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THE UNDOING OF 
CHIEF WET DOG 
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By Q1BERT C. TERRY. 

DURING nine months of the year, 
Wet Dog could be found on the 

Apache reservatoin, where he ate 
good cookod food and drew good gun- 
ammunition, all of which our gov- 
ernment, supplies to the Apaches. 
The other three months would find 
him, accompanied by a string of 

speedy racing cayuses and a string 
of favorite 'squaws, making the 
rounds of the various fiestas, where 
he invariably happened by hook or 

crook, principally by crook, to pull 
off something in the way of racing- 
money and poker-winnings. 

Wet Dog, in brief, was a consum- 

mate sport, and not a square sport 
at that. This fact one regrets to 
divulge, for this noble red man had 
twice been converted by missionar- 
ies, who wrote home, joyfully, that 
the famous bloody Apache chief had 
confessed his sins, and been gather- 
ed into the fold. Rut truth must out, 
and Wet Dog had certainly acted 
shamefully at the Gold Gulch 
“rooster-pulling” in the doping of 
Limping Jimmy’s cowpony racer. 

As a result, many dollars had 
passed into the dishonest hands of 
Wet Dog, who, with his ponies and 
squaws, hastened to flee before his 
trickery could be discovered. There 
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profanity among the cowmen, who 
had hacked Limping Jimmy and his 
Faloma with their very last red; 
bitter were their reproaches as they 
struck their homeward trails, and 
the desolate Jimmy left alone to doc- 
tor poor Faloma, felt the matter 

keenly. 
An autopsy soon performed showed 

exactly what had been wrong, and 
the Limping One swore to himself 
a mighty cowboy oath, “I’ll fix that 
sneaking Injun, so help me Moses, 
if it takes 20 years to do it.” 

For many months following the 
Gold Gulch episode, Wet Dog, rich 
in his ill-gotten gains, and fattening 
on the government rations, lived 
peacefully on the reservation. Mean- 
while his newly-bought pony Blue Jay 
was being carefully trained for the 
Wolpi races, at snake-danee time, and 
the horse’s owner practiced stealth- 
ily in his tepee various new combi- 
nations on poker hands, for the ul- 
timate undoing of poor Lo, the poor 
and unsuspecting Indian, to whom 
card-stacking was an unknown dodge, 
but poker a thing of everlasting 
joy. 

At this time Limping Jimmy was 

lying low, and formulating some 

tricks of his own, aided and abetted 
therein by his bunky, one “Shorty” 
Smith. 

These tricks necessitated the 
swearing-off of the two cowboys, so 

far as whisky and poker were con- 

cerned, and the saving of their every 
cent. They also necessitated, I 
grieve to say, a midnight journey' to 
the Bar-X range; the rounding-up 
thereon of a wild and untamed out- 
law pony, the stealthy' escorting by- 
night of the same wild though prom- 
ising pony, and his staking in a se- 

cret pasture, already prepared by 
the two men, where the outlaw's 
busting was taken in charge. 

On the Bar-X ranch there was 

some hunting and chasing after the 
missing horse, which ceased upon 
Shorty, of the Circle-S, stating to the 
Bar- j foreman that he had the day 
before spied a bunch of Apaches 
driving some ponies northwnrd from 
Bar-X, and that, “By ructions, there 
was a gray broncho, with one white 
leg, roped-in with them there In- 
jun eayuses!” 

Shorty’s perjury saved the day. 
The Bar-X foreman vowing death and 
destruction to all Apaches, retired 
blaspheming to his ranch; meanwhile 
Limping Jimmy and his colleague 
continued to labor with, and educate 
in secret, that same gray outlawed 
broncho with one white leg. 

Weeks of hard labor were required, 
for surely never was a wickeder 
broncho than Outlaw. As his train- 
ing progressed Shorty had an arm 

broken, and Jimniy a leg; both were 

constantly a mass of bruises, and it 
is a wonder that their necks were 

not broken. But ihey never gave in, 
and, as patience and doggedness will 
work wonders with even an outlawed 
broncho, the gray horse was finally 
subdued and broken to a finish. As 
his delighted trainers vowed to one 

another, there wasn’t a horse in the- 
two territories able to even keep 
within sight of his heels, much less 
run with him. 

And now Shorty disappeared on a 

brief leave of absence; meanwhile 
Limping Jimniy used an old side- 
saddle and a flapping blanket in the 
further education of Outlaw, who 
did not take in the least kindly to 
this particular branch, of his train- 

ing. After a week’s absence, Shorty 
reappeared, well-laden with divers 
bundles, and full of mysterious in- 
formation over which he and his 

bunky chuckled and rejoiced might- 
ily. 

