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“The Mail Bag”
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URIOSITY stands back of the popularity of the morning ml’il.. The
world is full of curious people who love to wonder what's {nslde
envelope, and there are those who work hard for the satisfac-

i s early morning remembrance; they regard the !etter sent on
y as principal and await the interest it will _yxeld with an almost
ldish eagerness, if not an actually morbid curiosity. Were it not for

this widespread anxiety, there might be a decided falling off in the weight
of Uncle Sam’s mail bags; but there is undeniably a certain pleasurable
excitement in finding out “what they say.”

ment and we plead guilty.
letter carrier on

this has become a disease, we are suffering with the national ail- :
A well-controlled enthusiasm greets the city
his morning round on the residence street; excitement

reigns at the village postoffice with each arrival of a mail train; and as
a paper, we thoroughly enjoy the contents of the mail bag and are hungry

for .
6

it. Being very human, we find endless satisfaction in determining

what people are thinking about us, and we arrive at a conclusion through
the brave spirits who dare to speak out, whether the message be good or

il In sny case, we welcome it, and the merest whisper never goes in one
and out the other, notwithstanding the suspicions of the incredulous.
here is no such thing as an unheeding ear in an up-to-date newspaper

office, and our own editorial ear is a keen one and susceptible to the

slightest noise from without.

The talks and the tales we publish are

largely in response to an ever-increasing demand on the part of those

=

» are sufficiently at ease with us to write and ask for space.

It may be verse or it may be prose, but it is so placed as to be read

by the many and to be of benefit to the alert.

Time-worn verse is given

space as generously as the modest effort of a novice, if its theme be worth

while.

Our readers are frequently our censors.

They tell us how to run

pages for women readers and they tell us why to publish what, and this

18 exactly what

we want to hear through the morning mail.

E LAY us down to sleep,
V‘/ And leave to God the rest,
Whether to wake and weep
Or wake no more be best

Why vex oudr souls with care?
The grave is cool and low.
Have we found life so fair

at we should dread to go?
We've kissed Jove's sweet, red lips,
And left them sweet and red;
The rose the wild bee gips
Elooms on when he is dead

Some falthful! friends we've found,
But they who love us

When we are underground,
Will laugh on with the rest.

No task have we begun

But other hands can take;
No work beneath the sun

For which we need to wake

Then hold us fast, sweet Dcath,
If so it geemeth best

To Him who gave us breath
That we should go to rest.

We lay us down to sleep;
Our weary eyes we close;
Whether to wake and weep,
Or wake no more; He knows.
—Louise Chandler Moulton.

ID you ever re-
celve “the other-
girl” treatment? I
have, Iin small,
large and fre-
quent doses, and
with the shake-
well - before-using
direction carried
out to the letter.
It is & method that
quite a few young
gentlemen employ
in entertaining the
young ladies upon
whom they call
They, of course,
are conceited, but
that is a charaoc-
teristic mnot un-
common in the
sterner sex; and
the entertaining
promoters exploit
other attractive
women, probably as
proofs of their own
fascinating power.
One of these self-elected press

agents of the Other One will pretty
well disclose the methods pursued by

gll. A certaln prearranged idea is fol-

Jowed out in a wonderful way; and
it must be admitted extremely inter-
esting is the campaign that alms at
blighting any special hopes that you

might entertalin.

comes; he sees something . that
gtarts the conversational ball rolling; he
conquers by his powerful volce and in-

gistent emphasis on the wonderful other

E? am not quite sure if this compel-

sitor be idealist, conceited ego or

¢t a plain, foolish man. He certainly

:.A<rs the loud pedal when proclaiming

wonderful gualities of the absent

one. It may be that he does not wish
to encourage the present woman, and
glves dash of cold water to any
hopes by putting each one in her proper
place, the other girl being num-

He

the

the

- ever is quite so beautiful or
g or so hrilliantly intellectual
r one. If, In a happy mo-
anage to launch a fairly
| song on the little public of
your music room, it brings a
light to his eye; he breathes a

two in
-od
semi-passionate sigh, and then says

feelingly that it takes him back to a
certain day on the bay of Naples, when
Eleanor and he were salling on the
heavenly blue of an Italian sea. From
which point he departs into Elysian
fields of rapture, where the blue rib-
bong are awarded to the other girl. Nice
proposition, isn't it?

