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A good cigareite | 
must be made of pure 
tobacco and the most choice 
leaf. Such is Fatima—the 
most popular, mild Turkish. 
blerd cigarette, now smoked 
almost universally in this 
country ! “Distiictively Individual.” 

{1 yon cannot secure Fatima Cigarettes from 
pour dealer, we will be pleased ro send you 

ee packages postpaid on receipt «+f S50¢. 
ess Fatima Dept., 211 Fifth Ave., New York N.Y   

HE SHAVE THAT SAVES 75 cfs. 
and $19 overy month you use The Ken- 
foty Razor. The newest ard best Dollar 

sor made, Send 3B couts today for Trial 
r. Special Xmas gift handsome leather case, 

rious and (3 extra blades Tor iu bealors wanted, 

H.h bo Hart Uo, MIirs. Ags, BUIHARFORS, X 4 

PATENTS 
ngew reasonable, 

Watson E, Coleman, 
Patent lawyer, W ast ington, 

D.C. Advice apd book» 
Highest references. Best oor slo 

free, 

  

Father's Ultimatum. { 

“1 think two can live as cheaply as | 

oqe, sir.” 

“You can't edge into I 

at theory, young man. [I'm 

ip keep on supporting my daughter 

but you'll have to pay board.” 
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married 
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loser. 
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now, and 3 
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TOUR OWN DRUGGIST WILL TELL YOU 
fry Murine Eye Remedy for Rod, Weak, Watery 
Byes and Granulated Eyell 

2 Bye comiors. Write 1 3 

y mail Free. Murine hyo | Ce 
scr 

y Smarting— 
of the kre 
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When a woman looks in her m 

ghe is able to see 

women see her, 

irror 

other herself as 

Lots of the mistakes of married life 

are home made 
  

CRIPPLED WITH 

RHEUMATISM 
CURED BY 

YAGER’S 
LINIMENT 

SOME TISTIMONY 
“My wife was so c-inplad with Rheu- 

matin th :tshecoull hardiywalk. After 
trying everything else without getting 
soy relief I was persaaded to try Yagers' 
Liniment. The fi=st bottlaacted like a 
charm and afforde | immediate reli 
after wig 8 bottles she wos en rely 
well, and doing her work with perfect 
enss and comfort, 

* Not Jong sinceshe had another attack 
in theshouller, once more 1 us.d Yager ' 
Liniment with the same reeilt. We aie 
never withouta bv es in the house. 1 
recommend 8 moss bi aly.” 

THOMAS MOORE, Proffit, Va. 

YAGERS’ LINIMENT 
13 THE GREAT PAIN 

ALLEVIATOR 
Only comes in Large 2ie, Nottles 

at all dealers, Prepared by 

GILBERT BROS. & CJ., Inc. 
BALTIMORE, MD, 

GRANDFATHER USED IT S50YEARS AGO 

PURE-QUICK-SURE 
OTTLE Fm TRIAL DB 

for It and mention this paner, dress 
¥ €. MEYER & CO. BALTIMORE, Min 

utt’s Pills 
stimulate , stremgthen the 
digestive organs, regulate the bowels. A reme 
ody for sick headache. Lnecqualed as an 

ANTI-BILIOUS MEDICINE. 
Clegantly suger costed. Small dose. Price, 28¢, 

aA RA 800 

50¢ LILLEY PILE REMED 
forded Ting, ove ) inoRis} fe. 

ht 
a I 5 A SA ARI 52. 

— Ee 

50c 
os > Se ————— 

W. N. U. BALTIMORE, NO. 48-1914,   
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WITH THANKSGIVING AND JUY 

For when we gladly eat our dally bread, we bicss 

The Hand that feeds us; 

And when we walk along life's way In cheerfulness. 

Qur very heart-beats praise the Lord that leads us. 

PN 

ROYAL GORGE 
Mrs. Twitter's Little Dissertation 

on Mother's Joy in Preparing 

the Great Dinner. 

She Didn't Seem to Take a Very En- 

thusiastic View of the Matter, But 

There Was a Reason for 

Her Well.Expressed 

“Grouch.” | ness 

tracks 

goe 

keen to listening 
about the 

“I'm not 

any sentin 

‘specially 

ental ravings 

sald Mrs. Twitter, wi 

refrigerated tone of | 

lendar to pester us, 
“very 

) lug 

family joke 

{ All the ’ 

| that 
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| stew od pumpk 
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ive school. Blow one. You cavern | 

k clothes! 
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the recs { a dark 
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Ares SOME W fat 

CET) 

deader than they 

{ before. In are not 

fur at all, ha, ha! They are merely skin 

what has been skun. Swat two. The 

{ d the radiator first cold day 

Aver dea fact, they 
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blows in an 

otor car freezes 

once, and calmly expires. Slam thr 

} iect, but father 

you don't go to the opera. 

up, sneezes 
on 

rT shi Orel stars col 
Sy 

1 wie 
Sey s cortal drifting far away | 

gentle spirit of | 

Bumpweather. 

lays are dead’ 

are they good?” 