It was a slack time, with little do- 

ing on the ranch, so the two had lit- 
tle difficulty in securing permission 
for a fortnight’s absence “to attend 
to some business over in Arizona,” 
they said. So away they loped one 

morning, followed by the hoots and 

jeers of their less fortunate com- 

rades, who had spent their wages 
in riotous living, and no vacations 

could come their way. 
Now, while Jimmy bade adieu to 

the Circle-S, in company with Shorty 
Smith, it was in very different com- 

pany that he turned up a few days 
later, close to the Arizona border. 
The festive Shorty was no longer 
visible, the cavalcade being made up 
of Jimmy himself, on his own cow- 

pony; a strange female, who rode 
with the aerial grace and ele- 

gance of a feather-bed; an 

jugjy, ewe-necked pinto, fcofaej 

while behind trotted Jimmy's poxy 
laden with grub and many suspicious 
looking jugs arid bottles. It would 
have appeared that Limping Jimmy 
had discarded on route his beloved 
hunky, taking instead a wife unto 
himself—and a queerly behaved wife, 
tat that. 

To be sure, her hair (or as much ns 

could be seen under her huge sun- 

bonnet) was particularly yellow and 
curly, while her face was fresh and 
not uncomely. Her hands were big 
and rough, for western women are 

hard-working creatures, but her feet 
—these appendages were simply 
enormous—were covered by an ex^ 
traordinnry long- riding-skirt. 

Ab for Jimmy, that personage 
looked passing unfamiliar in a glar- 
ing new suit of store clothes, with 
boiled shirt and collar. A bristling 
new red mustache adorned his upper 
lip, and almost any one would have 
put him down as a prospector re- 

turning from a trip for the disposal 
oi his “stuff.” 

The trail was a monotonous one; it 
had been an unusually dry season, 
and the bed of the Gila river, when 
they came to cross it, was ankle- 
deep in dust. There was no water 
fit for man to drink, and merely a 

hatful of muddy fluid in a near-by 
hole, which even the horses would 
not swallow. Yet this river-bank 
was the customary camping place for 
people crossing between New Mexico 
and Arizona, and here Limping Jim- 
my and his companion dismounted 
and prepared to make camp. They 
had it all to themselves, for, save 

an occasional darting lizard, the 
wheeling of a bird against the hot, 
brassy sky, and the yapping of the 
prairie dugs from their near-by bur- 
rows, there was no sign of life. 

Now, while these two camped ex- 

pectantly by the dry river bed, play- 
ing cards to pass away the time, 
and steadily watching the trail, there 
approached them from the Seven- 
Mesa direction, a small cavalcade of 
Apaches. In front rode the chief— 
no less a nerson than Wet Doc him- 
self—while behind him straggled a 

motley collection of ponies, squaws 
and dogs, in the midst of which was 
led a beautiful Indian pony, Blue Jay, 
the racer, and the apple of Wet Bog's 
eye. 

It was with glee that the Apache 
was traveling southward, for Blue 
Jay had won practically every run at 
the snake dance; there had been con- 

gregated together many Indians, 
whom Wet Dog had fleeced right and 
left at poker. The small gunny sack, 
which his squaw Lily-Maid carried 
under the blanket, was full of Wolpi 
wealth, there being $300 silver there- 
in, not to mention other riches in 
the shape of rudely cut turquoises 
and coral and silver beads. 

Fearful as to his treasures, it had 
been Wet Dog’s intention to cross 
the Gila half a mile further up than 
the regular ford; campers at that 
place might be cowboys, therefore 
dangerous. (For an Apache dreads 
a cowboy even as an ordinary ten- 
derfoot dreads an Apache.) But the 
squaw who had sneaked ahead to 
ascertain the lay of the land, report- 
ed that there were no vaqueros, 
only a white man camped there, 
with his wife; the man played cards 
and drank firewater, while three 
ponies were hobbled near by. The 
ponies were well-laden with jugs, 
doubtless containing firewater. 

Wet Dog hesitated—and was lost! 
Dis wiser instincts urged him to 
hurry on with his money, turquoises 
and racer; his thirst for firewater 
and his gambling instincts told him 
to stop and fleece the lone white 
man, who, if carefully enough plied 
with firewater, would be easy game. 
For had not he, the Apache, fleeced 
white men before this? The gam- 
bler ruled, and Wet Dog, wdth his 
following, made direct for the camp 
of the white couple. 

Here, after one glance satisfying 
the Indian that he had never before 
seen the American, who was prob- 
ably a miner, Wet Dog ordered his 
squaws to nobble tne ponies. Mean- 

while, he and the stranger, having 
partaken of several drinks, proceed- 
ed to deal for poker in spite of the 
protests of the white woman, who 
declared in hoarse tones that “Jack 
was a natural bawn fool to play 
pokali—he didn’t know nawthin’ 
about cyards.*’ 

At the time this statement was 

made, Wet Dog greatly rejoiced; two 
hours later he had reason to believe 
that it was merely what the white 
men call a bluff. For, while the In- 
dian was good at fixing the cards, ■ 

and could glibly deal out four kings 
to his opponent, thoughtfully retain- 
ing four aces for his own personal 
use, he seemed somehow unable to 
buck up against this apparently tipsy 
miner. Apache luck seemed decided- 
ly on the wane. He lost one hand 
after the other, until, finally, the 
American had beside him all of Wet 
Dog’s portable property. The chief 
had lost all his loose money; then 
his good government rifle (drawn 
from the United States ration de- 
partment), and then his Colt army 
and navy revolver; next, the silver 
watch bearing the legend “To My 
Dear Christian Brother,” which had 
been sent him by a friend of the last 
missionary who had converted him. 
A final jackpot swept away Blue- 
Jay’s saddle and bridle, and then Wet 
Dog laid down his cards, glaring 
wickedly at the seemingly tipsy white 
man, and at the sun-bonneted white 
squaw so' unconcernedly tightening 
the cinches of her saddle. If Wet 
Dog had been able to get at his lost 
rifle or revolver, he would have shot 
down man and woman where they 
stood. But as it was, he could only 
grit his teeth in impotent fury, and 
mutter that he would play no more 

white man’s games. No, he had had 
enough! 

