands and millions—4ineluding the original timid |
The surest way to bring on hard times is to preach them,
The surest way to avert hard times is to deny them.
Tf ot the present moment those who pull long faces and tie up |
. their money would only take the other tack—smile and spend—they
osuld make short work of depression. .
A ~ Why not earry out the plans for which you have saved and for |
=: have the money? Why not paint the house? Why not
sew porch? Why not cement the cellar and put on the bay
~ window just as you intended?
L Many stand resdy to do the work promptly and cheaply. Re-,
member, every job is & nail in the coffin of hard times, - !
i Projected building changes, repairs, etc., in eighty-eight cities
- of #he United Btates showed a decrease in August of twenty-six per |
oml. o8 compared with the eame month a year ago. This is all
wreng. Oslemity thrives on just such mental statee.
Den't waste your savings, but don’t hoard them. Spend them
& you meant to. Give somebody s job, satisfy voursell and scare |
eway haed times. '
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_ .+ 'The Geve of peace 1s trylng its wings In Washington—
. sager for o transatlastio flight,

A

" . AN EXPERIMENT WORTH WHILE.
. A3\7 TEE $4,876,000 increase which the Board of Education seks
i 48 be allowed to epend in 1915, & small part is intended for
W eupm with vooetional schools and part time instrue-
e Ve tostruction will be tried out in five boroughs.
h I [00ady of persons employed in different occupations throughout
ety #he amounts they sarn and their chances for advancement,
), on with menufactarers who employ large numbers of
#0 the advantage of incressing eficiency by instruction, are
epbent features of the programme.
v weak ot work alternating with a week at school may go far to
'.P, problem of how to help those who must toil early in
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! lighted his cirarette. “I—I don’t know-—what you meant™

o fo mmnbo the most of themselves. The worker will eagerly grasp
8 Sdvamtage promssed. Tt ought ot to be hard to make the om-

profit also.

The worst enamy of the high cost of living in the market
banieet,
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. WHY DRAG IN THE VENUS?

3 the physical eulture experts tell us that, thanks to Ler
. affhletic habits, the American girl has enhanced her figure

" —particularly about the' waist line—we wish they would
old patronising comparison with the Venus de Milo. Why
in this classic marble lady who represented perfection of

= 40 @ bygone age?
_ We aboul do sorry to see the American girl resemble the Venus

. I . partiowlars, We should be sorry to see her hrow always so
- Wead, or her mose always so straight, or her general aspect so lacking

%‘# and piquancy. Compared with the light limbed attractions !
a1y American young woman the Venus is a heavyweight, |
. 4Mferall {8eal womanly beauty is raclal and relative. Even the

fust claime. l
Asiarican girl is quite capable of supplying o stundard of
in all respects satisfactory to this age. She is only waiting
flern Praxiteles with u chisel worthy to immortalize her,

&
"

Servaat Girle’ Champlon Has at Last Arrived.—iHeadline,
. New many more afterncons off will she need for him?
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©  West Peint Applirations. the car at Lhe wrong vrossing. mes-
o Willor of The Kvewing Work : Twhile looking back and jeering at

. . Eaeas in your “Letters the would-La passenger?  Hurely

the name and ad-
to whom 1 should

there is no reason why old and feeble
b of the parson
f for entoriag West Foint. E. D,

people, as wall ax women, should be
forced to cross the streel io board
car when alighting from a vross
s:ction on the same side.

N OLD BUBSCRIBER. |

A
The Last th
. m.t .lu:-ao.clnullunl

Te the Eebitor of The Evesing Workl!

We have had an argumont as to
who woe the last surviving signer of
the Declaration of Independence, John |

us or Thomoas Jeffermon. Wil
you kindly decide thia argument and |
give the age of the last survivor and
the date of his death? |
: BUBSBCRIBER, |

Nelther Adama nor Jefferson was |
the last of the signers to die. Charles |
Carroll wan the last, dying Nov, 14, |
1682, at the uge of ninely.six years.
He survived Adams and Jefferson,
both of whom died July 4, 1526,

The Machine Froblem Agsim,
To the Kaltor of The Evening World:

This s how I figure out 8. D. Q.'s
machins problem:

Consider the ninsty men as sixty
men and a half, Hixty men and a
half working n day and a half, or
730 minutes (eight-hour day), woull
produce sixty machines and a half,
or ninety machines, Now, if it takes

2 ninaty 730 minutes to
‘be pod in t minutes

country funeral In respect of car-

elsa?"

die we lay him out in & room over
{open the window

ugnt. “What of him 1"
B o ‘with weights on her under lip and a ring through her nose m.":am.".? .‘.‘.';m“"r‘.i
i

e | ad At the mate
o e o miwutes. v * will.—

Wit, Wisdom
And Philosophy

The Disagreeable Husband
By Sophie Irene Loeb.

