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THE KlOG UNDER THE WAGON. 

"Come, wife," mid good old Farmer 
Qray, 

"Put on your things, 'tis market day— 
And we'll be off to the nearest town, 
Therq and back ere the sun goes down. 
Spot? No, we'll leave old Spot behind." 
But Spot he barked, and Spot he whined. 
And soon made up his doggish mind. 

To follow under the wagon. 

Away they went at a good round pace. 
And joy came into the farmer's face; 
"Poor Spot," said he, "did want to come. 
But I'm awful glad he's left at home; 
He'll guard* the barn, and guard the cot, 
And keep the cattle out of the lot." 
"I'm not so sure of that," thought Spot, 

- The big dog under the wagon. *- >' 
p-i -

The farmer all his produce sold,,-> , ~j 
And got his pay in yellow gold, < r 
Then started homeward after dark, 
Home through the lonely forest. Hark! 
A robber springs from behind a tree— 
"Your money or else your life," saye he; 
The moon was up, but he didn't see 

The big dog under the wagdn. 

Spot ne'er barked and Spot ne'er whined. 
But quickly caught the thief behind; 
He dragged' him down In the mire and 

dirt, 
And tore his coat and tore his shirt, 

'Then held him fast on the miry ground; 
The robber uttered not a sound 
While his hands and feet the farmer 

bound. 
And tumbled him into the wagon. 

So Spot, he saved the farmer's life, -
The farmer's money, the farmer's Wife; 
And now the hero, grand and gay, 
A silver collar he wears to-day; 
Among his friends, among his foes. 
And. everywhere his master goes, 
He follows on his horny toes. 

The big dog under the wagon. 
—N. O. Picayune. 
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A GAS BILL 

ROMANCE. 

THE big black figure 2 on the cal­
endar on Abbott's desk remind­

ed that young man that it was the 
second of the month, and that he had 
a disagreeable duty to perform. He 
rang a bell. 

"I want to get the delinquent no­
tices out this morning, Samuel," he 
said to the youth who answered his 
summons. "Just write to those peo­
ple to the effect that upon examining 
our books we find that their bills are 
over a month in arrears, and that un­
less they are paid in three days we 
shall be compelled to cut off their 
supply of gas. Sign my name, and get 
the notices into the mail as soon as 
you can." 

His stenographer and general fac­
totum disappeared, and Abbott's 
mind turned into another channel. 
He was a very capable young business 
man, having gradually risen to the 
position of secretary and general 
manager of the Evans City Consoli­
dated Gas company through his close 
attention to the ^company's affairs. 
But it was not of business that he 
began to think when Samuel had 
gone back to his typewriter in the 
outer office. He saw in his mind's 
eye a sweet feminine face, with a 
clear complexion through which the 
red glowed delicately, a sensitive pro­
file, and big eyes that were not as 
carefree as such eyes should have 
been. 

"It's hard lines for that poor girl 
to have to struggle along as she 
does," said Abbott to himself. "She's 
not cut out for that sort of thing at 
all. She hasn't the strength for it. 
Almost every cent of the little they 
pay her for her school teaching, and 
almost every minute of her time out­
side of school hours, goes to the care 
of that father of hers. It's pretty) 
hard lines, and she is a little heroine, 
that's what she is." 

This was by no means a new train 
of thought for Abbott. For several 
months the image of the fluffy-
haired little school-teacher with the 
big blue eyes had been engaging his 
attention in season and out. When­
ever he dreamed a day dream this 
image would be the central figure of 
it, and often the dreams would go to 
considerable length. For example, 
he would picture a pretty house, with 
a pretty lawn around it, and the im­
age acting with charming grace and 
dignity the role of hostess to their 
friends; or the image out in the 
front yard picking roses, or tacking 
up strings for the morning glory 
vines, with the breeze rippling her 
fluffy hair, perhaps. 