Laughing teasingly, the miner 
stood up, carelessly picking up the 
firearms: “Well, yes, it is too bad 
to win everythin’ a man Las. fitill 
I am gQkod with the cards. Now, if 
it was hawses, it might be differ- 
ent!” 

At this, an idea occurred to Wet 
Dog, who was sullenly making to- 
ward his ponies; he gave a furtive, 
comprehensive glance at the white 
man’s horses. Neither of them, he 

judged, could run half a mile with 
Blue-Jay. The pinto pony, with its 
ewe-neck and woman’s saddle, he 
did not deign to glance at twice. 
“.What woman,” he mused, “ever rode 
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anything but a cow?” Here was Us 
chance. 

“No, no,” grunted he, seeing that 
the American was Saddling up. “We 
will have pony-running; Apache 
pony, your horse. You not want- 
ing? Yes, yes! Apnche horse no 
sabc run fast, your pony good run- 
ner. Bay, wc have drink; you give 
Apache chief firewater. We talk.” 

The American protested. “No, no. 

Hy pony can’t run, and your Apache 
pony is a good ’un.” 

Wet Dog plied more whisky, and 
more gutteral eloquence. 

“Well,” the American said, “you’re 
a real sporty sort, and it is a blanked 
shame for you to do all the losin’. 
Say, believe (hie) we will run just 
one little race. But theh must be 
some bettin’, just to show theh ain’t 
any frost, see? Wbat (hie) will 
Apache put up?” 

In his glee at having gotten the 
white man drunk, and in his cer- 

tainty of a dead easy thing, Wet Dog 
boasted that he would bet every- 
thing he had—his racer, Blue-Jay, 
the hag of silver and turquoises, 
everything, in fact, against the Amer- 
ican’s three horses and the belong- 
ings he had just won. from him at 
poker. 

The American agreed, and all pre- 
liminaries were quickly arranged; 
the race to be ridden by the two 
men on their own ponies; distance, 
one mile, to a clump of cottonwoods 
on the plain ahead; the start to be 
given by Lily-maid, who was shown 
how to fire a revolver, which the 
American himself loaded for her. 
With the white woman obligingly 
holding the stakes—in which Wet 
Dog saw no risks, inasmuch as Lily- 
maid held both revolver and rifle— 
the two men got their ponies into 
line, the lesser squaws, dogs and po- 
nies looking on stolidly from the 
background. Then all was still; 
meanwhile Lily-maid nervously ex- 

tended the heavy Colt, pulled back 
the hammer, and gave a trembling 
jerk to the trigger. 

Click, bang! and three horses 
leaped forward in a blinding cloud 
of dust. Tense silence reigned for a 

moment, then there uprose loud wails 
from the squaws, and a second pis- 
tol report, which disconcerted Wet 
Dog as, crouching low on Blue-Jay’s 
back, he tore along for dear life. 
Until the pony was well settled, he 
dared not look. When he did so, 
■however, judge of the vision that 
met his dumbfounded eyes. 

Disappearing in dust, nearly half 
a mile ahead, was the ewe-necked 
pinto pony, going like a streak of 
lightning, while the woman on his 
back, her sun-bonnet vanished, and 
wig of long yellow curls dangling 
from a closely-cropped masculine 
cranium, made wild ainj derisive mo- 

tions. Steadying the pinto with one 

hand, with the other she waved the 
Apache’s precious bag of dollars and 
turquoises, meanwhile giving voice 
to the most startling and blood- 
curdling cowboy yells. 

Never had Wet Dog seen or heard 
anything like it; he stared aghast, 
his knees trembling, and eyes pop- 
ping out of his head. Of a truth 
must he be crazy, or bewitched! 
But, as he stared, the yellow wig 
slipped from its last hair-pin, and 
soared rejoicingly through the air. 
The vanishing red head of Shorty 
Smith was therefore bared to the 
public, and Wet Dog swore again, 
and yet again, as he realized how he 
had been duped by his cowboy ene- 

mies. The other of them, he could 
see, was riding close behind, and— 
oh, horrors!—held a 38 Colt pointed 
straight at him! But the chief, who 
had not even a knrfe on his body, 
gave forth one warning shout to 

Lily-maid. The squaws, however, 
having with horror viewed the yel- 
low scalp-locks of the fleeing white 
woman, and the lack of effect of Lily- 
maid’s bullets (all blank, of course), 
in turn made a wild stampede for the 
Gila banks, emitting wild yells of ter- 
ror at every jump. Wet Dog fairly 
groaned aloud as he caught a glimpse 
of their fleeing backs. 

