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\Young Wife Whose Only Rival is a Radio—Advice to 
Young Man in Love With Married Woman—The 
Cruel Mother Who Whips Her Six-Months-Old Baby.

X;z HAVE read much about “listening to 
the great city go by."

Some talk of standing with closed 
eyes catching the roar on the rebound. 
Others tell of the terrors bom of the 
surging sounds; still others of wave­
like sounds that crash upon the ears. 
Somebody—a specialist with some trick 
machine—set out to locate the noisiest 
place in New York and found that it 
was nowhere near the much-touted 
middle Forties, at Broadway. On the 
contrary it was at Sixth avenue and 
34th street, where elevateds, Hudson 
Tubes, subways, three-way trolley traf­
fic and three-way street traffic meet in 
one gorgeous crescendo.
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i/i. v NzrjRAR DOROTHY DIX—I am a young wife and mother. As we are just 
v starting out in life, we cannot afford a nurse girl, so I have to spend 
most of our evenings at home. My husband is kind, considerate and gener-

and does not go out and leave me at home
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ous,
alone. But he does spend all the evening, after 
reading the paper, at his radio. As I have to be 
in with our baby daughter most of the day, I 

his companionship in the evening. Won’t 
you please tell us what you think about this?

A RADIO WIDOW.
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ANSWER:
Why, I think thit any yroman who 

hasn’t anything to complain of in her 
husband except that he has the radio 
habit is so lucky that she should be 
down on her knees thanking God for her 
blessings, instead of weeping tears of 
self-pity over his not being a chatterbox.

I can understand a woman getting peeved 
with a husband who puts on his hat after din- 

and fares forth to his club or to see sdpe 
good play or picture, leaving her to spend) a 
dull evening alone watching a baby sleep. I dan 
understand a woman getting green-eyed over her 
husband dolling himself up and chasing around 

after other ladies, while the only thrill she has consists in fixing little 
Mary’s 9 o'clock bottle.
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^ Manhatton’s day starts with a sigh 
—a soft, smothered sigh, that seems to 
come at the end of a wakeful, restless 
night.

For the city does not sleep. There arc 
moments when it seems that the giant 
has tossed himself into a sort of rest. 
It does not last long. From somewhere 
down his long body there comes a 
rumble, and then he rolls and tosses fit­
fully.

Sometime—perhaps a half hour before 
the dawn—comes the sigh; the one note 
of peace I have ever caught. It seems 
to surge along the strefet and float in 
the windows.

It is a sigh of resignation—the sigh of 
one who knows he must be up and 
about, although he would far rather 
lie in bed. Perhaps you’ve sighed such 
a sigh yourself and recognize it. I 
knew it the moment I heard it. It was 
my own morning sigh magnified ten 
thousand million times, or thereabouts.

Once the sigh is breathed and— 
swish-hh-hh—the city is out of bed and 
away. It begins to whistle, First in 
piping little notes, then harsher and 
harsher, until the whistle pipes from 
every nook and corner.

it to fever,, if you will, but

fie-
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But I don't understand the grievance of the wife whose hus­
band puts in his evenings sitting three feet from her, harmlessly 
tuning in on Pittsburgh or ecstatically exclaiming from time to 
time, “I have got Honolulu or Squcdunk 1” It seems to me that he is 
about as domesticated as any man can be.
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É§|l!^ '^VBelieve me, my dear, being a radio widow isn’t as bad as being a grass 
widow. 11 isn't even as bad as being a golf widow, for the golf husband 
is bodily absent, and just to have something alive that looks like a hus- 
band sitting around the house is sort of sociable and companionable, even 
.{ you have to punch it to make it speak.

As I understand your complaint, you yearn for conversation. 
Weil, most husbands, from President Coolidge down, are shy on 
that. I don’t think I have ever known more than two or three real 
gossipy husbands in all my life. Most men shut up like clams as 
soon as they cross their own thresholds, and any information their 
wives extract from them is done by means of a jimmy and a cork­
screw.
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fJEET! I used to think that car 
* wheels and elevated roarings were 
the most irritating of New York noises. 
But I had never had to listen, hour 
upon hour.

No, it’s the feet—the swish, slap, 
swish of feet! The parade is going by 
some place below, and it never ends. A 
parade as long as the day and filled 
with as many paraders as flow by a 
given point. Where are they all go­
ing? What are they all doing? Oh, yes, 
to them, what they do and where they 
go are terribly important. Propped up 
in bed one can laugh.

Tomorrow—I say to myself—my feet 
will swish along in the parade and it 
will setem important. And this is “to­
morrow” and it does seem important.

I
Bv-Perhaps ineu talk themselves out during the day and want to rest 

their vocal organ? when they get home. Perhaps they are too tired to have 
pep enough to try to sparkle in the home circle. Perhaps the thing that they 
love most about home is its just being a place where they can relax and do 

they p'.case; where they don’t have to make any effort to be enter­
taining or witty or even agreeable. I don't know.

r. Zl Bear
PickabO

Q V.n »:•
?

