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Dorothy Dix?

v For nearly thirty years Mrs. Elizabeth Gilmer has been answer-
ing newspaper readers’ questions about their most intimate

problems. She comforts, scolds, and advises out of a depth of
understanding acquired in a life beset with anxiety and care

by Beatrice Washburn

ID you ever won-
der: How to hold
D your husband’s hands so small
love? How to keep
your boy from drinking?
What to name the baby?
How to reduce? How to
make your will? What
to do with your flapper

daughter when she stays

bor’s automobile? How to

hold your position? Whether or not you
should marry your first cousin? How to get
along with your mother-in-law?

And if so, did you ever think of writing to the
daily paper about it? If you haven’t, you are
unique, because almost everybody does, ac-
cording to the veteran heart columnist of

the country, Dorothy Dix, whose mail runs:

into something like a thousand letters a week
and who is literally bombarded with queries
like these. In private life Dorothy Dix 1is
Mrs. Elizabeth Gilmer of New Orleans. She
has been answering folks’ questions for nearly
thirty years. Her answers to them run in
seventy-eight newspapers throughout the

# United States and her mail comes in such

quantities that the postman has to carry an
extra pouch to accommodate her. There is
scarcely a question in the world that she hasn’t
answered or, at least, that she hasn’t been
asked. Every state in the Union contributes
its quota, to say nothing of Australia, Japan,
Represen-
tatives from every stratum of society appeal to
her for advice on their most intimate problems
—shop girls, debutantes, burglars, shop-lifters,

-
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A GENTLE, well-bred, elderly woman
with white hair and laughing eyes and
you wonder they can
manipulate the typewriter, is the high-
est-paid woman newspaper writer in
the world. She started newspaper
work at five dollars a week when she
was in desperate need. Wealth and
success, following on years of poverty,
disillusionment and despair, have but
enriched the sympathetic interest that
she takes in other people’s troubles.

19

housewives, society ma-
trons, business women,
grandmothers and young
wives.

There isn’t a small town
in the country, if it boasts
but a signal tower and a rail
fence, where Dorothy Dix
couldn’t stop over between
trains and be on intimate
terms with every one, from
the school teacher and the

-farmer’s wife to the station agent and the boy

who drives the flivver. The chances are that
she has helped most of them.

““The one thing we are all interested in above
everything else is our family affairs,”” is how she
explains it, and incidentally it may be said that
Dorothy Dix is not as imposing or awe inspiring
as the picture that appears at the head of her
column in the papers for which she writes. She
is small and dainty, with white hair and laugh-
ing eyes and hands so small that you wonder
they can manipulate the typewriter. She is
reputed to be the highest-paid woman news-
paper writer in the world. Her salary runs way
up into the five figures, but she doesn’t mind
saying that she was paid three dollars for her
first article and that she started newspaper
work on the old Picayune in New Orleans on a
salary of five dollars a week.

She lives on the edge of Audubon Park with
her ninety-year-old father in a big cream-col-
ored house which has just been completed. It
stands window deep in trees—sycamores, live
oaks and magnolias. It has been built up quite
literally of tears and confessions from young
girls she has interviewed in county jails, jealous



- Bt /1

20 EvErYBODY’'S MAGAZINE

wives who have killed their husbands, mothers
weeping for their sons, lonely women marooned
on farms who had no outlet but the daily paper
—all the people she has advised and scolded and
comforted and listened to in her long career.
“It is no particular credit to me that I am in-
‘terested in other people’s problems,” she con-
tinues. “It is due not only to long training in
newspaper work, but to the fact that I have
had a variegated and troubled life myself, so
that the problems they put up to me are often
those I have experienced. There is no doubt
that we all depend for happiness, in the last
analysis, upon one thing—the people we love.
When something goes wrong with our intimate
relations, when we are worried about our hus-
bands, daughters, wives, the whole fabric of our
lives is twisted. The oil magnate is just as
worried when his flapper daughter breaks the
speed laws as is the grocery man when his stays
out late to the movies. Mr. Midas loves hs
wife no less than the street-car conductor does
his. The bank president’s wife is as interested
in holding her husband’s love as the postman’s
wife is in holding hers. The governor is as
ambitious for his children as the milkman.
I get as many letters from the highly educated
as from those who never saw the inside of
a high school. And fully half of them begm
something- like this: ‘I know you can’t help
me in this, but it is a relief to talk to some

one.” It is the old impulse of confession, you

see, the impulse we all have at times to break
out and tell some one about something that has
been festering in our lives for a long time. I
don’t pretend to write literature, but I have the
knack of being able to talk to people in their
own language. And don’t think it came by
accident. It has been developed by long years
of hard work and bitter experience.”