“They are good because! 

and are 

you hear our great-grand- | 

and 

8." sald Mrs 

weet 

holiday 

“The good old 
why 

’e 

asked | 

old because they 

“For Weeks She Made Mince Pile.” 

mothers scoffing about new ideas and 
Don't you suppose they were 

| and 

| tango 
| were about the best they could do, and 
{ after all, that's more fun than anything 

  roaring about the dear old times that 
had passed? Up to date though you 
are, my Ilnmb, with your slit skirt and 
rubber buttons; in your tango shoe | 
soles, your chin strap on your little 
bonnet, and your own Interpretation ' 
of the Castle walk-—even you, my love, | 
will some time belong to the good old | 

times.” 
“Even thus” agreed Mrs. Bump- 

weather, “even go. 'Tis truth, I vow. 
But | shall belong to my own old 

times: 1 shall not be classed with my 
grand.nother's old time. 1 shall keep 
alive with the elixir of the present 

Henry Van Dyxe, D. D. 
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“Cold Cloths on Her Brow." 

washing up the tons of dishes’ 

Mother did not sit before the fireplace 

and tell stories. She was putting little 

| cotton blankets on her burnt thumbs | 

{ for basting a turkey is perilous busi ! 

| neegs, let me tell you How jolly it was 

too. jut where was 

mother? Oh, she was busy some | 

where. Yes, we recollect now. She 

was putting a cold cloth on her throb 

bing brow; she had to pull herself to | 

to crack nuts, 

| gether 80 as to have strength enough | 
to serve a bit of supper afterward.” 

“They didn't have the movies then | 

to furnish them with recreation,” gale | 

Mrs. Bumpweather, “or theaters oO! 
dances. Vieiting and eating 

elge. Give me time to get up a good 

old-fashioned dinner and I can have 

the biggest spread of my sweet, mid 
dle-aged life Compare such a mea 

to anything you can get downtown, O1 

at any country club! My child 

there's nothing equal to It, and it is 
really a lark to cook it" 

“Blithers!” remarked Mrs. Twitter 

Mrs. Bumpweather sald nothing, as 

if she meant it 
“Alithers!” exclaimed Mrs. Twitter 

again, 

Mra. Bumpweather slipped her hané 
through Mrs. Titter's arm. 

“You're tired, little one,” said she 
“When the enthus asm gets out o 
your avstem, it's a sure sign that some 
other less pleasant microbe has crep! 
in. You can't afford to let yoursell 
slip away like that. You've got to keeg 
holding on, and feeling’ keen about hu 
man events, and being interested, ever 
if you're mending a pair of your old 
man's trousers or picking the roast 
beef bones for hash. You'll come and 
e t your Thanksgiving dinner with me 
won't you, honey?’ 

Mrs. Twitter wriggled about in » 
naive, shy twist, supposedly to signify 
inexpressible joy. 

“What for did I do all that growly 
talk?" asked she. “Little Tommy Tuck 
er sang for his supper, Sut I'd rathe: 
growl for mine” 

And she sald it without the slightest 
show of shama. 

| 
| 

  

THE TWO TURKEYS 
——— 

One Caused Break in Old Friend- 
ship; the Other Brought 

About Its Renewal. 

Gallant Act of Salvation Army Lieu. 

tenant Had Its Reward, Though 

at the Cost of Great Dam- 

age to Feelings and 

Features, 

when N THE day Harlem was 20 
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long desirously to go out there and 
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and it 

Mr. Dorsey, having shed 

breakfast dishes and lighted his 

deen, went out to his front 

what Mr. Cassidy was about; 

Cassidy, having 

same thing, did 

thing 

Good 

du- 

and ana Mr 

tue 

same 

doue 

precisely the 

precisely 

jo he morning, Matchew 

called across the little gardens 
“Th' e t5 3 

i g WO 5 

thim'!'” called back 

dhs 3 | 

commented 

BAT Z An’ 

Mr 

a folne da-ay, Matches 

Mr. Cassidy, pm 

pansively. “Tis th’ da-ay of 

thanks 

went 

Of am 

givin’ 

chew,” 

sOITY 

an’ 

on Mr. Cas 

taht Ol bhov nothin’ 

TG own sintin 

aven bef 

re- 
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assidy. 

urea they's spoke 

he 

in 

dulcet ef 

{f u giveness. 

