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He Charges That Servants Will Always Be
Inefficient, Shiftless and Unproductive

O now

“ I am to roar about wo-
S men, am I? sald Dr. Woeods
Hutchinson, with a chesrful

smlile, a8 he was cornered for an in-
terview. “And it gll comes of having
&nld that the precious tradition of the

#00d housekeeping of our grandmothers
Is mostl ytrash.*

“Let me see for a minute,” he con-
tinued, “did I say that In public some-
wher or Is that one of my private
opinions that has leakaed out? Yos, now
I remember. 1 sald It at n luncheon
recently, Wall, as a subject, it imn't
80 bad as it might be. Perhnps I can
make shift to talk on it, without of-
fending all the women I know.

“At any rate, it Is n fact, Our
ern systems of domestlc economy are
g0 far in advance of those of 60 venrs
ago that comparison ls absurd, The
finest examples we have of economlcal
and productive housdkeeping are fur-
nished us by the young collége gradu-
ates who are, as the phrase goos, ‘do-
Ing thelr own work."

“Of course, wea haven't Eone nearly
far enough. The right way to settle
the housslteeping problems is to have
R great central cooking station, whers
all the coarser work is done for the
community. and nothing is left to the
individual housekeeper except the mak-
Ing of desserts and salads with electri-
cal appliances on her own table,

“There is no solution to the servant
problem but to abolish the sarvants,

hey are, and always will be, the most
Inerficlent. shiftleas and unproductive
clase of any community.

“Servants occupy @
tlon. They are Hl-paid,
unakilled. They do not
wages to reward them
they do, and speaking
are not worth as

mod-

desplsed poni-
And they are
Bot enough
for the wark
strictly, they
miuch as they get
becauss they work so badly. As soon
as A woman who belongs to this ciass
geta any degree of efficlency, she
cesses to belong to it, and follows some
other vocation, and there |s nothing for

It but te recruit constantly from be-
neath.
. - .
“One reason for this Is that women

who employ servants employ them not

for domestie work, but for personal
sarvices, Women want a kind of a
personal slave—yes that's, what it
comes to—to dance lance all the
time, llike the nur: Poor Little
Rich Girl' Women who are at the
head of the houschold want thelr own
sense of personal importance upheld,
and (ncresscd. Thelr main idea of
how to aggrandize themselvas 8 to
hire another mald,

*This keeps the level of mualdser-
vants at o minlmum of effici oy and
service. They are menlals, and are
everlastingly made to feel It. In short,

80 long a8 we have a servant
are Impeded In our march of progresas.
This 1s true for many ressons, oOver
and above those I have already told.
The retallative Instinct Iin them breeds
a kind of tyranny.

“The servant cluss Iin 2 communlity s
as enslaving az it is enslaved. I am
an Englishman, and I know the Eng-
lish servant class, and, take my word
for it, that s the mest tyrannical and
the most paralyzing group of people
In the world,

clasy, we

"¥ou think the American servant Is
pretty bad? Well, so do I, but as com-
parad to the English servant, he 1s a
model. ‘The American servant girl, for
all her impertinence, and {indepondanos,
and her rip-rap ways, is an {nealeula-
ble improvément upon the English girl

“She Is less waell entrenched in the
soclal life around her. She !s not In-
dispensable to her American mistress,
end she knows it. And If a lttle of
that saving knowledge works an Im-
provement in her demeanor, think of
the enormous good that would result
to mald and mistress alike, if each could
boecome Independent of the other.