Of course, he could only throw up 
Ills hands. What else can one do 
when confronting a leveled, cocked 
pistol? And very soon Wet Dog found 
miuseii uismouuiea, cnspossesseu oi 

his beloved pony, handcuffed and 
tied stoutly to a cottonwood tree. 
Thence he could only glare impo- 
tently at the actions of Limping Jim- 
my, who leisurely placed liis own sad- 
dle on the pony Blue-Jay, and ar- 

ranged leading ropes on the other 
horses, meanwhile keeping up a run- 

ning monologue on the doping of 
ponies, with many pointed allusions 
to Apaehe habits in general, the 
characters of Apache chiefs and their 
female relatives, and many other 
things too numerous and profane for 
me to even hint at. Then, with a 

patronizing wave of the hand, off 
loped Jimmy. 

“Injun must excuse my hurried de- 
parture,” he stated, sweetly, “for my 
partner, ahead there, Mr. Shorty 
Smith, ain’t no band at countin’, and 
he might slip up on them there tur- 
quoises. Besides, Mr. Smith has been 
ridin’ side-saddle fashion for some 

days, and is probably some played 
out. So, adios, chief! Goin’ down 
to Gold Gulch any time soon? See 
you there later, then!” 

In this manner did Limping Jimmy 
square himself with Chief Wet Dog. 
And late that same night, unpur- 
sued, and safe over the Arizona bor- 
der, two hysterical cowboys undis- 
guised themselves, and a very nerv- 

ous gray horse with one white leg, 
which had been painted pinto, and 
othewise “fixed” with an artistic, 
but very unflattering ewe-neck. This 
same horse later won several thou- 
sand dollars' worth of races, with a 

close second in a fleet Indian pony 
by the name of Blue-Jay. 

Of this old Wet Dog never knew, 
for he died shortly after his ad- 
venture with Limping Jimmy. The 
reservation agent wrote down his 
death as due to heart failure, but the 
squaws whispered otherwise. “It 
was white man’s medicine,” they 
murmured. For had they not them- 
selves seen the white squaw’s hair 
come off her head and fly through 
the air, and had not Lily-maid’s bul- 
lets gone through her body and 
never killed? Natural causes, in- 
deed! They had seen and they well 
knew Of a verity, was the white 
man’s medicine powerful.—Sai> ” imn- 

cisco Argonaut. 

They Held Up the Pacific Express 
On the Burlington, Near 

Lincoln, Nebraska. 

THE ADAMS EXPRESS GAR WRECKED. 

The Safe Blown to Piece, and the 
Valuable Contents Carried OR by 
the Robbers—A Posse, With 

llloodhounds, Takes Up the Trail 
at the Scene. 

Lincoln, Neb., Oct. 13.—Three 
masked men held up Burlington train 
No. 41, the Pacific express, four miles 
out of Lincoln, shortly before two 
o'clock Saturday morning. They used 
explosives on the express car, shat- 
tering it badly, and, after wrecking 
the safe, rifled it of its contents, se- 

curing $50,000. * 

Train 41 reaches Lincoln at 12:55 
a. in. and leaves for the northwest 
ten minutes later. It was a few 
minutes late Saturday morning, and 
was in charge of Conductor C. A. 
Lyman and Engineer A. L. Clayburg. 

On the crest of a hill, midway be- 
tween the city and the town of Wood- 
lawn, the engineer saw a red light 
waved across the track and brought 
the train to a standstill. Two men 

sprang quickly into the eab, covering 
Clayburg and his fireman with re- 

volvers. They lost no time in giving 
their orders and were just as prompt- 
ly obeyed. The express car was cut 
from the balance of the train and 
run ahead a short distance. They 
found the door locked and, after 
commanding Messenger William Lup- 
ton to open it, and getting no re- 

sponse, fired two or three shots into 
the car. The door was then opened. 

A heavy charge of dynamite on the 
safe literally tore it to pieces. Four- 
teen packages, said to contain a hun- 
dred dollars each, were taken, to- 
gether with other valuables. 

The two men who were in the car 

politely hade the trainmen good 
morning, jumped from the car and 
disappeared in the darkness. The 
passengers were not molested, nor 

were the trainmen asked fordheir be- 
longings. 

1 he robbers were cool, talkative 
ami apparently experts. The whole 
job occupied scarcely an hour. The 
train was run back to Lincoln, the 
wrecked car was taken out and at 
four o’clock the train resumed the 
journey, the original crew going out 
with it. 

Following it was an engine carry- 
ing Chief-of-Poliee Hoagland, Detect- 
ive Malone and his two bloodhounds 
and three police officers. 

Blood lion nds on the Trait. 

