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A LESSON FROM THE LIFE 
OF BOOKER T. WASHINGTON 

One of the most beautiful charac- 
teristics of our late Booker T. Wash- 
ington was his cheerful tone of opti- 
mism. The note of discouragement 
ran never through his philosophy nor 

his work. He realized all the unfor- 
tunate conditions that exist and the 
time that is going to be required to 

overcome these conditions, but he 
went cheerfully about his task, re- 

assured by the real facts of the prog- 
ress of his people, however much it 
was temporarily obscured. 

And what ought not Booker T. 
Washington’s example teach to every 
Negro boy and girl in the United 
States? Born in the coal mines, 
earning his own way, making a strug- 
gle that but few white boys have suc- 

ceeded in; at middle age he found 
himself as well known and as highly 
honored as any citizen of this land, 
found himself in charge of large af- 
fairs, and the recipient of a fortune 
that absolutely relieved him of any 
further responsibility for provision 
against any want or accident of old 
age. 

But old age did not come to him; 
in his strength and activity he was 

cut off. How keenly we regret to 
lose him. But the inspiration he has 

given us and the great work he has 
accomplished will live through the 

ages. He once said: 
“It seemed to me that a race or an 

individual should be measured by the 
progress made, by the depth from ! 
which he or it had risen, as Mr. Doug- 
lass used to say, rather than by the | 
height which remained to be attained. 
I am still of that opinion. It seems 

to me that an individual or race may 
justly feel proud of any achievement, 
however humble, as long as it repre- ; 

sents advance in the right direction. 
So I am proud of every achievement 
of my race, however insignificant— 
every farm purchased, every acre of 
land well tilled, every house well 
built—because I know the effort and 
the sacrifice they have cost, and be- 
cause I know that only by the accu- 

mulation of just such humble individ- 
ual efforts as these the race is going 
to succeed. 

I am proud of the possibilities of 
the Negro race, because of the ardor 
with which it pursues knowledge and 
the ease with which it learns, be- 
cause it is a young race and has its 
future still before it and not behind 
it, as some one has aptly put it. 

An Anglo-Saxon instinctively ad- 
mires a nation or individual that will 
fight for his rights; but it is hard for 
him to understand that there is any- 
thing in the patient endurance and 

capacity for suffering that has en- 

abled the Negro race to survive 

transportation to a foreign continent 
and the hardships of two hundred 
years of slavery. 

But I am proud of these also. I 
am proud of the quaint, melancholy 
and beautiful slave songs in which 
the sorrow and the hopes of my peo- 
ple once found expression. I am proud 
that these same slaves proved faith- 
ful, in their hour of trial, to the 
southern people; that when their 
masters were called from their fire- 
sides to war, they dared trust their 
wives and children to these faithful 
servants, and that in all that period 
of disorder not once was that trust 

betrayed. I am proud that in all the 

discouragements, and sometimes even 

injustices, to which the colored peo- 
ple in this country must still submit, 
they have the courage to go calmly 
and patiently forward. 

I am proud of my race, finally, be- 
cause I see it day by day learning to 
make itself more useful in those com- 

munities of which it has become a 

part, and because I believe that in 
the end it will be found that it has 

something valuable of its own to con- 

tribute to the civilization of the 
world.” 

Let us keep his hope, let us live 
with his note of cheer and optimism 
in our lives. L. S. E. 

Not long ago a tired little woman 

committed suicide because her hus- 
band scolded her. 

He came home late at night and 
found her employed in labor which 
seemed to him suitable for the morn- 

ing hours, and he spoke angrily about 
her tardy habits. She flung herself 
from the window and died in the hos- 

pital soon afterward. 
There seems to be a mixture of the 

pathetic, the tragic and the absurd 
in all this. 

It was a small thing to cause a wife 
to sacrifice her life—just a man’s ir- 
ritable criticism. But we must take 
into consideration all that preceded 
this occasion. 