“It Is simpla enough. Lot women
but get together in the mastter, and
monke up their minds to forego the
fMattery to themselves of having ser-
vants and the thing is virtually done,

“Let the cooking be done at 2 central
statlon, and delivared to esach house-
hold on demand. Let there be an in-
telligent use made of electrical appara-
tus, 80 that thes °“frills’ of the bl of
fara can be prepared richt on the din-
Ing room table. Let the use of chinn
nnd gilasz on the table be abolished In
favor of paper dishes, which can be
thrown away at the end of the meal
Personally, I much prefer to see china
decoratively perched on walls and in
closets, whera Its ornaments are not
marred, to having to eat my meals
from It

*Then I would have a nelghborhood
group, or ‘gsang,” If you like, which
would go from house to houss and set
it In order at the beginning of esach
day. This group would be made up of
treined and efficlent cleaners. with all
the modern paraphernalia for dolng
thair Jobs guickly and well, Each mem-
ber of it would be a specialist.

"And what would be the result? Each
house would be free of servants, and
vach Thouscholder would have time
R-plenty for the pursuit of individunal-
ity. The old charge agalnat & commun-
istic form of llving—that it destroys
indlviduality—has nlways seamed to me

to be a. trifling one. There s no real
gain to Individuallty In stooping over
¥Your own gas range or bending your

back over the making of your own bed.
Neither Is there Individoality In having

your own particular servants, who do
it for you.”

“But won't this communistic cooking
scheme limit the public dietary consid-
erably? asked the rTeporier.

*Why should It?" ecountered Dr.

Hutchinson. “There are only about 20
staple foods, except for certain season-
al dishes that can be had for a shorl
time now and then.

“Have you ever had ecccasion to com-
para the menus of the big hotels of the
country? No? Well, It 20 happens that
I have, and I assure you that if ten of
them wers put into my hands, selected
at random from one end of this coun-
try to the other, T would not be able
to say where a single one of them had
come from. They would be sll alike, If
you go through the lists of meats and
vegetables you will find the most as-

tonishing lack of varlety. There I8
nothing more to de had.
“Now, why couldn't these stapls

foods be prepared just as well in a blg
central cooking station as In a big

hotel? Why couldn't you order them

R LRV

Just as

well from these as from your
butcher?

Ho . Is limited enough, a=s
any housewlfe knows. For the people
who had pot homes there could be
places in the central station for serv-
Ing foods therse—ialeoves and smeall din-
ing-rooms.
“Of course,

the scheme might have
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its minor disadvantages.
they compared to the drudgery and
misery now endursd by the average
housewife?

“Under our present system,
the cool whlle we are

But what are

we cook
cooking the
roast. And in addition to her discom-
fort, consider our own. We have our

maals wretchedly prepared, by Ignorant
and cureless women.

“We go through the most alaborate
maneuvers to have everything In our
homes clean and sanitary and whole-
some, and then casually tnrn over the
most Important singles factor, involving
our health, to somebody who is unfit

to take care of it. It takes training
Gnd great natural intelligence to be a
Evod coolk.”

“Oh, but how about the celebrated
cooks of the Sputh, who, to put It
mildly, arsa not brilllant?' asked the
Interviewer.

*Well, how about them?' replied Dr.
Hutchinson, trying in vain to hide a
derislve grin behind his hand. *“Here
and there it ls possible to find an ex-

cepticnal cook.
elmply awful,

But most of them are
No, it Isn't because 1
have any deep-rooted horror of hot
breads. It's just the general rule.

“l Erant you that 3 genius for cook-
Ing may exist In some isolated indi-
vidual otherwise bereft of mind—but
as for the general run of those ‘cele-
brated cooks'—" Dr. Hutchinson came
out from behind the hand and glbed
openly.

“Well, then,-assuming that the Uto-
ptan plan for communisztic cooking has
every possible asdvantage—wlill it ever
coma nbout, Dr. Hutchinson ™"

“It will" came the confident answer,
“and very soon. It will como just as
s00Nn &8 Women learn to be co-operative
I am hoping that this great political
activity in which they are now s0 en-
grossed wlill put the co-operative spirit
inta them.