Lincoln, Neb., Oct. 13.—The man 

hunt in southeastern Nebraska lagged 
Sunday, and the four highwaymen 
who held up the Burlington train near 

Lincoln early Saturday morning have 
seemingly distanced their pursuers. 
The heavy rain which fell Saturday 
night and the drizzle up to noon Sun- 
day made the following of the trail 
even with bloodhounds out of the 
question. The Burlington railroad de- 
tectives and Lincoln policemen who 
were beating about in Cass county 
Saturday and Sunday night, aban- 
doned the search and returned here 
Sunday morning. Officers in every 
town that the robbers might visit 
are on the lookout, but at Burlington 
headquarters the statement was made 
that not an arrest was made during 
the day. A house near Raymond, 
Neb is declared to be a rendezvous 
of thieves and hard characters, and 
some of its occupants have caused 
the police much trouble. The theory 
is that after the hold up the robbers 
drove rapidly to this place and were 

kept in hiding by their friends during 
the day. One of the Raymond men 

whom it is thought may have some 

knowledge of the hold up, although 
not actively connected with it, was 

seen in the vicinity of the robbery 
Friday. He but recently completed a 

term in the penitentiary, the police 
say. 

A SULTAN-NEEDS SPANKING. 

A Monarch of All He Surveys Tells 
Gen. Sumner He Hankers (or War, 

and Will Probably Get It. 

Manila, Oct. 13.—The sultan of 
Bocolod, Mindanao, has rejected the 

friendly overtures of Gen. Sumner, 
commander of the American forces in 
Mindanao, in a defiant letter, in which 
he invites war. The sultan says: 

“The sultan of Bocolod desires war 

forthwith. He wishes to maintain the 

religion of Mohammed. Cease send- 

ing letters. What we want is wur. We 
do not desire your friendship.” 

Friendly Moros report that the sul- 
tan of Bacolod is fortifying his 

strongholds. He is in possession of 

many rifles. It is said that an Amer- 
ican column will be sent from Camp 
Vickars to capture and reduce the 
Bacolod stronghold. It has not been 
decided when the move is to be made. 

A German Subject Murdered. 

Berlin, Oct. 1?.—A special dispatch 
received here, from Caracas, Venezue- 
la, says Adam Russell, a German sub- 

ject and manager of the Venezuela 
Plantation Co., has been found mur- 

dered and robbed on the road. The 

government is making an investiga- 
tion. 

Returning to Porto Rico. 

New York, Oct. 12.—Acompanied 
by his wife and daughters, Wm. H. 
Hunt, governor of Puerto Rico, sailed 
for San Juan Saturday hy the steam- 

ship Ponoe, after a protracted visit. 

Passing of an Aged Pioneer. 

Charleston, 111., Oct. 12.—Thomas H. 
Dowling, a pioneer resident of Coles 

county, died, Friday, at the age of 96 

years. Mr. Dowling wis the oldest 
citizen in this section. He was born 
in Loudon county, Va., May 22, 1908, 
and came to Illinois in 1827. 

Acquitted of Murder Charge. 
Metropolis, 111., Oct. 13.—Ike Bran* 

non, who was tried Jiere for the kill- 
ing of Will Ferrell, fast spring, while 
the two were working together in a 
box factory, was acquitted. 
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OUR GENERALS IN ENGLAND. 

Generals Corbin, Young; unci Wood 
Are Ilelnir Overwhelmed with 

Brltlalt Hospitality. 

London, Oct. 12.—The American 
generals now visiting England are un- 

dergoing somewhat similar experi- 
ence!; of English hospitality to that 
of the colonial premiers during coro- 

nation time. From now until October 
18, when they will sail for home, Gen- 
erals Corbin and Young will not have 
a meal they can call their own. Be- 
ginning with the king, whose action 
in inviting them to luncheon at Buck- 
ingham palace next Monday, the first 
week-day lie will be in London, has 
caused much favorable comment, 

they have received invitations from 
numerous societies and individuals. 
Lieut. McKinley, who, as aide-de- 
camp, has most of the arranging of 
dates to supervise, said to a press 
representative, that he believed Mr. 

-ortelyou, the president's private sec- 

retary, had not a more difficult task. 
Both Gen. Corbin and Gen. Young 

expressed their keen appreciation of 
t .e many attentions shown them. 
Earl Roberts has been untiring in af- 

fording them attentions and the 
American generals are looking for- 
ward to their visit with him to Wool- 
wich and to Gen. French, at Aider- 
shot, next week, with great pleasure. 

Gen. Wood will arrive here Sunday, 
in time to meet the king. Ambassador 
Choate will be expected to accompany 
the Americans to Buckingham palace. 
Mrs. Corbin has been confined to the 
house with a cold 

SHE WAS A REAL ANCIENT. 

Ellen Stewart, Who was Bora a 

Slave, In 1770, Dead At Home 

for Aged Colored People. 

Chicago, Oct. 12.—A woman who, 
according to.her own report, was liv- 

ing at the time of the Boston tea 

party and the meeting of the first 
continental congress, is dead at the 
home for aged and infirm colored 
people. If the reports of her age 
should he correct, she was the oldest 

person in Illinois, and possibly in 
the United States. The woman was 

hllen Stewart, a slave before the civil 
war, three times married, and mother 
of four children, the last of whom 
died several years ago of old age. 
According to her story, she was born 
in 1770, and consequently was 132 

years old. The officials of the insti- 
tution in which she died, after an in- 

vestigation as thorough as could be 
made, credited her statement. 