He sometimes wondered what the 
girl herself would think if she knew 
he took such liberties with her im­
age. His acquaintance with her was 
rather slight. He had called on her 
a few times, but had never been able 
to break through the reserve which 
was the result of her sensitiveness and 
her aloofness in her devotion to her 
invalid father, from the society of 
the young people of the town. The 
truth of the matter was that, in 
spite Of Abbott's ability in affairs of 
the head, he was a bungler when it 
came to matters of the heart. No 
body knew this better than he did 
himself. Before every call he had 
made a resolution to be light and 
easy in manner, to joke with her, to 
tell her in an off-hand way about 
himself—he doubted if she even 
knew what his business was. But it 
was no use. In the interval between 
his ringing the doorbell and her de­
scent into the parlor his resolutions 
would take flight like a flock of 
frightened sheep, and he would be 
more ill at ease than ever. So he 
had made up his mind to take the bull 
by the horns, as he expressed it to 
himself, to write her a letter telling 

her pWily and rimply of the st»t* 
of his heart and asking her jtp tito 
hint into consideration as. a fntuiw 
husband. With the cliek of Aamoel's 
typewriter in his ears he composed 
the missive and instructed Samuel to 
have it mailed without delay. Then* 
with his mind much relieved, he 
turned again to prosaic business 
matters. After luncheon it occurred 
to him to glance over the names ox 
those whose bills wete in arrears. 

"Bring me the list of delinquents, 
Samuel," he directed. He was run­
ning his eyes hastily down the col­
umn when he stopped suddenly. 

"Are—are those letters in the mail 
yet, Samuel?" he asked, with an ef­
fort at calmness. 

"Why, yes, sir; got 'em.in a couple 
of hours ago," answered Samuel 
briskly. 

"And that other letter, I suppose 
you have mailed that, too," Abbott 
went on in the uncertain voice of a 
man who is afraid to hear the an­
swer to his question. 

"Of course I did, sir. I saw it was 
going to the same address as one of 
the others, so I just slipped it into 
the big envelope with the notice, to 
save that much postage." Samuel 
was a zealous youth, who had the in­
terests of the company at heart. 

"Oh, you did, did you?" cried Ab­
bott, rising to his feet. "What in the 
name of—" He stopped, being accus­
tomed to control himself. "Get back 
to your work now, Samuel, and here­
after when I tell you to mail a letter 
just do it in the usual way without 
any improvements of your own." 

Abbott paced the floor. For Miss 
Hayden to receive from him a per­
emptory notice that he would shut 
off the supply of gas unless she paid 
the bill, and at the same time a dec­
laration of love, was terrible, and al­
so ridiculous. His vicious chewing of 
the end of his cigar was interrupted 
by short laughs of scorn at himself 
for permitting such a thing to hap­
pen. If he could only get that let* 
ter back! 

He knew the postman would never 
give it up to him. He thought of 
waylaying him, and smiled grimly at 
the idea of the secretary of the 
Evans City Consolidated Gas com­
pany turning highwayman and rob­
bing the mails. 

He glanced at bis watch^and made 
a hasty calculation. It was four min­
utes past three. There was a three 
o'clock delivery and the letter was 
probably in it. But Miss Hayden was 
not yet home from school. The ses­
sion was over at three o'clock, to be 
sure, but what conscientious teach­
er had no unruly boys to keep in, nor 
other afterr-school dutieg to perform? 
Abbott decided that she would not 
be home before 3:30, at the earliest. 
It would take him about 15 minutes 
to reach her house. This would give 
him at least ten minutes' grace in 
which to bribe the maid, to obtain 
possession of thdt letter by hook or 
by crook, and get away unseen by 
the mistress of the house. The en­
velope was fortunately stamped with 
the company's name, which would be 
a help to him. He felt that his 
chances for success were good, after 
all, but there was that contingency, 
appalling to contemplate, that Miss 
Hayden might be at home with his 
two communications in her posses­
sion. He dismissed from his mind 
as hastily as possible the thought 
of meeting her under these circum­
stances. 

"Yes, sir, she's just come home 
from school," said the Irish' girl, 
cheerily, in reply to Abbott's anx­
ious query. "Come right in and I'll 
tell her you're here." 

