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HOUSEHOLD.

¥ UIT TAPIOCA.
any kind of fruit tillitisa
g naarmalsads, flavoring 1t with &
ulo icmon juice and grated riod;
pen coobed place it in a deep dish
d pour over it some tapioca boiled in
i til smsota, creainy and just fit
ypour; then place the dish in the oven
pi bake for half an bour. Berve hot
gcoid, with clocted or whipped cream,
i the whites of one or two eggs
bisked inco a stiff froth with powder
isugar nod & flavoring of vanilla.
TOMATOES CANNED WHOLE
To izsure the best results tomatoes
st o ¢ .oned during August. Wash,
dond cus them 1nto pieces. Cook
) & poresl:ia ketile for thirty min
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Faos, culy tharty minutea. Bo sure
¢eans are fliled to overflowiug be
e fuscniag the lids.

FLACKEBESRY CORDIAL.

Pus the blackberries in either a pre
rving kettie or a stcme jar, set it in
e the wash boiler, and let them sim-
0 their own juice until very soft.
il Lurough a towel wet with boil
2 wowr. Measure the juice. To
B0 quast of juice allow two table
puniu's of ground cloves, two of
%, twoof allspice and four of ground
Wamon., Boil the jiice, and after
Utive removed the ecum put in the
“iacd sur well. When cold add a
‘of waiskey to each quart of syrup.
Al imwediately and cork tighs. It
“ ue prandy, take a half pint to
"UF quart of eyrup.
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FATAL TO REPUBLICS.
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% Frenchman once said: *“Mon-
H.I'&re destroyed by poverty, and
= \}; by wml‘h'"

BY “WILL RETLAW." -

CHAPTER L

Q00D BYE SWEETHEART "
“Farewell! 'ti= a bitter, bitter word,

And it falis 1i- e the pall of night
Ou the heart as lizht as th - gladsome bird.
And calm as the lake no wind has tirred,
And warm as the sun's soft light.
The heart may moan when its lovel ones fade
Like the dying light of day,
But we lay the'n. down in the grassy giade,
And roses bloom in theé eypress shade,
And the shadows litt away!

But thedeepest woe that earth can tell

_Is wheu two tender hearts

That bave loved so long, and have loved =0 well

Ihat one puise ne'er roee if the other fell,
Each to i1s grief departs!

Departs alone with a walling ery
Bur a dying heart can tell:

Oh “tis ad to see our loved unes die,

But "tis ha d for with avert.d eyes,
To hear the word * Farewelll”

“ ND this is theend |” Ballie Ma
son uttered the words slowly,
as if they hurt her.

She leaned against the old gate,
her hands tightly clasped, a look
on her face that almost frightened her
companion. ‘‘This is the end of all
my dreams—such foolish dreams—the
end of my faith in you. Ohb, Jack, I
cannot believe it! Is all my love, ali
my devotion nothing, that you can
throw me aside for the firat strange
face you seet Tell me it i2 not trne.”

The mar gz d p&3t her, rot daring
%o lock in tha pale face turned eo pite
ously tuward bim, a3 if awaiiing a de
cimion of life or death, After a silence
that to her secmed unendurable he
said :

“Don’t take it so hard, Sal. I em
gorry, but we must part, You will
find some one who is far more worthy
of you than I. Forgive me, and let
us part as friends.”

He spoke hesitatingly, still avoiding
her accusing eyes. As she did not
speak, he added in a complaining way :

“*After all, it is not wholly my fault;
had you married years ago, as desired,
this trouble would have been averted;
but despite my entreaties you chose to
devote yourself to your father”—

“‘Swop, Jack! do not reproach me
for doing my duty,” Sullie broke in,
her tone and manuer entirely changed.
“When mother died I was obliged to
take her place in a measure.” If by eo
downg I have lost your love, I am con-
went to live without it. Good bye!
May you be a8 happy a8 you deserve !’

She walked swiftly away, her head
proudly erect. Jack looked after her
until she was lost to view, then, with a
frown, turned to leave the spat.

