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There is something grotesquely curi- |
pus in the news that Sir Herbert Kiteh- |

ener bega

Dervishe

s for his army the day afler

the capture of Omdurman, Of course,
the curiosity lies in the nature of the
Dervishes and the fact that such a
thing is possible. The fact is that
many of them are mere soldiers of for

tune, who fo r the Khalifa sim”
ply for hope of plunder, and are

willing to fight for the Queen and the

1 farnishes
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If the damage were cor

to the mining industry itself this
would be bad enough, but the inter-
depend e of modern tr wmd cou-
mepeinl life made it necessary that a
wide cirele of i

1strial werkers and
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erprises sh « k from tho

0e cup. For , it is esti
mated that the loss in coal freights
aloue was full ,000,000, while {1
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given to American expo d

to Dritish colonial ports is of too
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stated--though, it is
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even been

~-that the annual autumn maneuve:
of the British Channel fleet were post”

voned because of the strike.
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A STORY FOR THANKSGIVING,

BY VELMA CALDWELL MELVILLE,

VER in the village| “Yes,
the Kingsleys were | ain't he
called by their|{ “What of that?”
neighbors “pe- “““What of that;’ did I ever! Why,
culizr” and we are | you can't git this Young one into the
not disposed to | poorhouse without seeing him about
contradict  them. |it.”

There was the| A wave of color swept across Jack’s
father, mother and | sun-burned, unshaved face, but he
three sons, the lat- | only replied that he guessed they
ter all women-haters, or at least wom- | could board her until Sunday, least-
an-shunners, for even when boys at|ways no one could be spared from the
the district school, not one of them | husking now,

would play with or in any way notice | *‘’Nd how d'ye s’pose I'm to do my

a girl.  As a family, they were indus- | work 'nd care fer a baby all thattime?

trious, economi and well-to-do. | Here it’s only Thursday.”

Work, work, work was the order of| ‘‘She dou’t seem troublesome yit.”

the day, and save, save, save, was the | *‘No, of course she'll be good whila

key-note of their lives. 1If there I'm minding her all the time, but wait
one among them more of a hustler | till I put her by."”

's it was the eldest son, | Before Jack had been at work two

hours he made an excuse to go to the

house. His mother happened to be
out of doors when he entered the

It was on Thanksgiving morning | kitchen, but there sat the lovely child
that our story opens, but we doubt if |in her ba gleefully pulling the

's the poor commissioner,

wy of the Kingsleys had given a|strands of a skein of scarlet yarn, The
In their busy, | e A SR S s IS
xistence there had | A SONG OF THANKSGCIVING,
¥ le of the g —
beeu ount made of the days| ., ing for the men w
that pleasant mile stones ) rrowed 8

no Thanks- | 1
; New |
but :l“
and Easter was only |
Sundag, the day of rest at the farm- |
honse, :

|

|

a,
alc with goul énslaved,

of ds

If any one could be said to rise first

ly whereall were up betin

this same Jack, whose heav)

med the house, [
ng morning he w

ier than usual, for it was |

time and in one way and !

|

i

|

1sking
they had been hindered this
fall, Stumbling out into
, early light, he
prised to run against

was  sur-

a great willow |

if I don’t stand for her 'nd fight the
hull world, if need be. I ain't fit fer
much! the Kingsleys ain't like other
people nohow, 'nd if this here kid ain’t
respectable it can’t make no great
odds to us; we ain't s'ciety folks but
all these fine fixens she’s got on shows
she don’t b’long to no poor trash round
here. There's a mystery about it
that T hope we won’t never under-
stand.”

CUSTOMS OF THE FEAST.

Traditions Should Be Observed in Serving
the Thanksgiving Dinner,

“Under the circumstances it is ade
visable that the conventional, every.
day order of your table should be set
aside for the Thanksgiving feast,’
| writes Ella Morris Kretschmar in the
| Woman’s Home Companion. “In
days when servants were rare and un-

After this uncommonly long speech, itrumcd, things were not served from

Jack Kingsley put the child in the

| the sideboard and side-tables. Be-

. sides, how could you pictur §
basket and went out, his mother never | Fal) could you picture a ‘board

sayingaword, Weareinclined tothink
she was a little alarmed for his mental
condition, though. When she re-
covered from the shock a little, she
remembered a few other times in his
life when Jack had unexpectedly flung
out in a similar fashion in defense of
an abused animal, and once in the
case of a sick tramp. She blamed
herself severely for not using more

