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By DOROTHY DX,

! have recelved a letier from a woman
o writeg (hepn words:

1 have two daughters. They are hand-
woma and intelligent girds, and from thelr
mirth it has been
my ambition o give
them every advant-
nge of eduration
thuat was posaible.
We amm people In
moderate ¢lrvum-
stancan, and In or-
der that my «ohll-
fren might go to
schools and  dresa
well, T have tolled
+ ke = alave and
cone without cvery

mafort for mjysclf

My 4aughlers
have Thad pretiy
‘ocks. 1 have not
won decent clothes,
hay have had mas
tars In musie, and
engvage, and dan- |
sing. 1 have cooked, and washoed, and |
mwed to pay for I Neither one of my
ciria has ever cooked a meal or washod
A dish, or doms without anything she

" really wanted. Now my chilkdren are

" grown. They are ungrateful, unappre-

cintive: they are impertinent to nue; they
soorn me, and are always threatening
o leave home. |
“Have 1 done my duty as a mother to
'} ny daughters, or have I been a fool®’
A fool, dear lady. A double and twisted,
' Ayed-in-the-wool fool. Bo la nny mother
who makes a slave of herself to her ehils |
dren, and pacrifices herself absolutely

| o

o them.

I;’;m“‘“r‘ ::L‘:’:'“';:M‘l'? t:";m: A little while age | made & row of little chaps (masculine ablow. The material in her sllp Is cheap and not new. But the light her, who sgaw the sunset In the heaven before she did the toy at her
R e, mtd umt‘mm““, ook down upon chaps), the future “great,” in all stages of wear and tear, lovable, in her eyes s rich and alive to sound, And one day you will pay joy feet—a little chaser of hoops and obscure fancles—perhaps she'll
Fher. She has made of hersell a door- and beloved 1 know, freckled and smooth and rough and clear (all ously your five or ten or twenty round dollars to hear her sing! And paint and write and give great dreams to the world from the head

mat. and she meets the common fate of

you will sit wrapped in a magic cloak, drowned in the diamond
f doormats, which s o be walked upon.

stream of her volce. And your eyes will ache with tears and your
heart beat glad and sad. Just the same Joan wore blue-print and

good stuff, and to a woman’'s heart, cuddleable!)
lettar,

Bo comen along &
a very dear letter from a woman person, and says she:
“Plense, are there no little women-children who will one day be great
also? You kpow better, so please don't leave them out,”

80 here they are—woman's woman! All In & row for you. And
rurely there are great among them. These little chaps (feminine).
Little girls are dainty—so 1 cannot show you the grubby knees of
them, the soratches and mars and brulses, the poverty, as I could on |
the little boys. Bug it's there most surely! |

Who eould belleve that crop-headed, boyish Sara, with the squint |
and the Teddy-bear, will discover more magic in the sclentific world
some day-—something that will set the world by the two pricked ears!
Barbara, with the steadfast gray eyes and the “er-piain face,” who
speaks at the Explorers’ club on the far places she has gypsied
through, was once this little beauty with the pale brown «murls, the
blue baby-ribbon wound im them, and the frothy dress, Then ehe
was @ professioual beauty! Julle, with the stockings that were knit

Look into the eyes and heart of your little daughter—and wdn-
der and reverence and bhe afrald, For something looks back at you
did it not cost very much! of greatneas and splendor! And if you will search and help-—yon

And Mary, the dreamer, with the slow, soft eyes and alwaya the | may sensa the dim glost-glow of Fame's halo ‘bove her halr.
best love for her velvet frock, the little girl with a lonely way with ] —NELL BRINKLEY,.

T"l_' A greal deal of alushy sontiment has

heen expended upon the beautly of mother
wncrifics, but nobody yet has ever seen
it appreciated by Lhe reciplents of it
Of couree, avery mother thinks Lh:'nl
koing to be the excepilon to this rule
She deludes herself with the fond fancy !
thoai her children are going to bo differ-
ent from everybody else’s ehildren, nnd\
I
|

|, under her thatch of fine dark balr. Who knows!
|

The Real and
the Ideal

( Bupposs I am A stenographer-a good
litenoMthut that T merely turn out
my day's work as weoll as possible, wilth
no ploture In my mind of where 1 menn
to be carrded a year from now by the
work of each day. I am lRely to be-
come & plodder—an earnest. capable
plodder—it you lke—but ons who never
becomes capable of more than plodding.