“I wonder if every fellow focls as
meato as I do when he flings off the old
love for the newi’ he thought. Xoor
Sal! Bbhe's a noble girl, and deserves a
beiter hueband than I. Wonder if she
will think g0 by and by ("

A papg shot through him at the
thought. Now that all was over, he
feit an odd sort of regret at the turn
uffairs bad taken. B8al could not have
loved him very deeply, else ehe would
aot have surrendered him g0 quietly.
He had a looging that be could not ac
count for to go back, clasp that littie
figure in his arms and tell her it was
a jogt, a dream, anything save the
truth. But it wasa too late now, snd
na was free; why should be feel 8o dis-
sati~fied and gloomy?

Was he not at liberty to offer himself
to the girl whose blue eyes and be
witching manners had tempted bim
frora his allegiance to his little, black-
eyed BslY¥ Aad at thoughts of fair
Helen. hia face lighted up again, and
he rejoiced in his freedom.

Bal walked on as one in sleep, scarcaly
conacious of where her feet led her,
till at last she reached her own room.
Sibe seated herself by the window and
locked towards the spot where she had
said good bye to her happineszs. The
apple trees were weighted down with
the pink-white blosaoms that would
soon turn to golden fruit; the trees cast
weird ehadows in the moonlight, and
from their depths a bird called tender
ly. questioningly, to ita mate; the al
most overpowering fragrance of lilac
wea wafted to bher, turning her
faint and sick; for had not Jack
brought her a bunch of those fl wers
every evening from the yard in froot
of the cottage they hed called ‘ours’{

She bad seemed benumbed, but the
iilacs and their mem™morice opeaed the
fliodgates of tears. Through the loog
weary hours she kept watch with her
dead love, and thon buried it ‘‘{or-
ever,” she said.

CBAPTER IL
‘IPWAS EVER THUS.”

**S8al,” said Farmer Mason, entering
the room where his daughter was busi-
ly engaged in domestic duties, ‘'do you
know that Jack Pretty has gone North
—sgtarted this afterncont”’

All the color left the girl's face.

**No,” she faltered; ‘‘is it not rather
a sudden thingi”

“*Well, you ought to know best about
that, seems to me, seein’s he's been
dangling round you for the past four
or five years. And now they eay he’s
offered himself to that city gal up at
Squire Johnson’s and she refused him,
and he bhas cleared out. How came
you to bungle your affairs in this way !

that's what you ought to have done.
I couldn’s have epared you very well,
but I'd never have stood in the way of
your happiness.”

Sal did not answer; che could not.
All her sacrifices—all her love—had
eaded in this—descrtion on one side,
reproaches on the other. Bhe held up
a trembling hand to stay further worda,
and then left the room, to bear her
grief aloune,

After that day it became an under-
stocd thing that Jack Pretty's name
was not to be mentioned in the Mason
household. B8al lived her life in aweet
patience—her father’s assistant, her
brothers’ counselior and friend. As the
days went on ghe changed somewhat,
her girlishness givicg piace to a noble
womanhood; but her face was still
young, notwithstanding its look of suf
fering,

Sne never married, for her heart was
true to the old love. But one by cne
her brothers left the farm and foun-
ded homes of their own, until she and
her father were left alone. -

One night, possessed by a apirit of
restlessnesa, she wealked dowu to whe
ga'e where she paried for the last time
from Jack. Why did he seem 80 near
ber?! Why did she fecl a new sensa-
tion of pity for bim§ Buey with sad
memories, she had not listened to the
conversation of a neighbor who was
gitting on the porch retailing the latest
gossip to her father; but all at once
ghe caught ber breath asshe heard the
worde—

“They eay Jack Pretty, who has been
80 long away, has come back. He got
burt in a railroad accident recently,
and can’t get well, they say. After all
bis wanderings, he comes back as poor
as & church mouse. It comee hara on
Mis' Pretty, poor old soul, to have w0
nurse him along, when she is down
most of the time with rheumatiz’ her-
self.”

Jean heard no more. Jick was at
home—not the strong, manly Jack who
left her a year or more ago, but a poor,
maimed, dying man.

‘*Jack has come back! Jack has
come back!” she kept sayiug over and
over again. Her whole being seemed
transformed, and, not stopping to don
ber wraps, she started down the lane
towards the cottage of Mrs. Pretiy’s.

Taey neoded her there, this poor
widow and her unfortunate son, and
she whose firet thoughbt had ever been
the duty she owed to others would not
evade it pow. What mattered the
wrong she endured in the past? All
was forgotten, save that a suffering fel
low creature needed bher service.