If your hair has an auburn tinge, it
only serves to remind him of the bml-

lant gold in Clarissa’'s locks or the
blue-black shadows in Anne’s. If it be
scanty, ha shakes the mass of the other
rrl's hair in your face, and if abun-
ent, you will be informed of the won-
derful arrangement of the other
women's bair, that isn't very much in
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quantity, but what that woman can do
with it, ete., etc.

It isn't exactly comfortable to be en-
tertained by the fact that some other
woman is the most charming, glorious
thing Iin the world. No matter how
magnanimous you are, you are just a
little resentful at being' pushed back
into the family circle while the spot-
light is centered on another one. What
are you going to do, fair, rebellious
one?

Just a hint, if you wish. Give him a
dose of his own medicine. When Will-
fam comes with the glowing eye and
the willing tongue, try to ses something
in his shoulder line that brings to your
mind enother broader frame, (Make
the other always one better in this
game.) Let the very name of his ideal
be an opening wedge for the conversa-
tion about another manm. - .

Don't brag. Merely hold the reins and
Jog easlly along at your own pace and
drag him with you. Of course he will
protest vehemently. I never yet have
met a man who did not jealously ob-
ect to the introducti
cjme. Your adm“l’:}nz g?ler?é ‘:ﬂl.:'.r.o.::
uncomfortable, will wriggle and make
a few vain attempts to swerve you
from your eourse.
He may leave
rather hurriedly.
But do not let that
Worry you. He wiil
come back just to
prove that youcan-
not conquer him.

Then there s the
opposite plan. Lis-
ten patiently to
theenthusiasticre-
cital of the other
girl’s qualities, Be
the\ willing confi-
4 danteé. Let him talk
§ Isabelle until the ajr
is saturated. Let
him enthuse, adore
and admire Isabells
as intensely as he
pleases, Let him
burn himself out,
and begin at Mar-
cia. Assist him to
heap on more

wood, while you
yourself remalin
Sty *ie Teon
Marcia has

talked out, take
his hand, ra-
tively speaking,
and go th him
to Beatrice.

Do n%t ts:e dls;
couraged. om
day hg will decide
that you must

m&etth knm.:
*just to prove to you that he

Londe ul woman when he sees bﬁr..
and to ve you an evidence
strong friendship. And here ttie
one, will be the utonish!n{ end of the
strenuous treatment that you have
been give.nl. tl;eou 'l!ll 2:?
trice has also been under,
course of instruction and that the other

rl is you!

A man is a queer creature, isn't he?

BARBARA LEBE.

€¢ CANNOT understand why you
Ihavo never married, Angela. It's

a mystery to me, for candidly—I
speak from experience—a woman {8
never happy until she wears that.”
The speaker flashed the narrow gold
band that stands for wedded life, and
was cruel enough to show an admix-

v

-

ture of triumph and wonderment that,

spoke well for her powers of combina-
tion,

Angela smiled. With a wave of her

hand that flaunted a very unfeminine
Seal ring on the little finger, she bowed
to the\ happy questioner and. to the
others of the little quartet on the porch
of the oountry club. *“We are three
self-made, confirmed spinsters, my dear
madam, and although I do not deny
the great love that makes the world go
round, I can safely voice my thankful-
ness that T am still playing in the ‘sin-
gles.’ That was a remarkable serve out
there, by the way. Billie always could
be vicious. Now he is a flaming ex-
ample of the tyrant, I hate to think of
the husband that he will make for
some poor girl. In the first place, he
will demand his meals absolutely on

time, and his egg will have to be
cooked to fill certain ironclad require-
‘ments. He is a selfish thing, and his
young wife will be discouraged and

a Lol
—
“TO FILL CERTAJN IRON-CLAD
REQUIREMENTS"”

disappointed and heartbroken. ‘How to
Make a Household Drudge Out of an
Innocent and Obliging Wife,” by Mr.
Willlam Jay, doesn’'t sound interesting
to me.

