
THE SOB WRITER AND PANSY-EYE- D GIRL TALK
OVER THE PERFIDY OF MALE SEX

"Why do they call you a sob
writer?"

The s. w. cameout of the reverie
into which she had "descended upon
her introduction to the girl with
brown eyes like pansies, a nose that
tip-tilt- just enough to be saucy,
and a mouth that Cupid himself fash-
ioned to ensnare love. The s. w. had
been wondering, with some rancor,
why it is that the Creator makes
some women so beautiful that even,
well, ordinarily nice-looki- women
pale into insignificance, so she
snapped at the pansy-eye- d girl.

"Oh, it is easily explained," she
said. "I thought everybody knew
why they call us sob writers, but if
you don't I will tell you.

"Once upon a time a grumpy edi-
tor awoke to a startling fact that re-
porters, even the veteran who could
squeeze tears out of a dry dishcloth,
lacked something, and the grumpy
editor decided that something was
the feminine touch of sympathy that
the masculine, unless he is one of
those 90 per cent feminine mortals
that always marry women who bull-
doze them, could not produce.

"Now it is a fact that women are
needed, but not wanted, in the busi-
ness world, so for a long, long while
the grumpy editor just sat and
scratched his head and tried to think
of a way to avoid trouble with the
masculine staff of reporters and at
last he hit upon a happy solution. He
introduced on the staff a woman re-
porter, and instantly about his desk
there clamored a bunch of

and from the veteran to the
cub they demanded what the woman
was doing there.

The grumpy editor laughed deris-
ively. "Oh, she is just a sob writer,"
he said.

"Oh, only a sob writer?" said the
bunch, from the veteran to the cub.

-

he!" And they have called us that
ever since.

"I have a sob story to tell you
about a girl friend of mine," said
pansy eyes, "but I will not tell you
her name.

"She grew up with a boy who was
awfully nice, but he never seemed to
get ahead, and one night she was out
late in a storm when a man bumped
into her. He apologized and as he
was crossing the sidewalk to get into
his car he asked her if she would not
accept his hospitality and permit him
to take her home.

"Perhaps the girl felt a little reck-
less because she didn't have any of
the good things the most she ever
got was a balcony seat at a second-rat- e

theater and she had never been
in a high class restaurant Anyway,
she accepted, my friend, you know,
and he took her home and asked her
to permit him to see her again.

"To make the story as short as
possible, he took her to restaurants
in which she had not even peeped be-

fore, and to cabarets that fascinated
her, and to the theater, and riding in
his car. It was a wonderful glimpse
into a fairyland; it gripped the girl
so that she felt she could not, simply
could not give it up and go back to
the stupid existence. You don't know
probably just how stupid life can
seem to a girl when she has a chance
to compare it with life as it should
be.

"The boy she grew up with knew
of the attentions the other man was
showering on her and I suppose be-

cause he grew up with her he felt he
had to meddle, though I know in a
story book he would not have told
the girl, my friend, as brutally as he
did tell her, but he found out that the
man was married and he told the girl.

"The man didn't deny it when he
saw she knew, but he told her his
wife had no sympathy with him;
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