JACE QUIETLY LIFTED THE
TO A PLACE DBESID

strategy at the outset; now the battle |
was hopelessly lost, Well, he might
hire somebody to care for it; she |
would not and in five minutes after
she had settled this point she was
holding the object of controversy i

sitting and rock-
ing, her mind traveled back to a time
when the day meant mueh to her; to a
time when life was not so narrow, so
sordid, when she went to church and
enjoyed human companionship, Then
she remembered the first Thauksgiv-
ing on this farm, when Jack was a

sturdy boy of five and the others |
unger; how she had made a Iittlol
feast almost ont of nothing, but, des- |
pite the homesi 238 and loneliness,

they had be ier than n the |

the ns

we wonld not have you under

as the one word that
s, and then he \
Jupiter o

lay there

other
smiled up

—in

he said again,
ly to lift it egai
uld have been g
the old brown
amid the leafless trees fc
1d, the fli
th

and let

7, all, with ono ae
ar father's Tord!
—Clinton Scollard, in Harper's Weekly,

a | moment she caught sight of him she
v of snow sifted i gave a happy, gurgling langh,dropped
sreat willow bas- J the n and held out her arms; but
iled the 1 u- | he pretended not to see. When next
neouth fignre in high ! he glanced in her direction, the baby’s
, short brown coat and | lip was trembling and tears were we
:nding above it. | ing up into the great dark eyes.
; he might have remained | He made a step toward lier, then
e is unzertain, but the lit- | paused, looking from his dirty hands
elforts to free her arms|and dusty clothes to the dainty gar-
1 him, Once more letting fall | ments she wore.
» lifted the basket into the | “‘I ain’t fit,” he muttered, but then
just 3 his mother emerged | that look!

tle one's

years since lr/»lx‘ of gain had
t piritually and men- |
o start she heard the
eleven. 'The baby was |
anage to get up
y hour? She |
led potatoes, |
bread, coffee and |

8

1 youugest son, was at the
for something and, yielding tn(
ulse of the moment, she called
from the doorway: “Run me |
chicken, Ben, if you men folks |
g till one o’clock without
said Ben heartily, but
when he came in with the chicken he
looked 8o inquiring that his mother |
said:  ““I plum forgot 'twas Than |
3 il they ever obser
ther inwardly or outwardly. Ben |
id vothing, but shying a glance at
the sleeping babe went ont softly, but
was whistling gaily when he reached
the corn sheds, 't have dinner |
till the horn blows; reckon that'll be!
about one o’clock |
*“What's up?

to him
down
can get

giving,” just g
it ei

|

asked Tom, I
The Kingsleys were not humorous, |
but an idea did oc nally strike
Ben and now he answered severely:
“‘You can't expect mother to take
care of a youngun and have meals
square up to time,” |
“‘Hang the youngun!” was Tom'’s |
ungracious reply. “Say, Jack, you |
better go over to Sweet’s this after- |
noon.” |

| Once more the smile came like a
burst of sunshine through the clouds |
{and the dimpled hands reached out |
alluringly. '

“Goo goo!” she said, buthe thought
good, and—well, is |
red the room sl 8 sim- ;
inded at the sight that met |

airth you got?” she

ody's young 'un left on the

r<ley wonderingly undid
D} uutil the little |

iioned, were held pleading

b woman could refrain

t, who had r even touched a |
y before, was marching about, the
child on his shoulder, one hand
fastened in his rather unkept hair,the
other patting his cheek.

““(t00, goo!” she ecried louder and
louder.

“Jack Kingsley, are you crazy?”
she cried. With a shame-faced ex-
pression, he turned toward the basket,
but paused half way and turned de-
fiantly.

*‘No, T ain’t erazy, but I'm goin’ to
keep her,”

*‘Goin’ to keep her? Mercy on us,
you must be out en yer head.”

“I tell you I ain’t, but I'd be
‘shamed to put a purty little critter
like her in the poorhouse. Hain't we
got enough, T'd like ter know, to feed
one sech kid?”

“But who'll take care of her?”

The poor fellow looked perplexed,
but I"ay, at this moment, nestled her
Liead against his neck, cooing content-
edly, “Da, da, da, da!”

“I will, if there’s nobody else,” he
answered defiantly; ‘‘leastways I can

JACK WAS MARCHIN

i ABOUT,

from lifting the little creature out and
ing it to her bre Even Mrs,
rsley conld nc ugh she made
t that Jg k was turne
bl remainder of the family were
on the scene, surprised and wonder-

4 baby,” as it was

e fi

" Mrs. Kingsley fairly
 in all her life she had
.hived help in the house] one

n the

ing over day.

And then she poured forth a tirade
of abuse that, could little Fay have
understood, would have burned into
her v soul! Happily she could not
understand, but Jack did, after a
fashion atieast, but the effect was ex-
actly contrary to what his mother de-
| sired and his answer showed her her |
| mistake,

[

ich she
square
word

was nothing by wl

lentified, save a
bearing the one

“Johr

|
queried Jack, ab- ‘It may all be as you think,"” he
sent-mind he watched his | said’slowly; **wedoun’t know anything

mother

‘m'_; wilk to the little | about it, but I do knosw this innercent
stranger,

|

““If you've any business at Sweet's
go yoursell; I haven’t any.”

