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yeast to put into the mass, to make it rise that
was what you went for."

We did not have the 'light-bread-" for

THE HOME CIRCLE

Things and the Man. j

Love in Spectacles. ,
" -

He "I suppose now I shall have to ask your

father for his consent."
She "No, Harry. After the first time you

called, pa said I might have you if I 'wanted you..

Pa and I have understood it for a long time."
Boston Transcript. '

uAnd Joseph dreamed a dream, and he told it
The doctor hides nauseous remedies underto his brethren; and they hated him yet the

more." Gen. 32 :5. high-soundin- g technical names. For instance:
You buy a lot of May apples' (they never ripen
before the middle of June), about the 15th of
that month, and indulge freely. At dinner you
have a dish of early Irish potatoes truck prod
uct green, of course ; for potatoes get ripe like
other vegetables. Well, that night you send for
your doctor, thinking that you can't live till
morning. He comes, ywrites a prescription, per

Oh, ye who hold the written clew
To all save all unwritten- - things,

And half a league behind pursue
The accomplished fact with flouts and flings,
Look, to your knee your baby brings .

The oldest tale since earth began,
The answer to your worryings

Once on a time there was a man.

Thrones, powers, dominions block the view .

With episodes and underlings;
The meek historian deems them true,

Nor heeds the song that Clio sings,
The simple central truth that stings

The mob to bee, the priest to ban:
I

haps like this:
R.

01 Ricini oz. i j
Ol. Terebinth, guttae xxx.
Tinct. Opii guttae lx.
Misce. .

Signa. Capiendum instanter.
You have it filled at the drug store. When it

qomes, you examine the label to find out what it
is that the doctor is giving you. But the lan-
guage is an unknown one to you you give it up
and swallow the dose. Had you known that you
were taking a mixture 'of castor oil, spirits of
turpentine and laudanum, you might have re-

fused to take it. ARACHEL.
Lenoir Co., N. C.

Things never yet created things.
Once on a time there was a man.

A bolt is fallen from the blue,
A wakened realm full circle swings

Where Dothan's dreamer dreams anew
Of vast and forborne havestings;
And unto him an empire clings

That grips the purpose of his plan.
My lords, what think ye of these things?

Once in our time is there a man ?

--From Rudyard Kipling's new poem in praise of
Joseph Chamberlain, published Aug. 1, 1904.

- Three Fanners' Boys: v

Alton B. Parker, Henry G. Davis, Charles W.
Fairbanks, the three men whom the recent Na-

tional Conventions have thrust into national
prominence, were all farmer lads. They are fine

men, brawny and vigorous with the good J)lood
of early life in the country one of them active
still at eighty-on- e. They are wholesome men, of
the kind Americans love, clear-eye- d, self-relia- nt

domestic," successful, unafraid. All that they
got- - of education came to them through their
individual exertions. They -- married young, and
married for love at least two of them displayed
their confidence in their future by comparatively
early marriages. We have not yet come across
this particular item concerning Mr. Davis, but
the chances are he did as the others. These men
obtained their high place in public esteem on
the basis of merit. Nashville Christian Advo-

cate.

Railroad President and Engineer.

The Rockingham Anglo-Saxo- n gives a North
Carolina incident that furnishes a good example
for young men. We quote :

"Speaking of working men, these Page boys
are that sort of people. A year or two ago an
engineer refused to do the shifting at Pinehurst,
while he was resting, and got off his engine and
quit his job. It made no difference. Henry A.
Page, president of the road, jumped on that en-

gine and did the shifting. In the afternoon he
wired to Biscoe for another engineer to make
the evening run. The recalcitrant engineer
spent several days begging to get his job back,
and he did not again refuse to do any work re-quir- ed

of him. The moral is, most of us fearwe
will do too much for the money we get and the
result is that this littleness of spirit' keeps us from
getting as much as we need."

RECIPES MEDICAL AND CULHTARY.

- The Japanese Women and the War.
A

So great is the enthusiasm of the Japanese

Utterly Impossible.

Uncle Daniel Harmon's pastor was a vigorous
temperance advocate. For years and years he
had preached to the old man about the virtues
of total abstinence, but had never succeeded in
convincing his parishioner that it was wisest and
best for him to part company with; the "cussid
stuff." At last one day, after long persuasion,
the minister managed to extract from the old
man a promise that he would not drink another
drop. The Saturday night following the day on
which this promise was obtained the parson met
Uncle Dan on the street with a basket of gro-

ceries in one hand and a tell-tal- e "little brown
jug" in the other.

"What you got in dat jug, Uncle Dan ?" asked
the parson.

"It's liquor I" exclaimed the old man; "it's
liquor. It sho' is liquor, an' I ain't' gwinetah lie
boutit."

