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chorus of the cicadas beat in 

———— 

Seeming Defeat. 
By Thomas Bailey Aldrich. 

The woodland silence, one time stirred 
By the soft pathos of some ong bird, 

Is not the same it was y 
The spot where once, unseen, a flower 
Has held its fragile chalice to the shower 

Is different forevermore. 
Unheard, unseen, 
A spell has been! 

O thou that breathest year, by year 
Music that falls unheeded on the ear— 

Take heart, fate has not baffled thee! 
Thou that with tints of earth and skies 
Fillest thy canvas for unseeing eyes 

Thou hast not labored futilely, 
Unheard, unseen, 
A spell has been! 

IN THE CISTERN. 
The cloudless August sky seemed literally 

to throb with heat. Dust lay thick every- 
where, powdering every blade of grass so that 

the cattle wandered disconsolately about in 
the search for somathing green. Ian the clump 
of trees about t)ie farmhouse cicadas shrilled 

ceaselessly, until the sound beat upon the 

tired brain with maddening insistence. 

Down below the great barn, in the full 

glare of the sun, four masons were busy re- 

pairing the brick rim of the huge cistern 

where the water for the cattle was stored. 
Mr. Davis, the owner of the farm, had set 
them to work early in the morning, and after 

giving the few simple directions necessary, 

had retreated to n comparatively cool inter- 
ior of the ._ 5. It was almost noon 

now, and the tired laborers were looking for- 

ward to a siests under the trees where the 

cicadas held revel. 

“Faith,” 

down his 

forehead, ‘it's =o 
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Pat Curney, laying 

trowel to wipe the sweat from his 

hot 

exclaimed 

me appetite’s clean 

gone! And it has to be pretty warm when 

that can happen, let me tell ye!” 
Jim Brux 0 was sitting with his legs 

dangling over the inner edge of the cistern, 

applied a dab of mortar to a crack™nd 

straightened his bick with an effort. His | 
face was d r » roots of his thin, 

sandy hail i the white f his eyes | 17, 

l« 
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**What's the matter with ye, Jim?’ he in- 

quired. “Your voiea’s got a croak like a 

raven’s. Better lay off aspell.” 

“I'm all right,” said Bruxton, doggedly. | 
’ “Guess I'm as tough as the rest of you,” and 

he slapped some mortar against the bricks. 
Even from where they worked, the sharp 

the men’s ears. 

The feverish rythm of it irritated Bruxton. 
He tried not to listen to it, but his pulse 
would jump to its tune in spite of himself, 

““Hang em!” he growled. “They give me 

a pain in the head. It’s like hearing the heat 
as well as feeling it.” 

He straightened up again and pushed back 

his battered felt hat. Then a strange thing 
happened. He could not bring his arm down 
agsuin. It remained clinging to his hat brim, 
with the life all gone out oi it. The whole 
arm was like a stick of wood. 

He made a violent effort to move it. A 
burning wave ruched into his head, and the 
dusty green stretches and the hazy horizon 
turned black. Before Pat, who worked be- 

side him, had an inkling of his condition, he 

swayed and toppled over into the interior of 
the cistern. Thirty feet from the rim he 

struck the water with a reverberating splash. 
‘“Hi, boys, look alive!” bawled Pat. **Jim’s 

had a heat-stroke and fallen in.” 

The other men dropped their implements 
and peered vver the low, circular wall, 

“He's moving!” exclaimed big Steve. 
“The water's brought him to. How deep is 
it?” 
“Most ten feet,” said young Archie, who 

was pale to the lips. 

Steve turned on him in a flash. 
“Run for the by ~ ” he said, *‘and tell the 

men! Quick, no 

He jumped from the wall as he spoke, and 
caught up a frayed rope that had once heen 
used to lower the water-buckets. He fasten- 

ed one end of it about his waist and passed 
the other to Carney. The emotional Irish- 

wnan shook so that he could hardly hold it. 

“What are you going to do, Steve?” he 
managed to ask. 

“Going down after Jim. 

hold with Pat!” 
He swung his - 

pared to let himself go. 
“It won't hold ye, Steve!” wailed Carney. 

“It’s rotten. There'll be two of ye drowned.” 
“Well, two's company,” said Steve, 

**Can you swim?” asked Joe. 
"Like lead. Let her run, boys!” 

They lowered him down, hand over hand, 
the old rope creaking. As Steve's legs en- 
tered the water Jim, struggling feebly, made 
a clutch at hun : 

“Hold easy!’ said Steve, and threw a 
strong arm about his waist, 
There was small need of the command, for 

Jim lost what little consciousness he had left 
the moment he believed himself safe’ He 
collapsed, a desd weight, in Steve's grasp, 

Here, Joe, catch 

over the rim and pre- 

through the men's fingers until Jim's face 

was in the water. 
*““Haul on her a bit or you'll drown him!” 

shouted Steve.” ‘ 
Inch by inch the two sweating men hauled 

in the rope. 
“Maybe we can raise ‘'em!” panted Carney. 

