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GROWN OLD TOGETHER.

»

w1en love's young dream fruition found,
Wiih form rud soul divine, .

wo thovght there was tnat eitber cou’d

" Be marred or changed by time.
ke tiood of light in dungeon dark
e ame into my life,

\;.s‘f vyer since a ha sen here

“<le's maue of earthly st:ife.

1 1 ears have passed, and time has done

" 11s st 10 ssar and blight )

[l benuty of that form and d'm
That sou! su pare and bright,

flor sonl still leawks from cut her eyes
With every look she gives,

yril witdl throuch them its love outpour
W\ hile here she preathes aud lives,

rereninial streams of love are there
To il and, foul or fatr,

o e peints are ever full and fresh
And ever cebonalr.

[Loatsty othiers see the change that time
ilu= wrought since BRVOC Ccame
‘o blast the b-an v once 0 falr,
o me she™s Just the same.

Al nz the pa'h of life, with hand
1o band tocethior pressed,

We've pnssed and  closer grown through age,
We deem onr port ion biessed

What thoueh  er ha'r is wlite as scow,
Her heart is pure as gold

With fee ings just as warm and true
A= in those dajys of oid.

\s warm and true as when that hair
Wasvo'den with its sheen;

As whe=n tho=¢ cheeks were pink a* d plump,
And be ot was fresh and green;

As fervent now as when I thrilled
With joy al greeting sweel,

<o 1oud and true in tho-e young days,
Whicneer we chanced Lo meet.

Deep wrinkles in her face are worn
To only show mure plalni

How time has stamiped the kindness thera
Her son wili e er retain.

Oid age hatu come and left no dregs
Within my enap ot b.1Ss;

She's sweet and beautitul to me
As winen | stoie a Kias.

Our love has grown more fomd as time
Seored down the fl ««ting years,;

A love without sn alternmnath
Uf pain, or dinut or fears,

The ove that once so boundle s was
Iiemaltls UnmMed-urss. soitl,

Ant neveryet hns cessed to fiow
Likhe ever ruuning riil

<jifice yourh togethsr we have ived,
and now bowed down with age,

W brook ola time serenely wlile
He rurts another pace,

The varss we've had 4 ¢ past and gone,
W e mind them not a reather

Sineetl-eting thme has leit us he e,
Wit sove grown old together,

] B. GWYSNN.

HOUSEHOLD.

PUDDING FOR INVALIDS

Firet inix a dessertspoontul of corn
1ur with a little cold milk, and pour
1ato it & pint of boiling milk, stirring
t) prevent lumaps. Return all to the
saucepan and boil two minutes, care
fully stirring. Add a beaten ezg, su-
gar and fl svoring to taste, Pour into
a greased pie dish and bake for a
juarter of an hour., BServe either hot
or ¢ald.

M¥TAR PUFFS.

Roil out any trimmings of pasiry,
left over from a pie or tart, as thin as
poss:ble. Mince very fine three table
spoonfuls of cold meat, season with
pepper and salt, add a little bit of but
ter, & few drops of ketchup and a pinch
of sweet herbs. Cut the paste in

-~ pocinds, wet tha edges of half, put the
1eat on it, fold ‘yae other over, press
and pinch the edges together. Fiour
the puffs and fry a nice brown in boil-
g fat.

OYSTERS IN A LOAF.

A much relished way to serve oys
ters 18 cut the top off a freshly cut
9af of bread, remove the sponge, aud
till the cavity with creamed oysters;
put 1t in layers, with intervening lay-
erz of bread crumns. When fuall, re
place the top of the !loaf, Cover the
lstter with the beaten yolk of an egg,
and cet in the oven w glaza. This
mikes a pretty di=h if served cna
wreath of parsiey, placed on the dish
with their stems turned in, g0 that the
l>af wiil coneceal all but the leaves.

BOILED MUTTON PIE

For this take one pound and a half
Jf ecrag of mutton or the piece from
under the shoulder. Make a good,
light suet crust, and with it line a
greased pudaing basin. Cut the meat
into nest picces, rejecting all fat and
¢kin, add to thia two raw, sliced pota
toes; dredge all with flsur, season with
pepper, salt and a miveced cnion. Fill
the dish with meat and potato and
pour over it a tumblerful of cold water.
C.over with a piece cf crust, tie over
with a pudding cloth wrung coufin
s.iling water and boil for thres hours.

larve in vhe basin
ey v —

ALLEGED FUN.

