
For the WOMANWHO THINKS and FEELS

TO OUR MOTHERS

/T
JUST happens that there are on this page two or three appeals

to the mother heart that throbs in woman's breast. Therefore,
because our readers are either mothers or daughters, this day's
offering should hold your interest. '<"Babyhood" strikes the chords in any woman's heart and awakens

melodies too deep for words. Then, when baby has grown into romping,
rollicking childhood, his ploy and its restriction arc given a hearing. -

When that child of yours reaches womanhood, she may marry.
.Vow Barbara Lee discusses the subject from the point of view of buy-
ing a title, but there can be read something between the lines. _ The sub-
ject has a broader implication than you at first might think. It is the

loveless union that kills, and this topic should appeal to both married
and single ones in our thinking ranks.

To all women the rainbow' of optimism promises much more than
the fabled pot of gold at its base. The way itself is bright and. reflects
the happiness of 'i sunshiny nature.

There's a story here of lore and faith. It is here because there
isn't a tcoman who will not. en joy it. And, to round up our page, the
business girl is advised by one who knows.

Our light has been concentrated this week on the mother love, with
its hopes and fears. Read the page. It will brighten the day for you.

BABYHOOD
WHAT is the little one thinking about?

very wonderful things, no doubt!
unwritten history!

v Unfathomed; mystery!
-' hp laughs and cries and eats and drinks,

And chuckles and crows and nods ami winks.As if his head were as full of kinks
And curious riddles as any sphinx!

Harped by colic, and wet by tears,
Punctured by pins, and tortured by fears,
Our little nephew will lose two years;

And he'll never know
here the summers go—

He need not laugh, for he'll find It so!

Who can tell what a baby thinks?
Who can follow the gossamer links

\ By which the manikin feels his way
Out from the shore of tin- great unknown.
Blind, and wailing, and alone, '.\u25a0'\u25a0"\u25a0 -Into the light of 'day? .*
Out from the shore of the unknown sea,
Tossing in pitiful agony—
Of the unknown sea that reels and rolls,
Specked with the barks of little souls—
Barks that were launched on the other side.
And slipped from heaven on an ebbing tide!

What does he think of his mother's eyes?
What does lie link of his mother's hair?
What of the cradle-roof that flies

Forward and backward through the air?
What does he think of his mother's breast-
Bare and beautiful, smooth and white,
Seeking it ever with fresh delight— ;

Cup of his life and couch of his rest?
What does he think when her quick embrace
Presses his hand and buries his face
Peep wht^re the heart throbs sink and swell
With a tenderness she never can tell,

Though she murmurs the words
Of all the birds-

Words she has learned to murmur well?
V'#*o*l'-P^

Now lie thinks he'll ro to sleep!
! I can see the shadow creep

Over his eyes, in soft eclipse.
Over his brow, and over his lips,
Out to his little finger tipsY
Softly sinking, down, he goes!
Down he.goes! .Down he goes! t

/dec! He is hushed in sweet repose! !' >-:*-V .- - ; ' ' -J. G. Holland.

RESTRICTING THE
CHILD'S PLAY

HAVE you ever noticed that some
children are active and boisterous,

others are quiet and gentle? Have
you ever thought why this is? Hasn't
It occurred to you that the rough-and-
tumble boys-and girls, too. for* that
matter—aif invariably healthier than
the children who shrink from vigorous
sport and play? .' ' ' ...

In the suburbs, where the children
spend much of their time out of,doors,
observe, if you will, tit* youngsters at
their, play. By their shrrute- and their
activities you can pick out the well-
poised. robust children from those that
are pale and nervous. Almost always

you'll find that the girls who are re-
ferred to as "tomboys" have bright
eyes an.l rosy cheeks while the "per-

fect little ladles" are listless and thln-
fclooded. ,_ : • . \u25a0 ,

Further observation, particularly in
reference to the extent to which the chil-
dren's play Is regulated by, their elders,
will convince you that the mothers and
fathers at c largely responsible for the
sort of children they reaV—or, to put it
in Rooseveltlan* terms, whether they are
"strenuous" or "mollycoddles."

