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FREDERICK RAILROAD |
Thurmont Division
Sshedule In Effect Sept. 22, 1918.
All trains Daily unless specified l

Leave Frederick Arrive Thurmont. |

7.208. Mooooosninns .. 8.10a, m.
9.474a. M covooeres L 10,20 A, m.
1200p m... 12,50 p. m. |
200P Miiveres vennns W 250p m, |
400D M. oviasionsie . 4.5) p. m.,
440 p. m.....Ex ~und|y .53 p m |
Bi0P. M oviiviviiiinrienins 700 p. m. |
820 p. m.  Sunday Only 910 p. m |
10.10 p. m. Duaily 11.00 p. m. ‘
Leave Thurmont. Arrive Frederick.
6.' 6.50 a. m. |
R .o 9.20 a. m, |
10 40 a 1180 &, m.
1.00 p. 1.5 p. m. |
3.00 p. 3.60 p. m. |
512 p. 6.00 p. m. |
555 p. m. Ex sunday 6.48 p. m. |
700 P Mevovienenns L1.50 peom. |
9.20 p. m.  Sund A 10,40 p. m.
11 0) p.m. Sawuciy nio o Catoctin.

Note—All trains arriving and leaving
Churmont scheduled from Western Mary-
land station.

Note—All trains arriving anl
Frederick scheduled from Square.

leaving

Western Maryland Ry.

Sthedlale In Efect 3ot 22, 1913,
Subject to change without notice.
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MUTUAL  INSURANCE CO.

oF FREDERIGK COUNTY.

Office— 16 North Market Street
Frederick, Md.

Lommuncml liuﬂuu-« 1841,
A Home Company for
Home Insurers.
SURPLUS 840,000.00

NOINGREASE IN RATE

F Rates and Information apply to

Peter N. Hammaker,

Resident Director and Agent,

Thurmont, Md.
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Mother's Thanksgibing

She used to start the week before,
Preparing for the day,

Peeling apples, cracking nuts—
You know the cozy way.

Getting cook books from the sh:lves,

Her glasses on

to see

Receipts for cooking wondrous things,
For her four boys and me.
Thanksgiving morning, when the smells

Of turkey and

mince ple.

Began to steam about the house

She breathed a

happy sigh.

Her four boys now have gone to war,
A proud sigh stirs her breast,

Her service flag sports four bright stars,
The mother bears the test,

Speci:tt Reasons Why Every American
Should Be Grateful at This Season

ing In the most Important
ern in
and bearing a part in the
momentous  events
will be a landmark for all
Be thunkful that |
hlood and suffering of
three years' terrible warfure the Is-
snes at last stand out sharply, and
thut we are fighting on the sid® of |
right and sgainst might; for democ-
racy and ugainst autocracy and mili-
tury despotism,

come.
the

to

time
through

Be thankful that our grent nntiun:

has the strength and vigor, the spirlt
and stamina,

cal time, thereby insuring victory for
justice and humanity,

Be thankful that the United States |

will it at the Peace Council, when
the time is ripe, defending the rights

of the small natlons and peoples, In-

sisting upon a square deal for all,
Be thankful that our land has not

been invaded, our people murdered,

our citfes laid waste, as have those of

the world's hlamry|

which |

the men and resources |
to throw into the balance at the erftl- |

N ¥ thankful that you are liv-'l!-lulum Serhin, Roumania and parts

of France and Italy,

Be thankful that we are far enough
from the scene of strife to miss most
of Its horrors, but near enough to take
an wuetive and deciding part In the
struggle; that our farms nnd facto-
ries, mines and marts are spared to
| produce the supplies “so urgently
’ needed by our allies,

f Be thankful that we have an army
and navy composed of the bhest ma-

|tvrlul in the land; our bravest sons
sent forth to fight for the world's
freedom, as their great-grandfathers

fought for our freedom.

