58
0}

The more you know about
coffee—and the more part-
icular you are about aroma
and flavour —the more you will

appreciate “SEAL BRAND”
COFFEE. Once you have tried it,
your choice will always be Chase &
‘Sanborn’s “SEAL BRAND” COFFEE.

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized—also
fine ground for Percolators, Never sold in bulk. 186

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

Jimmy was glad it was so late when
dinner came. He wanted to say so many
other things, and he was afraid he might
forget them by to-morrow. He was glad
that there was only one day in the year
when you had to say nothing except
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The *“Thank-You’’' Day
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Jimmy was a little boy who had come to

Great Bargain Offer

The TWlHestern Bome Monthly
AND THE
Farmers’ Telegram & Family Magasine

BOTH FOR
ONE FULL 2 5
YEAR FOR
ONLY o
The New Farmers’ Telegram and Family Magazine is essentially a
f&mﬂ{‘newspaper with features of interest to every member of the home.
'!.w:he elegram’s exclusive war news service is recognized as the best in

anada.

. “The Farm and Its Interests,”” ‘“Sunday at Home,” “The Poets’
Corner,” “Woman’s Domain,” short and serial stories are only a few of
the many features that have made The New Farmers’ Telegram and

Family Magazine the most popular newspaper published west of the

- SPECIAL NOTICE

We will also include free and postpaid to the first five hundred people
answering this advertisement the  famous Canadian war picture, ‘‘ The
Charge of the Canadians at Ypres.” This is a picture of a real war
scene, and has been immortalized by the great British artist, R. Caton
Woodville. Take advantage of this Great Bargain Offer to-day.

USE THIS COUPON T

Enclosed please find $1.25. Mail to my address for one year, The Western
Home Monthly and The New Farmers’ Telegram and Family Magazine and
the Canadian War Picture.

Lift Corns Out With Fingers
Don't Hurt a Bit-It's Magic

| Few drops stop soreness, then the corn or cal-
lus shrivels and lifts off. Try it and
see! No humbug!

This tiny bottle holds the wonder of| You feel no pain or soreness when
wonders. It contains an almost magi- appb'jng freezone or afterwards. It
cal drug called freefone. It is a com-[doesn’t even irritate the skin. :
pound made from ether. Just ask in any drug store for.a

. small bottle of freezone. This will
Apply a few drops of this freezone| 475t ") fow conts but will posi-

upon a tender, aching corn or a hard- tively rid your poor, suffering feet
ened callus. Instantly the 'soremess(,f every hard corn, soft corn, or corn.
disappears and shortly you will find|petween the toes, or the tough ‘cal-
the corn or callus so shriveled and|luses on bottom ¢f feet. Genuine
loose that you just lift it off with the|freezone bears the name of Edward
fingers. It doesn’t hurt one particlg. Wesley Co.,
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live with some cousins because his father
and mother had gone West for a time.
The cousins of course had a father and
mother, too, but Roy and Katie and Dick
seemed so much more interesting and im-
portant than the grown-up people, who
did not play, that Jimmy always said he
had come to live with his cousins.

Katie, who was thirteen years old, was
very good to him. She hel him to
dress every morning, and washed even his
cars without hurting him. Not éveryone
can do that, although, of course, your
mother can.

Roy was fifteen. He could carry Jimmy
on his back, and run! Dick was about
Jimmy’s age, and knew lots of games; but
Dick sometimes played tricksfon Jimmy,
because at first Jimmy believed every-
thing that Dick said.

“There’s a big turkey just come in,”
said Jimmy. “To-morrow isn’t Sunday.”

“No, to-morrow’s Thanksgiving,” an-
swered Dick. “You get a better dinner
on Th iving than you do on Sunday.”

“Why?” said Jimmy. “Why”’ was a
word he used very often.

“Don’t you know about Thanksgiving
Day?” asked Dick.

“No, I don’t think I do,” said Jimmy.
“No, I'm sure I don’t know about it.”

“I’ll tell you,” said Dick, with twinkling -

eyes. “It’s the day when you mustn’t say
anything all day, except ‘Thank you.” ”

“Do you think its done.”

“Why?” asked Jimmy “Do
people give you things?”

“Sometimes they do, and sometimes
they don’t,”” was Dick’s answer “But
whether they do or not, you must just
keep on sdaying ‘Thank you.” ”

The next morning Jimmy rose, full of
excitement.

“This is ‘Thank-You Day,”” he re-
minded himself.

So, when Katie helped him to lace his
shoes that he might not be late for break-
fast, he said, “Thank you.” Katie kissed
him, being a motherly little girl, and he
said ‘“Thank you” then, and how Katie
laughed!

“You may sit here, Jimmy,” said his
uncle, who had not seen much of the little
boy. “Get his chair, Roy.”