A child in normal health has the in-
clination to romp and race and yell with
the most boisterous of his companions.

From this it might'be inferred that all
quiet children must be ill. As a matter
of fact, if the child's • health is /unim-
paired it will be found that any tend-
ency to withdraw from the lively play
of his companions Is traceableto a fear
of parental displeasure or chastisement.

"Billy, don't run so fast! > Billy, do
you hear me?. It Is too warm for run-
ning. Do play quietly." . ,"

"Alice, stop climbing over that fence!
Come to me. Your sash is crooked."'-

"John, be careful of that stick. You'll
hurt some one with II JJ>*«lJiMlwiMWiwliUI*WJj

Ts it any wonder that children be-
come disgusted when continually har-
assed by such exhibitions of petty med-
dling in their play? Such annoying In-
"^rferenee to the . child mind, with its
quick recognition of Justice, Is entirely
unnecessary.* The child is almost su"*e
to resent such Intrusions. And the par-"
ents. with no : sense iof •' fairre.-' are,
-bound to consider that the child. is im-
pudent. And the usual consequence Is
that the little one. Is punished' for in-
solence by not being allowed with the
other children for a day or so! ... If parents would only realize that
most children are able to-take care of
themselves in their play, that, there ;is
little danger of injury,--and that *.'pa-
rental interference is \u25a0 entirely , unneces-
sary; there would not be so many irri-
table and nervous little patients for the
doctors to treat; , • '^^USSh'mv

Fancy yourself as an energetic youth,
engrossed, in a thrilling:game of pris-
oner's ' base. , Think 'of • the depressing

effect of some one constantly shouting

to you not to get mussed. Can't you
see that before long you would grow
so nervous under the strain of the con-
stant" nagging that your play would
become listless, and eventually! you
would be relegated to the ranks of the
"sissies,"' who \u25a0 view the game frem a
distance?-

Recall your own childhood days.

Didn't the pastimes and games fraught
with the greatest dangers cause you the
wildest happiness? Don't you remember
the exultation you felt, though your
heart pounded from fear, when you
climbed, out one foot further on the
limb of some friendly tree?

My favorite tree was a. young "horse-
chestnut. I can recollect how glad I
was that it stood around the corner
from our house and beyond the warning
voice that I feared would shout, "Don't
fall." I never 1

told my mother of my
exploits* for fear she would have for-
bidden them. But I never fell from it.
and I did have some of the happiest
times of my girlhood, skinning my legs
up that horsechestnut tree. '.

I have a little girl of my own now.
My neighbors are aghast, I fear, at the
things I allow her to do. Fence climb-
ing Is one of her Joys. Jumping up and
down on the mattress of her bed is an-
other form of youthful dissipation ln
which she delights. But, you see, she
is only 51 The fence is still standing in
the garden, and after three years of
what I would "all "hard wear," the
mattress retains all Its former virtues.
Childhood is but another name for play-

time/. In the name of happiness, do not
restrict a natural activity of your little'
one: ANNA DIECK ISRAEL

Napoleon's Ancestors

ON
THE paternal side he was de-

' scended from one of the most illus-
trious families -of Florence. Civil

dissension occasioned many of the noble
families to emigrate from time to time,
among whom was the ancestor of that
branch *of the Bonaparte \u25a0; family ; from
which, Napoleon was descended. -.--.;\u25a0
* When the island of Corsica. became

-subject to ; France,. CarolO: Bonaparte,
.*' the father of* Napoleon, whose profes-
sion . was the law, \u25a0 was \u25a0 chosen to repre-
sent ! the nobility of -the \u25a0\u25a0, country- He
afterward received the appointment* of

>"procureur: de roi. *' ,or king's attorney
general, at Ajaecio. Napoleon iw»s ed-
ucated at the Ecole Royale Millt«ure at
Paris, an!lnstitution founded -by »Louis
XV for the education of the sons of no-
ble families with small fortunes for the
military service; J and 'his % eldest -sister
was educated at the academy of St Cyr,
which was a foundation for the educa-
tion. of voting ladles of noble family.

