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" TO OUR MOTHERS

T JUST happens that there are on this page two or three appeals
to the heart that throbs in woman’s breast. Therefore,
because our readers are either mothers or daughters, this day’s

d hold your wnterest.

mother

pfferutg shou

hood” st the chords in any woman's heart and n!l'akens

’ ( teo deep for words. T} when baby has grown into romping,
ro king childhood, his ploy | its resiriction are given a hearing.

Vhen t child of wou reaches womankhkood, she may wmarry.

cses the subject from the point of view of buy-
e read something between the lines. The sub-
smplication than yow at first might think. It is the
lls, and this topic should appeal to both married
in our thinking ranks.
the rainbow of optimism proinises much more than
ot of gold at its | The way itself is bright and reflects
€88 l'),‘ a ,\1(?'.{}'(v/]l ature.
: 3 and faith. It is here because there
And, to round up our page, the
: advised by one who knows.
ight has been concentrated this week on the mother love, with
hopes and fears. Read the page. It will brighten the day for you.
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(& e effect of some one constantly shouting
mussed. Can't you

you would grow
strain of the con-
your play wouid
and eventually you
would be relegated to the ranks of the
who view the game frem A

some 2
bhoisterous,
ntle? Have
Hasn't
and-

that

that

your own childhood days.
dn’'t the pastimes and games fraught
the greatest dangers cause you the
Don't you remember
felt, though your
fear, when you
further on the

ree?

st happiness?
exultation

pounded from
climbed out one foot
limb of some friendly

My favorite tree was a young horse-
chestnut, [ can recollect how glad I

5 that it stood around corner
from our house and beyond the warning
voiee that I feared would shout, “Don't
fall.” I never told my mother of my
for fear she would have for-
bidden them. But I never fell from Iit,

Y I did have some of the happlest
es of my girlhood, skinning my legs
ijp 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 I8 one of her joys. Jumping up and
down on the mattress of her bed is an-
ther form of youthful dissipation in
which she delights., But, you see, she
i only 3! The fence is still standing In

n, years of
I wouid dali wear,” the
nattress 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.
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Napoleon’s Ancestors

O,\' THE paternal slde he was de-

child's

" be f
iraw

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 Bopaparte family from
which Napoleon was descended,

When the island of Corsica became
subject to France, Carolo Bonaparte,
the father of Napoleon, whose profes-
glon was the law, was chosen to repre-
gent the nobility of the country. He
afterward received the appointment of
“procureur de roi,” or king's attorney
general, at Ajaccio. Napoleon was ed-
ucated st the Ecole Royale Milituire st
Yarie, an institution founded by Louis
XYV for the education of the sons of no-
ble families with small fortunes for the
military service; and his eldest sister
was educated at the academy of St. Cyr,
which was a foundation for the educa-
tion of young ladles of noble family.

On the maternal side the descent of
Bonaparte is still more distin
The family of Ramolinl, to which his
mother, Madame Bonaparte, belonged, is
one of the most anclent in the republic
of Genoa, and alllfed not only to ail the
principal families of that republic, but to
the families of most of the great poten-
tates of Kurope.
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that chiidren be-
continually har-
ns of petty med-
1 Such annoying in-
o 10 the child mind, with its
‘ognition of justice, Is entireiy
¥. The child is almost sure
ach intrusions. And the par-
h no sense of fairress, are
consider that the clkdld {g im-
A the usual consequence i
tle one is punished for in-
not being aiiowed with the
ren for a day or so!
would only realize that
are able to take care of
in their play, that there Is
danger of imjury, and that pa-
interference Is entirely unneces-
, there would not be so many irri-
t : and nervous little patients for the
doctors to treat

