unmnth-mm'd“
Brush the mmiles off the -women's

n.-i ftifu] eyes followed him.
': woman shuddered and
4 away. A fow laughed.

ﬂ.t went along in his shameful
@s far as he could, and

lh- he fell A few men with an officer
h-med towarg hlm

L L] »

ﬁvm uu cro'rd a4 woman Sprang
m outstripped them. She was pot &
ty woman, nor young, nor daintily
Her body was just a place
for her soul to suffer in. Bha looked
as If nobody had ever loved her very
mauch. There iz & very distinet ex-
Pdon of uniovedness. She had it
ou eould not imagine anyone kiss-
ing Wer, or saying v her any of the
Qittle things that mean so much.

The woman moved swiftly and the
men fell back as If they Were Walt-
ing. Nobody asked any questions. No-
®ody kpew her mname. There was one
thing that everybody did know. 8he
vas his mother.

He had been the lttie baby that
had been her own in the holy way
that only mothera know. The soul of
& mother never belleves In the grow-
ing up of thechild. Theboy, the baby,
nvas hurt and she was helping. He was
Droken and ruined and she was loving

him,
L L e L ] L] [ ] -

The fallen creature was a loath-
wBome object lying on the ground. Low-
¢r than a beast, more pitiful than any
fiving thing. The woman bent over
film, & living, breathing expression of
God's compamsion, There was n sort
of deflance in her expression, and a
world of mute tenderness,

“Charlfe, Charlie, lot ms help you.
You've somehow got down here. Get
up and lot's go homse. I'm not Hkin’
t crowd. Get up, Charlie!”

e men helped her a little and
they got him on his feet. It was a
thousand times sadder than the little
hoy's Tunernl we attended to-day.
The eyes of that woman! They were
not big and soft and beautiful ke the
tragic eyes we see on the stage. Long
age they had shed all thelr tears
Long ago thelr lustre had faded. They
wrere the sort of eyes that see/ only
the hard things. A woman's eyes are
never the same after they have seen
the shame of the best beﬁlnved.-

. - L] L ] - L]

He stood weakly, leaning upon the
slight bent form of the woman. It
seomed as If all the sunshine was sud-
denly filled with plctures of the wo-
man's disappointment. One could see
how ghe had cared for him all the
way, how she had nurtured the germ
of manliness and hoped-for strength

thnt was to be her comfort. Alas,

and alas!
- - [ ] L] L L -

There were people all about them,
but to this woman they were as noth-
ing. In the balance against her ruin-
ed boy they were sadly wanting, 8he
cared nothing for them. Just the ons
poor degraded man fllled her world.
Bhe was hls mother.

Somebody brought an old buggy
and they got him In and without a
backward glance she drove AwWARy—
the weak, bent woman and the mass
of stupefied flesh that was her boy.
Such fdelity, such patience, such love
and melf-nbpegation] Where 4aid she
gt 1t?

L] - L] - L] L] -

It seeams to me that there ls soma-
thing superhuman in that strength,
the endurance and the love of a moth-
er. It {8 beyond the human. The
mother herself eannot understand It
1t seems to me that mothers are the
places where God's love shines
through clearest, There |z something
marvelous in the untiring, unfalling
devotion of mothers

- - L] [ ] - L -

This mother-love ia something dls-
tinctly apart from the character or
nature of the Individual woman, Tt
uees her for one purpose. It controls
her. Bhe = a little vesse] lost In an
ocean of love. Tt I sublime Put it
does not really alter a woman's nagure
mnyY more than the bdright binze
changes the nature of the lamp on my
desk.

L] . L] . » L ] -

Mother-love is all for the child, or
for something thay reprosents the
child. The womun who exhibite It in
its grandest form may astonish us by
her lack of sympathy, her want of
strength or any sense of justice where
her children are not codcerned.

Any woman of natural Instincts
would follow her child, all whithers.

“If 1 were drowned In the despest sea,
X know whose love would come down to
me,
Mother of mine!""

L] [ ] L L] L] L] L ]
Have you watched a mother's tire-
fess care of a sick child? There wasa't
physical strength o that slight body
sufficient to meet the demand. The
Bittie woman who screams at the sight
of A mouss and almost faints if the
telegraph messenger boy turns in at
her gate, knows no fear or fatigus,
mo weakening or panic in time of
great stress where her child = ocon-
cerned. It §s a great., divine Jove and
power, a sort of sanctified self protec-
tion 'with no selfishness in it. For the
ohild is the mother's self, the fruit of
her soul, the renewed tissue of her

soul's “breathing house "

Ll L - . . [ ] -
And yel, aside from & woman's re-
tion to her child, Is motherhood en-
L pmobling? Ia it a’' priceless jewel set,
nﬂ:lln-. in base metal? Doeas (t
paita 4 womsan's nature with the
| that belongs to (t? It seems
e e that 1 have seen shining
#{w and strong throngh a Very flim-
nature, Jike the Iitr—girin: sunshine
pugh the crude and silly decora-

of 8 cheap window.
. L - L] L] L] L]

A little group of women was talk-
W &od they had chosen for
h another

woman who had

The dusty, crowded common street
Was A sanctuary where Love bowed at
& bholy shrine, and the people watch-
Ing were sllént as In olden times,
they used to be when an angel’s wing
cast zu ll:ldo! upon them. .

- L -

In the pretty parior with its dalnty
furnighings, its flowers and dainty
odors, these refined Christian women
sat together In judgment of another
who had fallen low, There was no
suggestions of angel wings. Rather
one thought of the birds that congre-
gate to tear with eruel, hungry beaks
the thing their eager searching eyes
have found. And they were mothers,
every gne!