Repartee by Samuel Foote,
MAN (n the ocountry who
had just buried a rich rela-
tive who was an attorney
wan complaining of the

very great expense of a

riages, hat bands and soarves,
“Why, do you bury your attorneys
here?" aaked Foote gravely,
“Yes, to be sure we do! How
"Oh, we never do that in Lomdon*™
“No?" snld the other in great sur-
prise, "How do you manage?™
“Why, when the patient happens to

night by himself, lock }ho :.oor. throw
and in t morning
he la entirely off.”

causes. All that we know of the mat-
ter s that there's & strongy smell of
brimntone In the reom next morn-
IHIA"

——

| A gentleman coming into the Cocoa |
Tree Tavern ons shorning during the

Duke of Grafion's administration was
ohasrving that he was afraid the min-
lnrgm at their wits' sad,

reason have th:!
complain of so short a journsy

Foote a s ag to-
gother at f'hdo lm. th.mnu- in
pulling out his purss to the reck-
oning dropped a KUAnea ich rolled
in suoh & direction that they could
not readily find it

“Where e deucs,”
“can it be gone 0T

“Gone to the devil, 1 aupposs.” sald
Garrirk.

“Wall sald, Davin” relorted Foote.
“You ure always what I took you
for——ever contriving {0 make a guinea
go further than any other man.”

Hits Fm; Sharp _-\E;u.ﬂ

People are never curlous to know
what thelr m’l!hbon' good qualitlas
are —~Deseret .“r.-. "

says Foote,

Perhaps, however, what that chap
who sald It meant was that truth is
sir to some peopls than fiction.
—Phl Iphl.l.lnq:lln:.

The man who waits for somsethin,
to turn up usunlly finds himsel
turned down in the long run.—Macon
Telegraph.
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The more some people have the
more they wapt, which may explain
the secrot of l.:wr%wln‘; trouble,

Dt he nings b8 Daver see the
t the ngs he never ge
chance to do are the things he wight
have falled II-; ll:ucm. News,

Wild oats are not sown in the dark
of the moon .-:rrolm Blade,

1o reason | d

WOMAN

A signing

"Tired

Wite" writes as
follows:

"Will some one
kindly suggest a
oure for a cranky
husband who
comes home every
evening and
satarts a row
without cause?
Wo have been
years, and have a

married Afteen
home of our own which 1 have helped

to save for and work for, We have
two sons, 1 make most of my own
clothea and theirs (without thanks).
My husband will never allow me to
g0 sven to & five-cent moving pleture
show, and objecta to all my friends,

who are respectable, 1 never leave
anrthl:f’ undone, and we have a
ruod. an home which he never
ooks at, but stays In the kitchen or

the bedroom and disagrees with
a\-arrthlnf.
Evidently this woman, In the ver-

nacular, “ploked a lemon in the -
den of love,"” If thers is one inatitu-
tion that is lacking, it Ils a court for
ls husbands—human baings
calling themsslves men, with an in-
wn on to “knock' and pro-

t everything that is desirable.

1 am sorry to say that thers are
hundreds of women suffering from the
same affliotion as the “tired wife,"” An
a usual thing they marry very sarly,
iaud having continued all the years,

just putting wp with things, they he.
come Loo old to break awny or sven
to complain.

Many of them go on suffering In

Copowight, 1014, by the Prams Publlshisg Co. (The Mew Yock Evening Worl),

tolled, slaved and deprived herself In
order to own the littls place called

me,

Bhe certainly is entitled to esqual
rﬂﬂlan at loast—that of getting a
Ittle bit of sunshine and not being
continually confronted with the ever-
lasting rain. 3

It Is a difcult thing to deal with
such men, who meemingly have no
sonse of gratitude or even t
for the helpmate, and very often SHE
in the woman  who “made” them.
They take it all as & matter of
courss, and to her it s a matter of
ch houl

uch a woman should choome
friends and Inslst on her nn-n:::
moving picture shows or any other
harmleas plaasures that she might en-
Joy. It Is JUST A8 NECEBSARY to
figbt for recreations that kesp the
heart alive as it is for food and cloth-

tog.
Oh, 1
come out of It! Don't '&'.‘J.‘L'Q‘"

of
all you survey and bgoome cra
#0 that life is bhardly worth nt?“
with you. Don't consider your wi
no much chattel, brought Into the
world for your expross company or
for a partnership to reap only the
harvest of woe, Put forth a Jittle
effort to be kind, even If It HURTS
you.