From his seat on the edge of the 
parlor chair the - young man gazed 
distractedly at the unsympathetic 
furniture and the unresponsive bric-
a-brac. If he could only get out of 
here some way? How could he face 
her? The clock ticked loudly, with 
no regard for his state of mind, and 
every tick was hurrying on the or­
deal. He frowned at the clock, and 
as he did so its tick suddenly seemed 
to have become a voice of succor, 
for it had called his attention to a 
familiar-looking envelope lying be­
side the clock on the mantlepiece. 
In three strides he was across the 
room and was clutching that letter 
in an eager grip. He had just time 
to thrust it into his pocket before 
he heard her footstep on the stairs. 
Bed and agitated he took her ex­
tended hand. 

"I—I beg your pardon, Miss Hay­
den. I—I'm glad to see yoti. I 
thought I would drop in to see if you 
wouldn't—if you wouldn't take a 
walk, that is, a ride. I am .feeling a 
little worn out, you know, and a trip 
to the park occurred to me as a 
bracer. Won't you come, too?" 

Miss Hayden's blue eyes were fixed 
upon him wonderingly for an instant. 
It seemed to her a little odd that an 
active business man should be want­
ing to go to the. park at this time. 
And then she couldn't understand his 
embarrassment. 

"Why, you see, my father—" she 
began, doubtfully. Then she remem­
bered that her father had noticed 
the paleness of her cheeks, and had 
advised her several times to. do this 
very thing—to take afternoon rides 
to the park. 

"Why, yes, I think it would be de 
lightful," she exclaimed with a touch 
of enthusiasm in her voice. "It is 
such a beautiful afternoon. I am 
very glad to get away from the hum­
drum cares of life, now and then, and 
it's very good of you to ask me, 

"Not at all," answered Abbott, ear­
nestly. 

After Miss Hayden had adjusted 
her hat she went to the foot of the 
stairs and called out: 

"Katy, t thought you said there 
was a letter here for me. I don't 
see it." 

"It's right on the mantlepiece, by 
the dock, ma'am,** came Sato's voice 

"  - •  * *  -  *  

Above. "Why, no, It istt% 

"It must be, ma'am," insisted Katy. 
"The postman gave It to me not tin 
minutes ago, and I put it there With 
me own hands." 

Katy came down stairs, and Abbott, 
experiencing emotions such as he 
imagined must be those of the ama­
teur sneak thief, made a feint at 
aiding in the search for the lost let­
ter. He was intensely relieved when 
Mies Hayden exclaimed: 

Well, look for It when I am gone, 
Katy. It will surely turn up, some­
where." 

After the first half hour in the 
park Abbott forgot the letter, except 
now and then, and he forgot the self-
consciousness that .had herotofore 
overwhelmed him in all his efforts 
when in the company of this girl. 
They were getting along famously. 
She was in high spirits; the wall of 
reserve seemed to have been b mere 
phantom wall. They went rowing, 
and were remote from the landing, 
in a little inlet where the trees on 
either side mingled their branches 
overhead and made it seem like twi­
light. 

Here v^as the time and place, he 
felt. He would be several varieties 
of a fool not to take advantage of 
this opportunity. He prepared to 
speak out, and felt the perspiration 
on ids brow. This rowing was rather 
warm work, after all. He drew his 
handkerchief from his pocket. In its 
folds it brought the letter, which 
fluttered down at Miss Hayden's feet. 
The blood rushed to his face. He 
was afraid to look at the letter or at 
her. 

You've dropped a letter," she said, 
calmly. 

Like one who takes a plunge into 
icy water he glanced down. The 
blank side had fallen upward. With 
an assumption of carelessness he 
picked it up, and then, to give vent 
to his feelings, began to row stren­
uously. In a moment they were in 
open water again; his mind was no 
longer in condition for a declaration, 
and a golden opportunity on a golden 
afternoon was gone. 

"Just cross that Hayden bill off 
your list, Samuel, it's attended to," 
directed Abbott the next day in the 
office. He did not intend that Miss. 
Hayden should be bothered by any 
more bills if he could help it, and 
he had formed a resolution, so in­
tense that it was grim, to make an 
attempt to help it without further 
parley or d$lay. 