One Letter Averts a Tragedy

In one morning’s mail came this letter from
a girl, a country school-teacher, who had let
herself be persuaded by a man: “I love him so.
He promises me that if I will come and live with
him for six months, at the end of that time he
will marry me.”

The letter was written from the extreme
northern edge of a Northern state. Dorothy
Dix did not wait for her secretary or her type-
writer or even for her breakfast. She sat down
and sent a special delivery letter telling that girl
to leave the town at once and get as far away
from that man as possible.

‘“Why should he marry you at the end of six
months if he will not do so now?” she wrote.
“Do you think a man who is base enough to
propose such a thing to a woman is going to
marry her after he has got what he wanted and
is tired of her?”

Well, this letter at least had a happy sequel.
The girl left town, got a job somewhere else,

recovered from her infatuation and is
an interesting and self-respecting life. .
dreds of letters are answered through the daily

papers, but thousands of them are not. These
are the ones that are sent with real names and
requests for a personal reply. They are letters

that her secretary never sees, that she never

shows to any one and that she takes the trouble
to answer personally, every one. She works
from nine o’clock till noon every day of her life
and again for two hours in the evening. No
one need ever accuse her of making up her
letters. There are baskets full of them in her
room, letters with every kind of stamp and in
every kind of handwriting. She receives on
the average about a hundred letters a day and
her morning mail contains much more drama
than you could see in the movies if you went
every day for a week, many more heartbreaks
than the jails, more suffering than the hospi-
tals, more news, if she could print it, than the

- daily newspaper.

What gives a person insight, intuition, sym-
pathy, and a sense of humor sufficient to get a
bird’s-eye view of another’s life, to scan what
lies on top and read below the surface? Hard
training and strenuous reporting aren’t all.
Dorothy Dix, like the excellent reporter she is,
has “covered” about every human activity
from women’s clubs to murder trials, from vital
statistics to political conventions. But more
than that she has been a country girl and a
small-town woman. She can sympathize with
the problems of the average housewife whose
life is bounded on the one side by husband and
children and on the other by the high cost of
living. | .

A woman wrote to her one Christmas mrn-
ing and said: ‘I wish I had the money to send
you a real present in proportion to what you
have done for me. But I am sending you this
little incident hoping that you will accept it as a
gift beyond all price for it represents the happi-
ness of eight people. I am a married woman
with three children. My husband is good and
hard working, but unromantic and undemon-
strative.
quainted with a travelihg man who was mag-
ried and had two children and whose wife did
not understand him. We were crazy about
each other and decided we could not live apart.

- We lived some fifty miles out of New York -

City, so one morning we each took an early
train and met in the Grand Central Station,
where we planned to take a train for the West
and begin life over again. While he went to
get our tickets he bought a morning paper and
left it for me to read in the waiting-room. I
glanced over it idly and my eye fell on your
little article ‘You Can’t Build a Life on False
Foundations.” Every word, of it seemed to
burn right into my soul. When my friend came
back I handed him the paper and he read theg

During his absence I became ac- . ¥




article without a word.
Then he laid it down,
looked at me and said:
‘Well, I*%zuess we both
better go bagk to our
JO s.” And we did.