“The Tord knows what the kid’ll do, and 

there's Jim needing help bad.” 
The rope groaned. Down below Steve 

wound his legs round it, and clutched it with 

his left hand in a grip of steel. Powerful as 
he was, the double strain of supporting his 

own and Jim's body taxed his strength fear- 

fully. And it was equally severe upon the 

rope. He could feel the worn strands writhe 
apart under his fingers as he slowly ascended. 

He had just began to notice the light of 
the sun brightening the bricks when, with a 

spiteful snap, the rope broke! In a moment 
he was soused in the icy water, with the inert 
Jim dragging him under. 

Still clutching his burden, he rose to the 
top and splashed his way to the wall, but hie 
hand slipped from its shiny surface as from 
glass. There was ot a cranny between the 
bricks nor a jutting .corner to lend the help 

needed. He was like a frog in an aquarium, 
only he lacked the frog's ability to keep 
afloat. 

It seemed the height of irony that he 

should be fighting to save himself from the 
very element which was so rare and precious 
a thing in this drought-seared country. 

He was aware of voices rumbling about 
him and looking up for an instant, he saw 

the men leaning over the rim, in a vain ef- 

fort to lower the rope within his reach. As 
he felt him-elf sinking, he drew ina deep 
breath, resolving to husband his strength as 

much as he could. 

His head had hardly gone under before 

his feet touched bottom. The depth was 
A light kick started him barely seven feet. 

[ up again. 

{| He made a thrusting motion with his free 

arin that carried him to a different part of the | 

Wl, an n his ha it hurriedly 

Und ] lat 18 \ coated the 
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Fa mm’ body to bear up, tho fi 44 would be 1 

possible. Already the chill of the water aud 

the fear of it had appreciably lessened his 

| strength. 

Could he save either Jim or himself if he 

let Was it better that one of them 

should live? And Jim—the poor fellow had 

passed the worst of it now. Death would 

come unattended by any pain or terror to 

him in his unconscious state. He would 

simply sink into a deeper sleep. 
The cowardly thought passed in a mo- 

ment from Steve's mind, and he kuew that 

if one was to be saved it must be Jim. Jim 

had a wife and three children—Ilittle yellow- 

haired youngsters whom the bachelor Steve 

had often tossed in his big arms. Mary, the 
eldest, called him “Uncle” Steve. She had 

a pretty little habit of waylaying him on his 
way tu his dreary boarding house, to present 
him with a bunch of dusty flowers, wilted 

from the clasp of her small, hot palm. He 
remembered that there was a nosegay of her 
buttercups in his cracked shaving mug now. 

He looked up for the second time, and on 

his broad, plain face there was almost a 

smile. Steve did not see his two frightened 
companions waving to him encouragingly. 
His gaze took in more than the disk of 

blue sky overhead. 

His stiftened fingers relaxed their hold. 
Down he sank into the quiet water. As his 

‘feet reached the bottom, he raised Jim with 
a mighty effort npon his bent shoulders. 
Then, with his [face to the wall, he set his 
jaw and waited. 

His heart beat furiously, like a machiae 
thudding off the seconds. His lungs svem- 
ed to cry aloud for another draft of air, and 
a8 the pain of soffocation griped him, his 
body shook from head to foot. With an 
iron will-power he held his passion. His 
only fear was that when the end came he 
would forget Jim. 

When his bursting lungs forced him to 
open his mouth, the inward rush of water, 

although for a moment choking, brought 
with it a feeling almost of relief. The sharp, 
dizzy sensation, the desire to strike out wildly 
and reach the precious air nearly overwhelm. 
ed him: but it was gone with surprising 
quickness, and was followed by a heavy 
numbness. The roaring in his ears died away 
to a dull, distant murmur. Something suapp- 
ed at the base of his brain, and consciousness 
mercifully left him. 
Fright had lent Archie wings. Fortunately 

two of the farm-hands happened to be in the 
barn, and Mr. Davis himself, aroused from a 

nap by Archie's calls for help, arrived in time 
to hear the hurried account of the accident. 

They caught up a couple of long ropes used 
in the borse barn and ran down to the cistern, 

where Carney greeted them in a voice hushed 
to an unusual lowness of pitch. 