Until within a few months of her 
death, the woman was in complete 
control of her senses, and told many 
stories of men and women distin- 
guished in the earlier days of Vir- 
ginia and Kentucky. She was born 
in Virginia. 
OMAHA HAS BOODLE SCANDAL 

Three Members of the Omaha Board 
of Education Arrested on Charges 

of Receiving Bribes. 

Omalia, Neb., Oct. 12.—Three mem- 

bers of the board of education of 
South Omaha, A. V. Miller, president, 
and members ,1. L. Kubat and Theo- 
dore Shroeder, have been arrested 
charged with receiving bribes. The 

specific charges are those of receiv- 
ing money from school teachers in 
consideration of the latter securing 
increases in salary, and also bribery 
in connection with the furnishing of 

typewriters for the board. 
The charges are supported by 12 af- 

fidavits placed in the hands of the 

county attorney, and on which the 
warrants were issued. The investiga- 
tion on which the complaints were is- 
sued has been in progress for some 

time and it is said other arrests will 
follow. 

A SUBSTITUTE FOR COAL. 

Philadelphia I sing Bricks Soaked 

In Coal Oil as a Substitute 

for Anthracite. 

Philadelphia, Oct., 12.Bricks bid 
fair to rival coal as a fuel in this 

city. Thousands are burning bricks 
soaked in coal oil. 

One large porus brick, soaked all 

night in coal oil, will burn for more 

than two hours, and will furnish suf- 
ficient heat to cook a meal. Three 
or four bricks placed in a heater will 
warm a house for nearly three 
hours. The bricks can be used as of- 
en as desired. 

Persons who have made the experi- 
ment are delighted, and many of them 

say they will continue to burn oil in 
this way in their cooking ranges, even 

after the coal strike is ended. 
Each brick has attached to it a 

piece of wire with a loop, so that it 

may be easily handled. 
A very porous soft brick will hold 

almost a quart of oil. 

“SweatlnK” Pronounced Illeital. 

Kokomo, Ind., Oct. 12.—The Indiana 
supreme court has decided that the 

process known to police departments 
as “sweating” prisoners is illegal, and 
awarded Arthur Steele, of this city, 
$400 damages against Lewis W. Har- 
ness, sheriff of Howard county, for 
false imprisonment. 

Colombian Revolntiontats Defeated. 

Colon, Colombia, Oct. 13.—Persons 
who arrived here from Cartagena, 
Saturday, say that the forces of the 
government have defeated the revolu- 
tionists at La Cienaga. There is no 

further news of the situation at Santa 
Marta. It is reported also that the 
government has driven the revolution- 
ary general Uribe-Uribe from the 
rtrategic position he held near Ten- 
eriffe, on the Magdalena river. Gen. 
Uribe-Uribe is said to have been com- 

pelled to retreat with all his forces 
toward the interior of the country, 
and the Magdalena is now open. 

Two Suicides at the Capital. 
Washington, Oct. 13.—Edward T. 

Krantz, aged 65 years, was found 
dead, Sunday night, in the belfry of 
the Trinity Methodist church. He was 

hanging by a rope around his neck 
that had been fastened to a round of 
a ladder. > 

George Huston Cooper, aged 61, 
committed suicide at his home, Sun- 

day, by hanging himself to a closet 
door. He had been suffering from 
acute melancholia. Mr. Cooper was a 

clerk in the fifth auditor’s office of 
the treasury department. 

LITTLE THINGS. 

My^Ife Is full of little thing: 
A little care, a little task, 

A little walking In the dark— 
No great things doe3 the Master ask. 

I long to do some noble thing. 
To show how great my love may be; 

But only little daily tasks 
Does the dear Lord require of me. 

A little yielding of my will, 
A little while to patient wait: 

Sometimes my life so little seems 
1 iflgh and murmur at my fate. 

Yet once—’twas In the twilight hour— 
He whom I love said tenderly: 

"There Is no task in all thy day 
But may be done for love of Me. v 

"I see each effort thou dost make. 
And trivial though thy day may be. 

Each one that's spent for Christ's dear 
sake 

Will bring thee one step nearer Me." 

A little life of faith and prayer. 
And love and Joy, 'mid daily care, 

Ready to help and brave to bear— 
Yet these are needed everywhere. 

—Elizabeth Willard Dennison, in Chris- 
tian Work. 

GAMBLING. 

