
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
WE ARE GOING TO BUY A MOTOR

"Say, Margie," said Dick this
morning, rather shyly, "don't you
think it would be rather nice to
spend some of that-mpn- ey you have
left from Aunt Mary's'Tegacy for an
automobile?"

I looked up in surprise. The idea
had not occurred to me, but now, at
Dick's suggestion, it srew to pleas
ant proportions.

"I know, dear, that Aunt Mary
would like us.to have as much pleas-
ure as posible out of her bequest and
our taxi bills would go a long way
toward keeping a car. What do you
think of it?"

"I think it would be splendid," I
exclaimed. "Let's go right down and
buy one"

"Not so fast, you dear, impulsive
lady. We must decide on what make
of car we want"

"Well, my dear, I have always
thought that if we only could have
one I would like an electric."

Dick's face fell. "But we could
not get out into the country," he
expostulated.

"That is true. But one does not
, go touring so very often. At least
you and I would not, and the electric
is so comfortable. We cannot afford

chauffeur and I could drive an elec- -
I trie so much easier than I could a
gas car. Besides, I hate to get all

'

blown to pieces and I abhor the dust
and dirt that you get in riding in a
gas car."

"I never had much use for those
fireless cooker things myself," said
Dick, rebelliously, "but I am again
reminded that it is for you to say; it

'is your money, my dear."
"Oh, but Dick, I don't want to be

mean about the matter. Lefs go
down and see both gas and the elec-

tric cars and then choose."
"All right; come down to luncheon

today and then we win take in auto-
mobile row."

Little book, there is one thing that
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Dick knows I love to do, and that is
to go to the club or restaurant for
luncheon.

A woman who keeps house never
figures that her luncheons at home
cost anything, and most women hav-
ing to save the pennies always eat
at home and "save" the money for
something else.

And I believe most women are like
I am I mean women who do not
know the joys of wealth they can-
not help but look at the price mark
beside the dishes on the bill when
they dine at a restaurant I sup-
pose it is our love of a bargain. I
remember some friend of' Dick re-
counting with great glee the way he
managed when he and his wife board-
ed at a hotel, to keep his wife from
eating mince pie, which always gave
her indigestion and which she could
never resist

"The portion had always been 10
cents, but I just had the waiter mark
it on our menu 25," he said with a
laugh. "Do you know that extra 15
cents did what all my warning of a
headache could not do?"

Dick called this woman stingy, but
I told him that probably she was
only a careful buyer.

This seemed to tickle Dick more
than the original story, although I
had not meant to be funny, for I do
certainly believe that most women
are very different from men when
they purchase food. A man will buy
what he wants regardless of price if
he has the money in his pocket and
a woman if she has to pay for it
herself will always hunt about un-
til she finds something which will ap-
pease her hunger at a low price.

When I go with Dick to the res-
taurant I let him order, and I will say
this for him that while, when we'
were first married, he always ordered'
a beefsteak, he now consults my ap-
petite as well as him own.

Little book, I have decided on onor
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