‘One of the finest things about the
suffrage movement 1s that it liftse women
from their former positions, as units Iin
the community, and weids them {n a
common Interest. And one of the big-
geat things that can come out of thelr
suocess in the suffrags movement will
be the power to concentrate and cen-
tralize thelr efforts to conduct thelr
houses with a minimum of waste.

- . -

‘Do you realize how i(solated women
have always been? They have-been the
hends of their houssholds, and their du-

ties have been g0 onerous that they
were obliged to remaln there. Each
houschold was a thing apart. It Is only

recently that lizgbt and heat have been
obtalnable from & central plant It
was the duty of every woman to heat
and light her home, prepare its food-
stuffs, do her housework and her lnun-
dry. Whether she actually did
herself, or had servants ip do it for
her, the same anormous effort was re-
quired. and the same ridiculous waste
entulled.

It took all
vitality, and all
| the household
wis exhausted.

her time, and all her
her intelligence. Onowe
work was finished, she

Bhe had not the falnt-
45t conception of what it meant to
make gommon cause of her responsi-
bilitles with other women, Theére was
nothing in her life to teach it to her,
and she had np life outside.

“Then along came the feminist move-
ment, and the controversy for equal
suffrage, and, with thes 1e Inoreased
facilities for lightening housework,
and now we find womeén beglnning to
comprehend the power of co-oporation.
Presently we shall have them con-
saerving their time and thelir energy,
and obtaining a fu]l freedom for the
pursuit of life and happiness.”

“But why do you hope that they will
pursue life and happiness, Inatead of
bridge and turkey-trotting?' 'was
asked.

Dr.

ather

Hutchinson tried to conceal an-
smile,

“Whet kind of a ecreature do
think the average woman I8, that
should ask me such a question?

demanded.

you
youa
he

“THAT'S theONLY-SOLUTION-SERVANT
! .PROBLEM. SAYSDRWOODS-HUTCHINSON.

ally In mischief,” sald the reportar, “so
it looks as if they had better be kept
busier than they are, instead of belng
provided with more idlenesas"’

*Why, I never haard su:
sald Dr. Hutchinson. ™Of o©
Is a certaln small group of womet
spend their time at bridges and turksy
trotting, but they Tepresent a very
small minority. In the first place, It
has bec: approximated, by twe 0f the
leading women's magazinex that only
15 per cent of the wome this conn-

try employ servants, The leaves S5
per cent that attend to their own
wants,.and I vow they have no idle-

ness to squander.

“In the second place,
per cent who, presumahl
their own tlme the wast
in & minority. Look at ti pro-
portlion of them who go Inte sociolog-

jlarge

fcal and pettlement work, who spend
thelr time In clubs for the lmprove-
ment of thelr minds. It may be that
they go Into it at first from some faddy
idex that it will be amus or enter-
taining. But we have ne n long
stride In the rizht i 3 when
women consider it amus 10 do bene-
ficial work., And It ls Inevitable that
gome of thoss who follow n fad into
a settleament house stay there because
they learn its real wvalune,
- - -

“They are bound 1o got "bltten”
You cannot handle seriouns, fine things
without pgetting your Iir + CRAIr-
tured, and your heart involv They
come to scoff and remaln to pray.

“Even for that infinite Al minority
that we have still uns 1ted for the
signs are all ancoura « Thers is &
tremendous diminutior wasteful dis-
sipation in this country. it has Jdis-
appeared, 50 per cent of It In the
last 50 yoears.

“There 18 loss gambling, g drink-
Ing, lexs of the social evil wWe ATre
on the mend! And we wiil continuge to
bulld up and progress,

“Modern good
us more than
ory an, from

xst, will Increase in
E and put 1t to good use AT she
will have the time and the vitallty to
increase her wvalue, because she will
have put behind her forever the sensa-
less and cruel drudgery of houschold
routine.”
American World Competition,

A short description of an extramsly
powserful mine holst, v Cne-
nadian concern, &g .
sue of the J 1
est. not for the the
engine, but for the = O