On-the maternal side the descent of
Bonaparte is : still, more distinguished.
The familytof Ramolinl. to which his
mother, Madame Bonaparte,* belonged, is
one of the most ancient In the republic
Of Genoa,-and allied not only. to all. the
principal families of that republic, but to
the families of most of the gseat poten-. tates of Europe. v*, * • ', *

FOR SALE- A TITLE
lOF'i'ii.'N won-

der just what
is the attract:

tion in the coronet J
of a/duchess or of
a marquise. Of
course,' the jewel-
ed crown in itself is
very, very pretty;
but why the
shameful trading
of happiness,
backed by papas
millions, for a man
whose recommen-
dations tend to-

wara ouis, a snaay past ana a very uncertain *"tu*^.*_
Every year our young, independent, cnar™/"*women forget the land of the free and the home oi tne

brave, and leave fond families, who are happy m tne

knowledge that Marianna is now "My Lady"— it sne

were not to the mariner born -always!—and that tne

scion of an old, dilapidated family in one of the two"?v"

four provinces of a European country has condescended
to choose her from the score of offerings. .

Never mind about the fact that there isn't any bath-
room in the castle of the titled husband; don't for one

minute think of estates < mortgaged' up /to the top—and
then some; put away all thought of a difference in na-

tionality, interests, moral standards. Marianna's won a
title, and hurrah for the nobility!

First in this peaceable war of the pen, let me recall
to your mind the fact that one titled being in England,
Ta 1 •I believe, can
really trace his
ancestry to the
eleventh century.
What the wars of
the roses did
not destroy the
plagues of the
following years
pretty nearly
wiped opt of the
peerage. As for
William the Con-
queror — may he
be held responsi-
ble for none of
the fine specimens
of manhood who
shake his banner
before the eyes of
a successful mag-
nate! Poor Will-
iam ! He was bad
enough anyhow,
without these
added insults and
injuries.

How often
have you heard of
a brilliant wed-
ding, with or-
chids at $2 each
and champagne
at 2 cents per
bubble, and have
seen the pretty,
fresh girl, that typined our country at its sweetest and
best, leaning on the arm of a titled foreign husband!
The creditors of the aforesaid husband are tactful
enough to remain in the background. They generally
allow a few weeks to pass before they present their
bills. At least, they conceal a vulgar haste. You see,
the groom-to-be has cornered the market in expedition.
With efficient promptness and dispatch, he usually re-
members that a little matter of vulgar money must be
settled. For shame!"^-* •

Is it possible that our women are deceived, about
this? Do you really think that Marianna believes her
count to be in love with her? The wife-beating procliv-

Hies of a few of our girls' husbands have grown to
alarming proportions of late. An irate noble, when an
independent woman refuses to pay for:bills contracted
in dishonor, has. tried to club better half into a sub-
missive check-signing attitude. We are f.lled with pity ;

for the broken-hearted wife; we 'are" enthusiastic when
strong-minded father takes the next liner over to bring
back his daughter-*—who has a title, "mark you, and can
sit number fourteen from the head of the table at state >

dinners. We weep at the thought of the ruined life that ~

has had a bitter experience with the despicable but
noble husband.' ; \

Is a portrait gallery, of "my husband's ancestors"
worth a longing for. home and mother? ' Can the /fact
that there's an jold, tinny piece ;of armor in the oak hall |
counterbalance J the knowledge that a dissipated, brutal!
wreck of a man is
sitting at the
other end of a
table — when .he
has nothing, more
exciting to do? Do
you - think that
real love haggles
over a -; marriage
portion, even if
the estates have
gone to smash and