It was about four in the afternoon 
when Samuel rose with alacrity from 
his typewriter, and stood grinning at 
the counter, as he always did at the 
approach of a femimne patron of the 
company. 

"I came to pay my bill," said Miss 
Hayden, opening her purse. "I am 
afraid it is a little overdue, but—" 

Oh. that's all right," interrupted 
Samuel, " you don't owe us anything, 
your bill's paid." 

"Paid? But that can't be. I don't 
understand." 

"Well, our secretary knowB all 
about , it. You had better see him. 
Come right this way." 

The zealous • Samuel threw open 
the glass door of Abbott's office 
with a bow,, and the young man 
and the young woman stood face 
to face. He was on his own 
ground here, and was wholly at his 
ease, while'she was very much em­
barrassed. He took the hand that 
she almost unconsicously held otit, 
and led her to a chair. "You may 
go now," he said to Samuel. 

But Samuel did not go very far. 
He has ears that stand out from his 
head inquisitively, and was able to 
gather a very fair idea of what 
transpired on the other side of that 
glass door. Samuel won't tell. It is 
enough to say that in the near fu­
ture Miss Hayden will not have to 
pay any more bills, nor even to teach 
school. The expression of care has 
given place to one of happiness In 
her big blue eyes.—N. Y. Times. 

" " They Wanted Blood. 

While a fair was being held re­
cently in a small town in Belgium 
the owner of a menagerie announced 
that one of the villagers, who was 
known to possess great courage, 
would enter .that evening a cage con­
taining two lions and remain there 
15 minutes. - jg|| 

When this Was noised abroad every 
one determined to witness the novel 
sight, and as a result there were 
several hundred persons in front of 
the lion's cage when the perform­
ance began. 

At a signal from the owner the 
courageous villager entered the cage 
and stood watching the lions. They, 
however, took not the slightest no­
tice of him, and after 15 minutes had 
expired he left the cage. 

As he did so a storm of hisses 
greeted him and the next moment 
such an uproar arose that the owner 
summoned the police and the enter­
tainment came to an end. 

The fact was the people expected 
that the lions would attack the vil­
lager and they were disappointed be­
cause no blood had been shed.—Stray 
Stories. fT* 

Alarm! asly Capable. % > ^ 
Simpson— I'd be afraid to marry 

a girl like Miss Hopkins. ? 
Jenkins—Why? §S<f 
"Oh, a girl who can run an auto­

mobile as she does would manage 
a husband clear down to the 
ground."—Detroit Free Press, 

- Heartless. '• •• •!££ 
"Drop me a line!'Scried the excur 

sionist, who had fallen overboard. 
"What's* the use!" calmly rejoined 

the alleged funny man of the party. 
"There isn't any post office where 
you are going."—Chicago Paily 
New*. .,-v* 

RUIHKD CITY OP COPAU. 

Werk *f BiMvatUa m It Stepped by 
Order af the H*b<um flw* 

2 eMUBea*. 

All work on the ruin* of the great 
prrhistoric city of Copan, in Honduras, 
has been suspended by order of the 
Honduran government. Extensive ex­
cavations have been made at Copan by 
agents of the Peabody exploration 
fund and great palaces and temples, 
giant stairways and broad plazes have 
been unearthed. Enough was uncov­
ered to show that Copan was the capi­
tal of a great empire which has en­
tirely vanished, leaving no history, not 
even traditional history, behind it 
which man as yet can read. 

The government of Honduras gave 
no valid reason for stopping the exca­
vations and the custodians of the Pea-
body exploration fund hope to be able 
to get permission to resume work next 
year, as the prohibition seems to be 
only the result of a temporary freak 
on the part of the native officials. 
Meantime a wall has been built around 
a part of the excavated city and watch­
men, living in huts amid the ruined 
palaces of forgotten kings, keep away 
natives who might deface and destroy 
the elaborate stone carvings and sculp­
tures. m J; 

The history of Copan and its mighty 
warriors, wise statesmen and splendid 
kings is all written on numerous col­
umns of stone and on the walls of the 
palaces and temples, but no man as 
yet can read the inscriptions. Arch­
aeologists of the Peabody museum 
have, however, mastered the calendar 
of the vanished people, and, with this 
as a starting point, are gradually mak­
ing progress toward the acquisition 
of a knowledge of the language of the 
mysterious people of the forgotten 
empire. 