Another letter, and
these lettersare all typi-
cal and not exceptions,
was from a little coun-
try girl who had come
down to Phi].a.delphia. to
look for a job. Itisin
her own words:

“T got work as a
clerk in a dry-goods
store but it was awfully
dull and I only got a
small salary. The work
was so hard that I
began going out in the
evenings as much as
possible so I could have
some fun. Often I went
with men I met over the
counter who I didn’t
know any thing about.
But- they took me to
handsome restaurants
and to cabarets and it
seemed wonderful to me
because I came from a
little town where there
isn’t a single restaurant
and folks had never
seen a cabaret except
in the movies. One of
these men I liked es-
pecially well. He was
so good-looking and a
dandy dancer. He
hated to see me work so
~ hard and said ¥ I would
only stop he would get
me a little apartment
and a car of my own.
Of course I wasdumb to
fall for anything like
that but ask any girl
that works ten hours a
day for fifteen dollars a
week and she will tell
you it’s fierce. You get
so tired it seems like
you’d do anything to
get a rest. Besides 1

was young and not bad looking and I didn’t
want to go back home and wash dishes and
cook all the rest of my life.
told him I'd come and I met him in a cafeteria
for lunch with my suit-case all packed to go
away with him. While we were eating I picked
up a newspaper that some one had left in a chair
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I Dorothy Dix ’s. L;iter Box l

Dm DQROTHY DIX—Should an unmarried woman adopt a child? Will
she be happier in voluntarily assuming the entire responsibility of rearing

a child upon whom no one else has any claim than in playing the fairy god-
mother to the children of friends, cousins and sisters?
MAIDEN AUNT.
Answer:

There is no reason why an unmafried woman
should not adopt a child and very many reasons why
she should if she finds her life empty and she has
the maternal hunger that many women have.

I do not think that there is any finer and nobler
thing that a woman ‘can possibly do than to take a
little homeless and friendless child and give it a
real home and a mother’s love and tendernmess. It
is the saving of a life from something far worse
than physical death, and the good one does in rearing
up » man or woman, with high and noble. ideals and

L good principles, does not end with that individual.
. It strewches on and on to their children end their
, s children's children into eternity.
EEEReeee—— I think that you will get far more happiness

out of adopting a child of your own for kups than you will out of the borrowed

babies of your friends and relati It is the same difference there is between
owning ‘your own automobile n‘n: a lift now and then from a kindly

disposed friend.
Various motives enter into your desire for a child. For one thing, you want

a child to love and a child to love you. You can have only a warm affection for
the half dozen or so chiliren to whom you play fairy godmother and whom you '

have with you for only a little while at a time and for whom you have: no

responsibility. But if you adopt a baby that is wholly yours, that you will have

with you all the time, whose cunning little ways will be a ceaseless source of.
interest to you and whose mind and body you will watch develop day by day, :ruu
will soon come to love it with a real passion of mother love,

We notice this even in our cursory contacts with children. It is the ones
with whom we have daily association that we think better and prettier and
smarter than any other children in the world and whose cute sayings we nrn:I
always repeating. \

You want.to be loved.\ You want to feel the clinging of little arms about
your neck. You want to feel that a child turns to you to weep out its sorrows on
your breast. These you can nnl;r get from the child you adopt, which will give
to you the affection that you crave. You will be its mother, not just its auntie, as
you are to your friends’ children.

Finally, you will have the pleasure of developing the child you adopt in your
own way and according to your own ideals, as you have no right to do with your
friends’ children. And there is nothing else more interesting than to cultivate
the aweet garden of a child’s mind. DOROTHY DIX,

EAR MISS DIX—My wife' is a domestic genius. -She is as industrious as a

bee, but her patience is no longer than her finger and she has a fierce temper.

1 have done all I could to cure her of this, using kindness, silence, patience, gifts,
threats and scoldings, but all to no avail.

What shall I do? A.W. G

Answer:

You know what you do in business, Mr. A. W. G. You strike a balance on
the year’s work. You offset your liabilities by your assets and find out that
vou have your gains as well as your losses.

That is the policy that wise people have to pursue in matrimony. No man
gets a perfect wife. No woman marries an ideal husband. They find that their
life partners have their faults and their virtues, and they weigh them one against
the other. If you do that, you will find that they break pretty even.