Don't get intoe the habit of looking
mpturoualy st your jdeal and scoming
the real. Manslons have to be bullt of
brick and mortar—not of sgold and jas

eyen of your body shall fall to look with
honest direotness at the seetion of sew-
Ing Just before them

It Is never nocessary to leave the idea!
or to forget It It |a never posiible to
worship It Blindly or talesly, It ln never
posnible that a real Ideal shall lure you
from the path of duty or cause you sor-
row. For a trve ldenl Is not an Im-
practionl, floating, nebulous thing, In
the pursitit of which you exXcuse yYour-
self from all the sctuality of the pros.
ont. IL la Instend a vislon of the reality

them lovingly; that I should ge to &
publie library and borrow books on Inoes
and that all the while I should ba train-
Ing myself to be an efficlent buainess
woman with a special Xnowiedge of ms
mubjent,

An ideal ta no good to you unless you
abaolutaly hold to it. You mumt be con
#cions that In the very process of work
Ing toward 1t you are on the, way Lo
suncess—nay, more—that In the avolvine
of the ideal you have bBegut 16 suctesd,
If, In & sordid world, you ean look abave

that the time will come when they will
take her work-knotted old hande in
theirs and kiss and bless them for the
toll they have undergone, and when they |
will crown her gray old head with the |
halo of thelr wershipful devotlon,

Rut the dream never materializes. In-
stendd of reverencing the mothar s callos
paliie the ohlidren are ashamed becsuse
they are mot pink and manicured Jike
their own hands, and In place of crown-
ing her with 1ital devotlon, they 'walow

By BEATRIOE FAIRFAX.

having
Ideals—ihey mdy blind you to the possi-

There is Just one danger In

reason she never has any clothes that are |

The mother of a great suffragette and orator, a woman with a|

1deals are far more than blus prints—

You ecan't help dalng your absolute best

the yard and the next thirty-saven,

\ I

| apon her their year before last hut ' to last, the old-fashioned apron, and the hair ribbon faded and|vilitics of the real. “Ideals are specifi- r:r- !;ntt:r:nl:huml\;‘:::: mt:‘a‘ tbr !alltl to w:lhh you may attaln, facts of the present to possibilities of

. An for appreciation of mother's maerl- been catlons to gulde you in bullding dwell- we 4 e struciure is It 1 wore a clerk in a shop, mensuring | the future, you have in you the making
flees, the ldem that there le anvthing | glroned with (he Waskings A8 MRNIREe thae I:.v. hitn l;’tﬂ"".t' Ings, both material and spiritual,” says | QUite as lovely as If it wers buill of [ off Bcent laces, 1 phiould have an ldeal | of greatness, :
herole In  self-abnegation never eoven | with the gallant lttle smile—any one might dream here is & grea W clever writer. Bhe koes on to liken | atwrried marble. | 6f myself ms & future huyer of the most | Abraham Lincoln, lying on the mud

' snters thelr dense young skulle. They | comedienné! Cissy, with the boyish halr and socks, scuffed shdes | geals to blue prints and realities to the | The common duties of every m have | sgquisitea dnd  valuable Inos.  That | floor of & wilderness cahin atudying the
think that mother eats the neek and | and ravaged knees, all boy save her heart—becomes & great mother, | brick, stome and mortar of which the | to he done. wouldn't mean that one day I would ab- | iaw hooks he had trudged miles to ob-
back of the chicken becauss whe's got | And there are famous mothers—many. bul ding s to be made. The point ia, how well you do them. | sent-mindedly out thirty-five inches to |tain, was pursulng an Mdeal=but puraue
A quoer taste In meat, and Lhint the

Ing it through reality, not through idis

they are the spirit of the bullder. An | with & seam wheén you have a vislon of It wou'd mean that [ should be cone [dreams. In the pursuit lay promise of
fit to wear I8 becavse ahe's hopolemly | gilver tongue and volce of gold, brings out her baby pleture. And 10! | j4eal to be worth anything sbould mean | & lovely finlshed garment In your eyes; | sclous of the fact that | had to do the | suconss,
old-tashioned and out of the atyie | It’s & bit of & girl with a blue slip, soft hands, soft face and demure, | the vision splendid of the completed | for you know that one awkward and Itnl at hand vory woll Indeed in order | An ideal can. mover hurt you wunlesn,
In the same manner they account for 1 e b curls! Just & baby girl named Dorothy Jane! dwelling. Constantly working toward | bulging seam will spoll the beauty of | to merit promotion. It would mean that | having it, you are too lasay to make i
i mother's staying at home when every- | ong, soft; brown ) oy ¥ - an Jdeal means dealing with reallty, of | the whole, Because your spiritusl eyes 1 should study patierns and values; Lthat | coms true, Ap ideal must sver halp you
¥ one else goes a-pleasuring Ly the eliegp- Here is Joan. Fat and smiling, dimpled and golden, clutching a ecourse—but Il means more than that, Tt | have the vision of the beautiful whals, | T should go to the counter, where the [If it s a #do and & beacen to be
B rul assumntion that mother's wod flower with all her soul. A “‘snap’—the sun in her eyes and hor halr | means dealing with reality purposefully, | doss mot mean for one minute that the | oxpenaive Iaces were pold, and study | reached threugh reality,
o the kitchen and the washboard. And \ "
as for work, why, mother jusi dotes on = ST
e dokig all of & long hot summer day, |
B and sftting up half the night to make
B Johnnte & new mult to wear to the base |
hall game or finleh off Mary's dress for |

M the party.