Be thankful that we were not afratd
or dismayed when the summons came,
but stepped forward, prepared to bear
a man's part in the struggle and to
help slay the heast that threatens the
liherties of the world,

Be thunkful that when this war Is
over and the victory won, the Issues
settled, there will he no more war;
for the so-called divine right of kings
and emperors—the right to exercise
despotle sway over thelr subjects—
will be no more,

Greatest Day of Thanksgiving That

Our Beloved Nation Has Ever Known

FEW years ago we
thankful because we
rich and powerful and safe;
now we may be
because we are humbly try-
ing to be brave and self-
and virtuous, Therefore

were

snerificing

this is by far the greatest Thanksgiv- |

ing day that this nation has known.
The day, therefore, should be not only
one of thanksgiving but of consecra-
tion. The American people can now
see that there is in this world some-
thing greater than the accumulation
of wealth, and that life has values
which they have not before appreci-
ated.  After all our efforts to elimi-
nate pain from the world, we may
learn that pain has a high disciplin-
ary vilue—that there Is such a thing
as perfection through suffering,

Our sacrifice In behalf of the world's-
peace, safety and honor is just begin-

were |

thankful |

ning to be offered, Treasure and life
will have to be poured out In unstint-
| ed measure If this war Is to be won—
as It will be, * The American people
| should he deeply thankful that they
’lll't' called to this great service, which
Is nothing more than the return that
they owe to humanity for the wonder-
ful blessings that have been showered
upon them,

“That I may know the fellowship
of His sufferings”—such was the
prayer of the apostle, Through their
participation In the sorrow and suffer-
ing of their brethren the American
pedple may develop a purer, stronger,
more exalted and spiritual life than
any they have hitherto known., The
very somberness with which the day
is enshrouded onght therefore to serve
to glorify it. This year, of all years,
we are thankful not for what we have
but for what we are able to do, and
for the opportunity and will to do fit.

[A.\l thankful that, lying on my back
in tall grass, atop a hill, I have

witched white clouds sail over a
sky of measureless blue,

I am thankful that on a moonlit

_night in the desert I have heard the

heartrending throb of an Indian chant
bearing a dying chief to a heaven as
real as the desert peaks, purple and
black on the dim horizon.

I am thankful that I know a New
England town, elm-shadowed, silent,
with a graveyard too large for ft,
wherein lie men and women who bhe-
got the Nation in the name of God,
and laid them down to die in death-
less faith,

1 wm thankful that I have seen
voungsters diving in an old swimming
hole, that T have seen lovers strolling
in April twilights, that I have smelled
sugebrush after rain, that I have seen
habies take their first step, that I
have known pain and death, laughter
und tears, and work with biistered

THANKFUL
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hands and with a back aching from
heavy toil.

But most of all T am thankful that
I am living today so that, with the
rest of thinking humans, I am witness
of the birth of a new code for nations,
a code so deep, so high, so filled
with justice that one must helieve the
prophecy of Revelation to be coming
true. As one with aching heart and
streaming eyes must be thankful for
the pains of motherhood which bring
a new soul to earth, so I am thankffil
for the heroic agony- of the Allies,
which is bringing o new spirit to the
nations of the world.—Delineator.

Obh, Joy !

D ll e want to show the soldier boys
ow well we know we need 'em?
Then share with them Thanksgiving

. g —— —————

Joys—
Just take 'em home and feed 'eml

—~——

ing I've been away.

Plack (‘Q: 00

for Two

A lhank:)gm 3 Tdle
4

l% sﬁwm [1 d}lclrrlv e g

< Donner—

[ { Jye—— ITOSE letters can walt unti)
4> Friday, Miss Johnson, To-
morrow we're closed, you
({i know.” . |
< “Yery well, sir,” sald |

GJ)/ Miss Johiison
ool “You don't seem to be es
Q pecially pleased,” contin-
ued Mr. Brown, “Most of
the girls welcome n holiday, They can
sleep and then go out dancing with
some fine young man. Ain't you got a

voung man, Miss Johnson? Perhaps
you've not been long enough in the
city. Well, well, take your time,

There's a lot of these youngsters who
can make love all right, all right, but
when it comes to furnishing the home
—they'd have a hard time doing it on
the installment plan. The sularies of
young men ain’t so big those days.”