Fancy yourself as an energetic youth,
eNgross in a thrilling me of pris-
oner's base. Think of the gdepressing

ward bills, a shady past and a very unce
independent,

Every year our young,

OFTEN won-
der just what
is the attrac-

tion in the coronet
of a duchess or of
a marquise. (034
course, the jewe)-
ed crown in itself is
very, very pretty;
pbut why the
shameful trading
of happiness,
backed by papas
millions, for a man

whose recommen-

dations tend ,)t°'
rtain future:

charming

women forget the land of the free and the home of the

brave, and leave fond families, who

are ha_ppy in the

knowledge that Marianna is now “My Lady’—as itf ?}::
were not to the marmmer born always!—and tha

scion of an old, dilapidated family in

four provinces of a European country has

one of the two-by-
condescended

to choose her from the score of offerings. Za
Never mind about the fact that there isn’t any bath-

room in the castle of the titled husb

and; don’t for cne

minute think of estates mortgaged up to the top —and
then some; put away all thought of
tionality, interests, moral standards.
title, and hurrah for the nobility!
First in this peaceable war of the pen, let me recall
being in England,

to your mind the fact that one titled
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 out of the
pecrage. 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
scen the pretty,

bgst. leaning on the arm of a titied
The creditors of the aforesaid hu

enough to remain in the background.

allow a few weeks to pass before
bills.

At least, they conceal a vulgar haste.

a difference in na-
Marianna's won a

N

fresh girl, that typified our country at its sweetest and

foreign husband!
sband are tactful
They generally
they present their
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 vulg
settled. For shame!

ar money must be

Is it possible that our women are deceived about

this?

count to be in love with her? The w

Do you really think that Marianna believes her

ife-beating procliv-
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ities 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 his better half into a sub-
missive check-signing attitude. We are filled 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 heéad 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.old, tinny piece of armor in the oak hall
counterbalance 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 de? Do
you think that
real love haggles
over a marriage
portion, even 1if
the estates have
gone to smash and
a few hundred
thousand will put
them in good con-
dition, ete., 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.

wu ot wish to show an unfair prejudice against
‘#lac  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 marly, 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
dust 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.

For sale—a title. Who wants it? Going, goinﬁ;.
gone !l—to the bow-wows, but with no sweet woman tagged
and bound to its end! BARBARA LEE.
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HE BSidetrack 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 if I ought to—
er—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 volce was steady and
almost gay,. but her gray eves were
restléss and a bright epot burned in
each cheek. She turned away from the
fire and walked quickly to the window.

The Sidetiack, very small in the enor-
mous upholstered chair, sat and watched
her. Againet the grayn 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 Sldetrack reflected bitterly
that he would pardly come up to her
shoulder. A

“Look here, Wilson,” Jane turned
suddenly, picked up a letter from the
table and handed it to him. “This is
what David wrote this morning. . This is
what started it.
mand’s message, I—sent for you.” Her
volce broke a little. “You always were
my play brother, Wilson mine!"

“Yes," sald the Sidetrack, heavily.
“Do you want me to read this?"

“Qut loud,” said Jane, and her voice
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, Janie milue, and
now for the delights of the higher
civilization. Do you know what makes
the higher clvilization, my friend? Tt
is books and music and art and the rush
of the gold-polished city, and all these
incarnate in the woman who maiters
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 desperate seas long wont to roam’
—do you wonder that I grow incoherent?
I am going to fill the rest of this letter
with the only thing that [ care about
on earth—except that you should care
about it, too. This is it: Darling, I leve
you; darling, I love you; darling, I—'

‘““Oh, come now, I can't read auy more
of this expostulated the Sidetrack, it
{sn't fair to old Dave, and it's hardly
very nice for me.” <

“There isn't any more,” sald Jane.
Her face wag turned away now, and
her volce was a bit muffled.  *‘I told you
how I felt after it, Wilson. T wanted
to go right out te Dave—to tell him to
tx:om:o lgml:i—to mi I started—look whut

w m." nd Jane smoothed a
crumpled mass and read:

Come home, David, come home and

wa'll talk thin 3 -
w%lrl. vy x__'n over. My brain's In &

“I was starting to say, ° too,’
ume!"t“oulht ?‘ did; ::’d (,Lerq mand

Then, after I got Ar=

“Just what

“He told me—he
New York.

his ticket,
that

you know.

him, Oh,

“Do you mean—did he touch you?"
The Sidetrack’s question was like the

spurt of a match.