Undnubtadty. an irritable, high-tempered woman is hard to endure. She is a
thorn in the flesh, a pebble in the shoe, and if you let your mind dwell on how
she aggravates you and how disagreeable she is to live with, you will soon get
to the place where you cannot stand another day, and your mlrriup will be a
total loss. =

But you can save the situation by balancing your account and thinking how
lucky you are in having a domestic genius for a wife, Think how well fed you
are, how clean your house is, how thriftily your wife manages.

Think of the men you know who go_home at night to good-natured slovens
who have lain on a couch and read novels all day and left the dishes unwashed in
the sinks, the beds unmade, and whose idea of preparing a dinner for a hungry
man is to slap some delicatessen mess on the table and open a tin can.

Think of the men you know married to women who spend every cent they
make and who can never get ahead any becausg their wives are always running
them in debt to dressmakers and milliners. DBelieve me, A. W. G, being a
domestic genius offsets a lot of temper in a wife. DOROTHY DIX.

Thanks to her daily column in seventy~-eight
newspapers, there isn't a small town in the
country, if it boasts but a signal tower and
a rail fence, where Dorothy Dix couldn't
stop over between trains and be on intimate
terms with everyone, from the school teacher
and the farmer's wife to the station agent
and the boy who drives the flivwer. The
chances are that she has helped most of them.

So one day 1

-
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and began to read it in
the way you do when
you're upset about
something and pick up
something without
thinking about it. At
the top of the page
there was an article
by you called ‘Don’t
Pay Too High a Price
for Your Fun, Girls.’
Well, I can’t tell you
what that article did
for me. It seemed to
make everything. plain.
While my friend went
to order a taxi—he was
always classy about
things like that—I
grabbed my suit-case
and ran out the side
door and he never saw
me again. I ran all
the way to the station
and got on the first train
going back to my home
town. Now I am mar-
ried to a fine boy who
owns the garage and we
have two babies. I
just wanted to tell you
about it.

Taken all in all, the
letters have varied
very little in the past
twenty years. KEasy
divorce, economic Iin-
dependence and the
vagaries of the modern
generation are but sur-
face currents compared
to the old, prosaic, com-
monplace difficulties of
human relationship. A
question that women
have asked since Pe-
nelope sat waiting for
Ulysses and that they
are asking yet is: ‘“How
can I make my husband
love me as he used to?”
It would certainly break
your heart to see just
how many times that
recurs.

Another, asked so

often that you wonder it does not echo to the
very gates of Heaven, comes in every day and
from every part of the country:
think he will come back and marry me?”
“Men write me more frequently than they
used to,” says Dorothy Dix, ‘“perhaps because
they are becoming more articulate or perhaps

“Do you
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helplessness of the Southern women of that
day. She couldn’t even make a fire, to say
nothing of making a living.

1 didn’t know enough to teach school,” she
confesses, “and in those days teaching was the
only job a perfect lady could indulge in.’

This early experience started the conviction
which she now holds and expresses on the
lecture platform—that every girl, no matter
how well born or well endowed, should be
taught how to earn her living. Let her learn
stenography, photography, dressmaking, tend-
ing babies, anything that will enable her to
gain a salary—and let her learn it well in case
she should ever need it.

During the time, thirty years ago, when the
young wife was torn with anxiety and care, her
family sent her to the little town of Bay St.
Louis, on the Gulf of Mexico, to restore her
shattered nerves.

“Fortune placed me in the house next to Mrs.
Nicholson, the owner of the New Orleans
Picayune. We became friends and I confided
in her that I had literary aspirations and
thought perhaps I could write. ‘Show me
something you have done,’ she said kindly and 1
pulled out a little story about an old negro we
had up in our Kentucky plantation. Whether
out of kindness or because she saw promise in it
I never knew, she offered me three dollars for
the manuscript. It was the first money 1 had
ever earned. It was a dazzling sum to me.
And after it had appeared in the old Picayune,
the finest paper in the South and one of the best
in the entire country, she offered me a steady

job doing women’s news for a sa.la.ry of five
dollars a week.”

