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The Country Schoolhouse. 

The little country schoolhouse—you 
ember it ; of course you do! 

ithin the angle snugly set, ; 
Where two long yellow highways met, 
And saplings planted here and there 
About the yard, and boxed with care 
As if to typify, in turn, : 

The youngsters caught and caged, to learn. 

Around, the rolling pastures spread, 
With Woodlana patches garlanded, 
From which the breezes gladly bore 
Sly invitations to the door. 
Across the sills the bees’ soft hum 
Was mingled with the muttered sum, 
Aud from their covert in the vale 
In plaintive pleading piped the quail. 

With basket and with pail equipped, 
Olear-eyed, tan-cheeked, and berry-lipped, 
Athwart the pastures, down the road, 
They trudged to learning’s poer abode ; 
The pink sunbhonnet, broad-brivumed straw ; 
The bare brown feet that knew no law 
Of fashion’s last ; the bundled forms 
That Janghed aloud at cold and storms, 

What tales the scarred desks might relate 
Of triumphs gained with book and late! 
What lore the clapboards loose possess 
Of feats at noontime and recess ! 
And doomed how oft the panes to see, 
Back up he road, and o’er the lea, 
Haste boy and’gwrl, new worlds to find, 
The little schoolhouse left behind. 

O little country school! In vain 
May critics hold you in disdain. 
The greatest lessons that you taught 
Were not by chalk and pencil wrought. 
As oped your door on fields and sky, 
So, hkewise, just as wide and high, 
You opened to the eyes of youth 
The principles of love and truth. : 

Edwin L. Sabin in “Youth's Companion.” 

RED #)UNTAIN NUPTIALS, 
BY JOHN BARTON OXFORD. 

When the westbound stage drew up at 

Crawford's that April afternoon a solitary 
passenger alighted—a tall, strong featured 

young man who carried himself with an air 

of determination. Billy Crawford, lounging 

in the doorway of the barroom, languidly 

smoking a stubby clay pipe, looked at the 

arrival critically. He noted the man’s face, 
of the chalky whiteness of unpolished marble, 

the dark rings under his eyes and the gaunt 

hollows in his cheeks, which made the cheek 

bones glaringly apparent. 
Billy had seen many such arrivals before. 

Generally, though, they lacked the combative- 
ness this man’s bearing seemed to suggest. 

They were prone to wear a tired, hopeless, 
often frighteded, look. G:nerally, too, they 

went back in a few months by the stage again 
—in a long box on the trunk rack behind. 

Billy was mentally figuring how long it 

would be before this one went back in such 

fashion, when the young man strode briskly 

by the steps and accosted him. 
“Are you the proprietor here?” 

Billy “‘reckoned he was.” 
“Accommodate me here?” The young man 

shot out his questions with no waste of words. 
“How long?” said Billy, removing his evil 

smelling pipe. 

“As long as I like the place.” said the 
other. ‘‘Maybe all summer, maybe a yuar, 
maybe longer.” 

Billy thought to himself, “Maybe four or 

five months at the most,” but he said, **Guess 
80,” replaced his pipe, and, picking up the 
bulging suitcase, led his guest within. 
From behind the closed blicds in the 

second story of the little red shack— a stage 
station which Billy Crawford had christened 
the **Red Mountain inn’’—some one else had 

watched the arrival of the stage, and that 

some one was Araminta Crawford, Billy's 

daughter. She saw the determined looking 

man, with his almost defiant air and his pale, 
sunken cheeks. As her father was showing 

the way upstairs she heard the man’s spas- 
modic cough, and her heart was filled with 
sudden pity at the thought of his coming to 
that deserted corner of the world to die, for 

despite the reputation of the climate of the 
Red mountain district as a healer of damaged 
breathing apparatus Araminta had seen the 

long boxes on the trunk rack too often to put 
much faith in it. : 

At supper time the young man was the 
sole guest in the smoky dining room. Ara- 

minta was waitress as well as cook. When 
she | - into the dining room the guest fix- 
ed hWyes upon her. She was good to look 
upon—dark, well formed, with a fullness of 

figure and an unstudied ease which youth and 
life in the open air had given her. 

Crawford came into the dining room for a 

moment to inquire concerning his guest's 
comfort. He indicated his daughter with a 
wave of his hand. 
“My daughter, Minta, Mr.—er—er—Mr.” 

“Deming,” the guest supplemented, turn- 

ing the girl. Krom that moment Jack 
Deming dated the beginning of his recovery. 

In the days that followed Deming saw 
much of the girl. He found her frank, un- 

affected, good hearted, yet with a keeness of 

mind which accorded ill with the narrowness 

of her surroundibgs. Her father and the 

men that came into the inn were gross and 

coarse. Aside from the old negro woman 
who assisted about the place, there was not 
a woman within thirty miles. Yet the girl 

was womanly, quiet and possessed of a native 
refinement and a simple frankness which 

Deming fouad irresistibly charming. 
The weeks flew past, and Deming improv- 

ed. He was much in Minta's company, and 

the more he saw of the girl the deeper grew 
his interest in her. He showed her his di- 
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the world outside, while she listened eagerly 
for every detail. They walked together, 
they fished in the stream at the back of the 

inn, they set up a target and tried his rifles, 
and the girl proved to be a far better shot 
than he, Meanwhile his lungs mended, and 

he developed a very common form of heart 

trouble, of which Minta was the cause. 