* “Why, how silly you “are, Wilson!"
Jane turned reproachful gray eyes upon
him. The Sidetrack's brown hair was

rumpled from his

his soft eves gleamed almost with a
beglnd' tll:g. glasses,

fire
course . he didn't

like that—I didn't give him the
I think

ust wanted

ask your advice. You know, it means a
lot. Wiison, when a girl is alone as I

Je 7 —
did he say?"
Sidetrack. His voice had taken on that

calmly authoritative tone that made the a
judges hate and fear him.

He said—well, so far as I
remember,” and Jane laughed—-a lausf)
just a bit queer on the edges-—-‘‘he sald
that he'd never thought 1 was anything
but a good friend of his until he bought
and then it came over him
he must buy
must have me with him. He brought the
tickets when he came.
Then he sald—the—need of
‘me was with him now night and day;
he had thought of all my life here.
then he thought—sometimes he had seen
a light in my eyes that was meant for
I don't know what
makes a big difference when the man's
right with y ou on the spot.”

asked the am — nothing on
earth to love but
third copsin
and a tortoise-
shell cat—-to have
a friend like vou,
good, stanch, dis-
interested. to turn
to in awful per-
plexities, Don’t fall me, Wilsen. You've
helped me out of every scrape I ever
got into. Now tell me the worst: which
cne of these men do T 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—so 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 hlack wavy halr,
the half-supercillous dark eyes, with the
sweetness in their depths; the smlle that
lighted up his face “like sunshine on the
meadows."” The Sldetrack's eyes passed
quickly over 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’'s a dear,” said the Sidetrack,
slowly. “He's just a boy, but he's the
rleanest, cleverest, finest boy I know.
And Armand--Armeand's going to be a
great man some day, with this factory
investigation work of his and all that.
But—"'

He stopped suddenly, his eyes riveted
on Jane's hands. The long fingers. the
violinist’s fingers, were unadorned—ex-
cept that «n the little finger of the left
hand was a ring—a ring a little too
large for it. The Sidetrack Knew that
ru‘P‘};; he* had given it to Jane for her
birthday in July—'freedom from love's
anxiety,” it meant. Well, he would give
her that, teo!—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 either of them.
You don't want to run Broadway with
Dave or vcgetate 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 overly clever, nor
rich. But, Jane—oh, my Jane, I know

was ‘going to leave

one for me, too—

That's Armand,

But

else—it

nervous hands, and

“No, of the secret—you want me! And I know it
me Or an ng because—because I want you. Oh’ Jane
right to. —haven't mon I loved n“s?'
the time, *Yes,” &8 June, and slid to the
nervously. flcor besige him.

“I'm om?v a Sldetrack,”” whispered the
man, his face close to hers, “but switch
your train on me, g.‘." $
120 Sldetracik’s Sriby Sloped 5':‘:’:% g
! 3
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ATALK

business worid today are better

than ever before. If women are to
succeed in their efforts and undertak-
ings in fields hitherto new, it will be
necessary for them to give much more
attention to fitting themselves for the
positions they aim to fill 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 requives
study along many lires and the applica-
tion of both tact and common sensé to
filt 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 es a
safeguard against many temptations
surrounding the unprotected young
woman in the business world, A flip-
pant, jaunty alr,«slangy conversation
and an abundance of false hair, cheap
jewelry and fancy clothes are to be
deplored at all times, but especlally 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 vexations that be-
set the beginner who stars out to be
a stenographer.

In the matter of dictatlon 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 fréequently by & par-
ticular type of man, and, indeed, to the
tried and experienced stenographer, it
sometimes seems to contain a deal of

truth. In fact, it is often a matter of
wonder to her just why these dis-
gruntled and much troubled dictators
prefer to employ an 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; dictating plainly and wor
ing systematically in the morning he¢ S
when possible, instead of expecting her
to be a ‘“machine” that will work in-
definitely without rest or “oiling.”
Fortunately the season stenographer
has met with many fine and noble men
in business. whe believe in *“a square
deal' for the stenographer. Otherwise
she might f:el like retaliating, with an
equal show of t that “the average
dictator is a4 .s ill-mannered in-
dividual,” who usuvally has scme .of the
fellowing customs:
He probably has the-habit of walking
up and down tha room while dictating,