‘““You perhaps think that I am self-
ish; that every wife should gladly
shoulder the mop and broom and de-
velop into a combingtion of servant
cook, laundress, nursemaid and re-
celver of complaints at—nothing a week.
I don't, Housekeeping for a husband
that marries for a home rather than for

a companion has no allurements for
me. 1 prefer to walt for my soul mate,
who, T must admit, seems rather shy
and reticent about making known his
identity. Caroline tl,:ere may be able
to explain why she has not taken a
few of the male persuasion at thelr
word and married . them.”

“Well, of course, I shall not speclalize,
as you did, Angela. Every ana %nows
why you are so keen against Billle. We
were kind in refraining from eriticis-
ing your shortcake, but the inner
man—"" .

“Inner brute, you mean!”

“The inner man and the indigestible
effort were too much for him, so he
selfishly voiced his manly
But I never considered that phase of
the subject when 1 refused—ahem!
You see, T cannot give up my career. I
know that some day I am going to

startle this section, and I simply must
not throw my future to the winds, Oh,
I see your smile of dlsapproval and
your, pitying shake of the head! I sup-
pose that I am missing the greatest
Joys in the world. Well, so are you. It

‘is a difference in our polnts of view. I

cannot give up my music. I would feel
that I ought to devote much time to my
home, because where would the house-
hold affairs go if I satforsix hours each
day at my piano? ¥ have chosen the
road that, for me, leads to happiness.
You will never know what it means, my
married one, to feel the hush, the sym-
pathetic silence or the mighty bufst of
applause of a huge audience. I will
never realize the joy of my own little
circle of an admiring, sympathetic fam-
fly. The old question of singing to the
wide world or to the nest cannot be an-
swered.”

"That is very beautiful~local eolor,
Juxtaposition of ideas and subjects, con-
trasts and all that,” broke in the third
spinstery volice. ‘‘But my reason Is now
due to bring all of vou down from the
clouds to the earth, earthy, Do you long
for the reason why I am just plain Jane
Dale? 1 make more money than any
one in our circle of friends, and the pro-
posing contingent is aware of it! I ad-
mit that my weekly salary has endowed
me with certain independence that is
second nature now., If I see a foolish
French hat in the little shop around the
corner, nothing deters me from buying it
if T wish, or from wearing it when I like.
My trip abroad this year will be con-
ducted as I see fit and no staylng hand

will be laid upon my arm (or foot). If I
wish to buy Angela an expensive
duchess lace collar (never fear, An-
ggla). why, I need not question the right
be extravagant with Harry's money.
“I am .inelined to visit my friends

and relations. Can you picture the do-

thoughts. *

mestic fray if my husband would de-
cide that ‘it would be better to stay
home this week'? Then, too, I have
never been questioned by father as to
the disposition of my time or money.
He trusts me and knows that I am no
child in judgment. I never have seen
¥yet a happy marrled voyage in which
the husband was not at the steering
wheel. Men like to direct, suggest or
Just plain ‘boss.’ I could not live in that
atmosphere. The readjustment would
be so painful and so productive of bad
temper on my part that a wreck would
result. I don't have to marry for a
home, or for shelter, or for a relief from
my business drudgery; so I naturally
am not looking at every man with a
matrimonial eyve. Awfully seifish of me,
fsn't it? But I try to keep cheerful
under the handicap; and so far I have

nipped all budding propositions. At
least, I have reasons to think it. No,

thank you, the scrapings from the house
monéy and the consent of a master do
not attract!”

Thereupon she of the golden band
smiled and shook her head. “‘The only
punishment that I can suggest for the
three of you is a speedy retraction of

“NOTHING, DETERS
BU

ME FROM
YING IT”

our flery defeases. You do not deserve
t, but I am too happy not to wish
every one to share the gladness of love—
for that, my dears, is the secret. You
will forget yourselves when the greatest
Joy enters your lives. The pretty hands
of Angela will be glad to work for her
husband; Caroline will sing for joy when
she finds that heér ‘career’ has been nar-
rowed to a smadler, though equally im-
portant, circle, and plain Jane will wear
her last year's hat backward {f she
knows that it will please her better half,
Such is the power of love!”