Liven Mr. Kingsley, who was not at |
all observing, opened his eyes when |
he entered the big kitchen, from whieh |
most savory odors hac
him,

Ne iad the old room looked so |
inviting before, and no wonder! A |
toothsome feast on a table spread |
with the white cloth and best dishes
—only used for company—and a baby
form in the old high chair so long
relegated to the garret. He smiled
and laid his rough hand on the little
Lead covered with golden red curls.

‘‘Whoop-ee!” said Tom, looking ap-
provingly about. “‘Soall this comes
of haviug a girl in the family!"”

Jack glanced at his mother and then
did what no Kingsley was ever known
to do before without being asked—
filled the water pails.

Ben looked down at himself; then
there was another departure. He put
on a clean ‘“‘wamus” and washed and
combed with unusual care. Everyone
had a smile or a pat for the bright,
fearless babe who, they tacitly under-
stood, was in some way responsible
for the good cheer,

When osit down, Jack quietly
lifted the high chair to a place besides
his own. He meant to take care of
her, evidently. And so the new life
at the Kingsleys began. Not all in a
day did the changes come, but the
truth of the words: ““Anda little child
shall lead them,” wasnever more thor-
oughly verified than in this instance,

3y another Thanksgiving time a royal
feast was spread and the minister and
his family invited to partake, The
house was brightened; each member
of the Jamily dressed, talked and acted
more-like ‘‘other people;” they even
sent wood and vegetables to several
poor families, and remembered that

already greeted

among them Jack’s baby.
The Turkey,
For weeks and weeks the ripened corn
1lo's gobbled by the peck;
Now on some sad November morn,

babe ain't to blame ’nd I'll be blamed

Ho gets it in the neck,

that groans with its wealth of cheer’
without the good things in evidence?
‘““The turkey, of course, is placed
before the host, alsothe meat pie; the
vegetables, in covered dishes, before
the hostess. The cranberries, celery
(in low crystal dishes on a napkin),
that time-honored abomination, the
sour pickles, jellies, ete., may be
placed here and there along the board
effectively.  Sweet pickles may be
added; also dishes of fruits and nuts
—the two latter to be eaten, of course,
with the desert. Hot-house flowers
would be an incongraous feature, yet
the dainty, tasteful colonial dame
doubtless found some decorations for
her table. The bright berry-clusters
from the box-elder tree would be very
effective; also autumn leaves or beanti-
ful dried grasses, or a tiny sheaf of
wheat, oats or rye.t Something will
furnish a proper centerpiece; if noth-
ing better, a high dish or silver basket
of handsome apples will answer. All
of the above may be on the table when
the guests assemble, the soup already
rved at each place. When the soup-
plates have been removed the main
course begins, which, when removed,
gives place to all the remaining items

of the menn,
M

Pound-eake,
m

Jream,
Apples. Raisins,

Turkey Tid-Bits,

Tt is a wise turkey that knows when
to diet.

A turkey on yonr own table is worth
two in your neighbor’s coop.

Beauty unadornel—A well-dressed
turkey.

At Thanksgis
situation is turkey

The hand that carves the tarkey is
the one that rules the roast.

Never look a gift turkey in the giz-
zard,

g time the key to the

rison in the life of
; comparas
H obble it.

The turke, ¢ cess as the
national b use it paints itself
red simply by gobbling,

Don't ask too long a blessing at the
Thanksgiving dinner. Remember that
the turke not a bird of pray.

a tu
tive,

81l

ving Turkey,
waxing fatter

While the pigiot
8kips a jiglet
In the bosom of his sty,
Is'the turkey
Quite as murky
As the ehilly, purple sky;
For ho knows that he will very
Soon be going on the plate,
With the sauce of the cranberry,
And the stufilng ail elate,
Oh, the turkey’s full of sorrow,
I'rom his wattles to his tail;
When he dreams about the morrow,
Every foaturo’s snowy pale,
Oh, ’tis shaky
As the flaky
Pie that lures us on to kill;
Aud his talons
Show that gallons
Of good stuff would not unehin
1l his wishbone,
rving knlfe
o a flshbone,

Soon will pieree him 1
And wind up his happy life,

now is glowing,
And we watch him in our joy,
For we know we soon are going
With his drumsticks for to toy.
In our rapture,
We will capture
All the dark meat and the white,
And the giblets
Of his niblets
Will suffuse us with delight;
And we'll say in language regal,
As our lines we all up gird,
That the turkey beats the eagle
As old Freedom's mighty bird!
—R. K. Munkittriclk,

The Turkey's Age.
Miss Antiquate—‘‘This a young
turkey! T don’t believe you, sir.”
Butcher--““It is a young turkey,
mum,”