There could be but one ending to it all. 
One October night Deming sought Crawford, 

who was smoking sleepily in the desserted 
barroom. Deming made known his inten. 

| tiony, and Crawford came suddenly from his 
| somnolent mood and swore roundly. 

“No,” said Crawford, *“Minta marry a con- 
sumptive—a tenderfoot consumptive? No, 

sir; she is going marry the son of old Jones, 

who runs the stage route. That was arrange. 

od years ago. He's got money to burn and 
nothing the matter with his lungs.” 

Deming turned angrily on his heel and 
left the room. Outside in the moonlight he 

met Minta, who laughed when he told her 

of the interview, whispered a few words into 

his ear and then 1an swiftly into the house. 

Late next afternoon, when the stage drew 
up at Crawford's, Deming stood on the porch 
saying goodby to Billy. 

**No hard feelin’, I hope?” Billy was say- 
ing. 

**None at all, T assure you,” Deming repli- 
ed, with a twinkle in his eye, for behind 

Crawford's back he saw Ed Dempsey, the 

stage driver, helping a woman into the coach. 
Twenty minutes later, after the coach had 

rattled off toward Red Mountain Billy called 
his daughter. 

**Minta!” he bellowed through the house. 

“‘Minta! Where in tarnation is that girl?” 

“I done seen her gittin’ into de stage 
suh,” said the colored girl. 

Far up on the stage road, which winds 

about Red mountain, you can look down a 

bluff and see the road twisting along below. 

Deming and Minta, looking down the blufl, 
caught sight of a solitary horseman riding 

madly along the rocky path. Deming leaned 
out the window. 

“Crawford’s coming up the trail,” he 

shouted. “It's $50 in your pocket, Ed, if 

you land us at Madison Flats ahead of him.” 
Dempsey let out his team until the coach 

rocked and swayed, and the only other pass- 

enger, a thin, nervous man, clutched the 

seat and gasped. 

Then they heard Ed shouting to the team. 

The pace slackened as he set brakes hard. 
Instinctively Deming opened the door and 
pushed Minta before him. At the same mo- 

ment there was a crash, the coach toppled 

over, and he found himself pinned beneath 
the other passeager, who could not move. 

Minta scrambled from the dirt by the road- 
side unhurt, and Dempsey cut loose and 

pacified the struggling team. Then together 
they ran to the coach. Neither man within 
was hurt, but both were pinned down in the 
coach. 

An inspiration came to Ed Dempsey. He 

put his face close to the wrecked coach. 

‘Say, in thar!” he called. **Are you the 
new minister for Cedar Creek?” 

“I am,” was the response. 

“Well,” said Ed, “I reckon you've got 

your first job right here. You're layin’ acrost 
the groom,an’ the bride's here by me, an’ her 

daddy, wadder 'n a wet hen, is comin’ up the 
trail like thunder on a cyclone. Git together, 
everybody.” 

The imprisoned clergyman rose to the 
occasion. 

“Can you manage to clasp each other's 
hands?” he asked simply. 

Then with the bride on her knees in the 

dirt clasping the hand of the groom, across 

whom lay the officiating clergyman, the cere- 
mony was performed. 

As it finished Billy Crawford galloped up. 
*“What in thunder does this mean?’ he 

gasped. 

“It means,” said Dempsey, ‘‘that you are 
just in time to help me git that doggoned 
coach off n your son-in-law, John Deming, 

and the Rev. Mr. Whitten, who performed 
the ceremony somewhat informal-like about 
five minutes ago.” 

A Glimpse of Tennyson 

Wilfrid Ward in *‘Problems and Persons’ 

tells this, illustrating Tennyson’s mixture of 
bashfulness and dogmatism: 

If a stranger had come to see him the shy- 

ness and abstraction might last longer. I re- 
member once going to Farrington with a 
friead—a true worshiper of his genius—and 
after the first words of greeting he seemed to 
be entirely in the clouds until, after long 

waiting, we hit upon a device to arouse him. 

A picture by Edward Lear hung in the room, 
and under it were four lines from *‘The 
Palace of Art.” 

One seemed all dark and red, a tract of sand, 
And some one pacing there alone, 

Who paced forever in a glimmering land, 
Lit with a low, large moon. 