Mr. Brown was muanager of the
Jones & Cushing Wholesale Glass and
Crockery company. He was a large
gentleman with watery blue eyes, fat
lps and pudgy hands,

“1 suppose you'll be missing the old
folks, eh?” continued the gentleman,

“I guess T will miss them,” said Miss
Johnson, with letters and notebook In
hand, “It will be the first Thanksgiv-
You see I took
my course at business college lagt win
ter ungd went home for the summer,”

“Po be sure,” said Mr, Brown, “It's
only two months since you came here,
but you've won your way Into our
hearts,” he added with a leer,

“And I know how you feel,” he went
on, *“Just longing for the old folks
and the kids. How'd you like some
real turkey, eh? Well, we'll have it
You're only a child to me,
enough to be your father.”

And with a look such as no father
has ever given hefore or since, Mr,
Brown moved his chair a lHttle nearer
“How about a Thanksgiving dinner
with me tomorrow night? My wife has
gone to see her old mother,
down sick, So let's keep each other
company, ¢h? And have real turkey
Whaut do you say?

“We'll go to one of the swell places
where there'll be eranberry sanuce, too
And hear musiec when we eat,
that is 1 we get those noiseless soup-
spoons.””  Mr, Brown thought he was
a humorous man,

“1 guess I'll go,
slowly,

“Good ! T'I eall for you at six sharp
and you have a good sleep and write
home to the folks that you're going
out with a nice saufe old fatherly man
from the office,”  Mr. Brown really
fluttered himseM that he was neither
old nor sufe,

Miss Johnson had eclosed the door
and gone to put her book and letters
hack in her desk. Mr, Courtney, one
of the salesmen and Mr. Brown's right-
hand man, had noticed a slight flush
on her face as she had passed him, He

we'll

" sald Miss Johnson

I'm old |

who s |

wondered If it could be possible that |

Mr,
the holiday

Brown had Invited her to spend
with him.

But the idea |

vanished and Just at that moment he |

wits culled to the telephone, The other
girls had gone to the clonkroom and
Miss Johnson entered as they were
preparing for the outside world,
“What are you going to do tomor-
row, Johnny?' asked Miss Marks, It

wus the name the girls had given her, |

“I don't know Jjust yet,” she an-
swered.

“Bill and T are going to a Thanksglv-
fng ball,” remarked Miss Angela Car-
ter. “And I've got a swell new dress
mother's making me,”

There was a general discussion as to
the ways the holiday would be spent
and at the downstairs door Miss John-
son separated from her companions
and went over to the elevated.

» . - L . L

“Courtney,” called Mr. Brown,

“Yes, sir,”” he answered,

“Did that new shipment come in to-
day?”
“No sir,”

said Mr. Courtney. “I don't

“Most Girls Welsome a Holiday.”

believe we'll get it in until Monday
now.”

“Oh, all right, I just wondered. Say,
young man, don’t look so glum. Get a
pretty girl and go off for the day to-
morrow. You need cheering up. It's
what I need, too. And I'll have it, be
lieve me. I've got a little peach for
dinner. Quite a sport for an old bqy.
ph?"

-

“Quite,” sald Mr. Courtney, quietly.
“I don't care much for girls, that is,
most girls,”

“Hum,” grunted Mr. Brown as the
vounger man left his office. “Falling
in love, eh? She'll soon tire of him,
whoever she may be, if he doesn't get
a smile on his face once in a while,”

“Has MIiss Johnson left?" Mr, Court.
ney was asking of one of the stenog-
raphers who was hurrying off,

“Yes, left five minutes ago,” was the
answer,

“You haven't got her home address?”
he asked.