In a few minutes she had reached
the house. She opened the door and
entered the kitchen, where Mrs. Pretty
bent wearily over a hot fire.

“I bave come to help you to take
care of Jack,” she said.

The sad mother understood, and
without a word led her to the room
where Jack lay tossicg indelirium,

“Sall Sall” bhe called, ‘*wili you not
forgive me? It was ell a mistake—I
knew not what I did! Oome back, Sal!
Oh, Sal! Sal!”

The two women looked into each
other’s eyes.

“‘He has been like thia ever since he
came home,” the elder gaid.

Then Bal flaw to the bedside and
flang her armas about the sick man.

‘I am here, Jack,” she whispered.

His ravicgs ceased at once; the light
of reason returned to his eyes. He
lifted a feeble hand and caressingly
stroked her cheek.

“Bal!” he cried in glad tones, then
added, “Kiss me, dear.” And she
kissed him while the tears fell on the
poor scared faca, which was as dear to
her now as ever.

There was no question of forgivenes=
—no reference to that night which
must ever remain in their memory, no
doubt, of the love that should at last
be eatisfled. He had sinned and she
had fergiven him —that was all.

The great happiness that came to
Jack waa his potent medicine, bring
ing back health and strength, and aided
by the loviug care of S .l he became al
most his oid eelf.

CHaprrer I1II.
“ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL ™

Dyown by the gate once more Sal
stood, and Jack was by her side. The
wicd sifted the apple blossoms over
them like a benediction, and the lilacs
filled theair with fragrance. They had
been silent, both thinking of that other
night 8o long ago; then Sal reached up
her hand till it stéle around Jack's
neck, and looking into his eyes—eyes
that now returned the love they saw in
hers—said wistfully: ;

‘“You never really meant it. did you,
Jacki” p

He made no reply but drawing her
cloger to him, helda her, his wife, aa if
he never more would let her go from
the shelter of his arms,

Was she foolisht Well, perhaps.
Whoshall judge! There i3 no resson
in a woman’s love; she follows her
heart, and well it is for man that she

deserving are the most blest as a rule.
For 80 runs the world.
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DON'T USE BIG WORDS.

In promulgating your esoteric cogita
tiong, and in articulating your superfi
cial sentimentalities, amicable, philo
gophical or sychological observations, be
ware of plavitudinous ponderogity. Let
your conversational communications
possesa a clarified conciseness, a com
pacted comprehensibleness, a coales

cogency. Hschew all conglomerations
of flatulent garrulity, jojuned bobble-
ment, and aeinine affzctations, Let
your extemporaneous descanting and
unpremeditated expatiations have in-
telligibility and veracious vivacity
without rhodomontade or thrasonical
bombast. Beduously avoid all poly-
syllabic profundity, pompous prolixity,
psittaceous vacuity, ventriloquial ver
bogity, and grandiloquent vapidity.
Shun double ententes, prurient jocosi-
ty, and pestiferoua profanity, obecu:
rant and apparent. In other words
talk plainly, bricfly, naturally sensi-
biy, purely and truthfully. Keep
frcm slang ; don’t put onairs; say what
you mean; mean what you say, and
don’t use big words, —Ex.
— e e e P

WHAT CURED BEIM.

The Texan's Last Lyachiog And Its
Cousequences.

“No,” said the Texan, *‘I hain’t had
a hand in a hangin’ for a long time, an’
ef the Lord fergives me fer what I
have had to do with them I won’t doit
again.”

*You must be contemplating a re-
moval to the «ff te intellectuality of
Boeton,” remarked a Star reporter.

“No; you see it was this a way,”
said the Texan, seriously: “Long
about five years ago, and it-was hot-
ter'n Phil Bheridan in Texas that year,
me and four or five of the boys come
acroes a peaked lookin’ feller one day
with a hose that we knowed didn't be-
long to him. We ast him where he got
it. He said he wasa a stranger and had
nothin’ but a wagon about seven mile
back and off the road, and a sick little
gal in it likely to die, and he was out
seein’ ef he couldn’s find a doctorer a
woman er somebody to do somethin’,
fer the little gal was all he had on
earth, and he couldn’s etand to have
her die like that. He told us he had
picked up the hoes we found him ridin’
because he waa not able to walk fast
enough.