It may make you smile to yourself.
Don't always carry a on mﬁ
shoulder to be knocked over by svea
the breathing of the poor little woman
yo.;hull lwlh.

ere In many a disagresabls

that is really thou\tuutthm
g‘lu woman we hear so much about.

ake her to a show once In a while.
{ A little tolerance of her frisnds may
reflect & little gladness to yourself. It
dossn't cost anything to tell her that
the houns looks nice or that her din.
ner l; ﬂmd

An you are persistent in gett
“value received,' renlize !ln'l'.‘ ji::‘l

sllence, belleving In the old adage of
having made their own bad they must
make the best of it. Buch men do not
appreciate the fact that a woman has

such conduct has rarely falled 1o
bring real returna in comfort and con-
i-tdontlnu for you.

Turn your grouch into a grin!

]nnile Tales

~——By Farmer Smith—

for Children

Copyright, 1914, by the Press [obMahi

ISTER and Mre, Fly ware sit-
M ting on the limb of & tres,
looking down at Mister Llon,
wondering what he was thinking
about. .

“Can you tell what Mister Lion s
thinking about by the way his ears
wiggie? asked Mister Fly of his wile.
“He s asloep and dreaming," re-
isd Mrs, ¥ly. ° is & Jot of
ifference between thinking and

rumur.

“You don't ;-udm." -h‘il lI'l"l.ltu' Fly.
“Huppose we own on ar Lion's
u; and ||-ton,to what he is dream-
‘. L

“Just as you aay, my dear” sald
Mrs. Fly, as they both flew down on
Mister LDD'I oar.

““There, there!"

g Ca, (The New York Evenlng Wesld),
“Wall," continued her hus #
w,r.-h dn:'minumabout you" i

en Mrs, bec.
Lt:w:"nud and her o s s
g it made her husband
In wonder, as she ukodfhgwa .l:
it he Is dreaming sbout me?"
Mister Fly hopped right on Mister
Lion's ear and It made It wiggle.
“Ll:m‘n. I told :rlouhlho was dreaming
about you an A ears wi
show that he is" Vinsting
“I hear him! 1 hear him!" -
clatmed Mrs. Fly, and wlue‘?ut :I‘n
tickled Mister Lion's ear with her
foot and he wlﬁlhd it more than
ever, 'l'::‘n‘ “hl’nr Lion did
strange t 1 He jumped .
11y and sneesed. i

little eyes got aso |DY

So Wags
The World

By Clarence L. Cullen.
Ot 'V vg_»mw o

HE only real “problem" In con-
nection with most so-termed
“problem" plays and novels I8

how to acocount

for the gulleloss-
ness of the writ-
ora of puch things
in thelr attempt
to make common,
everyday facts of
Wfe seem surpria-
Ing or unusual.

The corner gro-
ceryman knowas
what he Is golog
te do in certaln contingencies when
he heavs ope of his customers brag-
ging of his capuoity for strong drink.

You don't hate to be & mawkish in-
dividual to feel mort of ornery at the
speciacle of a highly powdered littie
girl with made-up eyes and skin-tight
skirt on her way to school.

— i

This 1s about the time when ths
maa just back from his vacation rest.
leasly prowia around the office and
borea all handa to extinotion by tell-
ing them what an e¢legant time he had
—apd he has the saucers under his
eyes to prove it.

When & man has been described to
us as “one of nature's noblemen” it
is & sort of grisly instinct with us to
size him up osrefully to ascertaln
whether he 18 & prig.

days who are oot wise to the mar-
ried lummox who seeks Lo enlist fem-
ipine sympathy, for motives of his

wife doesn't “understand him."

There are many perfeot!
i h“! th-? hrih.%o “onuuuu
lled | w how ¢
t'{:ir wives, away on vaoations, be-
come with ocomparative of
both sexes with respect to their hus-
banda’ traits.

Nothing could be much more sinie-
ter than the spectacle, lately observed
me at & summer resort, of & wo-
man of thirty-six {n the lists with her
daughter of elghteen to gain the at.
tention and devotion of the same man.

o gy Bt
to fall

Mlﬂ" into the way of

who
trip

“The last I

R

There are mighty few girls nowa.

own, by boo-hooing to them that m']c

¥y good men | DU
horribly

Cepyright, 1014, by the Pram Poblshing Oo, (The Now York Bvening World).

ON MANS INGRATITUDE TO WOMAN.

T1” exclaimed the Widow delightedly, pulling off her long gloves,
as she glanced about the bizarre littls tearoom, with its
soft lights and Orfental draperies, “what & gem of & place

ADORE it!
“MeT"

Who brought you here? she added
The Bachelor tried to look up innoceatly, as

The Widow leaned back against the cushions luxuriously

“To speak 1o plain Sanskrit" she elucidated, “to whom am
for this charming little experience? WHAT GIRL taught you
wrinkle and led you to this painted paradiss? Ohb, of course it was a giril*
she continued hastily, forestalling ths Bachslor's denial. “No man
h%rryummu until some woman teaches him!”