“No, but I guess Mr. Brown has it
He keeps the addresses of the whole
staff, you know.” And she was gone,

Miss Johnson boarded with friends

sher mother had met during her one

city trip—a week’s excursion which
had taken in the Hippodrome and the
Flatiron bullding as wonders never to
he forgotten, Usually she took her
dinner
d'hote, for Mrs., Palmer, her mother's
friend, did not care much for cooking
—and besides 1t had been arranged
that way-—room and breakfast five
dollars a week. But tonight she would
go straight home without dinner, Per-
haps they would be making prepara
tions for the great day, She bought
an evening paper, two bananas and a
sweetened roll and started up the eler
vated stulrs,

She reached home and opened the
door with her latchkey. From every
indication every one was out. She
called for Mrs, Palmer but no reply
came,

Miss Johnson ate her meager repast
and then went to the Kitchen for a
drink of water, Her menl had been dry
and somehow It choked her a little,
Everything was so hard to swallow, Or
was It that the lump in her throat got
In the way?

At last ten o'clock came and Mrs.
Palmer walked In. “Oh,” sald Miss
Johnson, “I came home early tonight
to know If I could help you with the
dinner tomorrow. I'm going out my-
self. But mother has always sald 1
was handy with the dressing."

“Dressing? Dinner?" repeated Mrs,
Palmer in  amazement. “Oh, land,
child, I don't go to no fuss for Thanks-
giving! What's the use? I just says
to Bert Palmer and the kids, ‘Now why
should I be standing over a hot stove
for hours when in no time you'd have
all the stuff et up?” So I let's 'em

Wondered if Mr. Brown Had Invited
Her to Spend the Holiday With Him.

sleep angl then I runs down to the dell-
catessen and gets a few cold cuts and
a bit of potato sulad for a little extry,
Say, why don't you go to the plctures
more? I've heen tonight to see ‘The
Wayward Girl's Return Home,' It was
sad but oh, so beautiful.”

But Miss Johnson was not thinking
of the pictures. A few cold cuts and
potato salad for Thanksgiving, she
was thinking, and a football game and
the theaters and movies, No famlly
gathering, no turkey, no pumpkin ple
and clder. No children to be allowed
on that day to eat all they wanted.
Maybe it was a day of national gorg-
ing, but it was a family day anyway
ard it was Thanksglving day.

She tried to sleep. She didn't want
to think of the morrow. But she did,
and at the same time came the vision
of Mr. Brown, his watery eyes leering
at her, and his pudgy hands holding
hers so she couldn't escape, and his
lips—those fat lips—forcing—Oh no!
She shivered and pulled the clothes
around her tighter. Why had she sald
she would go? Perhaps he meant to
be kind. But he had always been a
little too kind, a little too conslderate,
it seemed now.

Sometimes she had noticed a strange
look on the part of Mr. Courtney, es-
peclally that afternoon. § She
felt Ned Courtney thought Mr. Brown
dictated less and talked more than
was necessary. And it bothered her.
But she was not sure, and she didn't
want to lose her job. It had been so
hard—beginning with everything so
new and different. Of all the men she
had met in New York she cared most-

ly for Ned Courtney and his opinlon. -

He had seemed sincere and every one
in the office spoke so highly of him,
She wondered what he'd think of this,
and then she wondered why she wished
she knew.

So she thought on. Morning came.
Her eyes were heavy. Sleep had cos®
only in snatches. She dressed hastily
and then laughed at herself for hurry-
ing. She wrote home and tried to
make her letter cheerful.

“Lydia! Lydia Johnson!” same Mrs.
Palmer's volce from downstairs. “A
gentleman to speak to you on the
phone.”

Miss Johnson went down the stalrs
without hurrying. She had never ac
quired the habit of running to the tele-
phone as if it were on fire and must
be put out by lifting the recelver.

“Hello,” she said.

“Oh, good-morning, Miss Johnson,”
came the voice from the other end, “I
hope I didn't get you up out of bed.
No? You're not a late sleeper even on
a holiday? Well, I always kaew you
were smart. Just thought I'd call you

T ———

downtown at a cheap table |

|
!
|

up to tell you we'll have that turkey
tonight at six you know. I'll be around
in plenty of time. Look your sweet-
est!”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Brown. Yes,
be ready a little before six.”

At either end the receiver was hung
up and each went off discontented.

“I wonder if I'm wasting time and
money on her,” meditated Mr, Brown,

rm

| “It's -all right to favor that country

idea she has of a holiday but I like a
little appreciation in return.

