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SWEET AUTUIN-TIDE, GOOD-BY. 

I watch—I watch the falling leaves 

"Neath skies of pensive blue, 
1 scent the scent of ripened sheaves 

Where late the harvest grew. 

Along the lane the Aster grieves— 

T catch the prescient sigh 

Of little winds no sun deceives ; 

Sweet Autumn-tide, good-by. 

Hush, tiny Cricket, hush thy moan ! 
A while let w.e forget 

That blooming days are nearly flown; 
Let Memory weave her net 

And snare for me some ebbing tone 
Of birds too fleet to fly ; 

Their summer faith hath left me lone 
Sweet Autumn-tide, good-by. 

The sun is sinking in the West, 
The evening air grows chill, 

There's nothing heeds my sad behest, 
Forsaken on the hill. 

Love straying on a hopeless quest 
Meets echo for reply 3 

To dream beside the hearth 1s best, 
Sweet Autumn-tide, good-bye. 

—SAMUEL MINTURN PECK. 

CHIP OF THE BLOCK. 
The Southwest limited sped over the flat 

bottom lands about the Little Otter river. 

Low-t4ouds hung in the sky, anl oceasion- 

ally the sharp rattle of raindrops struck the 

windows of the special car on the rear of the 

train, where governor Crawley stood with 

his hands in his pockets looking out across 

the monotonous landscape. From a little 

table at the forward end of the car, where a 

young, well groomed man sat before a pile of 

papers, came the staccato click of a type- 

writer. 

The governor's brows were drawn, and he 

chewed fiercely the unlighted cigar between 

his teeth. He was hurrying southward to 

make a speech in a large manufacturing cen. 

ter. It would be the last speech of his pres- 

ent term, and he realized that his re-election 

depended largely upon it. 
All the papers in the state had announced 

under headlines more or less prominent that 

Governor Crawley would speak at Vamboro 

on the evening of Oct. 15 and that it would 

be a speech of great political significance in 
that it would clearly determine the gover- 

nor's attitude toward the labor problems 

which had arisen during tue past year. 
The click of the typewriter ceased; the 

young man rose from the table and began to 
arrange the sheets before him. Crawley 

strode up the car and stood looking over his 

shoulder. His face relaxed into a grim smile 

as he laid a hand lightly on the younger 

man's arm. 
“Well, Tom,” he said, ‘‘what do you think 

of it now it's done?” 

Tom Ashley had not been private secretary 

to the governor for the past two years with- 

out gaining some insight into his superiors 

i 

character. He knew well enought the effect 
his words would have. Nevertheless he said 

them. 

“1 think,” said he, *‘you have composed 
your political death warrant.” 

Instantly the governor's face hardened. 
At any rate,” he said without turning his 

eyes from the window, *‘I have been honest 
in this one. I haven't tried to blind them 
with smooth words nor to cheat them with 

pretty turns of the language. This second 
speech is fair and square. The other isn't.” 

Ashley squared his shoulders. *‘This one 
is all you say of it,” said he, **‘but the other 

deserves more of you than you admit. You 
say quite as much in the first one, but you 

say it more guardedly. If any one gets false 

ideas from it it is not your fault. Your own 
intentions and what people make of them will 
always differ. Don’t misunderstand me as 
meddlesome if I say that it seems to me your 

consideration of the claims your party has on 
you will influence you to use the first.” 

‘Perhaps you are right,” he said at length. 

**Anyway, we'll keep them both for the pre- 

sent.” 
There was a rasp of brakes, and the train 

began to slow down. Crawley wiped the 
steam from the window and looked out. 

Familiar spires and a well known square 
greeted his eyes. ' 

“We're at Exley, Tom,” he said. ‘Ned 

joins us here to go down with us. Would 
you mipd stepping out to see if he is at the 

station?” 
A few moments later Ashley returned with 

a tall, muscular young fellow who ran to the 

governor and clasped his hand, with a hearty 
“Hello, father!” 

*“There are a lot of fellows from the school 
up forward,” young Crawley explained as the 

train drew out. ‘“‘They’re going down to 
hear you speak tonight. I told em I'd pre- 

sent ’em to you somewhere between here and 

there," 
**I shall be very glad to meet them,” the 

governor said, ‘‘after Tom and I have finish- 

ed up 4 ttle work which will take an hour 

ell me, how did the meet with St. 