—

Dobson: “It ssems to me that gar
nent ig too large for the buby.” Mra.
D :*But you must remember that it
will enrink frem washing.” D.: “8o
ioes ilie baby.”—Modes and Fabrics.

“Hubly, what in the deuce did you
nean by leiting that note I indorsed
‘or you go to protesti” *““Why, men,
‘here was no other way unless I paid
the thing.”— Detroit Free Press.

“Uacle Simon, what is old fashioned
politensrsa?” *‘It is & way people used
to hsve of asking a man about his
health and then listening until he got
through replying.”—Chicago Record.

/| Mothor: “Why did you accept Char-
5Ly among all the young men who
bave paid you attention$” Daughter:
- Because he was the only one that had
5e zood taste to propose.”—Detroit
Free Press

Yabeley : “The truest test of a man’s
friendstup is his willingoess to lend
You money.” Mudge: * Oh, 'most any
bedy will lend money. The real test
fs when you strike him for a second
‘0an. "~ lodianapolis Journal.

Written for The Progressive Farmer.]

Ten Years Aiter.

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

BY IDA INGOLD-MASTEN.

O.e Christmas eve saveral years ago
a gay crowd of young girls and boys
h1d gatbered at the pretty home of
R 'se Shandon to make merry the dear
old Christmas times. The rooms were
beautifully decorated with ivy and
holly, glistenirg with red berries. And
from the chandiier hungseveralsprays
of mistlatoe,

The grates sent forth a eparkling,
ruddy glow, and everything seemed in
tuae for the time cof year.

Outgide, the earth was wrapped in a
soft mantle of enow, and the pure
white fl :kkes still drifted gently down
from a leaden colored eky.

Rose Shandon was just eleven years
old, and a very beautiful little fairy-
like creature with bright golden hair
and big soft, brown eyes. Her guests
this evening were all charmed with her
childish loveliness. Especially so was
one £quarely built handsome youth of
filteen.

This was Herve Roland, who had
come to this pariy with his cuuein,
R>me Semple, whom he was visiting
at thue time, -

Hence he was a stranger to all this
Joyous group of merry-makers except
ing his cocusin, Rome. But, however,
Lie soon became acqriainted with their
charmiag litile hosiesa und the rest of
the party.

Herve was of a vivacious character
and it was decidedly characteristic of
him to want to tease girls and boys,
espocially giris, youager than himself.

No sooner had he become acquainted
than he began to ex-rcise this trait
emong them in a very modest way,
which was exceedingly takiog for the
most part.

But to Rose Shandon it seemed noth
ing short of imposing To her it seemed
that he was tco large and knew too
much to ass>ciate with the rest of the
party, as it cousisted of children whose
ages ranged from five to twelve years
old.

In his innocent fun making it seemed
to Rose that he was taking advantage
and acting in & very rude manner. And
ouce when she had fallen victim to his
caprices she had of necessity to re-
train hersaif to kecp from speaking
very unbecomingly to him. Ia short,
ghe thought he was a mcst contempt
ible being, and she did nct like him a
bit.

The other children tcok hia teasing
all in good part and seemed to coneid-
er his presence a real treat. And the
evening was being passed in high
jollity.

Thois merry makicg had reached its
height. Childish wvoices rang out in
ceaseles: chatter. Poals ¢f mtermit
tent laughiter and wild rompings made
the house riug. The chandlier burned
brightly and Rose stood ey 1arely under
the swinging mistletce. Herve Roland
perceived this and gtepping up from
behind kissed Rose first cn the cheek
and then on the mouth almosiy before
*he knew it. Her anger was aroused,
and kindled by the dislike ghe already
bore for him, she turned and dealt him
a stinging blow in the face with her
clinched fist. Herve staggered back
ward, raised his hand to his fuce and
groaned. R2ee ran from the room
crying and saying she hated that Ro
iand boy.

The remainder of the evening was
not spent s joyously. Ia fact the in
cident acted as a kiad of barrier to the
pleasure of the evening. Herve Ro
land’s vivaciouaness seemed to be nip
ped in the bud. bceides he was likely
to have a blue spot cn the side of his
nose. And Rose’s sprightliness all
dicd out. She regrettea that she
should have treated a guest so very un
becomingly, but she could not sum
mon up couragzo toask his pardon.