* a few hundred
.thousand will put
them in good con-

edition, etc., etc.?. I rejoiced the
other day at the
news of a strong-
minded .and
heavy - footed
father's indigna-
tion when his
"gift"to daughter
did not meet with
the approval of
the man with the
coat-of-arms. The
old-fashioned but
effective. applica-
tion of force was
possibly a sur-
prise to the titled
fortune hunter. Usually the reception is more cordial.
I was proud that one son of the soil, who had attained
greatness in .the land through his own efforts, was able
to give back a betrothal ring and to take back his gold.
His daughter will love him the more for it-

uo not wish to show an unfair prejudice against
*"'-". There are honorable lords and dukes and barons,
but they are not buying their wives and !hurling the,
fact of inferior birth at their life companions. We know
of a few nobles who are -manly,,gentle and high prin-
cipled, and who are capable of loving—yes, even women
who have money and a good, plain name. We cannot
deny that love stories are sometimes international, and
that ! the divine spark knows no boundary lines. But
when a dissolute, dishonorable title is offered 'to young
heiresses, "going to the highest" bidder," then, • indeed, a
dollar mark's a dollar mark! Our Marianna who leaves
her home for the castle in the air has bartered herself
to the disgrace of womankind.

• We 'feel righteously amazed that this condition ob-
tains. We shrug our shoulders when the titled plunger
sails away with his bride. And then, in the rush of af-
fairs in this busy country, we forget until the next inter-
national alliance of European family and western money
is sounded through golden trumpets.

It is my fervent wish that dad still takes his daily
walk and retains a sufficient muscular co-ordination to
stop signing checks,/ look at the impudent /suitor/ listen
gust enough to be gentlemanly and to press .the button in
order that the titled remnant of a shady family be ush-
ered quickly out of his office. \u25a0•'\u25a0." ".' - * .- For sale—a title. Who wants it? "Going,!going,
gone!—to the bow-wows, but with no sweet woman tagged
and bound to its end! BARBARA LEE.

THESIDETRACK
THE Sidetrack coughed slightly and

adjusted his glasses.
"Really, Jane," he said, apolo-

getically, "don't you think that's a. bit
unusual? I don't feel as ifI ought to—

advise you: It oughtn't to be up to
me." (The Sidetrack always grew ex-
cited and slangy together.)

"You've got to!" retorted Jane,
promptly. Her voice was steady and
almost gay., but her gray eyes were
rtetl-fss and a bright spot, burned ,in
each cheek. She turned away. from the
fire and walked quickly to the window.

The Slderiack, very"*small in the enor-
mous upholstered chair, sat and watched
her. Agalmst th* graynes-s of the ending
day Jane's tall figure, with Its crown
of ashen hair, dull gold. in the fire-
light, seemed even.more imposing than
usual. The Sidetrack reflected bitterly
that he would hardly com© up to her
shoulder.
"Look here. Wilson." Jane turned
suddenly, up a letter from the
table and handed it to him. "This is
what David wrote this morning. .This Is
what started it. Then, after I got Ar=*
mand's message, I—sent "for you.'' ' Her
voice broke a little. "You always weremy play brother, Wilson mine;**

"Yes," said the -Sidetrack, heavily.
"Do you want me to read :this?" .\u25a0 • .

"Out ' loud,"-> said/Jane,. and her voico
had a metallic; ring. •. " 'Dearest and.best of Janes.' " began
the' Sidetrack. "' The time has come,"
the Walrus said,' and my time has come,
too. I've found gold Janle mine, andnow for. the delights of -the *higher
civilization.' Do you know \ what makes
the higher civilization, my friend? it
is books and music and art and the rushof the gold-polished -city, ; and all these;
incarnate iin the woman who matters'
more .than any of them. Oh, ,Janie,
dear,; I can't talk; : I can only get down,
on my figurative knees, 3000 miles away,
and beg that I may come home to you!

; 'On i desperate seas long wont I to roam';
;—do you wonder that I grow incoherent?.
I am going to fill the rest of .this letter

! with the tonly thing that I -care abouton ;.earth-except that; you should v care
about it, too. jThis is it: Darling. t 1 love
you; darling, I• love you; darling, I—'

