
PICTURE BRIDES AND LONG DISTANCE MATING
The Calendar Is by No
Means Cleared Up
Just Because Cupid's
Court, Jersey Term*
Went Out of Business.
There Never Were So

Many Cases
HOW Sears-Roebuckjcame to overlook

this one, goodness only knows! At
a moderate estimate more than a

thousand picture brides met more

than a thousand picture husbands on New
York piers last summer. This year there-will
be twke a« many.

That Editor Thomas Bancroft Delker's
scheme fatted to promote marriage by mail
through a mock trial procedure at Hammon-
ton N. J-. *í*'a8 í*l,e "-0 no *ack 0* candidates for
the frame of matrimonial postoffice. Editor
Pelker and Lew Conley, the Babe Ruth of
Southern NeW Jersey, who was his partner in
the pian, bad nearly three thousand applicants
for life partners when Cupid's Court blew up
because Cupid resigned and the jury refused
to serve.
There seems to be an epidemic of marriage.

T!te country is chock full of lonely swains.
Greek picture brides are arriving on every
jhip from the Mediterranean ports, and there
ate Spanish, Italian, Armenian, Englisb, Irish
and Scottish lovers among those present,
though in smaller proportion than the Greek.
Through the Hammonton clearing house, be¬
fore it quit, Kentucky girls were being intro¬
duced to Ocean City coast guards; Philadel¬
phia widows were learning the addresses of
Texas widowers; the woman in Canada with
$10,000 and a farm was being told to write to
the brilliant young doctor in New York who
had ambitions but no money; a saleslady in
Denver who makes $12,000 a year had been
placed in communication with the Brooklyn
lalesman who makes $15,000 a year and wants
to live in Chicago. More than 2,000 letters
were sent to Editor Delker and his fellow
heart-throb experts in two weeks. We saw

them. They cluttered up Editor Delker's of¬
fice until the walls bulged.

Mail Order Matrimony
Boomed This Summer

There have been matrimonial bureaus be¬
fore, of course, and the picture bride is not
exactly a new institution, but there has never

been, so far as any existing record indicates,
ao tremendous a desire for matrimony on the
part of so many people of diversified habits
and tastes as this summer brought forth.
There must be a reason. What is it?
There seems to be an overwhelming weight

of opinion on the part of people who do not
¦¿et married by mail that people who do get
married by mail are nuts. A certain percent¬
aje of morons must be admitted, including
the morons who write fervid tales of entirely
fictitiou« longings "for fun;" but there is a

larger percentage of genuinely lonely folk who
are sincerely seeking ideals in life partnership
which their present environment does not pro¬
vide. Also there is a still larger percentage
of widows who are up against it.women who
have been left, after a short matrimonial expe¬
rience, with no income and a small family. To
such women as these matrimony is the only
profession open; their entreaties for the ad¬
dress of a suitable husb?nd are just requests
for a job; and almost any decent man will do
who can provide a living and doesn't object
to supporting a dead man's children. There
are a pitifully large number of these bewil¬
dered widows abroad in the land.
The case of the foreigner who seeks a wife

among the people of his home land is on an

entirely different plane. This, among the
Greeks, almost attains the dignity of a tribal
rite. The Greeks, available statistics indicate,
lead all other European nations in the earnest¬
ness and diligence with which they seek for
wives amonsr their own people in their native
land. They possess a strong national conscious¬
ness; they do not readily intermarry with
other races. On the other hand, Greek women
emigrate in smaller proportion than those of
any other European nation. When the men
strike out for the new life across the ocean
they play a lone hand and leave their women
folk behind. Most of them emigrate young. A
few years and they achieve a measure of pros¬
perity; at times, a very considerable measure;
and then, when their thoughts find leisure to
turn to matrimonial affairs, they seek Greek
fcirls for wives. There are few Greek girls in
America, and fewer still unmarried. The
matrimonial urge sets their faces inevitably
toward the homeland, and already the thing is
as good as done.