“A gOossOONn 

was loocome 

along wid a 

box o' good 

fi" cint se 

gars, T a 

miilyon dol 

lars, 'r s0'- 

thing lolke 

thot, ‘in of. 

er thim to 

me, Oi'd saay, ‘No, m« 

thank ye, kindly G 

beg’ friend I've had 'r manny 

an’ more, Dorse7 there” 

“Arrah, no, Woli Tone, avick” 

tested Mr. Dorsey. “ "Twould niver ¢ 

D'ye think Oi'd shtand by an’ raycelve 

all thim gorg'us an’ ixpinsive prisints 

whilst you had not ta-ake 

none of thim, be hiving., “Give thim to 

Cassidy th’ noblest, gl 

frind-'" He stopped. sudd 

eyea bent plercingly toward a corner 

of his little garden 
“Phwat's thot ?™ 

ed. 
“What's phwat?” lnquired Mr. Cas 

sidy. 

Mr. Dorsey brought a square fist 

lown into a receptive palm with a re 

sounding whack. 

‘A turrkey!” he exclaimed. “A tur. 

rkey! An’ in my yarrd! Th' Lord 1s 

0 

ve thin 

ig? { i 
Han Lia 

ny. 

i good to thim He loves!” 

Bent, tiptoesing. he started toward 

the strutting fowl Mr. Cassidy moved 

over toward the fence and watched 

him in Helpless indecision. 

Just as Mr. Dorsey had his hands 
extended to grab the turkey, Mr. Cas 

eidy shouted, suddenly; and the tur 
key, frightened, scuttied through a 

hole in the fence and into Mr. Cas 
sidy’s yard. Whereat Mr. Cassidy made 

a quick jump for it. But he missed it 
clean and landed on the place where 

te was intending to set out early let. 
tuce In the spring. 

Meanwhile Mr. Dorsey, half over the 
tence, distended with rage, was yell 

ing: 

“Lave my turrkey be! 

tur-rkey be!” 

Mr. Cassidy picked a triangular seo 
ton of broken glass from his person 

and, com- 
menting up 
on it brief 
ly and In 
tense terms, 
turned upon 
Mr. Dorsey. 

“Yure tur 
rkey?™ he 
cried, invid. 

fously. 
*Yure tur 
rkey 7” 

“Of thot 
you sald” 
howled Mr. 

——_— 

‘Lave My Turrkey Bel® Ber o 1 

maan came along wid a segar vr a 
millyon dollars, you'd say, ‘Give it to 
ne friend Dorsey.'” He snorted, dis 

Lave my 

gustedly, “'Tis a divvie of a maaan, 

  
Indians and other | 

Dor- | 

poy and Wolf Tone Cassidy shook the | 

peat from thelr feet and emigrated to | 

America in the bowels of a ship that, | 
pa st, | 

went four feet up and down and six | 

they | 
to | 

get | 
held up and robbed; then their bucolic | 

desires ametiorated with metropolitan ! 

disgust and they trekked to the afore- | 

a] 
Thanksgiving | 

| has few equals and no 
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door to ges | 

fy 

‘Good Mornin’, Matchew! 

ousest | . %. 4 

ous : | it, anyhow, so phwat's th' difference? | 
little 

: tis!” he howled 
he quickly demand-! 

  

yez arre! 

wur-rd ?” 

Pwhy don't yez kane yer 
i 
i 

“Kape me wurrd, is it? cried Mr. | 

Mr. Cassidy, hotly. “Whin th’ maaan 

wid th’ millyon dollars comes, OF 
kape me wurrd. But did Ol saay an- 
nythin’ about an-ny turorkeys? Answer | 

me thot!’ 

“Of will an’ Ol will not,” rejoined 
Mr. Dorsey, angrily. “But an-nyhow, | 
you lave me turrkey be, you thievin' | 

"” 
ould omadhoun or OI'll brain yez 

“AP. A!” sald Mr. Cassidy, insult 
ingly. 

“Phwat's thot?’ yelled Mr. Dorsey, 
looking for an opening In the fence 

large enough to admit passage to his 

portly frame, 
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i half 
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The agent turned in cold hauteur, a 

¥ Oh 

fT 

returned 
s rubbed off 
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a crate” 
name 
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trigidly. 

who it b 

“It's roine,” said Mr. Dorsey. 

