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LONE DOG'S
NEW AGENT.

BY F. B. Wllqﬂ'l‘.

Brainard was the new, agent’s pname, and
he was slight and young looking and curly
headed. The N. W.and M. had appointed
him station agent at Lone Dog because no one
else wotild take the job.

Lone, Dog resented Brainard’s apparent
youth, his cleanliness and his sobriety, the
last two constituting the height of eccentri-
city in Lone Dog, and four nights after his
arrival whirled in to have fun with the *'kid
tenderfoot.,” It was harmless fun enough.
But the boy—he was little more—did not
dnderstand it and grew angry, then sullen
and then scared, to the great delight of the
gircle of grinning cowboys lounging under
the station lamp. They made the boy tell
them of the east; they made him speak pieces,
dance andghnog; then, the fun flageing, some
ingeniously inclined gentlemen had rifled his
ghabby little trunk and held its contents up
for derision.

“Gents,” cried 4 bandy legged individual
in “‘chaps” and sombrero, jumping on to the
one ink stained table and holding up a photo-
graph to the audience—‘‘gents, 1 want to
call your attention to the most anparallel-
ed snd stupendous curiosity ever found'in
these yere parts—a genuwine pioter of a gal
and a mighty fine ¢al too. None of these
yere l'fx';_tuit. shooters, this ain’t, but the real
article; only needs to be seen to be appreciat-
ed. In order to avoid a rumpus over this
yere work of art I'm going to give you all a
chanst at it.  What do you bid for it? Come
high, boys, for the honor of Lone Dog.”

The idea caught the crowd. There were
eries of “*Hand it around, Bud!” *‘The kid’s
gal, you say?”’ Durned if T ain’t forgot what
a woman looks like. I ain’t seen one since
last roundup!” And amid a chorus of com-
ment and suggestion the bidding went oun.

At last it was knocked down to Steven
Oliver of the — —X ranch outfit, the price
being drinks for the crowd.

“Who is it, kid?’ said Steve when he re-
turned to his place against the wall.

“It's—it's— my sister,” answered the boy
coloring. *‘Piease give it back to me.”

“Don’t you fret; you'll get it back again,
souny. Sister, ah?” Steve moved over to-
ward the one lamp and studied the picture,
while the other men turned to fresh devices.

These consisted in makng the boy drink.
He didn’t seem to be cheerful enough they
said.

The boy refused and then after many
threats touched his lips gingerly to a bottle
and choked.

I can't,” he said coughing and sputtering.

“You don't pass out like that,” growled
the swner of the bottle. *“‘You drink!”

“I can’t,” said young Brainard, *‘and I
won't,”

“Says ‘shan’t’ and ‘won’t’ juet like a sure
enough man,” continued his tormentor.
“Well you've got to. We don’t like pro-
hibitioners around here. They ain’t popu-
lar.” The man twisted his hand in the
collar of the boy’s blua shirt as he spoke, but
the boy tore awsy, sprang across the room
and pulled a pistol. For a moment 1t looked
as if the comedy was about to change to
tradgedy, and then the boy’s arm was knock.
ed up and the gun wrenched ‘from his tremb
ling hand. It was the cow boy who had
bought the picture.

“You're to old to play with those things,
gonny,” he said quietly, *‘and too young to
get shot.” Then he turned to the others.
] don't know how you feel, boys,” he
said, ‘‘but T don’t reckon I keer for no more
fun tonight—at least this here kind. Play-
in’ with children is mighty comical, but
they're liable to get too fawiliour to suit me.
1 move we pull our freight to the saloon.
The drinks are on me.”

It was, on the whole, a good natured
erowd, and Steve was. popular, wherefore it
tovk the hint and its ponies and departed

whooping

Ar(?ﬁ:ur later Steve returned. The lamp
was out, and he was about to ride along
when he heard the sound of sobbing from
the dark interior of the station.
~ “Holy smoke! They don’t breed men

where he comes from, that’s sure,” said be,
dismounting and going to the door. He
moved toward the sound and made out the
boy crouching beside a bench, his face in his
hand. At the jar of heavy footsteps the boy
started, but Steve laid a kindly hand on his
shouldée *There, sonny, don't take on like
that when there ain’t no reason. The boys
was just playin’ They didn’t mean no harm
unless you'd pulled that trigger.”