John’s come out yesterday?’ 
“Oh,” the young fellow’s face fell. 

lost.” 
**Too bad,” said the governor. 

your half mile, I suppose?” 
*“No, I lost that, too,” Ned replied. 

*‘Spencer, the St. John's man, is a caution 
and no doubt. Ran me clean off my feet the 
second time. Thatflost for us. We were 
tied, ten apiece, up to that, and that was the 

last event.” 

**The second time,” the governor inquired, 

“We 

“You got 

his brows contracting into a perplexed frown. 

“Yes. We ran it twice. First time—well 

I'll tell you about it, and 1 want to ask you 

what you think of it, though I know pretty 

well what you'll say. You see, it was a tie 

and everybody was crazy—our boys yelling 

at us, and St. John’s howling at their men to 

go in and win. We got off at a pretty stiff 

pace and kept it up the first lap. Half way 

round the second lap Spencer had the lead, 

and T was loping along right at his heels. 

The others were bunched just behind us. T 

tried to pass him, and when we were going 

neck and neck I fouled him ever so little, but 

enough to swerve him into the board at the 

edge of the track. His ankle bent, and down 

he went. I finished first, and Oxford, our 

other man, came in second, and the boys 

went wild and howled and hugged each other 

and started to lug Oxford and me off the 

field on their shoulders. Then Spencer came 

up crying ‘Foul!’ but the judges hadn't seen 

it, so they said there was no foul. 
“Well, for a minute I couldn't think of 

anything except we'd downed St. John's. 

Then all at once I felt queer, and I had to— 

just had to—slip off their shoulders and go 

over to the judges. ‘That's right. I fouled 

him at the turn,’ ssid I. The judges talked 

awhile and then announced we'd run it over, 

and Spencer ran me clean oft my feet that 

time, and we lost.” 
“Good boy!” said the governor, almost in- 

audibiy. 
“Well,” his son went on, ‘St. John’s did 

all the cheering then, and our fellows were 

pretty hot; said it was the judges place to see 

foule, and if I'd had any thought for the rest 

ot em I'd have kept my mouth shut. I guess 

it't lost me the captaincy of the track next 

year all right, but anyway I'd rather run fair 

yesterday than have it. 
“When 1 was going to the lockers after it 

was all oved old Professor Sneed was right 

behind me with one of the instructors, and I 

heard him say: ‘Chip off the old block! 

That's his daddy’s spunk all over.’ 

“I'll go up ahead with the fellows. Shall 

I bring 'em back in an hour? All right. So 

long, Mr. Ashley.” 
Some time after the door had closed be- 

hind his son the governorjrose and went over 

to Mr. Ashley's table. 
“Tom,” said he, *‘it’s a poor father that 

can’t live up to his son.” 
He picked up the manuscript of the first 

speech and laid it on the typewriter. 

“Destroy 1t.” he said and turned sharply 

on his heel. 

The Short Skirt Universal. 
At last the short skirt has become univer- 

sal in this country. That is to say, all smart 

tailors and indeed big shops now give a jupe 

trotteuse with the serge or cloth dress of 
utility. After all, does it not seem redicu- 
lous to think that we ever trailed about the 
streets in the autumn in a long serge skirt? 

The short skirt has to be well made and cut 
exactly right; above all, it must be full and 
longer in the front than in bahind. The 
smart tailor-made skirt just clears the ground 
In front, but is a good two inches off behind, 

raised below the waist by a small pad. 
Some are very finely accordeonpleated, 

when the material is thin enough; but the 

thick serges, tweeds, frizes, etc., are better 
made with a flounce put on below the knee, 

stitched and strapped, so that the requisite 
amount of fulness is got at the feet. 

Then the short skirt, cut after the style of 
the Highland kilt, is very effectiye and be- 
coming to slight tigures. There is also much 
to be said in favor of the shaped hip skirt, 
but a skirt so made has to be really beauti- 

fully arranged if the effect be good. With the 

short skirt the most delightful little basque 
coats are worn. 

Sticking the Grocer. 

A man with a high hat enters a grocery. 

He is smooth and suave. He bets the grocer | 

that the high hat will hold five gallons of 
molasses. The grocer knows better, and the 

bet is made. The molasses is poured into 
the hat, which runs over before the five gal- 

lons are exhausted. The man is mad be- 

cause ne loses. He quarrels with the delight- 
ed grocer and presently in an excess of rage 

claps the hat on the grocer's head and pulls 
it down. Then he coolly cleans out the 
money drawer and hies away; the grocer 
meanwhile wildly struggling to relieve him- 
self from his sticky extinguisher. 