Most Fashionable, Most Prevalent 

and Meanest of All Vice*—Does 

the Bible Forbid Iff 

Certain of our exchanges are just 
now debating anew the ever recurring 
question: "Does the Bible forbid gam- 

bling?” It reminds us of the story we 

read when a boy—it may be going the 

rounds of the press somewhere yet— 
about an old farmer and his wife who 

sat down to read the latest news out of 

their country puper. The old gentle- 
man began with “Fatal Accidents.” 
“Goodness alive!” exclaimed the 

listening wife, “wus anybody killed?” 
“I d’no,” said the husband; “just wait 

till I read on farther.” And so he slow 

ly toiled through the story told by the 
rural reporter. He found that it was 

an account of a runaway. The man in 

the ease "had every none in ms nouy 
broken,” and the woman “barely sur- 

vived to be carried to the nearest 
Jiouse.” The “one breathed only a few 
short gasps” and the other “never 
seemed conscious of what had oc- 

curred!” At last the impatient wife 
broke in again and sharply demanded: 
“But what I want to know is. was any- 
body killed?” “Well,” slowly respond- 
ed the reader after glancing down the 
list of horrid details, “well, Maria, 
that is the one thing that it don’t tell.” 

Does the Bible forbid gambling in so 

many words? That is the one thing 
that it does not do. The thing that it 
does do is, it forbids the spirit that 
leads up to it, the aims that enter into 
it and the passions that result from it. 

Disguise it as one may. covetousness is 
the soul of gamhling. Take away the 
stake and “you hav» taken away all 
interest from the game.” Whether it 
is a sin to bet on a horse race, or a 

game of cards, or the number of hits 
it will take to make a hole at golf, de- 
pends simply upon the question wheth- 
er the Tenth Commandment, which 
forbids to covet, means what it says. 

The question often occurs: What 
becomes of the immense sums staked 
and lost in gambling? Why does the 
successful gambler die poor as well as 

the unsuccessful player? Simply be- 
cause no man regards the money ob- 
tained by gambling as he looks upon 
the wage's of his toil. The first thing 
a successful gambler thinks of is to 
“have a good time.” Success in gam- 
bling begets folly in spending. The 
loser loses; the winner squanders. The 
whole is gone. Both die “broke.” 
Those not buried by the county are 

usually buried by “passing the hat.” 
Gambling is to-day the most fashion- 

able, the most prevalent and the mean- 

est of all vices. It has not one single 
redeeming trait in it. It has not one 

generous impulse behind it; not one 

beneficent result from it. It honey- 
combs the soul with the basest of pas- 
sions. The confirmed gambler is al- 
ways a cheat; and the young man in- 
fatuated with its excitement is on the 
sure road to the penitentiary ns a thief. 
The gambler is first a fool and last a 

scoundrel. Does the Bible forbid gam- 
bling? Well, is there anything that 
the Bible does forbid? If there is, it 
forbids a vice whose root is greed, 
whose trunk is cruelty and whose fruit 
is fraud.—Chicago Interior. 

A Discovery Worth Mnkinor 

A prisoner in one of our state pen- 
itentiaries writes that he “thorough- 
ly comprehends Ihe kindness of his 
unkind condition.” He has learned 
to trust “the fight against inhos- 
pitable surroundings" to be the 
means of developing in him power to 
resist the adversities which he is 
likely to encounter after he is re- 

leased. How fortunate would the 
world be if all men could learn to 
see the kindness in unkindness. Not 
only would the rigor of the law then 
always work out its purposed ob- 
ject of reclamation and restoration, 
as it seems to be doing in this case, 
but under the infinitely .fuster gov- 
ernment of God sinners would al- 
ways turn back to Him from His 
beneficent punishments. Yea, even 

Christians would forbear to murmur 
at afflictions and necessities until 
they saw what quality of character 
their Lord desired to strengthen in 
them by His loving discipline.—Chi- 
cago Interior. 

Responsibility. 
No duty, however hard and perilous, 

should be feared one-half so much as 

failure in the duty. People sometimes 
shrink from responsibility, saying 
they dare not accept it because it is 
so great. But. in shrinking from 
duty they are really encountering a 

far more serious condition than that 
which they evade. It is a great deal 
easier to do what God gives us to do. 
no matter h.ow hard it is. than to face, 
the responsibility of not doing it. We 
have abundant assurances that we 

shall receive all the strength we need 
to perform any duty God allots to us; 
but if we fall out of the line of obedi- 
ence, and> refuse to do anything which 
we ought, to do, we find, ourselves at 
once out of harmony with God’s law 
and God’s providence, and cannot es- 

cape the consequences of our failure. 
-J. R. Miller. 
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UNUSED SOURCE OF STRENGTH 

Few Peiople Get Modi Help from 
Their SarroandtnK* as la 

Always Possible. 

It is an inspiring thought for an 

earnest man that there may be sources 

of spiritual strength within his reach 
which he has not yet Utilized. In the 
material world powerful resources 

have lain long neglected—steam, elec- 
tricity, etc.; why may it not he the 
same in the world of spirit, including 
one's own individual spirit? 

Perhaps the dream of discovering a 

great, absolutely new source of 

strength is vain; but it is somewhat 
more than probable that certain means 

of grace lie near at hand, recognized, 
but not used or not half used. 