“I’d have killed him,” sobbed the boy,
¢sif he'd touched me again!”

Steve chuckled. ‘‘He was safe enough,
kid. It was the rest of us you had scared.
1t was plumb nidiculous.”

The boy apparently did not see the comi.
cality of the situation, for he continued cry-
ing softly, while Steve looked on, powerless
to help. A crying man was something new
in his philosophy.

“'Look here, kid,” he said at last, ‘‘why
did you come here anyway? You're mighty

young and inexperienced for this here strenu-
ous life.”
1 had to. This was the only place I could
get.” ;

*‘Ain’t you got no kin?"

*‘They are all dead.

“Your sister—she ain't, is she?”’

“‘My sister? What sister? What do you
mean?”’

“The sister whose picture the boys was
admirin’ of.”

“Oh, she? She’s living.

There was a long pause. ‘‘She’s a right
purty gal,” said Steve. ‘I've been studyin’
that pictore. She certainly favors you a
a heap—that is, if she has yaller hair, like
yourn. Has she?”’

*‘Yes,” returned the boy; “‘it’s just the
color of mine.”

“] reckoned so. Long. I bet, and curly.
T knowed it. Wha''s her name?”’

“Er—Jessie.”

“Jessie?” Steve pondered over the name

”

as if to see if it would fit his preconceived

notions. You'll be having her on here soon,
I reckon, won't you? I'm powerful anxious
to come up with your sister.”

The boy gave a queer little laugh, which
changed to a sigh.

*I guess not now,” he said, ‘‘after what's
happened. I must go away—go back. I
ought never to have come. = I didn’t see it
before. Oh, you can’t understand,” he cried.
“T dont want to zo. I haven’t any situation
nor money nor friends!” He broke down,
sobbing, again.

“And run away from nothing. The boys
ain’t goin’ to do no harm. I'll see you don’t
get missed with too much.”

“Bat when you ain’t there what would
happen? Oh, if you hadn’t been here tonight!
Noj; there’s no way but for me to leave.”

Steve shiffed uneasily in his chair. *‘This
here sister of yours,” he said at last, *‘do you
reckon now she’'d marry me if I could git to
ask her?” He stoppéed the boy as he wss
about to speak. *‘‘Just keep quiet, sonny,
and ler me bark a spell. I've been doing a
lot of thinkin’ since I come here this evening,
and it s been about her. I've been driftin’
around these parts for the last ten years and
more, ever since I was half as young as you,
getting into scrapes and out of ‘em, riding
the ranges, roundin’ up, fightin’ when I had
to, drinkin’ and gamblin’ and shootin’ up a
town, just like all men does out here, with-
outen there's a woman to hold ‘em steady,
and tonight when I see your sister’s picture
it comes across me that I wanted to settle
down, and I wanted her to help me. That's
why I don’t want you to go away, kid, for if
you do I won't get no chance to see her and
ask her. Do you reckon she'd look at me,
kid?”

The boy said nothing for a moment, while
Steve watched him anxiously. The dawn was
just breaking over the plains and a pale light
came through the dirty windows of the stat-
ion.

“I]—I havent any sister,” said the boy
huskily at last. *‘I lied to you, but you've
been too good to me, and I cii'q’t keep it up.
I—the picture—it's me. I'm—oh can’t you
sree—I'm a girl!” 4 : '

“A girl! I'll be”"— Steve didn’t finish
the sentence. He rose and went to the win-
dow and looked out on the faint gray green
of the sagebrush. Brainard continued as if
in defense: *“'I had todo 1t. 1 helped my
brother in the station at home and learned
to telegraph. Then he died, and no one had
any work for a girl—at least work I could de.
Then I thought I would come west, dressed
as a man, and I got this job, and now—now
you know why I've got to go back.

Steve turned and came to the side of the
girl. *“You ain't got to go back, and you
ain’t a-goin’—not if I can help it. I might
have known you was a woman, only I didn'’t
know women had such grit. Look here, kid
—1I mean—that is""—

*‘Jessie was my sister’s name,” said the
girl, with a little laugh.