DON'T like the idea of a parting

shot; I am not in sympathy with

the person who flings it, and I
have no yearning to be the person flung
at,

The world is filled with peopla who
swim along serenely enough on the crest
of the wave, holding each other up along
thelir peaceful way; but let there dawn a
day of parting, that promises a discon-
tinuance of mutual usefulness, and plunk
g0 the courtesies,

It would almost seem that. by the

grasping, life is regarded as the contin-
uous performance of a benefit, arranged
for one side only—and they the benefit-
ed. But let anybody else claim the
smallest atom of conslderation, or even
venture to adjust matters for the ad-
vantage of a fair number, when down
goes the curtain and all is dark.

Now it {s this darkness that concerns
us all, because it pervades the tpopular
little shoe ehog and the scene of the
:}:l;;rmm ouse party with equal

‘Walk yourself out on a glorious sum-
:ner dayrto ag'ot .o r of r‘t.'h‘rte em:u

s 2 er sort,” from the
flimsiest party slippers to the stoutest
brogans,and you are taken into the very
heart of the first shoe shop you enter;
Lou are given a warmer welcome than

warranted by the mere purchase of
one pair of No. 9's. Your shoe is care-
fully removed, but is it so carefully put
on? Not if they ppen to be ost of
on’'t

especial

ke your oot I thelr aboee’ oo

are unwise enogb
e

when you make
truth must o

best

to belp

as possible to aveld
"cold shoulder
merely I

- his ways.

and you -

“get it"” In one form or another it you
fail to benefit the shoeman.

The milliner whose capital is badly
involved—or very much and very well
involved—in a shop that is only exclu-
sive because the grand army of hat
buyers has been excluded from its
four walls, will be gracious enough
to you when you enter: but just walt
til} you've priced a hat or two and
showed the first sign of dublousness
on the subject of your own possible
headgear, and you may make your
decision alone, for the milliner has
vanished with a look that was a snub.

Mrs. Wolstoncraft, she of the house
party, is not immune from this dis-
order common to humanity. You may
have been very necessary to her hap-
piness when she saw you as a pos-
sible sacrifice on the altar of her réep-
robate nephew. You were beauti lfy
recelved as the fair untortun‘to wh
was to redeem him from the efror o

As her victim you were

and made much of: but
when Jack proved impossible and
somehow you couldn’'t fall in love
with him at the given moment, Mrs.
‘Wolstoncraft dismissed you graciously
at first, and then she immediately
withdrew the glad hand and sub-
nltuteg sweet, womanish, refin

But the poor boarder thags to take it for
all the imagined ills he has inflicted In
a residence of years. Everything that
ever happened has been patched up on
the day of each misadwventure. Things
have been as amicable as they could
during long years when that unhappy
boarder has been persuaded to stay
against his will, because his landlady
had borrowed his money and thers
never was a time when he was frees

enough to venture until mow. The day

S e
en ¢! a a

ten; every evid p‘:t Ip

“has vanished; his trunk §s really out,

and 'there are to be no more horrowings

that source, so let him take it—

sy ggt” my opinion of you, to leave
“I've of you,

a lone woman who has her living to

make, and for no reason at that. It's

eno what you are!” The
Wn med to’tbo wagon, M\gm&o
new dress has been given. “I know
a real man when 1 see one, and you're
not a man; and what’s more, you're no
gentleman''—barring the way down the
steps—'‘Do you hear me? I want you to
understand me well—you're not a gen-
tleman!”
‘“*No, madam, I believe that I am not;
but 1 was one when I came here.”
Evil communications corrupt
manners, and even this ugly sort of
thing is contagious when it is hurled

through a rapid-fire l'gt\m Make up your
mind. will to answer
you ax‘g: my:u ;3 red into at
WO Y !
:l;n orth: ' ﬂuoximu.’ -
on
i combat on busi-

in serious the
should feel it a duty to muster
cient self-control to

up
1y.
%ty’ d in front of

_ an Ar
§ it
who m £ u:nlf t:o you

wn_or
fling them,

“

the job

Mary Dreams

NLY lass In a
household of great
noisy boys, she
learned early in
life that it was
not good to be a
girl. If she joined
her brothers in
theiroutdoor
sports, #t was only
to turn indoors,