1 working of I 5 The
al wail of our protocted manu-
now mo il B in i ful
B bring n fesling o a
gsood many America nnt
bollevea that A i 15 A
whole, need the ATy pro=
tective tariff to gt I« comunpa-
tition. If the threatenod reduc-
tions do nothlng elss, the (Il per-
form a rTeal service wal up
manufacturing Indus
the dry rot, tunin
tion, and putting .

tia

country
preferentl
shows what
ia no tmriff

“The ones who have time are usu-

of Teal abillty

/ [WHY I QUIT THE STAGE TO BECOME A STENOGRAPHER]|

o

HAVE found that, for the girl who
I through force of clrocumstances has

to make her own way in this world,
the busineas offics Is s0 much more de-

slrabie than the stage that it is bard to
muke o (‘0!!1]"ur15frn-

I wan Just I3 years old when It be-
came nacessary for me to begin to
muke my own living. In the little Ohlo
town where I had lived all my life I
had achlieved more than a local repute-
tion a8 an amateur aotress. I had the
talent, was well squipped both physi-
cnlly and mentally, and had the ambi-
tion to become a successful actress, My
work In amateur thentricals had at
tracted the attention of professionals
playing Iln our town, and for two sen-

mons I hkad occonsionally played minor
parts In a Summer sltock company at e

Bummer park
Guizxed for the Chorus.

3o to little old New York; that's the
place for you,” sald the professionals

e -

":[ Packed My Sultense and Went to
New York"

whose scgueintance I had made in this
manner., “You've got to go to Broad-
way If you want to get started.”

I 414 want to get started. I had $80
in real money. I packed my suitcase,
with my set of Shaw on top of my
skirts, and came to West Forty-eighth
&treet to begin my start, The manager

of the Summer stock affair had given
me two letters of introduction to
friends of hils along the Rilalto, Omne

was to a musical comedy producer with
i little office on Thirty-ninth street.
"0k, yes,” he sald, glancing at my
letter: * ‘re the one Tom wrote me
about wanr tights?"
“No. I donm’t wish
tights,”
But he
all. He
% ¢chance

{0 wWear
wasn't such a bad fellow after
told me that all he had was
in a chorus, that 1 was pretty
ucky to be offared any kind of a job,
Sut that if T didn't want it he'd do
mything he could for me—for Toem's
sakoe. Yaa, he was bhetter than the rest;
the othars wanted 1o do things for me
—far my sake. He gave me a letter
to unother manager,

“They're putting on a rube ecomedy

road company,” he sald. “I think they'ld
Iast about as far as Reahway, but you
might as well go see ‘em.”

I took the letter and went to the ssc-
ond office. At first I thought that I
had run Into a department store wherg
they wers selllng §2 mear-silk pettl-
conts for $¥1.98. “Women large =and
women small, women old and girls
young, brunettes, blondines. handsome,
ugly, bejeweled and bedraggled—there
must have been a hundred would-be
actresses jammed Into that stuffy little
Toomn angd all of them flighting to get a
position In front of a little glaxed door
marked “Private."

After an hour the door opened and a
boy ecame out. T «

“Nothing doing today,” he sald.

Instantly there was a babel.

“But Mr. Blank sent for us: he =ald
Weé were to be here today sure

The boy grinned.

A week later T got my first Inter-
view with this manager. He was fairly
beside himself by this time, as his show
was billed to open in New Haven In a
week and he didn't have his company
completed. He was a good fellow and
a capable producer, but thers were too
many hangovers mixed in with the
days on which he worked.

Well, T got & job., It was exciting.
For six days and nights we rehearsed
our heads off, My part was to stroll
across stage arm-in-arm with thres
other girls whenever the director
thought It ought to be done. For thix
I and the other three girls were to
draw §$18 a week,

On the fatal day we went to New
Haven. That night after the perform-
ance we packed our bagas and sadly
flitted back to New TYork., The show
“wouldn't 40, and even the electricians
knew there was no uss trying it out
any further,

What a “Friead” Mesas.