Soon the hour for departure cama
and Rose'slittle friends scatterad away.

She went to bed that night feeling
very much ashamcd of her conduct,
yet feeling a bitter contempt for Herve
Roland., She felt that he deserved the
wreatment she had given him, but ghe
was sorry she had lost her temper in
the presence of her many little friends
and marred the beauty of the evening
in such a way.

Christmas morning dawned clear and
cold. Among the gifts sirewn upon
the little table in R )se's room, was a
neatly tied-up box with “H. R.”
murked on the upper left hand coruer.
When Rose espied this the blood

fl s wed to her face and she heeitated a°

long time before she decided to open it.
When she did 9open it, however, she
found inside a single red rose with a
card attached to the stem bearing these

words, “My wild Rose,” ‘“Merry
Christmas!”
* * * * * *

Ten years passed by. It was Christ
mas eve again. The outside world was
wrapped in snow, and every limb and

twig wore its garb of pure white. The;

sky was dark and clouded. Every-
thing outside looked dreary enough in
the darkening twilight. But there stood
a big castle like house in the midst ¢f
this snow-covered world that gave evi-
dence of life and cheerfulness. Light
poured from the long windows and
stained glass doors out onto the snow
in long red streaks. Shadows were
constantly flitting by these windows,
and people were coming by twos and
threes end entering this house. Tacre
was great gaiety here. It was Christ-
mas eve. Tne Semples were giving a
grand ball to night. Inside this house
there were rosy cheeks, bright eyes,
soft voices, feather fans and lovely
gowns in great abundance. Bat, a
man, tall ard very handsome, with
straight black eyebrows and black
hair brushed back from hig forehead,
8tood quie.ly and watched the new
comers with a somcwhat anxious ex
pression in his dark eyes. Afier look-
Ing good at each new arrival, a kind of
disappointment would spread over his
fine face and he was seen to change
from one foot to the other in an un-
comfortable sort of manner,

Rome Semple came up to hisside
and putting hia hand on his shoulder
said: “"Herve, my old man, why do you
look o serious? O, I see—well, let me
assure you, Miss Shandoen is just sure
to be here—yee, some one is arriving
now.”

The man with the black hair gave a
glance toward the door and his eyes
burned with an intense light. His un-
casy manuer disappcared and his
vlood fl ywed fast.

The thing that causzed this change
was a young girl dressed simply, with
white tow like hair and great lustrous
brown eyes. As she entered the room
was surrounided by acrowd of friends
and she was almost hidden from the
gaze of this man. But he could see
glimpses of her fair hair, and once
ihrough an opening sha rested her eyes
full on his face, but instantly turned
away and moved out of his sight.

A little later she was whirled intoa
dance. Herve Roland watched the
white floating form in its every move-
ment,

When the dance was endcd Rome
Semple meant to see that Herve met
Miss Shandon. But she excused her-
self by mcrely keeping out of the way,
until the next dance began when she
came into it in the arme of another
man whom Herve did not know. When
this was ended he again scught her
presence and came upen her in time to
see her carried off by her partner to
get refreshments,

She never looked in bis direction,
and cever happened to paes his way.

The next gentleman on her card was
R yme Semple. She saw him coming
toward her with Herve R 'land and in
stinctively turnced her head from them.
When they came up, R me said,
*‘Miss Shandon, alilow me to present
Herve Roland ”

S8he bowed to him without raising
her eyes, and a pinkish tinge over
spread ber face. As they stood talking
she lcoked every way but at Herve Ro
land. Never once did she raise her
eyes to his faca. Then the lovely
straing of a schottische began and
Rome led her into the dance.

A half bhour later Rome and Rose
Shandon were In a small drawing
room, when Herve joined them. Al
most as soon a8 Herve came in, R me
excused himself and left them together
and alone. They were stsnding 1n the
bay window. 7The chandalier burned
dimiy and there were branches of mis
tletoe hangiog from it,

“‘Miss Shandon —Miss Rose, I believe
[ remember meeting you once long
ago—" B8he colored and became em-
barrassed, but he appeared to not
notice this and kept on. ‘It was
Christmas eve, too.” He came closer
to her, ‘It was just ten years ago to
night.” EBhe drew back a little. He
Eept on. ‘*—you were quite small then.
I waa a lad of fifteen ” And, apparent:
ly, unconsciously, moved toward her
again.