THE opportunities for women in the

ruth,
eirigh

#0 that the stenographer often loses
much of wha: he says. The request to
1epeat frets him, so tha: she has fo

struggle cn, trying to guess at the small
words he has swallowed as he strides
about the office. Often this inconsiderate
dlctator 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 deive
something out of the bottom drawer of
his desk. Meanwhile the stenographer
is  desperately trying to _ascertain
whether he said “an" or '"and,” “it" or

o %

‘—p‘-* QY 7

RESSN
U

“11,” "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.
1f she is a seasoned stenographer and
has poise, she can supply the sense and
make it go. But {t is just such ex-
periences as these that are the
doing of the ‘‘novice” of whom there is
expected so much.

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 t 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
with her,” for most
dictators, whether
they be men or
| women, seem to
{ consider it the easi-
| esg thing In the
world to read back
one's notes In-
stantly.

Very few people
will admit that they
dictated what the
B stenographer reads
back to them. 1t is,
of course, probable
that she makes a
mistake. She may
have misunderstood,
even under the best

un-

of conditic but
it 1s aiso probable
that the dictator

used a wrong word.
No one is inf

A good wa
man who 1

never mak mis-
take in dictation is to dictate into a
phonograph. v
But, io to be done with
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this world is the kind that breaks

right out while the rain is failing
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-satisfled smile of
the possessor, which rings truly encugh
in his volce 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 comrade, who prob-
ably just at that period is finding the
world, if not such a bad place, at least
a very sad one, and who is not in any
mood to profit by another’'s active liver,
perfect digestion and generally bright
outlook on life.

The man, or woman either, who makes
the old world not only bearable, but
absolutely pleasant, and at times quite
delightful, is the one who absolutelv
and completely forgets self and all self-
ish interests in the charitable thought
for another’'s suffering and trouble; who
not only refrains from gushing forth
often untimely syn'.?:'uh , but sends
right through the blackness of the
gathering clouds a bright shaft of sun-
ehine 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 practical optimism
was actively carried out in the experl-
ence of a friend recent‘.iy hereaved, Two
Interested and well-wishing neighbors
called upon her during the preparations
for the funeral. The first feil upon her
neck and ‘wept coplously—-this perform-
ance repeated at intervals during the
day, The second, with one strong, sure
clasp of the hand, one steally 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 be sustained;
rooms to be set in order: mourning to

e made. Did she think of home or
self? * No: zealously, tirelessly she
labored, coloring everything she touched
with the golden halo of real, praetical
sympathy—optimistic sunshine.

John and the children, to be  sure,

THE kind of sunshine that counts in

were neglected for the time being, but.

their lives were tranquil and untroubled
with grief. They manage for a
day or two, and manage they did, |
ing full well that the wife and mo
was scattering real Jove in her tireless

labor for a neighbc ning won-
derful colors acroe ened hori-
zon. BShe f loving,

helpful sor\"
Lyt &

munity a
stances w
her hor at

having chil-
and un-
irdened

able to d> much to help, :
prospects were

beyvond endurance, the
very dark,

Eeveral women from
church called at the
bal words of
tributions tow
was, however, ¥
the situation In a clear, practical, bright
manner, inspiring confidence and raising
the spirits of the dapressed family by
her glad optimistic outlook. With no
money of her own to assist, she flew
to a wealthy frien he sftuation
before her and e pay the
rent. She did not cease her efforts with
this, however; for flve months she la-
bored in her mission of love. Employ-
ment of a light nature was found for
two of the children; sewing trade was
drummed up for the mother; in short,
the family were not only set upon their
feet again and in a position to continue
to help themselves, but she had given
them such a taste of the real joy for
practical 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 hun-
dreds are availing themselves »f them
every day; but the army. is t large
enough yet to win, and the call is out
steadily for rcorujling forces. Why not
join the ranks? The real rainbow of
optimism spans humanity's horizon,
spreading the glowlng colors of love and
harmony over the drab everyday ex-
istence until it fairly shines, the out-
look is different and life seems worth
while. FLORA DRI,
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