Three weeks Inter I got my first
regular employment. It was a think-
Ing part In one of the blg Broadway
successes O0f the year. We played at
one theater 200 times, and durlng that
time I played the leading woman's part
thres times. I resambled her in face
and figurs, and had been made her
understudy. T got $40 a week., Let me
say right here that was as high as I
ever got.

In the Spring four companies playing
this success were made up to go on the
road. I was selected for the company
thet was to play the South, and my
hopes rose high, as 1 felt sure that I
would be given the lead. 'When the
tima for rehearsing came I broached
this {dea of mine to the manager. who
Wwas to take out the Southern company,

“Naw." sald he, "a friend of 's
(the owner of the show) I= golng to
have that*

“Why? 1 asked. *“You know the

part is mads for me."

“I know 1t 18" he agread., “and you
ought to have it But I aln't heard
no friend of your's putting In a splel
for you. The new girl is ‘s friend;
don't you get me?”

“Do you mean to sey that Influence
i mil that counts in & case llke this?T
I anked,

“It counts enough so¢ that you don't
get no boost till you get some pull™
he sald. "You could get it easy, too;
you'ra young and look good to me.”

It cost me my job to tell him what
I thought of him and.the methods of
the owner, but I felt better when it
wis over. Experience No. 3. The road
to gquléek preference was not ona I
could follow,

Bo 1 determined to make my talent
win me my way. For the next two
montha I had a serles of experisnces
that disgusted me. I sought employ-
ment steadily, but It was in the geason
when only cheap companles wers being

glven work, and the two pexitions of-

fered me wera so much lower than the
one I had just left that I could not ac-
cept them.

Finslly I went on the road with =
light comedy. My part wns one that
ritted me excellently, and I magda
something that resembled a hit It
cost _me something in pride to do It,
becauss the landilng man was drunie
every niglt and persisted In pestering
me with his atentlon,

He esald he would marry me as soon
ns his wife got her divorce. In the
meantime I laughed at him and told him
to take his plens plsewhere. For the rest

Managers acknowladged that T was
competent far beyond the ordinary, and
several of them had good parts that
ware made for me; but what right had I
to expect one of them? I wasn't & star.
Who was putting in a word for me?
Where was my pull?

My only qualification was my abllity
to play the parts successfully, and that
wasn't enough. This 1s not saying that
ability has not some small chance of
winning recognitlon by itself on the
stage. But my experlences showed me
that they are so smiall a3 160 be the

“You're old-fashloned, dearle,
that's a handicap In this business™

At the end of three years of belng an
actress I sat down and began to figure
up. I was then 256 years old, mature
physically and mentally, and, by the
word of managers, a good actress, Yet
I had never got beyond minor parts at
a small salary; I hnd suffered—actually
suffared—in the long pertods bhetween
engagements, and so far ns I could sea
nothing but some unforeseen stroke of
luck could bring me ths advancement
nacessary for the chance of a sucecessful

and

the profession were girle who were
willing to pay any price for preference
—and who were paying it. 1 saw before
ma yeours of continued struggies
walts between engagements when my
savings would be swallowed up, of con-
stantly diminishing hope,

Was It worth the struggle? Was it a
sensible way for a glrl to spend her
iife?

These were the guestions I
mysclf, and from my experience
could be but one answer—No!

I began to look around. 1 had espe-

asked

thers

3E PRODIGAIL sat downstairs in
the dining-room. Tha housa was
curiously gquiet, though faint

sounds came frem the kitchen, whare
the evening dishes wore belng washed
—earefully, s as not to disturb the
hush.

After n whila his sister came to him.
Her eyes were red and her face was
blotched and swollen. The Prodigal
got up awkwardly and shook hands.

“How &re you, Selina?" he agked, re-
turning her nerveless clasp,

“Pretty well” she sald formally.