“And then be immediataly rushes off to prastise his knowiedge on
some other woman,” sighed the Widow.

“Of course,” agreed the Bachelor resignedly, “I admit that Man fe stil)

woman gets for all the time

frisnds. She Is alvays Next'

other woman's labors—never of her own. Bhe never gets any gratitude

from the men she has efducated in the way they should go, and MADE"———
“Or marred,” murmured the Bachelor.

What One Woman Makes the Next Unmakes. f

“The moment she has finished teaching a callow youth how to dance
and how to part his hair and what to say when he's spoken to, he rushes
right off and tries to impress some more unsophisticated little thing with hig
dashing aplomb, One girl tesches & man how to fiirt; and the moment ke
has acquired the rudiments of the game he's off practising them on a lot of
other girls, One woman teaches him that he has such a thing as a heart,
and before she’s half finished"—

“Half finished what?" inquired the Bachelor,

“Pinished with his heart, Mr. Wentherby,” expluined the Widow, “he
has jerked It out of her hands and ie off breaking hearts on his own account.
One woman polishes his manners and teaches him how to order a dinner—
and another woman gets the invitations to his dinner parties. One woman
spends ten yoars making a man of him—and another comes along and takes
ten minutes to make & fool of him. One wife saves his pennles—and the

| next wife spends his dollars. One girl leads him to a quaint, darling, un-

heard-of tea room"—

“1::11." broke in the Bachelor deaperately, “that's reciprocity, isn't 1£?
Don't you believe in passing your good works along? JMaven't you ANY

'?1,':.“ sighed the Widow, "but a woman gets tired of running a ochar.
ity bureau after a while. And tmaining husbanda for other women, who are
training husbands for you, is like exchangxing Christmns presents, giving
something that you Uke and want in return for somathing that you may not
like or want, BH1, i wouldn't be so discouraging if the man you have
wasted your time and energy In ‘making over’ would remember it once in &
while and be a lttle grateful. But he never is, He always elther fancien
he 18 ‘self-made’ or that the Lord made him just what ho is. Whereas an
interesting, presentable man is the Nobls Work of Woman! Every man is
m'?'fu, and getting more 'mere’ every day!" groaned the Bachelor,

H The Moulding of Men. $

“Hvery man,” repeated the Widow composedly, ‘la merely a composite
reflection of all the women he has ever known!"

“Pooh!" scoffed the Bachelor. “Then every woman is merely a com-
poaite reflaction of all the man she han ever known, They all teach her'—

“Hut they never CHANGE her!” dsclared the Widow positively.
“Woman was made from a bone, and she remiaing what ahe was born unsil
the day sho dies. But man was made from CLAY, to be moulded, developed,
beautified and™———

“And ‘Anished’ by woman!" oried the Bachelor dramatically.

»Of course,” acquissced the Widow, smiling aweetly. But never mind!
What I really want to know is WHO brought you here—whose gentle hawd
guldad you to this romantic spot?”

“Well," sald the Bachelor maliciously, “it was the girl who was brought
here first by 4 man who told her that he was brought here first—by YOU.”

“Bobbie Forter!” exclaimed the Widow, flushing indignantly. *“The un-
grateful little wretch! That's what comes of teaching & man anything!™

‘Chapters From a Woman’s Life

By Dale Drummond
Copyright, 1044, by the Prem Puliisiiag Co, (The New York Braning Wesdd),
CHAPTER LXXXIII.
ACK bad found no fauit with | .
me om Aaccount of my ex-
travagancs for some time,
Onoe he had sald, rather
! bitterly—1 had just shown
| him & lovely evening dress and wWrap:

“The fall will be all the harder for
you when it comes, Bue”

“Don't be foollsh!™ I tastily returned;
“if thinge are different it will be
your fault!"

“It won't e my fauit if I can help
it,” he said, moodily, a strange look
in his eyes.

We now spent nearly all of our dis-
engaged eovenings at the olub. I
played bridge and Jack cards or
billlards, always for considerabls
money. He often lost, but instead of
making him cautious it appeared to
make him more reckiess and Dbe

would only rlak the more.
“Coolidge, you are a born gambler,”
Mr. Holman sald one orc:r!a'. th::..
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ufter Josing agaln and n

| insisted on ralsing the
ker fm “That i, old man, you

g:nalthnmhﬂm'

I laughed with the rest at his re-
mark, but .;uk got deathly white
and muttersd sav 1

“Oh, shut up!™ and resumed his play

| This wus so unlike Jaok that I

i!
i

i

ank
ness!'’ he sald irritably.

I wouldn't show a grouch over
such a little thing,'" I wetorted,
realizing that to Jack it was no LJIT-
T

Sue, what do
ack asked
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