“Well, we had heerd that kind of a
gtory many a time, and the first one
that had been epread out before us
saved the man’s life, and lost us a hoas
and a subecription fer the suffvrers
that we took up, and we bad been
learned a lesson. Bo whea this chap
give us & racket like that we give him
seven minutes for praeyer and swubng
bim up.

Abcut a month after that me and
one of the boys happened to be ridin’
along the road where that feller told
us about his little gal, and we seen
something that I reckon I won’t forgit
of I live ter be a thcusand years old.
There was only a ramshackle cld
wagon with a skeleton of a horse in the
shafts, and layin’ on some old rags in
the wagon was the little bones of a
chiid, all picked clean and white by
the buzzards, just like the hoss waa.

I kinder choked up when I seen
that, and my pardner done the same,
and while I was standin’ there thinkin’
he reached down under the side of the
wagon bed and picked up a slip of pa-
per pinned to the wood. It was wrote
on with a lead pencil, and was mighty
| uear faded out, but what was left was
this"—takiog from hig pocket very
carefully a silver box, from which he
ook a smaill and crumpled sheet of
paper bearing upon the line, in-a child’s
hand:

“Dere pa i cant wate no longer for
you to cum Because I—.”

“That was all ther was to if, he
concluded: ‘and then me and my pard
pner looked at each other and never
said & word. There was a big funeral
tor the little gal, and her pa snd the
pore old hoes that died in the barness,
but it'll take a good deal more'n any
funeral to set me straight with myself
and put my feelin’ like they wea be
fore I found thom bones and this little
gcrap of writin’. And I don’t feel the
game about swingin’ a man up fer
stealin’ a hoss neither,”—Washington

Star.
_——— > ———

HONEST BUT SHREWD YANKEE

How He Saves Money Breeding Poultry
On The Mexican Border.

There is a funny case of interna-
tional bonesty down in Arizopa, just
on the line between the territory and
Mexico. A Yankee farmer lives there,
one Amasa Barrow by name, and it is
his business to raise chickens Chicken
feed is cheap in Mexico and chickens
bring fine prices in Arizona, but to
raise fowls in Mexico and bring *them

acroes the boundary or to buy the feed
and bring it across would involve the

cent coneistency, and a concatenating |
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payment of a considerable duty, which
would eat the profits up.

Amasa i8 honest, but he ic also full
of ingenuity, and after deep cogitation
he built a long, slim hen coop, one kalf
of itin Arizona and the other in Mexico.
Oa the line there is a gate. Over the
line there are barns containing feed.
At feeding time the gate is opened and
the chicken fancier ghoos his flack into
Mexico, where they eat their meal
Then he shoos them back to the pro-
tection of the American flag, where
they digest this American grain, lay
their eggs and carry on their family
affairs. Mr. Barrow saves about 50
per cent. on grain and makes that
much on his chickens, and if there is
any smuggling dope it is done by the
innocent and irresponsible biddies.—
Washirgton Times.
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A CQOOL SCOT.

The Youth’s Companion says: Mr
McGregor, a Beot who resides in San
Francisco, is said by an exchange to be
one of the mostargumentative of men,
and one of the calmeet. Early one
morning, 8s he wasareturning home, he
was addressed by a man who empha-
sized his worde with a pistol:

““Throw up your bands!l”

“Why "asked Mr. McGregor,calmly.

“Throw them up!”

“‘But what fort”

“Put up your hands!” ineisted the
footpad, shaking his pistol. **"Will
yvou do what I tell yout”

“That depends,” said Mr. McGregor.
“If ye can ehow me any reason why I
ghould put up ma hands, I'll no say
but what I wull; but yer mere requaist
wad be no justification for me to do so
absurd a thing. Noo, why sheuld you,
& complete stranger, ask me at this oor
o' the mornin’ on a public sireet ta pit
up ma hand’s?”

“It you don’t quit gessin’ and ocbey
orders, I'ill blow the tcp of your head
off " eried the robber.

“What? Faith, man, you must be
oot o' yer head. Come, nco, poor
buddy,” said McGregor, soothingly,
coolly catching the piatol and wrestiog
it with a quick twist out of the man’s
hand. ‘‘Come, noo, an’ I'll show ye
where they'll take care o’ ye. Hech!
Dinna ye try to fecht, or ecod, I'li
shoot ye! By the way, ye might as
well put up yer ain bands, an’just
walk ahead 0’ me. That's it. Trudge
awa', n0o.”