“Thank you, uncle,” Jimmy answered,
and as Roy moved the chair to its place,
he added, “Thank you, Roy.”

He remembered the one word he was to
use whenever anyone gave him anything
to eat or drink. As his cousins talked a
great deal, no one noticed him particularly,
but at last so many ‘“‘thank you’s” made
his aunt say:

“I think he’s heen very well brought
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again.

up.

“Yes, he has,” said his uncle. “I think
I'll take him over to market in the wagon.
All the others have something to do.”

So Jimmy had a ride, just because he
,had said so many ‘‘thank you’s” while he
was having his breakfast.

When dinner time came he was tired and
sleepy; but the big table, with its lights
and colored leaves and pretty dishes and
good things to eat, woke him up. He sat
next his aunt, who had Dick on the other
side of her......

‘“Thank you.”

Dick was having a glorious time listen-
ing to Jimmy!
much more fun he .would have at night,
when he meant to tell Jimmy how he had
fooled him. But, as you will see, when
the time came it was not Dick who
laughed!

There were many guests at that Thanks-
giving dinner. One was a tall, dark man
whom no one except uncle and-aunt had
ever seen before. Roy said “Sir”’ every
time he spoke to him, and so did Katie.
Jimmy thought they seemed somewhat
afraid of him.

“He’sthe new schoolmaster,” whispered
Dick to Jimmy, behind his"tmother’s back.
‘“They say he’s so strict that even the big
boys are scared of him!”’

When the plates came round to the
youngest at the table, who were served
last, Dick was soon so busy with his dinner
that he forgot to pass anyone the salt, or
olives, or anything. i

“Come, come, Dick, pass the bread, my
boy,” said Dick’s father. “Don’t you sce
that Mr. Brown hasn’t any?”

Even merry Dick felt a little frightened
as the big dark man turned to look at him.
He passed the plate of bread to Katie very
quickly.

““No hurry,” said Mr. Brown; but he did
not smile, and everyone was quiet for a
minute.

“The other little boy is forgetting to pass

* things,” he said suddenly.

Everyone looked at Jimmy; and Jimmy,
wondering what he had forgotten to pass,
saw that there were three salt cellars right
in front of him. He rather suspected that
Dick had pushed them there when his
mother was not looking ; but he handed one
of them to Mr. Brown, and as he did so
said, ‘“Thank you, sir.”

Djck chuckled, but Mr. Brown said:

ST'm glad you can say thank you for a
reproof, my boy. It promises well.”

“More dressing, Jimmy boy?"’ asked his
uncle. |

“Thank you uncle,” answered Jimmy,
holding out his plate.

‘“How many, many times that child has
said ‘Thank you’ to-day!” exclaimed Roy.
“What makes you do it, sonny?”’

Jimmy was puzzled. How could he
reply to that question in the brief phrase
that was all he could speak? He was
silent.

“Never sulk, Jimmy, even if they do
tease you,” his aunt said in a low voice.
Jimmy looked up at her, smiling. He
could make his one answer to that.

“Thank you, aunt,” he replied.

“T like that,” said the new schoolmaster.
“He can take instruction. I like that very
much.” And he nodded at Jimmy.

“But I must know why he does,it to-
day,” persisted Roy. ‘“Why do you keep
saying ‘Thank you’ all the time, Jimmy?”’

Jimmy decided that he must say one
more word. “ ‘Thank-You’ Day,” he
answered.

“Ah!” said Mr. Brown.
Day! 1 like that. Good boy!
You' Day! Capital!”

At night, Dick said to Jimmy:

“I fooled you. You don’t have to say
‘Thank you’ all day.”

“Boys,” said the father of Dick sud-
denly, “you’re pretty young, but I'm
going to send you both to school to-mor-
row. The new schoolmaster thinks you
ought to begin right away.”

“Oh!” eried Dick. “I'm sorry; he’s so
strict. They all say so.”

“I like him,” said Jimmy, “and he said
he liked me, too. I'm not scared one bit.”

“Yes, he likes you hecause you said
‘Thank you’ so many times,” explained
Katie, coming to help both the little boys
to bed. “He didn’t know it was all Dick’s

“ “Thank-You’
‘Thank-

+joke.”

“No joke,” said Dick. “I’ll just have
to make to-morrow a ‘Thank-You’ Day
myself.” ~

“All our days ought to be “Thank-You’
Days,” said Dick’s mother, when she
kissed them good night. “And none of
them ‘Trick’” Days, my bhoy.”

Then Katie tucked them both into bed.

“ For years Mother Graves’ Worm Exterm-
inator has ranked as the most effective pre-
paration manufactured, and it always main-
tains its reputation.

He was thinking how
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