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One day a woman friend of
mine who drives a speedy car
and who occasionally likes to
see how far the figures will go,
went clipping through that
town. The faithful wmotor-

cycle _policeman

drew up alongside
her and led her to
the Judge. Fifty-
. two miles an hour.
! That was all the
. Judge wanted to
know. Automatical-
ly he picked up the
pen to assess the
fine. And then the

rood lady spoke:

Women Drivers---

I Don’t Understand ‘Em
?2 % 1 9 %

o ?

By HOMER CROY

Author of T
“WEST OF THE WATER-TOWER"

HEN I was young and
had a pair of neat
military  hairbrushes
on my dresser, I un-
derstood women. But
now that I am getting along, and see the
brushes only of a spring when my wife de-
cides to straighten things around, I real-
ize how little I knew in those days.

The reason I thought I understood wo-
men was dbecause iv:rlic_n I was in college 1
specialized 1n psychology. It was my hob- )
by, and there was nothing I liked }l’)etter | Hloporé i ﬁx-
than to unscrew a brain and see what - o ‘ P amte t mv ier
made it work. Psychology, at that time, N g e oy Livge: ei Vo Cle,
was called just plain psy- ' Y Sapgind

: - had to go fast.
chology; then it became ~ My motor was

She simply knocks the
socks off Psychology.
The Lord’'s duties

must have doubled.

“I knew 1 waé
going fast, Your

psychoanalysis, and I trail- 3 o = T Nl s = g :

ed along behind it. Now that the no more about the car than a China- - gLttt to o ; wa1n.£

iameilofldnthing isIcalled behaviorism, man does of a Vitaphone, and go gg, ,t,o get- 1o the next oW I e
still follow 1it. was getting along blithefully sailing through traffic that : :

" pretty well at my job of understand-  would gi\?’e her }%usbandga congestive And she smiled dupo_lé the gre.f\ﬁ
ing women—in a few years I expect-  chill. It would be like a landlubber,  20d noble .réla’n—l;-ag 1;go sl .WI"t
ed to be in the second reader—and who had never been in anything more ikt aIne ,dl n (f ?, 2 d 'y panya il
then along came the automobile and complicated than a rowboat, suddenly No, 1 don’t un hers A th* 3“&3‘11
upset everything. Any woman is  being given command of the Levia- had put up that' .excillse(:i, the 'ul 5¢
hard enough to understand, but put than. The Lord’s duties must have would 31mp1.317 LA Ty heﬂ:’ = enf
a steering wheel in her hand and no- doubled since women took up driving. ward and to d‘them to rus TEC DS
body ecan understand her. Freud The car turns off the main road, their strongest keepers. N
himself would flunk. say, and runs into a mud hole and I used to think that I understoo

And the queer things women do gets stuck. women before the automobile came
when you put a steering wheel into “That isn’t much of a mud hole,”  2long.. I thought Engvtwoniell sy ors
their hands! It simply knocks the she says, ‘““—only about knee deep.” afraid ‘to go out at night, especially
socks off psychology. A man may The things that women drivers do girls, and I supposed they would al-
have been married to a woman for ~ and get away with—is amazing, It V2ys be that way. Why, 1t was a
years and think he knows all about  simply knocks Logic in the head. For  terrible calamity if the daughter of
her (a common delusion), and he gets instance, in my neghborhood is a o household was mnot back by ten
her a car and the wife starts to drive. ~ mean Judge.. The man s never so 2 ¢lock. The poor,.distraut mother
Then the poor husband wakes up to happy, so radiantly elated as when
find that he is still cutting out flowers he is hanging a fine on somebody. Tt DR e PR rtaen)
and fairies and playing in the sand- Nero playing
box. It will be months before he when Rome
can go to the blackboard. ‘ burned would

When a woman gets into a car she look as gloomy as
leaves reason at home. And the key Buster-Keaton in | ,
isn’t under the doormat. I don’t comparison to the Wi “
know where it is; nobody knows Judge when he is SEr S
where it is. A man drives a car by handing out a ‘
knowledge, but a woman drives it by speed fine. Ex- :
faith. She doesn’t stop to reason out cuses don’t go; if . i Tt
that this gear connects with that cam- the officer who ‘.“ going fast, your
shaft, which in turn operates the gad- has given the | L\fa':g: i s:‘iee:l’;
get. No. She was told by the man summons says L St aimpive
who gave her the driving lessons that that the person | had to go fast.
if she stepped on this pedal the car was going thirty lt\lg at:gt?r R ek
will go ahead. That is all she thinks miles an hour, o et tn the
necessary to know about the car. Clarence Darrow next town xq'::ool
Push pedal, and car will go ahead. himself couldn’t LepRiadada
How or why it goes ahead 1s of no be of the slight- f o2t Aot 88
more interest to her than peanut rais- est help to that oo L
ing in Peru.® If she pushes and the person. A fine 1% porean ) GOA i i
rear axle breaks, or the gears are coming as_certain § |
stripped, ;why the car simply is no as  Christmas. A

good. ‘r And it makes no
A woman will climb confidently difference who
into a car and start gaily off, knowing the person is.
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: u : he
to machinery. u see behind 1

°be that the per-
wheel? but that day has pass-

oy ‘
s%" ha'lc‘lhi clligpztick has put the Scs:Lgrz;l:
: t of business as a mo'tor acce 1A
?&ufter a while a lipstick 'man“This
turer will have to adverglgag,mll
lipstick guaranteed for 10,

Some day a smar

up Cupid’s bow as
i ﬁxletploose of the lip-
back into the

can pull it
she drives along,
stick and it will pop
upholstery. B

er thing about women -
ersA m}; I dongt understand is the
way they take chances. At home,
and in personal affairs, they never
take a chance. They will work for
hours getting just the exact line to
a dress—such marvelous patience. It
would be a calamity if this button was
the sixteenth of an inch too far over.
Chance is a word that is not In her
dictionary. But when she c}lmbs
into a car and starts out in traffic she
has a faith that would make St. Fran-
cis of Assissi a question mark. So
far as she is personally concerned,
there is not another car on the road.
She is sailing peacefully and quietly
across the Gobi Desert. It never
seems to occur to her that another
car might dart out from a side road
and mess things up. She comes to
a right turn. A man will hug his
side of the road, but does the lady
hug? I mean, of course,—shame on
you, shame on you! No, the lady
turns clear over to the left side of
the road to make the right turn, ab-
solutely convinced that no car will
suddenly dart out and make a scene.,

A policeman steps out, let us say.
What does the man dri\;ing the cgr

say? Nothing. He sits and takes it
while the officer gets out his choicest

igijectives and sprays them all over
im.

series, because she has
of h?.ndling the traffic
the time comes. She giv

~ a
YS, “kOh, you
ble for a 00 . make trou-
creature? ? afr’x 513?: cent, helpless