But I do know that the man who is the life of the party at 
every gathering and who can set a dinner table in a roar very 
seldom considers his sparkling repartee and humorous cracks suit­
able for home consumption.
In you!* particular case, I should suggest that you and your husband 

arrive at a compromise. I.et him devote an hour every evening to a joint 
debate with vou, and after that let him enjoy his radio in peace. It would 
help a tot if ymr would interest yourself in the radio. Then you would not 
be so bored by it as you are now.

But remember this, dear lady, that if you nag y 
too much about the radio you will drive him away from home to 
some place in which he can enjoy it without being distracted by 
the complaining of a fretting woman, DOROTHY DIX*

Aie********
rXEAR MISS DIX—I am a young man 24 years old and have been in love 
*■'' with a married woman for the last three years. I know I am doing 
wrong, as she has a very good home and a kind husband, who provides well 
for her and her two children. She says that she loves me, but I often 
wonder if I am not being fooled, because she gets jealous if she thinks her 
husband notices any other woman. What do you think?

ONE WHO DESIRES PEACE OF MIND.

! THE Gish sisters are separated again. 
1 Lillian’s at work on “The Scarlet 

Letter” for M-G-M, in Hollywood, 
and Dorothy has gone to England to 
complete a contract there, 

i The first picture which the latter 
made in London, “Nell Gw-ynn,” was 
such a success that she has been asked 
to do three more. If the first one had 
proved a flop the producers had the 
privilege of cancelling her contract. As 
it is they’rce praising her so-called 
“pep” to the skies. They say a good 
many films starring English players 
lack comedy and the little light frivo­
lous touches which Dorothy has at her 
command.

“The Gish girls,” as the home folks 
in Ohio call them, have become an 
American institution, Lillian with her 
sad pensive ways and Dorothy an 
adorable tomboy. The younger sister 
has never gone in for dramatic roles. 
She is content to do comedy parts 
and leave the emoting to sister Lil­
lian.
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our husband • »
! , m DUT try it yourself, the next time you 

come to New York. I don't recom­
mend getting grippe. But if you can 
arrange to lie in bed when all others 
are up,and away, listen to it—the cit­
ies feet—sound^ funy, doesn’t It? But 
you’ll be amazed that they will swish 
in your ears for days afterward.
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ANSWER :
Well, if you desire peace of mind, son, the only way to obtain 

it is to break off your love affair with this married woman and 
have nothing more to do with her. You will never find serenity of 
soul as long as you are doing a thing that you know is wrong, 
tf the woman is jealous of her husband she still cares for him, and she 

, is only amusing herself with you. It ministers to her vanity to have
than herself in love with her. It gives her a romantic thrill to have

VSV
Both have been in the acting pro- 

Lillian started
*, *

Mfession for years.
“trouping” at the age of 6 and Doro­
thy when she was two years younger.

Dorothy left the stage to work in 
the Biagraph studios years ago. David 
Wark Griffith “made” her in “Broken 
Blossoms,” “Hearts of the World” and 
“Orphans of the Storm.” In the lat­
ter picture she appeared with Lillian, 
as you may remember.

/a man
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younger
clandestine affair. So she strings you along and makes you think that 

she loves you, and she eats your dinners and wears your flowers and accepts 
your presents, but she doesn’t really care a rap for you. And she hasn’t 
the faintest idea in the world of giving up her good home and her prosperous 
husband for a mere boy whose salary wouldn’t keep her in silk stockings.

Many married women play this game, and it is a contemptible 
and dastardly one, because it is experience pitting itself against 
inexperience. It is a sophisticated woman who knows every lure of 
the flesh that can tempt an unsophisticated boy and who uses it 
mercilessly for the gratification of her own egotism, careless of the 
fact that she is robbing him of his faith in woman, that she is 
shaking his belief in goodness and purity, and that she is soiling his 
first love and making it a degrading thing.
Have nothing to do with a flirtatious married woman. It can do you 

no good. Even if this woman loved you, what happiness could it bring 
you ? You would not want to break up another man’s home even if you 
could. You would not want to take little children from a father who can 
provide for them far better than you can. You would not want to marry 

older than yourself nor burden yourself with a ready-made family. 
And believe me, the reputation for being a home wrecker or a 

Don Juan or a married woman’s tame cat will do you no good in 
business. Decent firms don’t want to employ that kind of a young 
chap. So I advise you to drop your married friend before she has 
the chance to drop you. DOROTHY DIX.

* * * *

Breakfast
Grape Fruits 

Poached Eggs on Toast

a

CoffeeMarmalade
By Marie Belmont.