This is the neat little game that has been 
successfully played on an Eastern tradesman, 
and grocers with molasses to waste and with 
tills to tap are warned to look out for it.— 
Cleveland Plain-Dealer. 

King Edward's Dilemma. 

“What's the matter, your Majesty?” asked 
the King's equerry. 

*‘I was just trying to think of somebody 
with a title who hasn’t an American wife that 

I could send as Ambassador to Washington.” 
“Why don’t you want to send one who has 

married an American?’ 

“What! And let her ge back . there to 
spend her money? 1 want my subjects to 

understand that their King is more loyal to 
the home country than that!”[—Chicago 
Record-Herald. 
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Butter Paper for sale at this office. 

FITS LIKE 
A GLOVE 

You know how it is with some Un. 

derwear. After the second or third 

washing, it begins to shrink. By the 

time the winter is half over, it's so 

tight you can’t wear it. 

Stanfield’s 

Unshrinkable 

Underwear 
has the shrink taken out in the wool. 

It fits just as snugly— feels just as 

comfortable—the last time you wear 

it, as the first. Every * Stanfleid” 

garment is guaranteed absolutely 

unshrinkable. 

He Felt Small. 

A story is told of an Arkansas man who 

was out hunting one day last spring and was 

caught in the rain. He looked for a shelter, 

but could find none but a hollow log. He 

found the opening rather small, but managed 

to get in, and found it a great retreat. When 

the raia was over and he attempted to 

“‘crawfish” out he found that the rain had 

swollen the timber until it was impossible for 

him to get out of the log. Finally he began 

to think of all the hittle things he had ever 

done, but all to no purpose. He thought of 

cheating a poor widow out of her only milch 

cow, and thought of turning his hogs into his 

neighbor's corn field, but none of these made 

him feel small enough tc effect his release. 

At last he thought of having refused to pay 

the four years’ subscription he owed for his 

home paper, on the grounds that he ‘didn’t 

subscribe for but one year,” and he came out 

with ease. 
<- 

Mrs. Ralph Seeley and her daughter 
Miss Abbie start next Tuesday for 

Durant, Indian Territory, to join Mr. 

Seeley, who went there some months 

ago. They will be much missed from 

Fort Fairfield. Mrs. Seeley’s good 
works in this place have been very 

numerous. She is one of the most 
charitable — practically charitable 
women we ever knew. Besides help- 
ing others directly, she has done bet- 
ter—has taught them to help them- 
selves. The poor and unfortunate of 

this section lose a good friend by Mrs. 
Seeley’s departure. — Fort Fairfield 
Review. 
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CARRIAGE AND SIGN 

PAINTING. 
I have taken the paint shop in the 

Marcy building on Connell street where I 
will do all kinds of carriage and sign 
painting in the best manner and promptly. 

F. IL. MOOERS, 
Marcy Building, : 

Connell street, Woodstock. 
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Turns Easy? You bet it does. 
Ce mee ————————— 

Just come and try it. You won't find any other 

separator that turns so easy. 

It’s built right ; it's the one you've read so much 

about, 

THE SHARPLES 

TUBULAR SEPARATOR. 

I'm the exclusive agent mn these parts and 1 want 

dp io 
N. S. DOW, Agent, Woodstock. 

The Great— 

Perrin Sulky Plow. 

Single and Double. 
The only Riding Plows that give satisfaction. 

Sold only by us and our agents. 

Balmain Bros. 
Sept. 23, 1903, 

Cooking Ranges, 

Cooking Stoves, 

Heaters, Etc. 

We have in stock and on exhibition at our store both at Woodstock 

and Centreville, the finest assortment of Stoves that has ever been offered 

for sale. We extend a hearty invitation to the public to call at our stores 

and inspect our stock. 

Our sales of Stoves are increasing every day, and they all give the best 

of satisfaction. All our lines are up to date, and if you want a Steel or Iron 

Range, Cooking Stove, or a heater, you will find the Latest Improved at our 

show rooms. 

W. F. Dibblee & Son, 
Woodstock and Centreville. 
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To write or call at once for our prices 

on Artificial Teeth. 

Offer Good for 60 Days Only. 

Nuf Sed. 

THE DENTISTS, 
At DR. MANRER’S Office, 29 Main St., Woodstock. 5 

ARARARARAARARARA ARMY 
We Sell BUTTER PAPER. 