“Ye're a liar,” sald Mr 

“*Twas on'y yisterday me son Molke 

writ me tellin 

ir. Cassidy 

me he'd 
ov lod a V a0 

“Oj 

ther!” 

| have caused 2300000 desths 

as much,” he burst | 

| 27,000 
one out on the platform in | greater 

“The | 

so 1 don't know | 

| marthquake 

Casslay. | 

sint me wan,” | 

bov th’ let | 

“Oh, ho, you hov, Bov you!" yelied | 
Mr. Dorsey. “Well, yez couldn't read 

Mr. Cassidy throbbed wita anger. 

“Of'll I'arn ye phwat th’ difference 

He took off his coat, 

cast it to the foor and, 

dirt 

little eves, was not a whit behind. 

And 

Dalrymple of the Salvation army. He 
was a little man, with a pimply face 

| would hardly do, Maude 

stooping. | 

| rubbed the palms of his hands in the | 
Dorsey, the joy of battle in his | 

Bloan’s Liniment will save 
hours of suffering. For bruise 
or sprain it gives instant relief, 
It arrests br som and thus 
prevents more serious troubles 
developing. No need to rub it 
in—it acts at once, instantly 
relieving the pain, however 
severe ib may be, 

Here’s Proof 
neon, I*. O. Box 108, Laws 

HN. ¥., writer: “1 sprained 
rik ¥ 4 ny wy left § 

sling out of a third sory win 
ImOGLDS &L0, 

months, they 

Send four cents in stamps for a 

TRIAL BOTTLE 

Dr. Earl S. Sloan, Inc. 
Dept. B. Philadelphia, Pa. 3 

SLOANS 
LINIMENT 
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BEVEen death 

roll of Russo-Japanese reached 

about A single earthquake 
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war with China in 1884 Th. 
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Not to Be Thought Of. 

“Now let us put our head together 

and see if we can’t arrange matters” 

“Pat our heads together? That 

Your green 

wig and my purple hair won't harmon 
ize.” 

Ian't it funny that 

like to do most are the 

the things we 
things we are 

| told we shouldn't do? 

then there entered Lieutenant | 

and chest like a washboard. But he | 

valiantly pushed in where would have 

feared to tread the most fatuous and 
blindest angel that ever flew, 

“Hold!” he cried, extending spin- 

dling arma. 
Mr. Dorsey eyod him truculently. 

“Gowan! he yelled, 

wan’ ter git kilt? Git out o' me wa-ay!” 

and he rushed at Mr. Cassidy. 

Lieutenant Dalrymple, the peace 

maker, with extended hands, stepped 

between. 

Mr. Dorsey ia the eye, while the other 
enmeshed itself in Mr. Cassidy's Glen 

BAITYS. 
It was well for Lieutenant Dalrym- 

ple that he was a good runner. The 
half mile to headquarters he covered 
in two minutes fiat, and he spent the 
rest of the morning in a Saratogs | 

threateningly. | 

“Phwat's th’ matther wid ye? DD’ ye | 

One befingered fist caught | 

  
trunk In the garret, while the rest of | 
the army endeavored to eject from the 
building the raging Mr. Dorsey and 
the trumpeting Mr. Cassidy. 

it was an ejection long and hard | 

fought. But it was an ejection, 

Sitting side by side in the street, Mr. 
Dorsey timorously wiggled back and 
forth a loose tooth, while Mr. Cassidy 
tenderly caressed a fast biackenirg 

eye. 
“Matchew,” sald Mr. Cassidy at 

length. 
Mr. Dorsey removed his fingers from 

his mouth. 
“Phwat is ut? he queried. 
“Lave us go home an’ ate our tun 

rkey,” sald Mr. Cassidy. 
Mr. Dorsey nodded profoundly. 
“Yis,” he said. "An' whin we've fin 

ished—'twill be daark by thin—we'll 
coom back an’ lay f'r thot Salvashun 
army divvle, be hivving!"—Pannayh 
vhala Orit 

Don't envy the bluffer » jen't ak 

Se ———— 

  

Quick 
Accurate 

Thinking 

—does much to make the 

difference between success 
and failure. 

And the food a person 
eats goes a long way toward 
deciding the difference. 

Grape-Nuts 
FOOD 

—with its delicious flavour 
and nch in the concentrat- 
ed, nourishing elements of 
whole wheat and malted 
barley, is the favorite 
breakfast cereal of thou- 
sands of successful men 
and women — 

  
“There's a Reason” 

for 
Grape-Nuts 

—told by Grocens.  