For the woman w*o would be 
smartly tailored, this suit* assures 
her of distinction and chic.

The coat is made of soft white 
woollen, cut double-breasted and 
bound with black silk braid, which 
also traces the pockets and binds 
the cuffs. A smart touch is given 
by the four black satin buttons on 
each sleeve, matching the buttons 
on the front of the coat. The skirt, 
very smart in its slimness, is fash­
ioned of black satin.

Soft white Wit makes the stun­
ning little hat with Its fashionable 
high back.

Luncheon
Baked Potatoes with Sheese 

Stewed RhubarbDOROTHY GISH.
MilkCookies

Dinner
Scalloped Ham and Potatoes 

Beet Salad
FLAPPER FANNY says

«15 Maple SyrupHot Biscuits
Iff y Tea or CoffeeOut of the same mouth proceedeth 

blessing and cursing. My brethren, 
these things ought not so to be.— 
Jas. 3:10.

TODAY’S RECIPES 
Baked Potatoes—Six large baked po­

tatoes, one-half cup hot milk, salt to 
taste, one-fourth pound pimento cheese, 
paprika. After the potatoes are baked 
cut in halves lengthwise and scoop out 
the centres. Mash thoroughly. Add the 
cheese (cut In small pieces) to the milk. 
Beat until smooth and creamy, 
with the potatoes, add seasoning and 
whip until light and creamy. Refill the 
potato shells and bake in a hot oven 
for 10 minutes.

him, sir: I have heard arXINNA curse
good man say that a curse was 

like a stone flung up to the heavens, 
and maist like to return on his head 
that sent it.—Scott.

a woman

\ MixAt a Methodist church at Redlands, 
Cal., during an 11-hour service, all the 
hymns in a standard hymn book were 
read, recited and sung.

* Ii=i the University of Maine, 127 
students, more than 10 per cent, of 
the enrollment, are from families hav­
ing more than one member studying 
there.

f^EAR MISS DIX—I live in a flat with a young mother who has a 
6-months-old baby. It is her first child, and she whips it if it puts its 

fingers in its mouth or it doesn’t take its bottle the way she wants it to. 
I can hear her say to it, “Don’t act so dumb! I’ll teach you to know some­
thing.” And then I will hear her beating it. She slaps it in the face and 
the little thing is so frightened that it is afraid to cry aloud. What do you 
think of this? ELIZABETH.

Use the Want Ad. Way Scalloped Ham and Potatoes—One
slice ham, two inches thick, two cups 
potatoes, pared and thinly sliced, two 

milk. Remove outside edge of fatIt Isrii a Genuine 
UX-I99 Unless Its 

a Radiotron
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cups
from ham. Cut fat in small pieces and 
put in the bottom of a casserole. Lay 
ham on bottom, then pile potatoes on 
top. Pour enough milk over to be seen 
through the potatoes. Cover and bake 
slowly about one and one-half hours in

ANSWER:
Why, I think the mother is a brute, and that you should call 

the case to the attention of the Sod Ay to Protect Children From 
Cruelty. Something with boiling oil in it should be done to any 

who is cruel and cowardly enough to strike a baby. A 
who can beat a 6-months-old child is not a mother. She is a

WMË RadiotronJJnless 
It Bears thelnitiak

V
woman
woman
fiend, and the helpless little creature should be taken away from 
her. It would be better off in an orphan asylum than with such a 
hard-hearted, unfeeling mother.
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DOROTHY DIX. The fellow whose head is always 

in the clouds often has brain fog.-ZpiE>GeneraKl ^ma^anHARCQNI
Electric to! m ^4. g *0, Company
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Little Joe BIRTHDAYtfThe new kind of soap 

—makes a new kind 
of washday .

Rinso HW "OkE life -too 
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APRIL 1—Your reasoning powers are 

good, and you are a fairly good plan­
ner, but you are not a good manager. 
You can get other people to do things 
for you better than you can do them 
yourself. Your aims are high, and you 
are capable of much self-sacrifice to at­
tain your goal. Your love will be the 
most important and helpful influence 
in your life. Avoid a tendency to gos­
sip and fault-finding.

Your birth-stone is a diamond, 
which fneans innocence.

Your flower is a daisy.
Your lucky colors are red and yellow.

R. 19T2Simply dissolve Rinso and put it 
into the wash-water, put in the 
dothes, soak 2 hours or more and 
just rinse.

Change the hard work of wash­
ing to just rinsing.

No rubbing, no maimed 
hands, no aching backs, 
or jangled nerves.
Gloriously white, 
dean dothes.
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For Sale By

NASE RADIO SERVICE
>> APRIL 2—You are kind, loving, 

sweet-tempered, and patient, but often 
to be imposed upon. Your home and 
your immediate family fills your heart, 
although you will have hosts of friends. 
You like to be out of doors, and are 
passionately fond of flowers, 
travel a great deal. Be careful in your 
diet, and never give way to Jealousy.