She had got better possession of her-
gelf by this time aud raising her head
and moving back a step or two, eaid;
*“Yes, [ romember this evening ten years
ago very distinetly, and I owe you an
apology for my cruel treatment of you
at that special time. But as you know
I was a mere child then and I have not
seen you eince, 80 I hope you can par-
don what was done in a moment of—"
At this she flushed painfuily and looked
down at the carpet and began to move
her white slippered foct 1n a fidgeting
manner. He moved nearer and looked
down at her with all the love of his
passionate being besming in his eyes.

‘Y ,u beg my pardon? There is noth-
ing to pardon you for. The memory
of the blow you gave me with your lit
tle white fist has been ever sweet to
me.” !

He was moving still nearer, when
she took a step backward, and a glitter
came in his eyes, for she was uncon-
gciously standing under the chandalier.

“Ten years ago I found the one Rose
that will ever blocm for me and in my

boyish enthusiasm I pounced down,

upon it tco hurriedly, and it stung me
with its thorns.” He came near to her
but she stood her ground. Resistance
had gone out of her power.

“My pretty Roise!—My sweet, wild
Rose! —How I love you!—You remem-
ber what my offense was when I re-
ceived the imprint of your little fist in
my face ten years ago this evening? If
I commit that same offense—if I do the
same thing to night, but do it better—
will you wound me again?”

There followed a silence, At length
Rose lifted her pink face end a smile
flitted acrosa her mouth while she
frankly replied, “No.”

——p P+
TCM WATSON'S FIDDLE,

Hon Tom Watsen is a busy man. All
days are his busy days. H- not only
runs a iarge farm, but he edits a nows
paper, keeps up an immense corres-
poudence aad devotes much timeto
writing a hisicry of France, which he
is pow engaged in preparing for the
press. Despite all these labors, Watson
finds time for sentiment. Heis a lover
of music and plays the violin. While
in Dallas a correspondent had a talk
with Mr. Watson, and gives the fol-
lowing report of it:

“Tom Watson plays the violin. In
cna of the rare intervals of quiet dur
ing the rush of his visit to Texag, he
v u8 citting, with his fect in the win
d w, looking out into the atarlit night.
From a house near by cams the mo-
notonous sawing of a fiddle. High
toned musicians shudder at the werd
fiddle, but it is & good word in G:orgia
and Arkaunsas. Thore was not much
rausic in the sound that drifted in
through the window. Thae player was
evidently an amature trying his hand
at eimple things. Watson sat for awhile
1n slience, the hard lines of his face
softening a bit and a suspicion of ten-
derness stole into the cold black eye.
Ee turned around and said:

‘D> you play the fiddlef”

You cculd tell by the tone thatthe
man was taiking of something near
and dear to him. He was assured that
the writer had never enj)yed the con-
sclation of that instrument.

And then he said, still musing, *‘You
have missed a great deal. The fludle
18 the most delightful of all iostru-
ments. Somehow or other it comes
nearer speaking the language of the
heart, those things we feel but cannot
express, than any mechanism of human
hands. There is wider rangeand more
voiume to it than to the coroet or the
guitar or the piano. There is a subtle
melody in & fizdle that none of the
others contain, a shade of expression
not to be found anywhere else,”

The man wae in earnest. Having got
away from the dusty and stony ways
of politics and put aside the asperities
of the campaign, the thoughts of home
tender memories of those left behind
were uppermost in bhis mind and he
was silent.

So the writer agked him:
play the tiddlet”

Wautson blushed and continucd to
geza at the stars. Finally he said:
“¥Yea, but I am not much of a player.
I bave uever mastered what you might
call elassical muate, bat I reel off some
plain tunes fairly well. Ia the winter
when the evenings are long and we are
compelled to stay indoors I get down
the old fiddle, my wile takes her place
ab thie piano, one of the girls has a gui-
tar and we pass the time with music,
old fashioned bomely things like *'Oid
Rosin the Bow,” *‘Way Dowan Upon
the 8'wanee River,” ‘‘Arkansaw Trav
eler,” *Home, Sweet Home,” *“Ben
Bolt ” “Kathleen Mavourneen,” “The
Bonnie Biue F.ag” and others that
everybody knows. Perhaps we do not
play them perfecily from a technical
gtandpoint, but the audience is never
hypocritical and the sentiments of all
the songs find their way te the hearts
of those present. We play for our own
amusement more than for any ntiher
purpose. Weseldom have any visitors
to our impromptu conceris and never
inflict ourselves upon strangers.”