"Oh, come now, I cant-read any moreof;this," expostulated the Sidetrack, "it
isn't fair to old \u25a0 Dave," and it's hardly
very nice for me." •;•-,.
A "There isn't ;any more," said Jane.
Her face-was turned: away, now, and
her voice was a bit muffled. "Itold youhow; Iffelt;after It. Wilson. I wanted,to go right ! out .to Dave—to tell him tocome home— me. I started—look what
I wrote / him." "-And Jane smoothed acrumpled mass and read: *.-*"\u25a0:-, .-\u25a0*-.
\u25a0f " "Come home.* David, come home and 1
we'll talk things over. My brain's ln a,

'\u25a0 whirl, but I—' - * - ' \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 .... - , :' -," -. -,- -.\u25a0 -..-.'-. .
'\u25a0'} %*'£? »tartlng' to say. 'I care, " too,'

and I thought -I did; and then .-Armand
\u25a0 came,")''.; \u25a0\u25a0;_._. \u0084\u25a0'• - .:-..'•*•.- \u25a0,\u25a0;-.\u25a0\u25a0.

; "Just what did he say?" asked the
Sidetrack. .His voice had.taken on that
calmly authoritative tone that made the
judges hate and fear him. .!*'
* "He ,told me— was agoing to leave
New York. He said— so far as I
remember." and Jane laughed—a laugh*
just a bit queer on the.edges— "he said
that he'd never thought I was anything
but a good friend of his until he bought
his ticket, an.d then it- came over him
that he must" buy one - for me,' too-
must have me with him.' He brought the
tickets when he came. That's Armand,
you know. Then he. said— need of
•me was with him now night and day;
lie had thought of all my life here. But
then he thought—sometimes he had seen
a light in my eyes that was meant • for
him. Oh, 1 don't know what. else—
makes a big, difference when' the man's
right with >ou on the spot."' .

"Do - you mean—did he touch y you?"
Tho; Sidetrack's question was like the
spurt of a match. ! , <\u25a0

* "Why, how silly you are, . Wilson!"
Jane turned reproachful gray eyes upon
him. *The Sidetrack's brown! hair was
rumpled' from his nervous -.hands,! and
his oft eyes gleamed ; almost '» with a
Are real behind the glasses. \u25a0 "No, of,
course » he J didn't kiss me -or anything

• like that—l didn't give him the right to.
1 think we held hands most of the time,
though,"-rend Jane \ laughed;. nervously.

v "I finally told *him :to give.-me >till r,to-
morrow, ;to ; think — though , >\u25a0, somehow

'•;David X never even entered .myjmind. .-• I
"\u25a0 Just iwanted to (go— send for you and

ask your, advice. You know, it means a
: lot. Wilson, ; when : a girl;Is * alone as, I

am — nothing on
earth to love but
a third cojisin
and a tortoise-
shell cat—to have
a friend like you,
good, stanch, dis-
interested, to turn
to in awful!per-
plexities. Don't fall me, .Wilson." You've
helped me out of .every *scrape I ever

*" got into. **"Now tell me the worst: which
one of these men do I love? - Can it be
possible that I love them.both?"

'. - The Sidetrack did not answer. He was
looking across at the mantel—at David's
photograph. There were the wide-
open, black-lashed gray eyes— like
Jane's own; the firm, large mouth, with
a smile lurking in the corners; the "ar-
tistic ' nose," , as Jane always *called it;
the strong, gentle hands. ' And next to
it stood Armand's—the black wavy hair,
the. half-supercilious dark eyes, with the
sweetness in their depths; the smile that
lighted tip. ills face "like sunshine on the
meadows." ! The Sidetrack's eyes passed
quickly, over the it—marked"• r the one by It—marked in
large letters, "Yours always, Wilson."

"Well?" said Jane. -She sat now lean-
ing forward, Her hands clasped tightly
on her lap, the gray, eyes raised to his.