The Hypothetical Case of
ßemefrms Papalexis
Consider the hypothetical case of Demetrius

?apalexis. Demetrius Papalexis is an entirely
«naginary name with which by way of helping
7e argument along, we will endow an entirely
.»aginary individual. Having gone thus far,
^mplcte the picture by imagining that our
°eaietrius Papalexis resides in a small town

J* *he Middle West, or the East, or the South
ior that matter; and it need not be such a
.matt town either. Demetrius is a type; and
v* name is legion. He is the present symbol
** an ancient human urge which began far
**ack beyond Aristotle; began, in fact, in the
-*»nd chapter of Genesis when God said: "It
¦» not good that man should be alone."

Enveloping the theory a little further, sup-**« that Demetrius came to the United States
years ago. He has worked and saved his

j^ney, as he well knows how. Now, in 192:.,
is the pole and very proud owner
a flourishing fruit store and ice cream
°°n in his adopted city, a white, shining

*<.*, all paint and gilt and mirrors, and
^--.a-topped tables with twisted wire chairs.
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Demetrius Papalexis visualizes the advantages of a bride in the business

There are panels on the wall3, whereon are
painted landscapes and seascapes more gor-
geouá-"than anything nature in her conserva¬
tism ever dreamed of. These were done by
Demetrius's first cousin, who has a natural
taste for this sortyf art, as well as a diploma
from a corresponding school of sign painting
and showcard writing.

In the front of Demetrius's store is the onyx
and nickel soda fountain, a masterpiece more

splendid than the fitments of any Hellenic
palace. In Demetrius's windows are polished
apples and shining oranges, alluring grape¬
fruit, and equally alluring exhibits of every
other product of the vineyard and the orchard

each in its season. There is a Demetrius shop
handy to where you live.

After ten years, Demetrius finds himself
debt free and possessing a bank account which
entitles him to be received with a cordial smile
by the paying teller. No business man could
ask more.

"And now," thinks Demstrius Papalexis, "if
I hut had a wife I would be a nappy man in¬
deed. A wife is necessary to a man, especially
to a successful man such as I am. A wife
would be of great assistance to me in my fine
store. She could carefully polish the red
apples, and quickly I could teach her how to
turn toward the customers the yellow side of

the oranges which are sometimes on one side
of a slight green color; also how to place be¬
tween the big grapefruit in their pyramids the
green leaves to make them look attractive, as

the Americans like. She could help rne as

well at the soda fountain. Undoubtedly she
would be most useful. Also, it is a good thing
to have a wife, particularly a pretty wife.

"Also, she should be a Greek. Greek wives
are the best wives, or so I think, and since I
think so what other opinion matter«? It is
my wife, the wife of Demetrius Papalexis of
whom I speak, and of no other man's

"Therefore, for these reasons, I will get me
a wife. But how?

"It is true there are no nice Greek girls
in this town save those who are already be¬
spoken, nor any Greek women at all who
might be available, save that one who is an

old maid and forty and has a tongue as sharp
as the sword of Perseus; and her I would not
marry for a dowry of a million dollars; or at
least not for any dowry which she might bring
me. From where, then, does my wife, whom I
need so greatly, come?
"From Greece, certainly; from the mother¬

land; from Athens perhaps, where there are

so many clever and beautiful girls, or from
the hills beyond Corinth, where I was myself
born. There was a girl there, as I now recall,

IN THE SUBURBS, UNABLE TO GET OUT
By JAMES J. MONTAGUE Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON

IT was not without qualms that we built
the house in a new part of town, where
there were no pavements and the tele¬
phone wire had to be strung along poles

.at our expense.to reach the place.
Our. friends all told us that we might as

well go fifty miles away where we could be
in the real country. They said it wasn't half
so bad to have your car mired down on a coun¬

try road, whore the birds were singing near¬

by and the flowers blooming along the way¬
side as on what purported to be a city street.

But it was summer time when the house
was ready, and there was little trouble in
getting the car into the yard, where it tem¬
porarily occupied a tent until such time as
we could save enough money to buy one of
those tin garages.
And very soon after vje were established we

were able to jeer back at the friends who
jeered at us, for men and teams came along
and began to build a brand new beautiful pave¬
ment right on our street.
Of course we couldn't get the car out while

they were putting down the pavement, but we
were sure that would be only a matter of a

week or two.and then how wonderful it
would be to bowl out on a smooth road, and
coast down the hill till we came to the main
thoroughfare.