- A Pioneer “Sob Sister”

Dorothy Dix started out doing wvital sta-
tistics—the births, marriages and deaths on
which every newspaper cub cuts his teeth.
She did the obits so well that she was pro-
moted to the recipes! The cookery column gave
her the idea that clothes and food did not
represent the whole range of female activity.
Out of the experience of her own married life
the little wife knew that other women had

problems that tortured them, husbands that
mystlﬁed them, children that worried them,
in-laws that nearly drove them crazy. If they
could find an outlet for the daily wear and tear
of domestic life it might do them as much good
as learning how to make coconut cakes. And
so it proved. She opened a column for letters
and little daily talks and the .correspondence
began to pour in. Letters came in by the tens,
~ the hundreds, and finally by the thousands, un-
til the Picayune was fairly swamped with let-
ters. In self-defense she had to find a pen
name and compromised on Dorothy Dix, partly
because it was alliterative and easy to remember
and partly because Dick was the name of an

old man they had on the Kentucky planta
who had taught her her letters and who, I
his famous prototype in Dickens, was alwa
going to write an entire book on the Jue&m
Day.

Along with the letters Mrs. Gilmer ¢ i
straight reporting. Her love of newspape
work was so great that she carried editorial§g™ =
home with her and learned them by heart, hung- = °
around the copy desk until she knew how tor ©
write heads, asked for extra assignmegpts when

she had finished her own and, any editor wﬂQ '

‘

appreciate this, came to the office on
day off to see 1f she couldn’t find some little
t to do. - =
omen are natural born newspaper men,”s
1s what she claims, “they are the greatest gos=
sips in the world and eternally interested i
human affairs. What is a newspaper but a
very great shop always interested and alwayss
sympathetic toward the other fellow’s business.’ :

All this time she was keeping house and ta.k5
ing care of her husband on the side.
women write her that they can’t manage a JOb
and a house, too, she replies that it can be done.
She has done it..

It was not long before her daily letters to con-
tributors, with their sympathetic understand-

then' flashes of wit, their bits of pathos and
then' undoubted llterary quality attracted the
attention not only of readers, but of editors the
country over. One of the first to appreciate
her work was William Randolph Hearst. He
wrote and offered her a position on the New
York Jouwrnal. She lingered in New Orleans
for six months after this summons because
Major Burbank, her city editor who had trained
her, was ill and she could not bear to leave him
short handed. When he died she left New
Orleans and made the decisive trip North mto
a strange and alien country.

“No one will believe how green I was wﬁm
struck New York,” says she. “I had néver
seen the skyscrapers or the elevated, and ‘the
roar of traffic absolutely terrified me. My
city editor was Foster Coates and he imme- === =
dla.tel rushed me to every ‘human interest ¥ =

’ he could find. I believe Mr. Hearst was =~
the ﬁrst big editor to see the possibilities of ==
‘sob stuff.” He wanted every 1tem on the =
police blotter covered like a melodrama, which
of course it was. He was the first to inject hu-
man sympathy, description, character analysis, -
and interviews into a murder trial. I stage .
gered around the unfamiliar streets to the |
Tombs and Bellevue, through Broadway dilles
and lodging-houses, Bronx tenements and
Westchester country houses, losing my way to
New Jersey whenever I was sent there, a little
eighty-five-pound country girl, p1t1fully g'f% .
and unsophisticated among all those sea
and expert reporters. But they were all
to me and of course it was magnificent trauung
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ment was conmdered too ha.l'd a.rfd"there was no
coming back to the desk with the wistful plea—
g couldn t get it.” You either got it or you got
out. I:never could have accomplished what I
do now without it.”

She kept up the Dorothy Dix letters and
found the problems of New York and New
Jersey not so very different from those of
Louisiana and Mississippi. Wives were wives
and women were women the world over. She
became expert in murder trials, Flo ence Bums
Nan Patterson, Mrs. Patrlck , Mrs. Car
Josephine Terranova Becker and
others. She knew the way to Ossmm 1t
as well as the route to the Park Row deas
where you could get ham and eggs after the paper
was put to bed a.nd the last edition over. She
saw reporters come and go. Some Tose to
editors, some to feature writers, some to pub-
licity men.
tirely and became business men.
Wha.t drink could do to brilliant men and what
brilliant men could do without drink. She
knew a city editor in a near-by office who mur-
dered his wife and was sent to Sing Sing for life.
He is there yet. She numbered among her
newspaper acquaintances Frank O’Malley,
Martin Green, Irvin Cobb, Will Irwin, Chester
Lord, Lindsay Dennison, Charley Mlchelson
Ne]he Revell, Rlchard Ha.rdmg Pavis, Arthur
Brisbane, Frank Swinnerton, all the ga,laxy of

stars of ten and twenty years ago.
In 1917 Dorothy Dix transferred from Mr.