"David* a dear," said the \u25a0 Sidetrack,
slowly. '\u25a0He's Just a boy. but he's the
cleanest, cleverest, finest .boy I know.
And "Armand—Armand's going :to be a
great man -some \ day, ; with this factory
investigation work of his and all that
But—". .'•'; '. /

-\u25a0- He stopped suddenly, his- eyes riveted
on Jane's hands.•**> The long lingers.-'the
violinist's , fingers, . were \u25a0 unadorned—
cept that - n the little Anger, of the left
hand was a ring—a ring •'- a • little itoo
large for, it. -The ' Sidetrack knew that
ruby; -he-had ;given It to; Jane ifor herbirthday; In ; July—"freedom \u25a0 from -love's
anxiety," it meant."* Well, he would give
her that,' tool—and his heart bounded at
this : new ; courage. -He leaned. forward
and took the hand in his.
""But,",; he continued, "you, Jane, dear,-are ~ not •in love -with ieither 'of athem.
You don't twant to run; Broadway with
Dave or vegetate In Georgia with Ar-
mand.' .You . want—" - He took a long
breath, and plunged in.

"Jane," he said, "I'm not handsome,
like . these chaps," nor overlyjclever, nor,
rich. But, Jane—oh, my; Jane, -I know
the secret— want me! And T-know it
because—because I want you. g Oh, Jane
—haven't you known Iloved you?'.!^pa^g.-.."Yes,"-sighed- Jane,-.and slid, to* the

;floor; beslre him.
"I'm oniv a'Sidetrack," whispered the

iman,*bis: face close,tochers,"but.switch
'your train on me, Jane.'*-'-.--,.-\u25a0\u25a0'•,' ; -!» "It's switched!" breathed "> Jane, and
the Sidetrack's arms closed around her.*v- CYNTHIA AGNES M'CONOMY.

>;;-. '.- .. - \u25a0 -;*;. \u25a0 » .-.-".;.

A TALK WITH
STENOGRAPHERS

THE opportunities, for .women in the- business world - today • are better

Ithan ever before, ifwomen are to
succeed in their! efforts ,and undertak-
ings in fields hitherto new, jit will be

, necessary for them, to give \u25a0 much more
attention to fitting themselves for the
positions they aim to nil than has here-
tofore been done.

The young girl of the present time has
much to learn before she can be . con-
sidered "valuable" In a ;first-class. and
up-to-date business house. It requires.
study along many lines and the applica-
tion of both tact and common sense to

fill- successfully even, the position of
stenographer with a big, busy concern
of these days.

Besides the necessary attention to
mental training and equipment for a
business , vocation ': a young woman
-should give careful consideration to her
appearance and deportment. The quiet-
ly and tastefully attired woman is much
to be commended. Dignity in manners
and dress Is Invaluable and acts as a.
safeguard against many ,*- temptations
surrounding * the ? unprotected . young
woman In the business world. A flip-
pant, jaunty air,< slangy conversation
and an abundance of false hair, cheap
jewelry and fancy clothes are to be
deplored at all times, but especially in
business.
• As one who has had many years' ex-
perience, who "worked up well toward
the top of the ladder by close (applica-
tion and integrity of purpose, let me in-
troduce* a few of the venations that be-
set the beginner who starts out to be
,'a stenographer. .""''

In the matter of dictation alone" one
hears much adverse ' criticism, by cer-
tain -classes of dictators, to ' the effect
that "the average stenographer does not
know anything." This sweeping asser-
tion Is made quite frequently by a par-1
ticular type of man, and, indeed, to the
tried and experienced stenographer, it
sometimes seems to contain a deal of
truth. In fact, it Us often a matter of
wonder to her just why these dis-
gruntled and much ! troubled dictators
prefer * to employ -ar. ) incompetent -ste-
nographer when ! they might ! get one
who is efficient and able by being fairly
reasonable and! paying a living wage.
"• By this is meant, having some consid-
eration for the -person who! sits at .the
typewriter: -rating plainly and work-
ing systematically in the morning hours
when possible, instead of expecting her
to-be a "machine" that-will work in-
definitely without rest or "oiling.",

• Fortunately the seasoned stenographer
has met with many fine and noble men
in business, who believe In "a square
deal" for the stenographer. Otherwise

-she -might fsel like retaliating,- with ait
equal show of truth, that "the average
dictator is a . seirtsn, ; ill-mannered In-
dividual," who usually has seme of the
following customs: >\u0084