Your birth-stone is a diamond, 
which means innocence.

Your flower is a daisy.
Your lucky colors are red and yellow.
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77 Princess Street! U // Eucalyptus trees are being used to 
take up the water of the

'\<D
swamp

lands of Palestine, as they thrive in You will1 ' ÜMade by the 
makers of Lux. Distributed by

ENERGY SUPPLY CO., LIMITED 
44-46 Dock Street

swamps.
*4

A demountable truck body, which 
rail be lifted from the chassis of the 
truck and carried about, together with
its freight, has been invented.
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?^A’CANADI AN ’ ACH1 EVEMENT* -
THE WOLTHAUSEN HAT CORPORATION LIMITED 

MAKERS OF THE WOLTHAUSÉN HORTON AND PEER. HAT*
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MARKY MUSKRAT GETS TIRED OF HIMSELF

Suddenly Mark y began to grin. Then 
he began to laugh. He laughed so hard 
that he couldn’t get his breath long 
enough to tell them what it was 
about, until they had reached the p 
where Mister Rubadub was waiting.

“What’s so funny?” asked the fairy-* 
man curiously. “Won’t you tell us, s<S 
we all can laugh?”

“Sure!” nodded Marky happily. 4'Nick 
just said something that put an idea 
into my head. He said everybody felt 
blue when he was hungry. Why can't 
I be blue as well as feel blue, Mister 
Rubadub? I’m tired and sick of being 
brown.”

At these astonishing words Mister 
Rubadub scratched his head. Nancy 
and Nick looked at the March Hare* 
and the March Hare waggled his ears 
and looked at them.

“Why couldn’t I be part red and pàffc 
blue?” went on Marky anxiously^ 
“That’s better still. You have all eortg 
of fairy paint, haven’t you, Mister Rub* 
adub, for the bright colored birds that 
come to get fixed up—the ones that 
faded down south in thp sun. And 
maybe you could mix in a little bit of 
green, also some yellow and orange like 
the orioles wear. I’d like to be all col* 
ors, Mister Rubadub. Just for on cel 
I‘m so sick of just looking like mud.”

Marky pleaded so hard that the fairy* 
man stopped scratching his head, and 
the March Hare stopped waggling his 
ears and Nancy and Nick stopped smil* 
ing at each other.

Everybody began to feel sorry 
plain little muskrat who was so tired 
of himself.

“I might try,” agreed Mister Rubai 
dub finally. “But you'll look like à 
cross between a poll-parrot and a rain* 
bow, I’m afraid.”

“I don’t care,” cried Marky happily* 
“Please commence.”

To Be Continued

Marky Muskrat went off to Scrub-Up 
Land with the March Hare and the 
Twins like the good little fellow he was.

But he didn’t want to be spring- 
cleaned any more than you like to have 
a bath when you’re all ready to go out 
to play.

“I’ll Just look the same,” he said. “I’ll 
just be an ugly old brown—no matter 
how clean I am. I know, because I can 
see myself in the water as plainly as if 
I had a looking glass.”

“Don't you wish you looked like me!” 
mocked a voice just then.

And there sat Bobby Bluejay in a 
tree. Ho was as blue as a corn flower, 
with bits of white on him—a dude if 
ever there was one.

“Yes, I do!” said Marky honestly, as 
he trudged along.

“Or like me,’» called another voice 
shrilly. And there sat Redwing Black­
bird. He had just arrived from the 
south.

“Yes, I do!” said Marky. “I always 
liked red.”

“Then you’d like to look like me!” 
called Robin Redbreast’s voice proud-

a

iy.
“Yes, I should!” agreed poor Marky. 

■Td like to be just anything rather 
than plain ugly old brown that looks 
like mud. Why, I'm almost exactly the 
color of the mud bank I live In! Some­
times Mama Muskrat used to say that 
unless she looked two or three times 
she couldn't see me at all.”

By this time they had reached the 
little bush where the path turned off to 
that comer of Fairyland where Mister 
Rubadub lived.

‘■You’ll feel much better when you 
get the burrs and tangles brushed out 

Marky,»* said Nick kindly. 
"Rubadub won’t hurt you. , Then you 
can go and get a good square meal in 
the Land-Where-Spring - Is - Coming. 
Everybody feels sort of blue when he’s 
hungry.
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WORK SHIRTS

BIC-E-NUFF
Men—here is the shirt for wear. Stoop 
or stretch. Turn, twist or tussle—the 
EASTERN BIG-E-NUFF Work Shirt is 
BIG-E'NUFF to give free play to active 
muscles and sturdy enough to stand the 
strain. Only tested fabrics used* Made 
strong to wear long.
A Maritime Product You'll be Proud to Wear

MADE BY THE MAKERS OF EASTERN CAPS
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