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THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
I DON'T LIKE CHIVALRY NOR REVERENCE

(Copyright, 1914, by the Newspaper Enterprise Association.)
Aunt Mary is getting better every

day after her mud pack. She says
she can see that a little more of the
pain has gone.

She sat downstairs with a group
of camparatively young women all
of them married and all of them with-
out their husbands last night and
she seemed much interested if a little
shodked at our talk.

An old man was coming up the
steps and he ran into a girl and al-

most knocked her over. The girl
caught herself, but the man went on
unheeding.

"I don't think there is one in this
"world that is as selfish as an old
man," said one of the women, "after
he has outlived his sexual interest
in woman."

"I think that is true," I supplement-
ed. "I have noticed it in the street
cars where the men absolutely elbow1
any woman out of the way and get
the best for themselves. It almost
confirms me in my belief that the only
real interest that man has in woman
is a sex one. A man never is allowed

- to forget he is a man; in fact he never
wants to forget it from the time his
heart opens to any other woman than
his mother the sex relation intrudes
itself whether it has any right or not
and until his arteries harden he is
dominated by sex consciousness. Wo-
man is woman to him and after that
she is something that bores him ter-
ribly or something to be ignored."

Aunt Mary looked surprised that
any woman would have the temerity
to say out loud that sex was the great
and only exciter of unselfishness, but
before she could say anything anoth-
er woman spoke up and said:

"I have always thought the gay old
fellow who thinks he still is a fas-

cinator is a person who is much eas-

ier to have around than that aged
man who bas grown oold to every

thing but himself and his few last
waning desires.

"The selfish old man may like to
talk to another man for he recognizes
something in him to respect and per-

haps to envy, but a woman is some-
thing that is lost in of
life."

"Then none of you young women
believe in chivalry and reverence," re-

marked Aunt Mary.
There was almost a chorus of "We

don't believe in chivalry," and "we
don't want reverence," from us.

"Chivalry, Aunt Mary," said a very
pretty young married woman, "means
only the vain boasts that man makes
about his own. 'My lady is the most
beautiful and the sweetest in all the
world and I will defend her against
all comers,' says the knight and so
the prettiest 'ladye' gets all the atten-
tion because of her sweetness and sex
appeal.

"After she grows too old to be paid
devoirs she is put on pedestal and
reverenced as mother or grand-
mother.

"I, for one, doa't want the chivalry
that extols my feminine charm. I
want the regard that respects my
opinions. I don't want a man to give
up the seat in the street car for which
he has paid because I get in after the
seats are taken, but I do want him
to quit oggling me if I happen to
please his eye. I want him to under-
stand that there is just a possibility
that he may not please me.

"Neither do I want reverence it is
the coldest and most impersonal
thing that can be given from the man
who you wish to love you. No woman
wants to stand on a pedestal it is a
wmost tiring operation and most wo-
men would rather stand side by side,
heart to heart, lip to lip and eye to
eye with the man they love."

"I wonder what that young wo-

man's grandmother would tWnfe
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