Haven't you heard a thousand Limes
boys and girle ridiculing mother's sub-
time sacrifices for them, As Just her pe-
oullaritiea? Haven't you heard them tell

: how you couldu't pry mother away from

| home with a crowbar, and laughing at
her shabby old clothes? It lLrought a

1 lump Inlo your throat, bocause you knew
that mother was offering up her very life
itael? on the altar of her children, and
thay didn’'t have ssnse enough see It or

While the Victrola entertains you it also
develops the musical tastes of your children.

Go to Victor
dealer’s an he will
gladly demonstrate this

erful instrument.

gralitude enough to glve her one thank
for it
The truth of the matter ls—and it's

one of the moxt unlovely thinga about
human nature—that everybody, our own
ohildren Included, gives us exactly the
sort of treatment that we demand of
them. Wao write our own price tags, and
wo are cheap or dear, as we assert our- '
\ w teolves to be, We get Just exactly what
i s coming to us, no less and no more
If & woman toacthes her obildren by |
precept, If not by word. that they are o |
be preferred before her, that they are to |
have the best of everything,

BY ALL MEANS

Hear the folhwln; numbers of the new Vietor Records, om sale
now. The grestest 1lst ever lssued In any one month:

that she 18 | 75442  Old Black doe, by Alma Gluck with male ehorus. lhm are i llﬂ
‘o be pothing but a servant to thom, It | gg4ge  Angels’ Berennde and Ave Maria (equal to & Red Seal). ‘ VICtOI'.I
s her own fault If they are selfivh and 17822 LaPaloma 13.“9?!0!19 Hextetta). VICU'OII.I i.l'l t Vll‘loty Of
arrogant and despise her as an inferior. | 45477 Old Time Hongs, by mixed chorus
| Bhe could squally well have taught them A8540 Blue Danube Waltz, sung by Frieda Hemple, .tyl“ fl‘om lo to 3350.

te be dutiful, respectful and appreciative | 74428 A Great SBong, by MeCormick. .
of har. | #7216 Thine Eyes, by Mischa Blman and Frances Alda. Victor Tllkhl( Machine Co.

It 1s the woman who demands the most ' 74445 The Broken Melody (a beautiful violin number by Zimbalist). Camden, N. J
of her chi'dren who geis the most, and If | 45066 Two Cello Solos, by a wonderful lady artist PRe

you want preof of thia just observe that

. 60137 lIrish Byes of Love (another River Shannon).
it Is never the mother who has made & | 17802 Two atiractive Accordeon Bolos, by Pletro Diero.
martyr of herself for her children who | 17505 Two of Mendelssohn's most popular compesitions for orchestrs,
1= the beat loved or the most considered. | 17848 Two splendid Military Band Marches.

Invariably It 1s the mother who has
made ber ohilidren think for her who s
petted and ooddled and adored by her
sons and daughiers. Indeed. W I8 an
axiom that trifling mothers make smart
children and selfish mothers good chil-
dren, and It i a rule that seidom falls
The mother who Lhinks that she s do-
ing & kindneas to her children by saving
them every hardship muakes a terrible
mistake. Weé grow =stronger morally by
using our soul muscleos Just as we Erow
our

It you don't hear them Take the Numbers for future reference, for
they are great.

Schmoller & Mueller

PIANO COMPANY

Victrolas Sold by

A. HOSPE CO.,

stronge hyaleal'y by onerclein
DT T, ol O (ol who 1311-1313 Farnam St Omaha, Neb. 1513-15 I’."h
hava thelr part of the family burden Inid | Hear the Newest Records :n Oar lc‘:.lp Remodeled ' l
| thelr shoulde instead of mother | Sound-Prool Demonstrating Main Floor. Bm&“
RS S asiiorn edindg f pueries es & 407 West Y, - a.
women whe are champlots in the battle |
of Nie.

Branch at
334 BROADWAY

Often virtue lewns to vice's side, apd
the womarn whose utecifishness makes
Ber daughters st eclflah they are wiling
ko ait about in idleness and see thelr poor
oid mother work for them, bBas not tl:mn‘

Nebrask Brandeis Stores

Corner 15th and -
| Harney, Omaha. CyCIe Co. Tnllr:!:o Ml:.:::no Dopl::tor:‘ent

her duty by her children, Bhe has com-
mitted a4 crime asninst them,
Motherhood, at best, s full enough of
saorifices without committing the faelly
of giving wp everything on earth for her
enlldren

Gee. E. Mickel Mgr.