Miss Antiquate—-‘‘Young! Young
as compared with what?”
| Buteher——*“The pyramids, er yer

own sweet self, mum,”

| An Inexorable Fate,

|

t

i He who reads, and runs away,
Lives to be eaten *‘some other day."”
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A Dressy Walst.,

This dressy waist, of fanoy figured
green taffeta, is stylishly combined
with cream-colored satin' and mous-
seline de soie. The fronts roll back
in pretty pointed lapels from the neck

WOMAN'S WAIST,

to waist-line, which are faced with the
satin and edged with ruching of mous-
soline. The full front, of mousseline,
is arranged over satin in evenly spaced
rows of tucked shirring at the top and
blouses prettily at the waist-line.

The collar is of eream satin, shaped
with stylish points under the ears.
The waist is supported by fitted lin-

ing fabric or of material to match the
skirt.

The collar and shoulder straps are
sometimes made of red, white, or pale
blue cloth, edged with the braid,which
enhances the military effect.

The skirt hes all the prevailing
graduated flounce, that is so fashion.
able this season, joined to afive-gored
upper portion that fits closely the be-
coming fulness at the back, falling in
pretty fold. Serge, cheviot, covert or
broad cloth, and other weaves in plain
colors or fancy anixtures are suitable
for skirts or whole costumes by the
mode.

To make the jacket for a miss of
fourteen years will require one and
one-half yards of fifty-four-inch mate-
rial. To make the skirt in the medium
size will require three and one-half
yards of forty-four-inch material,

The Hobson Tie.

The Hobson tie is a pretty finishing
for the neck of a silk waist or woolen
gown with which linen collars are
worn. The Hobson tie consists of a
satin strip with a slip-knot of accor-
dion pleated chiffon worn in front and
fastened by a clasp like the four-ine
hand.

Colors For Evening Dresses.
Several shades of one color will be
worn on evening dresses,

A Favorlte Style For Boys.
The Norfolk jacket is a favorite
style for boys, and when made in

MISSES® ADMIRAL JACKET AND SKIRT.

ings that close in centre front, the full
front closing under the left revers,

The comfort-two-seamed sleeves
have stylish fulness arranged in
gathers at the top, and at the wrists
points of the white satin stand out
fashionably. The waist may be part
of a costume or made separately to
wear with different contrasting skirts,
Combinations of material and coloring
may be artistically arranged, and the
waist can be made in silk, cotton or
light woolen fabrics. Velvet made in
this way, with revers and front of
satin, and decoration of point applique
is especially handsome,

To make the waist for a woman of
medium size will require two yards of
forty-four-inch material,

A Patriotic Idea.
Our glerions victory has been cele-
brated in the fashion world by model-

|

ling many of the new season garments |

according to the patriotic idea, so in

compliment to our heroes on water the '

‘‘Admiral” jacket, shown in the large

illustration, is a favored stylo for '

misses,

Naval blue faced cloth, braid and
brass buttons with anchor design are
incorporated in the stylish coat which
is correctly fitted with a centre-back |
seam, side-back and under-arm gores,
The fulness below the waist is laid in
coat plaits which are flatly pressed and
finished at the top by buttons, a deep
coap lap completing the centre seam.
The double-breasted fronts lap widely
in reefer style, the neck fitting closely
by a short-dart in the centre.

Square laps cover pockets that are
inserted in the fronts, and the neck is
finished by a military looking collar
closely fitted and trimmed with braid.
Shoulder straps cover the shoulder
seams coming forward, brass buttons
decorating each end. (These may be
omitted if not desired.)

The fashionable two-seamed coat-
sleeves are finished at the wrists by
the braid put on to simulate cufls, and
ihe slight fulness at top is collected in
gathers, which is the newest style,

Jackets in this style are natty and

« 7wrt and can be made of any cloak-

S e s et o

heavy tweed or cheviot may be worn
throughout the whole winter. Brown

| cheviot is thenaterial here delineated,

machine stitching giving the correct
tailor finish, The jacket is shaped by
shoulder and under-arm seams, the
plaits being folded and applied on
front and back. The fronts are re-
versed at the top to form narrow
lapels that meet the rolling collar in
notches, bone buftons closing the
fronts in center and (he belt that is
worn at the waist. The two-seamed

NORFOLR JACKET.
sleeves are of correet tailor en , DMae
chine stitching simulating cuffs at the
wrists,

Knickerbockers are here shown in
conjunction with this jacket, but the
regular knee trousers can be substi.
tuted. Brown felt sailor hat, brown
stockings and shoes completes this
stylish suit,

A Bright Business Woman,

The electric light plant in Long
Beach, Cal., is managed by a woman,
Mrs. Iva E, Tutt, who is Superine
tendent and principal owner as welle

e e