And so Mr. McGregor marched his
man to the city prison and handed
him over to Captain Dougiasa.

*It wudna be a bad idea to put him
in a strait jacket,” he said seremely to
the cflicer. ‘‘There's little doot but the
buddy’s daft.”

And he resumed his homeward walk.

AT OUR BOARDING HOUSE.

————

“‘Here is a new coanundrom,” said
the cheerful boarder; ‘I made it my
gelf. What is the diference between
me and & Koadike miner! Can you
guess, Mrs. Hasbleigh?”

“No, I never liked conundrums,”
spapped the landlady.

“All give it up?”’

There was no reaponse.

“‘Because,” said the cheerful boarder,
“'one stakes the claim and the other
claims the steak!’

And he helped himself to the last bit

of sirloin on the platter.
—_——ly - —— —

A little boy, hearing someone remark
that nothing was quicker thun thought
gaid:

“]I know something that is guigker
than thought.” _

“What is it, Johnny{” asked his pa.

“Whistling,” eaid Johnny. “When
I waa in echool yesterday I whistled
before I thought, and got licked forit,

“ad

t00.

ALLEGED FUN.

A Connecticut contemporary given
to the study of entomology has dis-
covered that a new insect isnow in the
air that stings people on the tongue
«hen it finds the opportunity, and so
produces & slow disease for which no
remedy has yet been found. This is a
hint to keep our mouths shut.

A Methodist itinerant preacher once
breakfasted at a place where they
served johnny-cakes. Observing s
featbher protruding from his cake, he
remarked :

‘‘Sister, your j 'hnny-cake seems to
be feathering out.”

‘“Yes,” responded the lady, unabash-
ed, “I told John no longer ago than
yesterday that he must either get a
cover for the meal barrel or move the
ben roost.”—American Stock Keeper,

Grocer—*‘Didn’t that lady ask for
fresh laid eggsf” Clerk—'‘Saedid, sir,”
Grocer—**“And you gsaid we hadn’t
any$”’ Clerk—*I did, sir.”” Grocer—
“Didn’t you see me lay those eggs my-
gelf right down there not ten minutes
ago, you mendacious scoundrelt You
are discharged, and see that you don’t
refer to me for a character, either.”—
Judge.

“No,” said the country store keeper
when the city boarder asked him if he
bad Browning; I have blusing and
blacking, but uo browning. Jim Smith
over on ¢’ other corner does whitening,
and his wife does pinking, but I
d’know where you wiil go for brown-
ing.”

The man (at a restaurant)—*“What
sort of a chicken do you call this,
waitery” The waiter—*“'That, eir, I be-
lieve, is a Plymouth Rock.” The man—
“*Ah! I’'m glad it has some historic in-
terest; I thought it was just an ordi-
nary cobble stone."—Pick Me Up.

There are 250,000 words in the Eong-
lieh language, and most of them were
ueed on Bunday by a woman who dis-
covered, after coming out of church,
that ber new hat was adorned with a
tag on which was writien, “Reduced
to §L.65

It costs a great deal of to run
a paper like T he ressive Farmer,
If you owe anything, send the
to-day. Don’t wait until to-morrow.
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Frey's Yermifuge
—has cured children for 50 years. SBend
for illus. book about the ills and the
remedy. Ou= bottle maiied for 25 oenta.

E. & 8. FREY, Baitimore, Md.
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Belong to an older age than ours,. But we
gtill have things that remind us of the
misty past.
Urnder date of March 19, 1807, Mr. H. B,

Lipscomb. of Pacolet, 8.0., writea: "*Pleass
find check for 3 doz.

RHEUMACIDE,

It is working miracles in this country.™

Mr. Lipecomb is but one of many who
saffered with rheumatism. He wascuored,
and being a merchant, has been seen sells
ing and recommending

RHEUMACIDE

to all his friends ever sincé.
It is purely vegetable, a magnificen$
blood purifler. -
Sold by all Druggists. Price $1.00 pes
bottle.
~—MANUFACTURED BY—

22 S0BBITY DRV (0., Raligh, X, C.