The pavement required a little more time
in the making than we expected.ten weeks,

The pavement required a little time
i

in point of fact. It was
two miles to the village,
but in pleasant weather
the walk wasn't bad.
We told each other that
our very richest and
most influential citizens
thought nothing of
walking five or six
miles over a golf course
every day, so why
should we mind a
trifling walk of two
miles? One could al¬
ways wear rubbers
when it was muddy.

It was a great day
for us when the pave-
ment was down. We started the car and drove
fifty miles out in the country to celebrate.
Life from now* forth seemed a lovely dream,
with the town within ten minutes instead of
three-quarters of an hour, and that smooth,
broad stretch of asphalt right in front of us!

There were a couple of men with some kind
of surveying instruments on the street when
we got back that afternoon, making everything
right, as we supposed.
The next morning, intending to go down

to the town and sneer at the friends who had
formerly sneered at us, we joyfully started
the car and headed for the street.
But we didn't get out. Men with picks had

dug a trench directly in front of the drive.,
and if we had gone any further our car would
have remained where it dropped till somebody
got it out with a derrick.
We supposed there must be some mistake,

but there wasn't. They were tearing up the
street to put a sewer down.

Well, sewers are necessities, of course, and
wc were assured that the obstruction would
only remain for three or four days. It re¬

mained for three or four weeks, however, anc

when the ditch was dug and filled the street
didn't look the samt. It kept sagging over the
place where the sewer pipe was laid, and ic
was; three more weeks before they had it al-
tamped down so they could repave it.
Again we happily sallied forth for another

Men with picks had dug a trench
directly in front of the drive

ride, but the next morn¬
ing the street was torn
up again.

This time they were

laying a telephone con¬
duit.
We asked the man

in charge of this job
why they hadn't laid
all these conduits and
pipes and things before
the street was paved.
He said he didn't know.
The telephone job

needed three weeks
more of doing, and we

supposed that was to
'be»all, but it wasn't.

We crossed the ragged ridge left by filling
in the new ditch one morning, only to return
that afternoon to discover that we couldn't
get the car into the garage.
Men were digging another ditch, parallel

with the other two. This one was for a gas
pipe. They very kindly laid planks down for
us to cross it, so we got the car in and kept
it there for a month longer.
Then we prepared for a grand celebration.

The street wasn't what it was when it was

first paved. It was billowy and rough, and
there were places in the ditches where you
bogged down and stayed till dry weather if
you were careless enough to get into them, a«*

you often were after dark.
But anyway, we could come and go, which

was something. That night we repitched the
tent, put our car into it and invited a friend
who had a big fine one out for the week-end.
The new tin garage had just arrived, and
his car was to occupy it for the night.
The friend was a late sleeper, as became

the owner of so grand a car. He got up at
10 the next morning, took a leisurely break¬
fast, ant. after thanking us profusely for our

hospitalit: announced that he had an impo* -

tant business engagement in another town thai,
noon and that he would have to hurry.
Wc wen-, outside to see him off. The first

thing thet met ou? eye-v w*\» » ragged ehaam

in the street, which made it impossible to
get any kind of car out. The water people
had discovered that their main, which was

put down when the street was a country
road, was inadequate, and they were digging
it up to put in a new and bigger one.
We had done the best we could to entertain

our friend, and it seemed to us that he was

unnecessarily disagreeable about having his
car marooned with us for the eight weeks that
it would take to get the new water main laid.
He said he would never have come if he

thought we lived where people came along
without warning and shut you up like rats
in a trap in your own home.
We tried to appeal to the authorities, but

it was useless. They had given the water
company the right to make the improvement,
and we as citizens ought to be glad that the
company was public-spirited enough to make
them.
That was seven weeks ago. Our friend

comes out now and then to see if »his car is
all right, and he always measures the gas,
which seems to us, somehow or other, to re¬

flect on our honesty.
Some day we may learn why they lay pave¬

ments only to dig them up again, but judging
from the results of our quests for this knowl¬
edge hitherto we shall be very old before we

find out.

(Copyright, JOS!, by James J. Montague)
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Rates of Exchange
Have No Blighting Ef¬
fect Upon One Form
of European Industry,
and That Is Picture
Brides for the AmerI
can Export Trade

who had beyond «11 question the most beau¬
tiful eyes in all Hellas, although but a child
when I left. If I could but remember her
name . . . but it is gone. Small matter. If
not she, then some other. All the girls in my
village are beautiful.
"A dowry would be nice, but people are now

poor, as who knows better than I? With my
store and $15,000 of good American money in
the bank, I can dispense with that. Really,
in this case, money is not an obj«3ct; nona
whatever. Only must she be a pretty gir!, and
a strong, healthy girl. The Greeks do not ad¬
mire a woman who is sick ail the time.