“*How did you come to take up fil-
dling?”

‘“‘In the old days long ago, when 1
was 88 poor &8 & church mouse, strug
gling to keep myself fed and clothed,
the evenings were almost intolerably
lonesome. I had no ta:te for the dis
gipations and amusemeonts with which
men ordinarily dispose of time which
hangs heavily on their hands So I
bought me a fiddle and I can never tell
you how much comfort and cooscla
tion and satisfaction I got ousc of 1t.
When the outlook was gloomy and
clients were few once in awhile I wculd
strike a bright chord which would fill
me with hope and the vexation and
trials of the day would vanish. When
busines: was good and money was
plentiful the fiddle was quiet and re
flective, reminding me of the vanity of
pride, hope and ambition. It was al-
ways a faithful friend alike in gray
days and sunshine and I grew to love
it and to appreciate ite companionehip
When I got married, I took the fiddle
with me and I have kept it ever gsince,
and I expect to keep it till I die.

“D> you

It is
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ONLY

$2.25

This Beautiful

$4.50

Rattan Rocker.,

A big lot of them
to be sold at

$2.25.

No more can be had
at above price when this
lotis sold. They will all
be gone by January 1st.
Send your orders atonce,

The Largest Stock of
FURNITURE
in the State at Bargain
Prices !

Write for Ca,talogue !

H M A ndrews,

Funiture, Carpets, Pianos and Organs,
Clhiarlotte, IN. C.

one of the things I hava clung to and
that has ciung to ma.”

“Dj you prefer a Siradivarius or a
Cremona?”

“Neitber. 1 liks best the plain old
$40 fiddle. It waz gosd enough for me
when I was in need of its sirocg re
straint. You koow I did not play by
note at first. When I heard a tune
that pleased me 1 just kept sawing
away till I had got it down to suit my
taste. Maoy of the old ballads I al-
ready knew, so I had considerable of
a reportoire to start with. Now I can
struggle through ealmost anything,
having learned something of music
and having possibly acquired whst the
professors call technique. Anyway, |
get just a8 much satisfaction ouf of it
as I did years ago, and that's all I play
for.”

Oace again there wasa pause. Whean
Watson returned to speech the mem-
ory of other days was etill with him
‘““As I was saying,” he began, ‘‘you
cannot compare the violin to any other
ingirument any more than you can
compare the emotions and sentiments
of the human heart to the original im
pulses of the beasts of the fisld. No
other instrument has its qualitv of
strenucus insistence knockipg at the
door till it is opened. Tuaere are chords
in an old fiddle which seem laden with
sears and others which ring out in glad
scelaim. And you feel that somehow
the thing sorrows when you sorrow
and is glad when you rejoice.”

Soon after that Watson went to bad.
The writer sat and wondered that a
mean who in politsica is all vitrol and
vinegar, whosa principal weapon is a
butcher knife when other men prefer
the rapier, who is intensely bitter and
bitterly intense in dealing with a foe,
should have 8) soft a spot in his breast
for an old fiddle dented and battered

from contact with the years. But it
seems that he has.
-
LETTER OF MISS FRANCES E,
WILLARD.

To The Press.

CasTiLr, N. Y., D cember 11, 1336,
Dear Mothers and Sis'ers of America:

My heart 18 deeply stirred by the
eacrel ministry to the hapless little
orphzns of Armenia. Avnsthing more
piteous than their condition it would
be imposeible to conceive, and 1 pray
with all my scul that cur good and
true people, White Ribboners and
everybody else, may giva their Christ-
mas money not to fiil the stockings on
the bleeding little feet of pitiful Christ
ian children who have no roof but the
sky, no bed but the ground, ard no
fcod but the ground roots, except as
we who are surrounded by every com-
fort reach out hande of help toward
them and their heart-broken mothers.
L=t us enncoble and enlarge the hearts
of our littie once by showing them
how they can on this loved day carry
out the Christ epirit. What we do
must be done quickly. Ognedollar will
feed, ehelter and care for an orphan
for a month. Twelve dollars for a
whcle year.

