often brought over a few deductions and we spent many
a happy hour working them. I also began to do puzzles
from the Detroit Free Press, and won honorable mention
and subscriptions, and I read poetry.

The two boys who worked in the store, Herb, my
young brother-in-law, and Charlie Hasselfield, one of my
former pupils at Hazel School, had their meals with us,
and how I combined literature and cooking is still bright
in my memory and I hope in theirs. They had an early
dinner and I read to them while they were eating. Herb
said he liked to hear me read. It took his mind off my
cooking, but Charlie was loyal to his old teacher, so it
was two against one. In the drug-store we carried a good
stock of books and I remember particularly the pleasure
we had in Bret Harte’s short stories and poems. Some-
times to vary the exercise we did a bit of memorizing.
One good one remains, immortal in its beauty. It is
Bret Harte’s Tribute to Dickens—

“About the pines the moon was slowly drifting,
The river sang below,
The dim Sierras, far beyond, uplifting,
Their minarets of snow.

“The roaring camp-fire, with rude humor, painted
The ruddy tints of health
On haggard face and form that drooped and fainted
In the mad race for wealth.”

There is enough beauty in that poem to carry anybody
over a meat-pie with a tough crust.

The first time I went home after I was married I
prought a box of drugs to my mother, having now a con-
nection, by marriage, with the British Pharmacopoeias,
which I called familiarly the “B.P.” I was somewhat
ashamed of the home-made remedies still used by my
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