"I will write therefore to the Mayor, who
will surely know of such a one, if there is
such a one to be had, who will come to Amer¬
ica and become the wife of Demetrius Papa-
lexis, the. successful fruit merchant, also- ltó
cream parlor, in Kansas, U. S. A.

Demetrius Decides to Take
His Pen in Hand

"I will send my picture to the Mayor; the
picture which I had taken last Christmas a
year in the American evening dress suit of
clothes in which I visited the christening of mybrother's son. That picture does not show the
mole on my chin, and it makes me looü really
quite handsome. I will then ask the Mayor to
send me a picture of such a one as I describe,
and if it pleases me, then I will write to her
father, and it will be arranged that she shall
come to America in the second cabin, like a
great lady, and she shall become my wife, and
we will have a wedding feast, and she shall
help me make more money and we shall be
most happy.

"I will write at once to the Mayor. Where,
now, did I last place my pen? . . ."'

This is the custom, broadly outlined. Some¬
times the procedure h p. little different. Some¬
times a compatriot, returning to Greece, is
commissioned to bring back with his own bride
one or more brides for his friends. There
have been eases -where .as many as a dozen
brides have landed with such a party, to be
met by prospective husband? nf whom theyknow nothing save that they have been highly
recommended by their friends.
We asked Miss Virginia Murray about this.

Miss Murray is general secretary of the
Travelers' Aid Society of New York, which
unofficially, But with groat efficiency, keepstab on these imported wives when they land,
and makes sure that they get at least the be¬
ginnings of a square deal. More than a dozen
such parties have been cleared by the Travel¬
ers' Aid Society in New York this summer.
They range in numbers from a dozen to mora
than a hundred. One of the largest shipments
of the current season numbered 125 Greek
maidens.
Miss Murray said that she used to think it

was a terrible thing, but that now she is not
so sure. Much experience has softened her
viewpoint.

"It is a problem," she said, "and it occasion¬
ally leads to some delicate situations, but I am
not prepared to condemn it as downrightly as
I would have done a year ago. Our experience
here has shown us that, in most cases the im¬
pulses which direct the men are entirely
worthy, even altruistic; and they spring from
traditions and customs which are deep rooted,
and entirely different from American
conceptions.

"In the southern European countries, es¬
pecially in Italy, the life of the individual, par¬
ticularly the individual woman, is so bound upwith the life of the community that this pro¬
cedure of betrothal by photograph is really
only one step from the national custom which
is universally practiced. A girl is promised in
marriage by her parents when she is hardly
more than a child ; in some instances while she
is still in her cradle. She has no say in the
matter. After all, if one's husband is to be
chosen by somebody else, it makes very little
difference.dees it?.if one has seen him or
seen only his picture."
Travelers' Aid Society Keeps
Watch Over "Picture Brides"

Occasionally, Miss Murray told us. some
tricky individual attempts to comr.vh" bigamy,
or even polygamy, by means of the mull order
bride scheme; but these are rare and are get¬
ting rarer, as the Travelers' Aid Soc'-ty's in¬
vestigations expose such cases and mak e it
clear to the schemer that seduction throughthese channels Í3 not so simple a process as
it appears to the casual eye. The society i*
in a delicate relationship to these people. It
has no official status, and no really legal right
to say that this man and this woman shall
not start together for seme little town a few
thousand miles away, but a gentleman's agree¬
ment with the immigration officials dischargesthe brides from Ellis Inland to the care of
the society, and where there is real reason whythe marriage should not take place it is easily
prevented. A threat of police action tames the
most righteously indignant abductor.
There exists then some reasonable degree of

protection for picture brides arriving from
abroad; but how about the possibilities of
tragedy which are contained in the situation
at home?

Editor Delker's scheme had its points.
Trimmed of the flubdub mummery of a Cupid'sCourt, which made the thing ridiculous and
succeeded only in giving a score of newspaper
reporters from New York and Philadelphia

I

Continued on page eight