Nature is one such means of grace, 
a true sacrament. Not often, however, 
when we are in human company. Ex- 

claiming “What a pretty sunset!” 

conveys no real grace to speaker or 

listener. Once a week get away from 
the children, (let away from even 

your husband or your wife, lie queer, 
go out alone, and quietly observe the 
sky. the clouds, the trees, the shad- 
ows, the differently colored grasses. 
Soak nature in. That one way to re- 

freshment and calm. 
Make the effort to have a little re- 

ligious conversation with your fellow- 
men. More of them than you think 
know the language of fait<h and piety 
and would like to use it, too, if there 
were some one to talk to. It, is a won- 

derful help to find this out in men. 

Your own timid suggestion comes back 
to you, encouraged and braced. Your 
confidence in the spiritual and eternal 
things is broadened and brightened. 
We hazard the assertion that nine out 
of ten Christians do not use this source 

of strength. 
Few people gain as much even from 

religious worship as they ought to do. 
After a Christian Endeavor service a 

few nights ago a man in passing out 
said to the paslor: “What a helpful 
meeting this was.” The pastor stared 
at him in amazement; in his anxiety 
that the meeting should go well he 
had been watchful only for its defects. 
The other hnd cast that, burden on 

the Lord. He had kept praying for 
the speakers. He had turned the ex- 

hortations into prayers for himself. 
He had prayed for his fellow-listeners. 
Every reader of these lines could do 
as much, and doing so will make every 
service he attends holy. 

As every man needs a hobby outside 
his business, so every man needs a 

special philanthropy outside his in- 
evitable duties. Many a useful life 
is positively drying up in emotional 
power and interest to itself for lack 
of an out-of-the-way invalid to look 
after, or a weak friend to be protect- 
ed from himself, or a boy outside its 
immediate family circle who can be 
influenced for good. Have something 
to labor over and pray for, apart from 
your own home, and your daily busi- 
ness. No man can be a strong Chris- 
tian to whom the fields do not look 
“white to harvest.” If they do not look 
so to you, it is because you are keeping 
too far from the harvest field. 

“Above all, taking the shield of 
faith.” Faith is still, above all, our 

source of strength, just as discontent 
with one’s own gifts or lot is the chief 
cause of spiritual weakness. Your life 
is a plan of God. In His plan “all 
things work for good.” Trust Him. 
He “is a sun and shield: He will give 
grace and glory.” Stand in your lot. 
Take then thy fate, or opulent or sordid: 

Take it and wear it and esteem It blest. 
Of all the crowns that ever were award- 

ed, 
The crown of simple patience is the 

best. 
—Boston Congregationalist- 

RELIGIOUS TRUTHS. 

Hell is self-indulgence.—James Hin- 
ton. 

Accuse not nature; she hath done her 
part; do thou but thine.—John Milton. 

Thou canst not tell how rich a dowry 
sorrow gives the soul, how firm a faith, 
and eagle sight of God.—Dean Alford. 

It will not improve your own crop 
to sit on the fence and count the weeds 
in your neighbor’s crop.—Chicago 
Standard. 

Be sure if you do your very best in 
that which is laid upon j'ou daily, you 
will not be left without help when 
some mightier occasion arises.—Jean 
N. Grou. 

The spirit of God is the bringer of 
joy, but the spirit of man is the trans- 
mitter of cheer for other men. Make 
yourselves good conductors of the joy 
of God, if you pretend to love your 
friends.—I. 0. R. 

It is no man’s business whether he 
lias genius or not; work he must, what- 
ever he is, but quietly and steadily, and 
the natural results of such work will 
always be the things that God meant 
him to do and will be his best.—John 
Ruskin. 

The only cure for indolence is work; 
the only cure for selfishness is sacri- 
fice; the only cure for unbelief is to 
shake off the ague of doubt by doing 
Christ’s bidding; the only cure for 
timidity is to plunge into some dread- 
ful duty before the chill comes on.— 

Rutherford. 
Our bodies are our wardens, to the 

which our wills are gardeners; so that 
if we will plant nettles or sow lettuce, 
set hyssop, or weed up thyme, supply 
it with one gender of herbs, or distract 
it with many, either to have it sterile 
with idleness or manured with indus- 
try-—why the power and corrigible au- 

thority of this lies in our own wills.— ■ 

Sheakespeare. 
The Ease of Wrong Judgments. 

That is a penetrating sarcasm of 
George Eliot's in “Amos Barton:’’ 
“It is so mnch easier to say that 
a thing is black, than to discrimi- 
nate the particular shade of brown, 
blue or green to which it really be- 
longs. It is so much easier to make 
up your mind that your neighbor 
is good for nothing, than to enter 
into all the circumstances that would 
oblige you to modify that opinion.” 
Everybody needs the suggestion that 
is embodied in the above remark. 
Our judgments of men are always 
more or less defective. But it is the 
man who prides himself on his out- 

spokenness, the man who thinks it 
would be cowardice to withhold an 

opinion of men and things, particu- 
larly if he is charged with the duty 
of public utterance, that needs to 
learn that blue or brown or green 
is not black and that in nothing is bo 
much discrimination needed as in the 
diagnosis of character.—N. W. Chris-, 
tiau Advocate. 