‘He's standing with the water over his 
head, and Jim's on his shoulders,” he said. 

**Ye'll have to be quick, gentlemen.” 

! got 

and under the sudden strain the rope slipped 
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Another club woman, Mrs. 

Haule, of Edgerton, Wis., tells 

how she was cured of irregulari- 

ties and uterine trouble, terrible 

pains and backache, by the use 

of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 

Compound. 
“DEAR MRs.  tuggong A RES imp 

my health began to because o 

ale. troubles. The doctor did not 

help me. I remembered that my mother 
had used Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound on many oec- 

casions for irregularities and uterine 
troubles, and I felt sure that it could 

not harm me at any rate to give it a 

trial. 
“1 was certainly glad to find that 

within a week I felt much better, the 

terrible pains in the back and side 
were beginning to cease, and at the 

time of menstruation I did not have 

nearly as serious a time as heretofore, 

so I continued its use for two months, 

and at the end of that time I was like 

a new woman. I really have never 

felt better in my life, have not had a 

sick headache since, and weigh 20 

pounds more than I ever did, so I un- 

hesitatingly recommend your medi- 

cine.” — Mrs. MAY HAvuLgk, Edgerton, 

Wis. . Pres. Household Economics Club 

— $5000 forfeit if original of above letter proving | 
ys genuineness cannot be produced. 
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shon ec, | “Hold hard, two of you,” he 

and the rest raise on the other ropi 

Steve had just lost consciousness. 

weight of Jim’s body was lifted from his 

shoulders, his own rose slowiy, and his white, 

blank face shone above the surface. He was 

sinking again wheo the rigger made a swift, 

successtul clutch at his collar, and arrested 

the downward motion just in time. 

As soon as Jim had been drawn up, the 
rope was sent down again, and the rigger 

made it fast to Steve. Slowly and carefully 

they drew the big, limp body up into the 
warm sunlight. 

When Steve struggled back from the 

border he had so nearly crossed, he found 

himself lying on the barn floor, staring mist- 
ily up at the dusty rafters. A little group of 
sympathetic men stoed round him. Jim, 
pale and weak, was reclining against a mound 

of hay. 

‘‘We got there in the uick of time for you,” 

said Mr. Davis, smiling at him. *‘You'rea 
brave fellow. Jim owes his life to you.” 
Carney, in » mixture of bewilderment and 

joy, scratched his head vigorously. 

**And to think of a quiet man like Steve 

doing that!” he exclaimed. ‘Sure, he never 

told anybody he had any sand in him! If a 

man don’t tell ye what he can do, how's a 
body to know?” 
Which only shows that there are some 

standpoints from which one cannot see every. 
thing.— Youth's Companion. 
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To Cure a Cold in a Day 

Take Laxative Bromo Qninine Tablets. All drug- 
gists refund the money if it fails to cure. E. W, 
(Grove’s signature is on each box. 25c, 

lh 

Washing Cut Glass. 

Most actractive is the new and beautiful 
rock-crystal, which combines an effect of 

richness and plainness that must appeal to 
all lovers of beauty in table ware. This is 
shown in both plain and engraved and in all 
shapes. 
Too much care connot be given to the 

washing of heavily cut glass. It should 
never be put into very hot water, and the 

housekeepers who cherish the idea that glass 
cannot be made brilliant without the use of 
water bacely off the "hoil will have to recon 
struct their theories or lose their glass. The 

piece should be put through two waters, but 
neither of them should be more than moder. 
ately warm. A little ammonia added to it 

will brighten the glass. This is necessary in 
cleansing the inside of glass, jugs and bottles, 
and those which are too small to admit of the 

entrance of the hand or a Jong handled brush 
may be washed with water to which chopped 
white potato has been added. Small shot 

ars sometimes used for the same purpose, 

but the chopped portato answers just as well 
and is wore likely t) be at haod.—[ Harper's 

Bazar. 
pr 

One of the farm-hands, an expert rigger, 

The Harm Noise. 

The family Doetor says that noise is an un- 

doubted factor in impairing the tone of the 
nerve centres. Whether we are conscious of 
it or not, it hurts the brain and has a deafen- 

ing dazing, bewildering effect on the mental 
processes. It tries the brain and tends to 
produce cerebral hyperemia. To live in a 

noisy atmosphere is to shorten one’s days. 

Irritability, neurasthenia, insomnia are com- 

mon effects. The tympanum or drum mem 
brane of the ear is injured, the circulation of 

the cerebro-spinal fluid is disturbed, and the 
nerve cells themselves suffer as though 
subjected to mechanical violence. 