. ] . L] L] L] .

It was & gruesome thing, this little
councll of outraged women. Their
crualty was only egqualed by thelr ex-
cessive absorption. They had the look
of the awful unspeakable creatures
that tear with beak and claw the
weak of their kind. Motherhood
wasn’'t dolng much for them now.
Womanhood was at a low ebb. Hu-
manity was lost in common dust, It
was pitiful. If any angels were there,
If any are so strong and compassion-
ate that they stayed, I kmow that they
covered thelr shining faces with
drooping wings, And these women
were mothers!

. . L] L] L L]

The laughing, jeering crowd s si-
lenced when the old bent mother
covers the sin of her boy with the
mugpificent charity of motherhood.
Her eyea are opened to the clear true
sesing of this one sinner. She sees, by
the power of motherhood, through
the environment that hides him from
all the others. Her heart recks little
of the pin. It is merely a cruel some-
thing that is hwrting her boy, her
baby. Other mem may be drunkards.
Her boy s overcome in some unac-
countable mannar. She sees him away
down under It all, the moast lovable
and the most precious boy, She ocan
never understand why others are
blind to the claims of this one boy.

L L L] L] . L] L

Bul even a mother who has suf-
feredq and loved llke this, even one
whose pathway lles often throulh the
deep valley of humiliation, jolns
sometimes the counecll of mothers who
pick and rend and tear the child of
some other mother. It Is a marvelous
thing. This vaunted metherhood of
ours that the world takes off its hat
to, the dlvine quality that poets write
about and palnters put on canvas, the
thing that great men never forget
though' they left it close to the earth
In thelr nscent of fame's ladder, has it
a mission no broader than a woman's
hearthstone ?

L » L] - L] L ] ]

We have had women who were al]
mother. It would be well to put the
words together and call them Allmoth-
arl Margaret of New Orleans! She

Wis possessed of the spirit of moth-
erhood. She was & genjus. Bhe had
the divine gift of mothering as Blind
Tom had the divine gift of melody.
Every waif was Margaret's child.
Could you fancy her joining a coun-
cil of indignant mothers such as I
have described?

. . ] L ] L ] L ] L]

Margaret and Miss Jane Addams!
What f you and I and our friends
and neighbors were joining hands

with these? Margaret! Why thes/very| in

name has come to mean child-love.
Not one boy, not one family, not oge's
very own, but all weak and helpless
children—a great, beautiful human
motherhood that should answer to the
hely Fatherhood, #as the earth re-
sponda to the phining of the sun! Is
that what it means? It seems to me
B0, -
L ] - » L . L L]

The mother of our child ls in a
sense the mother of all chiidren. Bhe
is & human mother responsible for hu-
man offspring. Is it not divine of-
fice to mother every weak and help-
less thing that has nothing between
it and the hard, hard world? A wo-
man's purity Is a very frall thing ir
it s endangered by the contact of
simple motherly goodness to a girl
who missed, somewhere, her rightful
measure of mothering.

. L] L L ] L ] L ] L ]

Losing caste is a serlous matter,
but it {3 another story and different
from this that I am telling. The bloom
can never be restored oneoe It s
brushed from the grape. Wounds heal,
but scars remain. The relation of the
world to those who forfait its respect
Is distinetly another matter and one
that I should never venture to touch
with the uttermost tip of my tinlest
pen. But this matter of motherhood.
If here is no halp In It {f the good
of it ls just sufficlent fo rone's very
own, yet the Influence of it for the
nimyle sake of it, wouldn’t one expect
A far-reaching mercy and a charity
that would render a mother speechless
mmoumn?

Ll L - L] L

:ru-t al first there is & sOrt of free-
masonry among mothers, You observe
it on the ecars, everywhere. Two wo-
men who are traveling, each with a
soft, cuddly little bavy, naturally get
together and talk about their treas-
ures. They make friends and sxchange
ldeas about testhing and baby foods,
and doctor’s opinlons, and whether its
better to rock the baby, or let it ery
Itself to sleep. These women seem
be wrapped up in each other.
they are not. It Is not a new frie

s

a refined form of
self- iove
.

A,l the c‘hlldm Krow
manner of the mothery
meat them on the cars
are past and the children
settled in thelr waork of
the trouble they can,
two women In
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Without dandruﬂ the hair must g luuhnthr
cept in chronic baldness, which is inma.ble. M!nr
a contagious disease caused by a or microbe. To~
cure dandruff, this germ——a  finy veg

must bé destreyed and kept out ot

bro’s Herpicide, ;

A wonun mntpkhm

Awomntobepmttymulthlve hdr B.uﬂ-
ful locks have a subtle charm, for # ays “hﬁ
tresses man's imperial racé ensnare.’’ k! tic and
intensely real dandruff miecrobe makes the  hair
brittlé and lustreless with*later dandruff, iteh
and falling hair. Newbro’s
enemy of beauty and enables - the .
natural lnstre and abundance.
sults’ sometimes follow the mﬂ-ed _
Overcomes excéssive, oiliness and mku tho hﬂ:._
and fluffy. It contains no grease or dye’ Bl:opli
of the sealp almost instantly. gl

Discriminating ladies who have tised Hewbro's Huzl—
cide of it in the highest terms, for its a
cal effect upon the scalp, and for its:

hlll‘ It is b M 1y
1'08'01!1' dressing. {m

Y

“I have found Newbro's Hnrpldde excellent
for the hair. 'I'heﬂrstamuhonltoplw

ing of the: sealp anditthhairlo!t
silky.
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