Thrre had been scolding after 
scolding, without doubt. She had 
been found fault with for so many 
derelictions, for so many deeds done 
and undone, that this final criticism 
was merely the last straw on the 
camel’s back. 

A cross, fault-finding wife is a ter- 
rible being; but a man can take his 
hat and go to the club or to the cor- j 
ner grocery when her tongue becomes 

aggressive. 
When the husband comes home and 

scolds the air of the house blue, there I 

is nothing for a wife to do but to 
submit or jump out of the window. 

I like to think the world is peo- 
pled with happy wives and husbands. 
I know many. Many more exist un- 

known to me. Happiness is ofttimes 
secretive and quiet; misery is noisy 
and communicative. Happiness seeks 
no confidant; unhappiness wants to 
be sympathized with. 

Happiness thanks God in the si- 
lence. Misery cries aloud to the 
world! And so we grow to think 
that unhappiness is the rule, and hap- 
piness the exception. But I do not 
believe it.—Ella Wheeler Wilcox, in 
New York Journal. 

THE SANDMAN’S MISTAKE. 

One night, dear mother said to me, 
“The Sandman’s coming soon for 

you, 
And then it’s hurry off to bed 

For sleep the long night through.” 

I waited for the Sandman then, 
Although I did so want to play; 

But well I know when Sandman comes 

It’s time to slip away. 

But oh! a little after that, 
I saw my mother rub her eyes, 

And then she dropped right off to 

sleep, 
So much to my surprise. 

I watched her, and I laughed right 
out; 

It was a funny thing to me: 

The Sandman went to mother dear, 
And not to me, you see! 

—Arthur Wallace Peach. 

NOW’S THE TIME 
TO PLANT BULBS 

Tulip Hyacinth 
Narcissus Crocus 

Lily 
For Winter and Spring Bloom 

STEWART SEED STORE 
119 North 16th Street 

(Opposite Post Office) 

DO NOT buy your Fall 
suit until you see us. 

Most reasonable and 
reliable ladies cloak and suit 
store in Omaha. 

1 1 

Always high price samples 
on hand at reasonable 

prices 

BONOFF’S | 
New York Sample Store 

206 No. 16th St. 

Autumn 
Signs 

Browning and falling 
leaves again call our at- 
tention to the promise 
that summer and win- 
ter shall not cease. 

Prudent people pre- 
pare. Are you ready 
with your autumn 
dress? If not, why 
not? 

We can help you. 

Thomas 
Kilpatrick & Co. 

iioRTHRUP 
LETTER DUPLICATING COMPANY 

"IiETTEROI/OOISTS" 

TYPEWRITTEN CIRCULAR LETTERS 
Phone: Doug 5685 (Mice: 

Ki s. Web. 4292 54444 l’axton Block 

| HENRI H. CLAIBORNE j 
! Notary Public ! 

j Justice of the Peace 

|iies.DeougW6i88 512-13 Paxton Block! 

Established 18iM> 

C. J. CARLSON 
Dealer in 

Shoes and Gents Furnishings 

1514 North 24th St. Omaha, Neb. 

I 
Start Saving Now 

One Dollar will open an account in th»* i 
Savinas Department I 

of the 

j United States Nat’l Bank 
| 16th and Farnam Streets 

EMERSON LAUNDRY 
F. S. MOKEY, Proprietor 4 

1303-05 North 24th Street 

Phone Webster 820 

Moving Vans and Piano ! 
Moving, Packing, Shipping! 

4 

Gordon Van Co.j 1 Ith and Davenport Douglas 394 J 

I TAKE PLEASURE 
in thanking you for your patronage. 
1 want tour trade solely upon the merits 
of my goods 
Y’ou will prollt by trading here. 

H. E. YOUNG 
l’hone Webster 5|5 2114-16 N. 24tb St. 

We Print the 
Monitor 

J 

WATERS I 
BARNHART 
PRINTING CO 

ij I s 

OMAHA 

522-24 South Thirteenth St. 
Telephone Douglas 2190 
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