We were looking at the picture, and I said 

to my companion, ‘‘Read the lines.” She 
read them, giving them a kind of metrical 
jingle. In a moment Tennyson, who had 
been standing alone at the other side of the 
room, stepped rapidly across, seized her arm 
and ssid, ‘Don’t read them like that,” and 
went on with his deep, sonorous voice to read, 
or, rather, chant, them himself with the roll 
which was so well known to his friends. 
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Miss Rose Peterson, Secre- 
tary Parkdale Tennis Club, Chi- 
cago, from experience advises all 
young girls who have pains and 
sickness peculiar to their sex, to 
use Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege- 
table Compound. 
How many beautiful young girls de- 

velop into worn, listless a peless 
women, because sufficient atten- 
tion has not been paid to their physical 
development. No woman is exempt 
oo physical Mt and periodic 

n, and young girls just budding into 
voir oe 4 be carefully guided 
physically as well as morally. Another 
woman, 
Miss Hannah E. Mershon, Col- 

lingswood, N.J., says: 
“1 thought I would write and tell 

you thet, T following your kind ad- 
vice, I feel like a new person. I was 
always thin and delicate, and so weak 
that I could hardly doanything. Men- 
stronation was irregular. 
‘1 tried a bottle of your Vegetable 

Compound and began to feel better 
right away. I continued its use, and 
am now well and strong, and men- 
struate regularly. Icannotsay enough 
rr ip oy Seine did for me.” 

Fy of above [etter proving 

Lydia E. pi med Vegetable 
oc cure woman 
in e land who sutiers from 
womb (roubles; Inflammation of 
the ovaries, and kidney troubles, 

She Knew the Reason. 

He was smoking and musing over the ways 

of the world. *‘Odd, isu’t it,” he said at last- 

“how few people attain their ideals in this 
world?” 

“In what way?’ inquired his wife suspici- 

ously, for she was not a woman to be caught 
oft her guard. 

“Well,” he replied slowly, I was thinking 

of Wilmer when I spcke. He had an ideal 
woman that he was always talking about 

when he was in college. She was tall and 

stately in his dreams, and he seemed to have 

no place in his heart for 4 small woman, and 
yet—and yet’— 

“Well?” 

“Why, he finally married a little thing who 
hardly comes to his shoulder. IT wonder why 
it was?” 

“Perhaps, Fred,” she said very slowly and 

distinctly, **he is like the majority of other 
men and was afraid vo take any one of his 

size.” 

He changed the subject.-—New York Times. 

An Irishman, taking home a goose for his 

Sunday's diuner, went iato a public-house 
for a drink, and, placing his goose upon a 

table, was proceeding to satisfy his thirst, 
when a seedy looking fellew, seizing the 
goose, made off with it. Pat at once started 

after him, and caught him oy the ueck. 
**What did you do that for?” *‘Sure,” said 

the man, *‘I took it for a lark.” “Did ye?’ 
returned Pat; **au’ faith, ye would make a 
bad judge for a bird show.” 

Suppose 

We Reason 
together a minute about that Carpet and 
things in the Furniture line you were think- 
ng of getting. You know what you want. 

You Want 

it good and as cheap Se pomibie Before 
Stock-Taking and before New Goods arrive 
Feb. 1st, 

We Want 

to reduce our stock. Well, can’t you see 
what a purchasing power your money has 
just now, that 

You Have 

The Advantage. 
Please call as soon as possible to talk it over 
and see the goods for yourself. 

EZ Undertaking given careful 
personal attention. 

The Henderson 

Furniture Co., Ltd, 
Queen Street, Woodstock 

— 
PRIZE CATTLE, 

Duke of Glasserton, Shorthorn 

Duker, of Ontario. Took second 

at the Carleton Covnty Exhibition. 

Jacksonville. 

bull, 5 years old, bred by Mr. 

prize in his class for three years 

Owned by John N. Harper, 

Turns Easy? You bet it does. 
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Just come and try it. You won't find any other 
separator that turns so easy, 

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

THE SHARPLES 

TUBULAR SEPARATOR. 

I'm the exclusive agent in these parts and I want 
to show you one of them. 

N. 8. DOW, Agent, Woodstock. 

PUNGS 

and Other Things. 

Many Styles in Light 

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. 

Knee Sleds, 

Bob Sleds, 

Long Sleds, 

Neck Yokes, 

Spread Chains. 

HORSE SHOEING 
Done by two Expert Professionals} 

(It is a pleasure to us to show you our goods. 

THE WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE C0. 
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 obtained at 
application to the undersigned at his office op- 
posite the Carlisle Hotel. 

: LOUIS E. YOUNG, Woodstock. 

NOTICE. 
All persons indebted to the estate of the late 

Stephen B. Appleby, ars 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. 

THE COLD WEATHER 
Is Yet to Come. 

If you want a new 

HEATER 
a 

Cook Stove 
to replace the old one, call in. 

have a full line of each. 

We 

Have you seen tha 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 SEMPLES 
CASH HARDWARE, 

East Florenceville. 

WANTED AGENTS. 
Reliable men to sell for **Canadas (Greatest 

Nurseries” largest and best assortment of stock; 
liberal terms to workers; pay weekly: outfit free; 
exclusive territory. 

STONE & WELLINGTON, Toronto. 

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