If work on the ruins of Copan can 
be resumed next year, saysthe New 
York Mail and Express, it is expected 
that many "finds" will be made which 
will be of the greatest importance" to 
American archaeology. 

QUEER WAYS OF THE TURK. 

Be Prlea Into Your Mali and Pokes 
' HI* Kqm Into Your Private 

- , ^ . =_ Affairs. ; ' 

The Turk suspects everybody and 
everything and no private act, no se­
clusion*, is safe from his intrusion. 
Every telegram sent from the public 
offices is at once reported to the au­
thorities. No one can safely send a 
letter by the Turkish post unless he 
is willing to have it opened and read 
and take the chances of having it con­
fiscated if the censor findB anything 
that can be twisted into an insult tc 
Mohammedanism. 

As a result of this condition and the 
inability of foreigners residing in Tur­
key to communicate with any certain­
ty with their friends, some of the great 
European nations have established 
post offices of their own in Turkish citr 
ies, in which they employ only Euro­
peans, use their own stamps and watch 
their mailbags until they pasB beyond 
the prying eyes of the Turks. In Sa-
lonica there are no fewer than five 
post offices—British, Austrian, French. 
Servian and Turkish; in Constantino­
ple six. If one wishes to be sure of 
his mail he must inquire at four of 
them at least, and if he really wants 
to have his letters reach their des­
tination he must send them through 
some post office other than Turkish.. 

For the reason that the authorities 
cannot be sure of a complete knowl­
edge of all the conversation that might 
pass the telephone has been excluded 
from the empire and no Turkish city 
is electrically lighted, because, it is 
said, officials discovered the word 
dynamo in applications for the neces­
sary contracts, and, dynamo suggest­
ing dynamite, the official Turk was 
paralyzed with fear. So all Turkey 
is still candle-lighted, or at least lamp-
lighted. Whatever is Turkish in Tur­
key, says a writer in the Outlook, is 
sure to be out of order, disorganized, 
dirty; whatever is foreign is, by con­
trast, well kept. 

lioav Distance Pianist. 
In the newspapers of Padua a 

musician named Bancia recently an­
nounced that on the following Sun* 
day, at seven o'clock in the morning, 
he would begin to play the piano and 
would continue to play for 40 hours, 
or until 11 o'clock Monday evening. 
During this period he said that he 
would play 250. pieces of music froic 
memory, and that he would rest for 
only 20 minutes—ten minutes at the 
close of the fourteenth hour and an­
other ten minutes at the close of the 
twenty-ninth hour. He, added that 
during his long performance he would 
take no nourishment, except a little 
water and some medicine of. his own 
concoction, and that a committee of 
physicians would be present in order 
to see him accomplish" his singular 
feat.—Detroit Free Press. Wi:- • 

; i-yfr 'V-
Didn't Use His Own Medicine. 

Doctor—Take this medicine as di­
rected, and your cold will be gone in 
two or three days. 

Patient—You seem quite hoarse, 
doctor. 

"Yes; I've had a bad cold for four 
weeks."—Chums, r ' 

it 
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A prominent club woman, Mrs. DaiK 
forth, of St Joseph, Mich., tells how she 
was cured of falling of the womb and 
its accompanying pains and miseiy by 
Lydia E» Pmkhamfs Vegetable Compound 

"Dkab Mbs. Pibkhax :—life looks dark indeed "when a woman 
feels that her strength is fading away and she has no hopes of ever 
being restored. Such was my feeling a few months ago when I was 
advised that my poor health was caused by prolapsus or falling of the 
womb. The words bounded like a knell to me, I felt that my son had 
set; but I<ydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound came to me as 
an elixir of life; it restored the lost forces and built me up until my 
good health returned to me.. For four months I took the meaicmo 
daily and each dose added health and strength. Lam so thankful for 
the help I obtained through its use."—Mas. Flobbncb Daotoktĥ  