He probably has the 1 habit of walking
up and down th* room while-dictating,
so that ' the "stenographer often" loses
much of what he says. The request to. ipent irets him. so that she has to
struggle en, trying to guess at the small
words be has swallowed as he strides
about the office. .: Often this inconsiderate
dictator will have either a pipe or
a cigar between his lips as he talks.
If he has not the walking habit, he

loves: to sit! with his back to the ste-
nographer, smoking, as he whirls around
in a- swivel chair,*!or trying to delve

! something out of the bottom drawer of
his * desk. , Meanwhile the stenographer
la "v desperately \u0084*• trying to ascertain. whether he said "an" or "and," "It" or

"if," "in" or "on," etc., to the end of
the dictation. And if asked to read it
back instantly, she is in great doubt
as to* the sense of what she has taken.
If she is a seasoned stenographer and
has poise, she can supply the sense and
make it go. But it is just such ex-
periences .as these that are the- un-
doing of. the "novice" of whom there is
expected so much. \u25a0

There is another type of dictator, such
a trial to both the tried and the un-
tried stenographer, namely, the man who
does not know what he wants to say.

He launches out well with: "I am in
receipt of your favor of the first Instant
and in reply would say—*' then a dead
stop. Every idea seems to have left
his head. He flounders round for words,
beginning over and over, changing and
repeating, until it is -, all a ; hopeless
tangle. * When he can' go no" further, in
desperation he shouts: "Read that back
to me!" and' as the stenographer's. page
shows mostly an Indistinguishable mass'
of scratches, insertions and corrections,
it is impossible to get hold of anything
with sense enough to read back. Un-
less she is experienced, it will be "all up

vith her," for most
iletators, whether
:hey be men or
ivomen, * seem to
:onslder It the easi-
ist' thing In ! the
ivorld to read back
sne's notes in-
stantly.

Very few people
tvjl! admit that they
dictated what theIbe

"all up
"' for most

whether
men or

seem to
It the easi-
g In the
read back
otes ln-

'ew people
It that they

what the
stenographer reads
back to. them. It is,
)f course, probable
that she makes a

mistake. the .." may
have misunderstood,'
tven under the best
of conditions; but
it is also probable
that the dictator
used a wrong word.
No one is infallible.
A good way tot a.
man who thinks ha
never makes a mis-

take in dictation , is • to dictate into a
phonograph. - •-' : ;
: But, to to be done with complaints,
there are in business a great many gen-
erous, reasonable men: for wM-om It is
a joy and an education to work. They
pay an equivalent irr money for services
rendered. They do not strive to get a
worker for the least possible price and
then complain because "she does not
know anything." One'does not buy a
$10 -suit and expect It to look and wear
equal to-a $50 suit. I: has been said
that we get what we pay for. This is
not always true, but in stenography it
mostly Is. A good stenographer is
worthy of her hire. She should.not be
expected to do the Impossible.; A man
should give some' thougjit to "his dicta-
tion, his articulation: and-,lf>. he will
walk about the office and do ail ports of
things while dictating, he might at least
turn his face to the stenograph* and
talk plainly. * •

The stenographer who has found a
position where tiie dictator systematizes
his work, doing all he can in the morn-
ing; who-does, nat keep his workers
after hours, except wben it is r.-jcessary;
who faces his stenographer when he
dictates, though he may smoke all the
time if he desires and who knows what
he wants -to Eay. and gays It plainly
and rapidly, if-h<* likes, h*is found.a
work that is a delight and,a source of
satisfaction to herself , and to ; her. em:
ployer. Life takes on a new p.epect and
when work is a pleasure to tire employe,
the ;employer" has, found- an Invaluable
asset. RACHEL. WEST CLEMENT. .