The above suggestion i3 ¢qially ap
propriate for New Year’s gilts.

Send contributione for this object di-
rect to Brown Bres, & Co., 59 Wall
street, New York, marked: For the
Orphan Fund of the National Ameri-
can Relief Committee.

I sometimes fear least I plead tco
long, so I will make this short but none
the less earnest, devoted and tender.

God bless you one and all and make
your Christmas sweet in the happy
homes that He has given you; and,
better still, may it be hallowed by the
knowledge down deep in your souls,

that you have touched the keys of
power that are vibrating in stricken
Armeoania, 80 that forsaken little child-
ren have food, clothing and shelter
from the winter’s cold. Let us re-
member the worde of the Master, how
He said: “Inesmuch as ye did it unto
the least of theee ye did it unto me,”
Bolieve me ever with brightening
hcpe,
Your Christian Sister,
Frances E. WILLARD,

-

TABLE TALK,

Table Talk for Dacember has for its
leading article, **The R)ad to Christ-
mas” by Lucy Elliot Keeler, It is full
of the Yule tide gpirit and reminiscen-
ces of all countries and their represen-
tative people. Following itis **A Hard
Times Diet,” by E izabeth Grinnell, a
spicy little article giving hints as to
the jidicious expenditure and serving
of what you can afford to place upon
your tably. “The New Bill of Fare,”
by Mrs M. C. Myer, is sparkling with
the prevailing holiday spirit and its
suggestions are most timely. The
“*‘Housekeepers’ Inquiries,” the New
Menus for the Month,” and ‘‘Scason-
able R~cipes,” by Cornelia O. B :dford,

are all full of help for the housekeeper

and thoroughly up to date. A number
vi choice recipes for the chafing-dish
are contained in this number also,
given by a practical woman who uses
them heraelf and feels they will be of
use to others. Tae Fashion article by
Tillie May Forney is in her usual enter-
taining vein and in a condensed man-
ner, givea the dainty directions neces-
sary so make one's drese all that could
be desired. The name and address of
any of our readers will secure them a
sawple copy of the magazine free, if
they write to Table Talk Pablishing
Co , Philadelphia, Pa.

D ———

Teacher: ‘*What part of speech is
kiss§” Katirechorus of girls: ‘A con-
Juaction.”—Detroit Free Press.

. > —

Allianceman, if you receive a sample
copy of this paper, it is to remind you
that you should send us one dollar and
get it one year.

are a source of comfort. They
are a source of care, also,

If you care for your child’s

bealth, send for illustrat
book on the disorders to whffh
children are subject, and
which Frey’s Vermifuge
has cured for 50 years.
Oue botile by mail Tor 25 centa,
E. & S. FREY,
Balthnore, Ma,

FREE TO F. A. M, An Engravi

Hall of the M _\'umr:en.ulmvlga t;'-l‘fﬁ’;,'-'ﬁ:
of Masonic books and goods with bot-
tom prices. New [illustrated History of
Freeimnso ry for Agents. Bewars of the
spurious Masonic books. REDDING &CO.,
Fublishers nnd Maoufacturers of Masonic
Goods, 212 Broadway, New York.,

-o—o-as
= INCUBATION
e d #is the first step in the poultry
v e Dusine ssand muchof futnre suc-

cess depends upon {ts complete-
neas, There is no failure where
¢ ,RELIABLF INCUBJ:IOE
= 12 is nsed. It 18 fully warranted an
. ) === in the product of twelve years of
experience. It has never been beaten in a
Show, It isnot like its comnpetitors—it i gc ter.
Wa why in new book on Hcmltrr. Semr] e}nrit..
EIKC OR AND BROODER CO. QUINCY- ILLS.

POMONA HILL NURSERIES,
POMONA, N. C.

Two miles west of Greensboro, N. O., on the
Southern Rallway. Well known for thirty
years. Up with thetimes witL all the new as well
as the old fruits that are suited to my trade,
which extends from Maine to Texas. The new
Japan fruits and all other good fruit and flow=
ers [ have, as shown in my new illustrated
catalogue, free to all. Agents wanted.

(1898) J. VAN LINDLEY, Prop's.

—