1007 Mues Ave., St. Joseph, Mich. 
A medicine that has restored so many women to health and 

can produce proof of the fact most be regarded with respect. This 
is the record of Jjydla E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, Which 
cannot be equalled by any ether medicine the world has ever pro­
duced. Here is another cases— 

"Dkab Mbs. Pinkhah:—For years I was 
troubled with falling of the womb, inegular 
and painful menstruation leucoi s _ . 
down pains, backache, headache, dizzy and  ̂
fainting spells, and stomach trouble., . ' 

"I doctored for about five years but did 
not seem to improve. I began the use of your 
medicine, and nave taken seven bottles of 
Lydia E Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, 
three of Blood Purifier, and also used the 
Sanative Wash and liver Pills, and. am now 

1 

I thn-nir you vciy much for. wbi$ $ou 
have done for me, and heartily recqm-
ynftTifl your medicine to all BQfffimfn 
women/'—Miss Esau. Snybkr, Slfi Easc 

Ctenter St, Marion, Ohio. 
« , . "FREE MEDICAL ADVICE TO "WOMEN." 

Women would save time and much sickness if they would 
write to Mrs. Pinkham for advice as soon as any distressing symp­
toms appear. It is free, and has put thousands of women on ine 
right road to recovery. _ 

Mrs. Pinkham never violates the confidence thus entrusted to | 
her, and. although she publishes thousands of testimonials from ' 
women who have heen benefited by her advice and medicine, 
never in all her experience has she published such a letter without 
the full consent, and often by special request of the writer. 

FORFEIT if cannot forthwith prodnce the origin*! letter* and riiutOM oC 

$5000 ̂ var#ft&nonUla'wbichim Kmm. 
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WINCHESTER 
M E T X U .  L . I  C  C A R T R I D G E S .  

URING our 30~years of gun making, we have 
discovered jnany things about ammunition lltff 
no one could learn in any other way. Oiir 
discoveries in this line, together with years of 
experience manufacturing ammunition, enable oft 
to embody many fine points in Winchester 

Metallic Cartridges for rifles and revolvers which make them 
superior in many ways to all other brands upon the market. 
Winchester cartridges in all calibers are accurate, sure-fif* 
and exact in size; being made and loaded In a modem 
manner by skilled experts. If you want the best 
INSIST UPON HAVING WINCHESTER MAKE OP CARTRIDGES* 
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5HIP US PUffS. HIDES ETL 
WE 5ELL BEST TRAPPERS, 
GUIDE EVER PUBU5HE0.  ̂
PURE STRICHNINt.SURE-
DEATM CAPSULES. McCALLSl 
DECOY. TRAPS-ALL KINDS. 
WRITE fOR CATALOGUE ETC! 

iff 

% •  

WE GIVE I 
INFQRHA1 
FURS HNO WOOL, 
ANY HOUSE WT 
NORTHWESTER  ̂

HIDES FUB C0. W\ 
:MINWAP0US^L_. 
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Temptation. 
Insurance Agent—Don't you fwa'nt 

to take out a policy, Uncle Eben? 
Uncle Eben—Go 'long, white" man, 

an' stop tryin* ter lead de ole maa 
astray. Ah dgne ain't played no pol­
icy sense Ah joined the church fouh 
y'ars ergo.—Chicago Daily News. 

Only Explanation Hnrndy. 
Friend—I haven't seen you for some 

time. _ 
Po*t—No. Fact is, I have become a 

good deal of a recluse lately. 
"I feared as 'much. How xdnch do 

you Owe?"—Stray Stories.; 

Better keep on the safe aide. 
Don't use & liniment you're not rare abottt. 

If yon have an Iqjnry, an Ache a seriona Cot or BraiMy 
Lumbago, Neuralgia or anything that ia curable by a 

MEXICAN MUSTANG LINIMENT 
It cured aches and injuries of Man and Beast before many of; 

were born. It was found to be reliable by yonr dtMi 
grandsirea; it willbefoundaobyyoa. 
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