But I guess I've got her where I “unt
her. . . . Only I'd better not lose

Started Up the Stairs.

out by rushing things. She’s a bit dif.
ferent from the usual run of 'em.”

Lydia returned to her room, passing
by the Inquisitive eyes of Mrs, Palmer
without answer,

Later she breukfastcl, or rather
lunched, witi the I'aliner fuinily. She
played the plano a little, and then, be-

fore returning to her room, decided
she would satlsfy Mrs., Palmer's curl-
osity.

“I'm golng to dinner with Mr. Brown
of the firm,” she sald. *“He's a father
of children—not young and worthless.”
She laughed a little.

“That's good,” sald Mrs, Palmer,
“But what's he doing taking you out
today? Where's his kids?”

“Away to see a sick grandmother,”
sald Lydia, and as she sald it she felt
that Mrs. Palmer nodded her head a
little too understandingly. Lydia
flushed slightly.

“Now, listen, dearie,” sald Mrs. Pal-
mer, “to a word of motherly advice
Get all that’s comin’ to you. They
think more of you when you make 'em
spend—and if he's old enough to be a
father—and take you out—he's likely
got enough of the wherewithal, Say
you like white furs, Tell him in a real
baby tone you did wish you could have
a sllver mesh bag. While I promised
your mother I'd look after you, the
city's ways aren't the country's ways—
leastwise, not so I'd know it. And 1
want to see you get on.” She was
thinking secretly of a new rug she
might llke herself. “Just work the old
boy for all he's worth, but take my ad.
vice, and never full in love. They're
done with you then, and you lose inter-
est in others.”

Lydia had sat partly listening and

| partly dreaming of the Thanksgiving

at home—the long table, her father's

I jokes, the children's ceaseless chatter

| She arose,

;e —

her mother hot and tired but beaming.
“I'll be careful,” she sald
as she bit her lip. “I won't fall ip
love. Don't worry, Mrs. Palmer, I'm
not so young as you might think.”

She went to her room and closed her
door with a bang. Then softly opened
ft. An hour went by and then another
Still another passed and Lydla was
growing impatient. Her hat and gloves
and coat were ready. She sat there,
nervous and shaking. At last she
heard Mrs. Palmer's shrill voice:

“Lydia, Lydia.”

Lydla closed the door softly and
then opened 1t nolsily. “Yes,” she
called back.

“I'm just going over to see the ple-
tures for an hour, I'll be back in time
to fuss you up a bit for tonight. Den't
worry. I'll only be gone an hour.”

“All right, thank you, Mrs. Palmer,”"
she called.

She walted five minutes, then ten
and at last put on her things. Qulietly
she stole down the stairs. She opencd
the door, looked up and down the
street and then hurrledly walked along,

“I guess,” she sald slowly to hersclf,
“I'll go downtown.” And she went up
the stalrs to the elevated.

“I suppose I'll have to eat,” she
thought grimly.

Usually Rast's table d'hote was
crowded. There people were always

Tried Hard to Make Her Letters Ap-
pear Cheerful.

standing walting for seats, looking an-

| noyed and envious of those who were

|

almost finished but who took so long
over thelr coffee. Table d'hote diners
| had no rignt to take so long cver their
coflee, thelr expressions read quite

1 plainly. But Mr. Rast was genlal and

|

always held his crowds by a suave
smile and a confidential manner of

| saying to each customer, “T'll have a

| table In just a moment for you.”

But this evening there were few at
Rast's. The whole place looked
strangely empty.

“Plenty of tables tonight,” sald Miss
Johnson,
AP ». -

v T —— ———

“Yes, miss,” Mr. Rast smilingly ad-
mitted. “But if some folks knew what
an extra menu I give for Thanksgiv-
ing Mey would not be eating home.
Trouble isn't that, altogether, but here
‘. the business section there ain't
much going on today. Have your
cholce of tables,” And with a flourish
Mr, Rast still retained his manner of
personal interest and of a great desire
to please,

Lydia Johnson took her seat and
looked at the menu. It was just about
the same as usual, but Mr. Rast had
been true to his boast, There on the
top was an additional sheet of thin pa-

per, reading in watery ink, “Special
for Today.,” Below was “Thanksgiv-
ing turkey and cranberry sauce,

Squash pie, apple cider.”