Hearst to the heeler Syndicate so that she
could carry on amn of letters unhampered
by the demands™of daily reporting. A few
years later she swﬂched again to the Phila-
delphia Public Ledger Syndicate, for which she
writes today. Then, all at once, when she took

stock of things and realized that it was no
longer iby to- report at an office, she
found "jj---: rich enough to do all the
things lways wanted to do. Rich
enough tOW splace she liked. The twen-

ty-dollar sale id grown into four and then
mto five ﬁgures > had published two books

of magazine articles—the famous Mirandy dia-
logues, a book of travels—besides her letters.
She looked about her for a place to live and
decided on New Orleans because it was where
she had started out and the place to wjfjrnch she
had always wanted to return. So with her old
father and the negro maid she had
with her from Kentugl y she moved back
Louisiana and planned .t k.
tn'el ~And like .._‘ people who try to do
: ldn’t. The letters fol-

ored f She had
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Some broke out of the game en-
She saw . young Juliet climbed out on her balcony to

she S Yet here they

were the same old letters— ‘How can-1I
make my husband love me again?”’ dow
shall I keep my boy from drinking?”’ f*D
think eighteen is too young to mal:ry?” -
She sat down and answered them, of ¢t
as she is still answering them and cO
to do as long as she livg |
of her own naa at
crisis, while it 1s diff
underneath them

great bond. Mrs
mar, anesota

i T

;h,... - ‘r 1._ - + -;.‘ at
1 lies a great kinship ar d a
wn the milliner 0f
Snohomlsh We

0 on,

[} l

-_ertes that he is in love with hus-
band’s brother is in much the -=’-m ¢, prec Ica-
ment as wergﬁwo people who lived I¢ long
ago called Paolo and Francesca. _5_ apper
who runs out he back door to meet 1erSixteen-
year-old swa.m because her rill not
let him come in the front, receives 1 othmg but

criticism from her nelghbors but doubtless the
- neighbors were saying the same thing when

spoon with Romeo. And each of us, be it
Father Montague or Helen of Troy or you
or I has the conceit to think our own affairs the
only ones really importan i pr significant in a
world that has already seedimere than twenty
centuries of men and womeén'kiss and grow up
and fall in love and die. It 18"this inestimable
difference, the little angle that makes your wife
seem mote desirable to you than ever did Gala-
tea to Pygmalion, this human element, that
Dorothy Dix catches on the end of her pen and
conveys to nineteen million people. She does it
with a zest, a spice, a sensewf humor that lifts
it from the realm of Polyanna and Bertha M.
Clay into something that closely resembles art.

She Avoids the Limelight

In New Orleans she leads a quiet, incon-
spicuous life. @~Most people don’t even
know that Mrs. Gilmer, the gentle, dignified
woman whom you meet at teas and who speaks
occasionally before women’s clubs, is one and
the same with Dorothy Dix, whose column is
read alike om St. Charles Avenue and in the
Parish prison. She has very little taste for the
limelight and quite obviously avolds it. Her
taste in books, in furniture, in elothes is con-
servative and unerring. She sﬁll regrets, a
~ little wistfully, that she can’t write literature. -

And vet, doesn’t she? What else would you
call a faculty that makes the commonplace
seem significant and the every—day rou Ee of
life interesting and beauuf% t as
seemed to each of us when we exulted i our
first sunset, our first kiss, or our firs %h_‘;:

People make fun of the heart column
mtellectua.ls say that it 1s sentlme al and often
absurd. And 1t13 So W _@ ' |

S "Te,u,_
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