THERAINBOW ofOPTIMISM
THE kind of,sunshine. that counts in

this world is the; kind that breaks
right ,out While the rain is falling

* and the clouds lowering and creates a
shimmering rainbow of color over every

outlook. Not the kind "of sunshine that
beams In the easy, self-satisfied smile of
the,possessor, which' rings truly enough
in his voice;when he says, "Cheer up; I
don't find the .world such a bad place,"
but which does.not do.much to scatter
the gloom from the darkened' life of a,
more ; unfortunate :\u25a0; comrade, who prob-

. ably* just at that period is finding the
world, ifi not such a bad place, at least.. a very sad one.rand who is not In any

'mood to profit by another's active liver,
perfect digestion and generally \u0084 bright
outlook on life.;.;. '. * *

The man, 1' or woman either, who makes
• the- old 'world!"not only bearable,;, but
absolutely pleasant,' and: attimes quite

. delightful. Is the one-who., absolutely
and completely forgets self and all self-
ish interests In the charitable thought

: for another's suffering and trouble; vvh->
.not, only refrains from gushing forth'
often untimely sympathy, but -sends

!right • through :- th« .blackness - of * the;
gathering.clouds a bright shaft of sun-

\u25a0; shine In the practice of the: kind, of
...optimism that counts. "Such a one is

not* only',welcome, but desired and
sought, for her name is not legion. --An-illustration >of*p*r-actical optimism

. was "actively carried out in ;the experi-
ence of a friend recently bereaved. Two
interested and well-wishing;:neighbors

• called" upon her* during -the preparations
for the funeral.* The first fell upon her.
neck *and -wept *copiously—this perform-

; ance repeated; at intervals during", the
day. 'The second, with one strong, sura
clasp of . the i hand, one steady, look.of
silent -.but true sympathy, disappeared
from view,• to ' emerge in ;the midst* of
the work to be done. There were meals

;to prepare—life '-, had .'. to Kbe sustained;
•-. rooms to be set in order; mourning. to

be8 *made. Did* she think.-of home or
, self? No: zealously, .*.:-tirelessly. she

labored, coloring everything she touched
with . the golden *halo • of*real, practical

\u25a0'4 sympathy—optimistic sunshine.'
* John and ? the ™ children;,- to be sure,

were neglected for the ! time being, but

their, lives were tranquil and untroubled
with grief. They could, manage for a
day or two, and manage they did, know-
ing full well that the wife and mother
was scattering real love ih.her tireless
labor for a neighbor; was spinning won-
derful colors across her! darkened hori-
zon. She knew the- secret of loving,
helpful service—the real value of prac-
tical optimistic laiwr—and she gave it.

On an-cther-occasion'in the sany; com-
munity a- woman "in re-iuced circum-
stances was about .to be turned. from
her-home; she had been unfortunate In
having :rnuch ir.ness among her chil-
dren; her husband was crippled and un-
able to da much to help, and. \u25a0 burdened
beyond endurance, the • prospects wore
very irk. \u25a0'.* ":v- - * •.".•> <*ni

Several women from a neighboring
church called at the house, offered ver-
bal words of. sympathy, even madecon-
tributions toward .the- rent; one there
was, however, who came In, talked -over
the situation in a clear, practical, bright
manner, inspiring confidence and raising
the: spirits of the depressed -family by
her : glad * optimistic outlook. With nomoney -of her own to; assist, she flew
to a wealthy, friend,-laid, the situation
before her and enlisted her to pay the
rent. She did not cease her efforts.with
this, however; for five months she la-
bored In. her mis* cf love. .. employ-
ment of a light nature wns found for
two of the children; sewing trade was
drummed up for .the: mother; ;in short.
the family were n_t -only set upon their
feet again and in a position-to continue
to Ihelp themselves, but she had given
them such;a- taste of the real joy forpractical and generous sympathy that
their • simple life - was forever bright-
ened', by. the -touch. *-, .' , '- :: .

Life Is full;of golden opportunities for
the development of this spirit, and nun-,
dreds. are-availing themselves of themevery, day; but-.the army, is: not large
enough ' to wln.*;a.nd t*he call ls,out
stead; for, recruiting forces.* Why'not
Join the ranks'.' , The-real* rainbow'of
optimism spans humanity's horizon,
spreading the glowing colors of love and, harmony over \u25a0- the: drab everyday 'ex-
istence \u0084until -It fairly shines, ? the i out-
look is 'different and life seems worth
while. FLORA Tlk*'.!..
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