“Wa didn't know you weara back till
yestarday. Thes last we heard you weare
in Montana"

“I was there for a2 couple of years,
I—1 just heard this morning about
father. How is he?

“Very low,” she answered in a hushed
tone. And then she began to cry, nolse.
lesaly, without attempting to wipe away
the tears that rolled down her pale
cheeks. The Prodigal put out his hand
as if to comfort her; then he remem-

bered, and drew it back.
He loocked strangely out of place in

4
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the ugly respectablility of the room.
He knew It all so well: the bullt-in
corner cupboard, with the glass doors,
and his mother's wedding-cups on
hooks just inside; the red and green
covaer on the square table; the black
marhble clock on ths mantal—Iit was all
the same, except that just beside him
there wasx a buffet, new and showy,
with a =llver-plated teaset on the top.
He divined that George had bought it.

His slster was not ¢rying now. She
was Inspeocting him—hils shabby clothes,
his frayed linen, the gray in his thin-
ning hair. And then something in his
face caught her attention: his chin was
working convulsively, and there wers
tears in his sunken eyes. The lines
left by yenrs of dissipatlon weare oblit.
erated for ths time, and there remalned
only grief and a great regret,

“Would you Illke to ®o up? she
asked more kindly. All ths small
things—resantment, anger, bitterness—
were swallowed up in thiz trouble that
had come. Then, seeing his hesitation;
“I don’'t think he will Rnow you,” she
sald.

The Prodigal creaked up the stairs
after her. Instinotively he avoided the
second step from the top; there had
always been a loose board there.

“George !an‘t here,” his slster whis-
pered, turning. *“He has been camping
for & woek and he can't get back until
morning. ''he elders from the church
have been taking turns at sitting up.
Walt until I see If he 18 sleesping.”

The Prodigal stood on the littls land.
Ing and walted. The house spread out
on three sides of him, smaller than he
had remembered It, but otherwise un-
echanged, The door was open Into ths
bare study. There were books every-
where—how familitr was thet confu-
slon of booka!l—Dbut thes desk was
gtrangely orderly.

His sister did not come back for
him at once, so he went in and sat
down. Even the wallpaper was the
same. Over in the corner, behind the
bookcases, would bs the pencil marks
which had registered for years his an-
nual gain In Inches, only—he could not
look. And there was his mother's ple-
ture, In Its black-walnut frame, and
undar it George and himself, In gueer
piaid dresses and black shoes with
whita buttons. He had been taller than
George in those early days; it was a
Jdong time ago—a long time.

Hls sister came to ths doorway.

“Ha won't know you.,” she sald. “You
can come in.”

The 4!m light of the lamp was kept

merast kind of & gamble, and that most | carser. cial ability only in one line, that of

of the tour he dld éverything he could |epportunities for success are not galned All around me were the wrocks of |acting. I had tried that, and was
to spoll my scenes, but in spite of him {in this way alone. youth and hope, women who were|ready to throw it up. As I was making
I came to New York with something of The landlady in my rooming-house |hanging on because thsy hoped and|my own lving it was up to me to fit
a reputation, on Forty-eighth street put It all In a|hoped for that stroke of luck to etrike | myself for something else, and hera
That was all the good It did me.|few words them., Beating them out In all lines of | good luck favored _mae. A glr—l with
from the slck man’'s eyes by A groan

shade on one slde of the burner. The

Prodigal stopped Inside the doorway

awkwardly, while his sister went over
and smoothed the counterpane.

“He doesn’t tosa around any,”
sald. *“He just lies there.”

The Prodigal moved over slowly and
looked down at the old minlster’s face.
The thin white hair was spréad & little
over the pillow, lilke an aureole, malk-
ing the placid face, with lts clozed eyes,
look frall, almost ethereal. As the son
looked down the dying man opened his
ayes,

“George,” he sald weakly, and held
out his thin whits hand. The Prodigal
was embarrassed; he Eglanced at his
slster for assistance.