risive taunts of

“gal baby,” ‘’frald
cat,” ‘“‘cry baby.”
Nor was any sym-

pathy to be found
with her hard-
working, morbid

mother, who was
“no advocate of
girls,” Mary had

many times heard her declare. Deep
in her little, grieved heart, she many
times wondered about it. Why m'?sn t
she a boy, .t girls were ‘‘no good,” as
they spared no pains to tell her? Boys
only were allowed to go to places w!fxere
sights were to be seen and great things
came to pass. Bold, indeed, were the
exploits of the brothers, permitted to
ride with father to town for the weekly
mail, and tolda to eager listéners in the
light of the evening fire. ‘
Not only were they brave and heroic
in daylight, but wonderful encounters
were theirs in dreamland. At the table
they were wont to begin the day thus:
“Well fellers,
ete.” Then followed
a marvelous tale of
adventure, which
made the narra-
tor the center of
attraction, and for
the nonce a great
hero.
Hearthungry 1it-
tle Mary, yearn-
ing as all neglect-
ed children do for
love and sympa-
thy, listened, pon-
dered and planned.
A deep purpose was
hers. @nvely, girls
could dream. Only
she must be very
sure how it was
done. 8o, for three
successive morn-
ings she listened
to the adventures
in slumberiand, watching the

ex-
pression of the dreamer with pain-

ful scrutiny, until it seemed . she
could not forget. There was a siz-
nificant pause after the first few bites,
then the dreamer’'s eyes were fixed on
& crack in the will, above the door. She
never was sure in her mind whether it
was the zigzag, horizontal one or the
Bhort, curved one running up and gown.
Maybo it dldn’t make much difference.
She devoutly hoped not. In the morn-
ing she would dream. To be sure, she
did not know any big-named animals of
her brothers’ hair-lifting escapades—
probably she could dream others just as
good.

After a restless night she was awake
with the dawn. They were early risers,

and Mary, hastening through her toilet,
slipped noiselessly into place at the
table. The boys’ accustomed teasing
passed unnoticed; she bided her time,
exulting in her knowledge of her pre-
clous secret. At many previous meals
her throat, aching with suppressed sobs,
was unable to swallow a morsel. This
morning her porridge was eaten before
the others had begun.

Her eyes sought the precious crack in
the wall; in the night she had started
up in nervous terror at the thought that
it might vanish before morning. But
It was there, familiar enough, and com-
forting in its homely prominence. Clear-
ing her throat, she began, tremblingly:

‘““Well, fellers, last night I dreamed I
saw a drate big, er—Walloopy Woodle,
wif red, blue—nor—er wooden ears, an’
red, blue wooden er—legs, an’' red, blue
wooden tail.”

All eyes were turned on her, amaze-
ment depicted on each countenance. Big
brother clapped his hands, and said:
‘*‘Good girl! Bully for you!” Then a per-
fect uproar of merriment, which broke

sobbing at their de-#

out afresh every little whilee Her
dream resuited better than she had ever
planned in her wildest flights of imagi~

nation. With heart glowing with un-
wonted pride, she ran away to conflde
in “Temmie,” the rag doll.

Joy in the di that girls could
do something quite as well as boys
brightened the day, and she resolved to
continue the “dreams’™ until she was
quite as tall as mother. Her greatest ap-
prehension was that they might tire of
the Wailloopy Woodle, She would vary
it with—maybe purple nexx time.

With the light of a new) purpose shin-
ing in her eyes, she came o the break-
fast table the next morning and began
Ydreaming.”” hiurriedly, “lest she forget”
before eating a mouthful:

“Last night I dreamed I founded a
drate big Walloopy Woodle, ' wif yellow,
spotted glass eyes—er—an’ yellow, spot-
ted wooden legs, an’ yellow, spetted
wooden nose.”

She waited for Big Brother mw cmp his
hands and the applause to follow. There
was silence for a moment, broken by a
titter from the voungest brother Each
countenance showed wonder, as before,
but unbelief also showed all too plainly.
Then hands were lifted, but not to cheer.
Instead, each right index finger was
pointed in scorn, and a shower of hisses,
and cries of “Story teller!” “Bad man’'ll
get you!"™ were hurled at her. Merciful
heavens, what had gone wrong? In an
agony of grief she buried streaming eyes
in her hands. Perhaps she had made a
mistake the crack, after all! She
looked up hopefully.