"Whose liquor is it?" inquired the minister.
"It b'longs to me an' Deacon Walkah me an'

Deacon Walkah, sah," said Uncle Dan, looking
the questioner straight in the eye.

"Bruddah Harmon, you ain't forgot you'
promus so soon, is you?" asked Rev. Mickins.
Uncle Dan made no reply.

"Set dat jug down set it right down," com-
manded the parson, "an' po' dat whiskey right out
on de groun'!"

The old man put the basket and the jug down.
Then, straightening up, he said:

N

"Bruddah. Pastah, you knows I tries to 'bey
you in eVyfing I sho' do ; but I don't think
you'd want me .to follah yo' ordars in dis mat-ta- h

ef I tol' you it would cause me to treat Dea-
con Walkah wrong."

"I don't see," protested the preacher, "how
yon'd be treatin' Deacon Walkah wrong by po'in'
out dat liquor."

"Ain't I done to? you," explained Uncle Dan,

A War Time Reminiscence and a Common Occurrence
of To-d-ay Described.

Editors Progressive Farmer:

It was during the "War between the States."
The Major suggested one mornipg that it would
add to the pleasure of eating breakfast if we
had the means of making some 'light-bread.- "

(City folks call it "loaf --bread.") I made no ob-

jection, but said:
"Very well, then let us have some to-morro-

"Now, don't you know," was the reply, "that
we must have some yeast before such bread can
be made?"

"Well, use yeast," I said.
I received such a look of scorn, mixed with

piety, that I apologized humbly and said: "I
take that back don't use yeast.'' '

"Idiot, don't you know that we have no
yeast, but must get some," was the way my apol-

ogy was received, "or we must ask some neigh-
bor for the recipe so that I can make some?"

"All right," I said, "111 scour the country to-

morrow and interview all my housekeeping ac-

quaintances." We lived in the country, remem-
ber.

The first housekeeping lady acquaintance that
I asked for a recipe (I called it "receipt," for fear
of being called "stuck up") gave some specific
directions about meal, warm water, etc.,
ing up with "and then nut in a small lump of
yeast." I interrupted her with: "But that is
what I wanted to make the yeast. IJ; I had
some on 'hand I would not be asking for it."

"Well, but you have got to have some, before
you can make it," she replied.. This was what
the boys would call a "sockdolager" to -- me. I
could not get the idea into my brain. So, I bade
her good morning and rode off, to find some one

in the war, says The Delineator for August, that
the women of every class, from the Empress to
the lowliest, are giving not only half of their
wealth and incomes but of their personal efforts
to make easier the lot of the soldiers in the field.
Everyone is fired with the ambition to have ; a
part m the success of Japanese arms, and, as a
result, mapy associations have sprung into exist-
ence with the purpose of providing for the sol-

diers and their families. One of the greatest of
these is the Ladies' Nursing Association, a self- -

supporting auxiliary of the Red Cross Society.
It numbers among its members the best aristo
cracy of the Empire, and these women are to be
found daily at work in the bandage room or hos
pitals. The Ladies' Patriotic League has for its
aim especially the care of the soldiers and their
families. It has a membership of 60,000, and in
cludes women from all ranks. The Ladies' Edu
cational Society, also a mammoth organization,who did know how to make the thing. dat me an' Deacon Walkah went 'in cahoots' has extended its aims to cover the needs of theThe next lady gave me a still longer list of ar m buyin' dis liquor dat ha'f uv it b'lonss to him war, and does incalculable good. In all the girls'
schools the pupils are helping in some way, knit
ting socks for the sailors or making caps or oth-
er articles for the soldiers. The humblest rp
doing something.' It is said that the servant

ticles to use, winding up with "then add a lit-
tle yeast."

"Thunder and lightning! excuse me madam
but how on earth can. I add what I came to find

out how to make?"
And so on, every one of the good women said:

"Then add a little yeast." I reached home by
dinner time and reported to my commanding of-
ficer the result of mj quest. With a smile, the
Major said: "Of course you must have a little

girls are dispensing with the services of the hair

an' de uddah ha'f blongs to me ?"
"Dat's so," said Rev. Mickens, "dat's so, Un-

cle Dan; well, den, you po' out yo' ha'f I reckin
you kin do that!"

"Dat's onpossible," said Uncle Dan, "dat's on-possib- le;

I can't po' out my ha'f 'dout po'in' out
Deacon Walkah's ha'f."

"How's dat?" asked the preacher. "How's
dat?"

"Cause," said the old man, "Deacon Walkah's
ha'f's on top, an' mine's at de bottom!" Silas
Xavier Floyd, in May Lippincott's.

dresser, a great deprivation to them, and othpr
of the poor are doing without fish with their rice
every other day. - Millions of these Art
miserably poo, but they find a way to give or
ao sometning tor the common cause. -