Lydia ordered them, scarcely notie-
ing that they were a little special In
price, too.

Ollves and celery were put in front
of her nnd a small dish of relish, She
tusted some and as she put down her
fork she saw Ned Courtney entering,
As he caught sight of her his eyes
brightened and his step beeame more

buoyant, “May I sit L. re?’ he asked,
pointing to the vacant chair opposite
her.

“Yes, do,” said Lydia quickly. “I'm
all alone. TI'm kind of homesick, any-
way,” she admitted, as her eyes shone
a little mistily, “They make a regular
fuss over Thanksgiving day at home,
I'm from the country, you know. And
I guess I'm still a bit of a youngster.
It's my fir  Thanksgiving aw.y from
home.”

“And you're here, you poor child,”
said Mr. Courti.cy, who was possibly
two years her senifor. “Of all the God-
forsaken places in the world, the city
takes the lead on a holiday when
you've no special pals—and when
you've been used to the other kind. It's
my first Thanksgiving day here,”

“Mother makes an awful fuss over
the day,” said Lydia. *“And pop is just
as bad. Always jokes we're not going
to have turkey and we always do, of
course.”

“Of course,” agreed Mr, Courtney,
“and pumpkin pie and cider. I se¢
you've ordered the specials. Well, 1}
guess I will too. Squash pie, eh? )
suppose they haven't any pumpkin,”

They ate their dinner and eack

“] See You've Ordered the Speclals’

talked of the times at home—othel
Thanksgivings,

“Do you come here often?” askel
Mr. Courtney.

“Almost always,” she answered. ]
wasn't going to come tonight, and ther
I thought I would. I've never seet
you here before.”

“No, it's my first appearance, thougk
I guess I know all the other places
like this. One of the boys told me
about it at the office. Where did yotu
think you'd go? 1 mean tonight, if yot
hadn't come here?”

“Mr. Brown asked me to have dinnes
with him. He sald his wife and twc
kids were up with his-mother-in-law
who's sick. She lives in the country
and so he'd be all aloue. T guess he
meant it kindly, but somehow I jusf
felt kind o' queer about going.”

“Thank God you did,” sald Mr
Courtney with a sudden burst of re
liglous fervor. “Wife and two Kkids
and a mother-in-law—all to fool you
with! Why he's not even married! )
pity the poor creature who would ever
marry him. e's asked all the girls
in the office to go out with him. He
threatens to fire 'em if they don't ac
cept, but if they're any good at thelr
work he figures on business first—and
besldes it would look queer to the part:
ners.

“T've seen him eyeing you,” he con-
tinued. “And T've said to myself often,
‘If he lays a hand on her I'll—" Tried
to work on your homesickness! Ugh!"

Miss Johnson had turned crimson.
“I've always been home Thanksgiving
before,” she murmured again. She
had talked a good deal to Ned Court-
ney in the shop and the girls had
teased her about him. But he had
never “asked her out.” She felt mis-
erably friendless.

“Listen,” she heard him say, “I've
cared for you ever since you first
stepped into Jones & Cushing's, and
I'd like to see you step out. My fa-
ther's ready any day to hand over the
farm to me, and the farm life !s fhe
real life. Will you—will'you—in a lit-
tle while, marry me? Mr. Brown ean
fire us both. We'll never be at his
mercy again on Thanksgiving day.
We'll have a country Thanksgiving
and we'll let the Kids eat all they want
—that is—later on.” He grew uncom-
fortably red. He had been rushing a
little too fast.

Lydia looked at him first a full mo-
ment, then looked away.

“I've always wished you cared for
me,” she said softly to the empty
table opposite.

“That's enough,” said Mr. Courtney,
“we'll make up for this, hvgmulug with
Christmas.”

“Anything else?” murmurcd
waiter for the third time.

“Oh,” said Mr. Courtney,
fee for two!”
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