Probably her father would explain; he
was coming toward her. If only he
would take her in his arms, llke the
plcture of the Good Shepherd: she was
always wishing some one would.

Instead of the caress and explanation,
she was whisked from her chair and
given a “good whipping for lying.* as
her father put it, followed by one equal-
Iy as “good' from her mother, “to make
her remember.”

Too stunned for words, the Ifttle
broken-hearted thing stumbled out to
“Tommie,” the rag doll,  for comfort,
where she spent a long, bitter morn-
ing, trying to reason it all out, but
to no purpose. Girls could not even
dream, and what was “lying”? she
vaguely wondered. Poor, wronged,
misunderstood little thing!

Mary has lived long years since
that memorable meorning when she
learned that dreams were not some-
thing to be conjured with; when she
lost her newly found talisman for the
overthrow of sex prejudice and the
establishment of a reciprocity of love,
sympathy and
good comradeship.
She has a happy §
home with chil- [§
dren of her own
now. Her boys are
gaining high ideals
of manhood by
daily chivalrous
regard for their
sisters, who are
growing toward a
Joyous, well - bal-
anced - woemanhood
through constant
striving to give
their best efforts
to the common
good. She is chum,
confidante, sweet-
heart to both beys
and girls, remem-
bering sufficiently
her own child-
hood’'s pitiful lack
to meet their
every need.

She realizes that
imagination in a
child s a God-
given faculty, Un-
restrained, it will,
in all probability, -
lead to falsehoods, but guided into
proper channels, it becomes a foreeful
factor in the higher development of the
child. Deeming the moulding of plastio
childhood into the perfection of its des-
tiny the grandest privilege of mother-
hood, urging her children, dally, toward
higher ideals and the attainment of
perfect manhood and womanhood, with

visions of ‘“‘seats of the mighty,” Mary
still dreams.

scovery

in

E CANNOT all have the advan-
tages of a course in elocution,
nor have we all had the oppor-

tunity to practice the last fad of the
American colleges for women, which is,
after all, tao valuable a part of the
course to be termed a fad: that dal
use, for a | time, of such ~4
ments as further the proper enun-
ciation of many earelessly spoken words
and syllables, and eventuwally tend to
more correctly spoken #English in the
United States.
There has been a tendency to take
this uwp in schools, to the
that spelling demands
it is ;- Rt ‘sa great aml
need that now a
education -

repeats itself, and we see
again Demosthenes on the shore of the
Aegean facing seaward, with pebbles on

it;
of the

his tongue. Back to the Greeks for
beauty in any form! There can be no
charm of speech without correctness of
diction. Men thrown into intimate dally
association with the most carelessiy,

spoken English (such is their plea) have*
not the same opportunity, though a™
greater need, to brush up their English;
but upon the women of the land rests .
the burde., if such it be, of this im-
provement.
Fortunately, good English and its close
companion, a well-modulated voice, id
a charm for many of the fair sex, wheo_
find pleasure in cultivating the pure ton®
and the pleasant veice
Pronounce *“‘a brown cow'" and seer:
whether you can do it musically or
whether you chew out the words with 3
nasal unpleasantness. a3
Those who teach these lessons in resg«
nance demand that trLe breath be not ™
wasted in speech, but saved, so that the ™
last tones be as distinct as the first. . i
They suggest self-analysis, so that the '
speaker may catch her own false notes. "
They protest against deadly monotones,
and suggest modulation ead.
They e that the pitch of your' »
volce be suited to the time and place. -
The perlect‘!ﬁr controlled voice will give
pleasure to who hear it, for no
so betokem';;eu Sltm.t that [ -
may hear o a W you are,’”” a
one; and his brother, in thought !{ .
least, has proclaimed that all that one
has ever thought and fely and dong
comes out in one's voice. o s
If this 'ast were belleved by all,
human voice would hold terror en:
in its revelations to insure thé charm of
speech demanded.