Mrs Young (proudly): “The landlord was 
here today; I gave him the quarter's rent | 
and showed him the baby.” 
Young (who was kept awake last night): 

“‘It would have been better, my dear, if you 
had given him the baby and shown him the 
‘quarter’s rent.” 

The Father: *‘Ef I give ye some money ter 
spend while ye be in Londyn, ye won't go to 
no music-halls or gamblin’ places, or drink 

champagne with it, will ye?” 
Son: No, dad.” 
The Father: “Well, then, here's ajshilling, § 

an’ mind ye keep yer word.” 
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A Useful List of Books for Children. 

A strong bound for holding a family together 

is the habit of reading aloud for an hour or 
two several evenings during the week. In. 
formation should not be the object of such 
reading, but culturo in one of its finest forms 
will be gained if the best hooks are chosen, 

Joys and girls who have heen studying the 
greater part of the day should either read or 
have read to them books interesting, amusing 
or pathetic Books of travel, well written, 

biographies of interesting persons, historical 

and literary essnvs by men of letters all 1 rd 
delightful Tre ding. Among the host aks 

for children ave the following: ‘Cri ers 

Travels,” “Alice in wonderiand.,” Hawthornes 

“Wonder hook,””The Arahian Nights,” “The 

Water Babies,” “Tanglewood Tales,” “Tom 

Brown at Rugby,” “The Jungle Rook.” 

y Asop's Fables,” “Uncle Remus,” ‘‘Pil- 

grim’s Progress,” ‘Robinson Crusoe,” ‘The 
Swiss Family Robinson” and the Waverly 
Novels.—From an article on Reading for 
Children. by Mrs. Theodoae W. Birney, in 
the March Delineator, 

sibs cio 

“That man your automobile bowled over 
says he has the number of your machine.” 
“What did ne say it was?” 
“Sixty six.’ 

“It’s ninety-nine. He was standing on his 
"head at the time he saw it.” 

should they need painting if 
come and see McKenzie. 

you that vou have struck 

ity of the job and the pric 

work. Shop at 
Woollen Mill. 

Lear from me ag ralll. 

SR 
a 

a
 

ayy F— 

wp snow omy & ; 

all uv 
i 

You'd Best Believe 
That it is a good thing to keet your carriages well paint- 
ed, and as the time draws near when you will be again 
using them, it would be well to look them over, and 

One job from me will convince 

the right man, both in the qual 

Hull & Glidden’s, next to 

ther 4.4 

would be a good idea to 

vhich 1s the lowest for good 

me. Yours until vou 
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and Heavy Pungs. 

Great Variety of Trim- 
mings in all the La- 
test Patterns and De- 
signs. 

Material and Workmanship superior 

to anything offered in town. 

Many Styles in Light|Knee Sleds, 

Bob Sleds, 

Long Sleds, 

Neck Yokes, 

Spread Chains. 

HORSE SHOEING 
Done by two Expert Professionals 

fIt is a pleasure to us to show you our goo Is. 

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE (0. 
Main Street, South Side of Bridge. 

Queen Street Studio 

is open with 

Great 
Bargains in 

Photographs 

Call round. 

E. M. CAMPBELL, 
Operator and Manager. 

MONEY TO LOAN. 
Money on good real estate mortgage security, on 

easonable rates of interest, may be obtamed at 
application to the undersigned at his office op- 
posite the Carhsle Hotel. 

LOUIS E. YOUNG, Woodstock. 

NOTICE. 
All persons indebted to the estate of the late 

Stephen B. Appleby, are requested to make pay- 
ment to the undersigned executrix and all persons 
having claims against the said estate are required 
to file the same, duly attested, within thirty days 
from this date, % 
Dated this 20th day of January, 1904. 

HARRIETT E. APPLEBY, 
Woodstock. Butter Paper for wale at this office. 

THE COLD WEATHER 
Is Yet to Come. 

If you want a new 

HEATER 
elo Si 

Cook Stove 
to replace the old one, call in. 

have a full line of each. 
We 

Have you seen the new STEEL KOOT- 
ENAY RANGE with Hot Closet? 

Start in the new year with a good Stove: one 
that will be easy on the wood pile, and no more 
burnt bread in the swill pail. 

at SEMPILE'S 

CASH HARDWARE, 

East Florenceville 

WANTED AGENTS. 
Reliable men to sell for “Canadas Greatest 

Nurseries” largest and best assortment «f ~tock; 
libural terms to workers; pay weekiy: outfit free; 
exclusive territory. ; 

STONE & WELLINGTON, Toronto. 

Butter Paper, printed and unprinted 
in one and two pound wrappers, at thus 
office 