*His eyes ars bad,”
“If he thinks Georgs i{a here,
happler.”

The man stooped and put hig hand
over his father's. The thin fingers
gripped his and held them. There was
something In the touch that brought.-a
lump into the man’s throat. After a
moment, when the fingers did not re-
lax, he slipped to his knees beslde the
bed. The old man slept again. Except
that he was breathing slowly, It might
havae been the sleep of = child.

An hour passsad, and still the Prodi-
gal knelt beside the bed. Once some
one creaked up the stairs, and after a
consuliation with Sellna, creaked down
agaln. She came over and leaned down.

*1 told Mr. Simpson you would stay
for & while,” she satd. “WIll you?"

“I'll stay until—until morning.”
What he wanted to =ay was “until the
end,"” but with those fingers clutching
him, he could not frame the words
And without reason hs resented her
guestion. Would he stay for a while—
he, the elder son, and his father dying?

“"George will be here in the morning,"”
she whispered, and tiptoed away.

Only the night was his, then. Aftsr
all the years, only a few hours, and

she

she whispered.
he'll be

those because his father thought he
wAas some one else,
The old man stirred a 1lttle, and

wakened, His feeble hand was lifted
siowly until it rested on the Prodigal's
bowed head.

“You have been a great joy to me,
George,” he sild gently—"a great joy.
I shall telli your mothar. May God
bless you!" He lay for a few moments
quite atill, his eyes on the yellow roses
af the celllng paper. The Prodigal
groaned. Oh, to turn up the light, to
stand forth in his true colors for what
he was, to beg forgivencss and a bless.
ing for himself!

“George,” the thin volce begsan
again. “I have been thinking much
about Henry."” The Prodigal drew In
his breath sharply. '"I seem Lo see him
—in the corners of the room—every-
where."

If he could only say. "I am hera!"
But the cowardlee that had kept him
away so long held him now.

The old man slept again. The Prodi.
gal still knelt, but now hes was crying,
sobbing nolselessly, his shabby conat
heaving. Outside, in & chair In the dim

(Conciunded on Page 0.)

whom I had gone to school back home

was employed as secretary to a rall-
road official In o Cortlandt streest of-
fice, and In six monihs she was lenv-
ing to marry a F docote ployad
by the road. 1 told her of my
résolution she

“Why don't you trr for Job?
You can study stenograp nd I'i1
help you, and when you are ready I'I1
speak to the boas™

That was what I dfd. At
slx months I wa

rapher, and T ; the j
was $20 a we 1o st
wiis only half of what
ting on the stage, but ti

long spells of idleneoas between
mentsa, And that t
for the future s

that now,
charge of

n

phers and dr
But the fact
deeply, and

4

real-

that I had
the

palint-
pencil was the differance

tie
in t

“I'm In Charge of n Depariment aand
Drawing $45 a Weelk.™

ment accorded me, Why, It ks
going Into a different world

As an actress—and simply bacause I
was an metress—men had flottered me
and had pursued me In w that
Nauscales uny woman
the office there (8 a differs
ma2n who pay ma attention hera
In the same way they would wish ot
men to pay attention to thelr sist:

was

of ¢

And the work—for the 11 . time I
felt that T had got hold of something
real, something wvital to this

that 1 was doing something truly
ful. I found that thers only
test in the offlce—"make good’
& woman can make good fully as we
as 2 man If she wants to do so hard
enough.

Is the work in the offlce harder? No,
Because it is regular work, has sane
hours, and in the end is not nearly
wearing, 1Is it as interesting as
work of the stage? To me it is much
more so, It Is real, it {s & part of the
big, buay, useful world. And lastly, my
life now has thrown me into contact
with men who, when they hegin to
court 2 women, have Intentions nnd
hopes of honorable and huppy matei-
mony. After all, that's what counts
mont with any real woman.

is

the

.