““Well, I'm rough, and I don’t deserve no
such gal as you, Jessie, but there’s a heap of
men git what they dou’t deserve, and I ain't
so mighty bad. You say you kin telegraph.
Well, you sit down then to that ticker and
do some telegraphin’ for me, one up the line
for a new agent for Lone Dog Station and
one to Prairie City for a parson. And tell
'em I give ’em until tomorrow mornin’ to git
here on the first train,” added Steve Oliver,
with emphasis.

Garden Hotbeds.

Starting the bed is an important matter,
and 18 really the pivotal point of success or
fuilure. If built upon the surface it is far
better to have the location well covered with
litter of some kind during the winter. If this
has been neglected, then the ice and snow
must be cleared away. The foundation ought
to be a least eighteen inches larger each way
than the size of the box. The particular work
is in spreading and trampiug of the manure.
Uneven or loosely tramped places will make
no end of trouble by settling unevenly, and
good plants in such a bed are out of the ques-
tion. After nearly sufficient height of manure
is put on then place the boxes and fill both
outside and in. Cold weather will require
that the manure be piled and well tramped

on the outside clear to the top, and more to

THE DISPATCEH..

: . _I'hompson, ¥
of Lillydale, N.Y., Grand Werthy
Wise Templar, and Member of
W.C.T.U., tells how she recov-
ered by the use of Lydia E.

Pinkham’s Vegetable Coapound.
“DeaR Mns Pixxuaam :—9 am ome
of the many of your teful friends
who have been cured thro the use
of Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
(;"'.l ’ and who can t‘)—(iﬂly’
thank you for the fine health I enjoy.
was thirty-five years %
uent
bearing-down pains; in fact, I bad
womb treuble. I was very anxious to
well, and reading of the cures your
pound had made, I decided to try

it. ] took only six bottles,but it built me
up andcured me entirely of my troubles.
“My family and relatives were
naturally as gratified as I was. My
niece had heart trouble and nervous
prostration, and was considered incur-
able. She took Vegetable Com-
pound and it cured her in a.short time,
and she became well and strong, and
her home to her great joy sad her hus-
band’s dd:fbt was blessed with a baby.
I know a number of others who
have been cured of different kinds of
female tronble, and am satisfied that
your d is the best medieine
for sick women.” — Mxzs. Erasersn H.
TaoursoN, Box 105, Lillydale, N.Y. —
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be put on aa it sertles down. The inside
surface is best kept the same slope as the top
of the box. After this the soil can be filled
in and the sash put on. They should be
raised at intervals for « few days untul tae
rank heat pasees off. The temperature will
probably go high for a few days—nearly 100
degrees or more. This will do no harm,
but when it hack about
90 degrees it is to put in the
seed. From then it must be closely
watched, as a bright day even with cold
weather outside will very quickly run the in-
side temperature above the safety point, so
frequent ventilation is the remedy. While

sestles to
safo

on

mixed maunure, with more or less shavings,
leaves, or other coarse litter, is often used
for heating, the safest and best is grain fed
horse manure with a liberal supply of straw
bedding. 1t s the best kept under shelter
and haudled sufficientiy to prevent burning.
A few days befure rcquired for use it is well
M to fork it thoroughly and pile up to start the
heat, and wet a little also if necessary. A
second piling - and forking 18 good practice
also, to distribute the heat as much and as
evenly as possible. When well started again
it is ready for use. One large glass entirely
to fill a sash is, of ccurse, best of all. They
are expensive, however, and if once broken
it costs considerable to replaced them. The
sash are usually made in regular sizes at the
factories, but can he ordered nny size desired.
This always costs extra for readjusting the
machinery. Perhaps the better way is first
to order the sash, then the boxes can be
made to accommodate the sizs and number
desired. — Michigan C rrespondence Rural
New Yorker.

Mastication.

The primary obj.ct of mastieation 'is to
break up the food so as to faclitate the
gwallowing of it and, still more hmmportant, to

insure its intimate admwixture with the diges
tive juices, not only within the mouth, bat
throughout the entire digestive tract. Masti-
eation has however, orher important and far
reaching effeets.  Thus it promotes the flow
of saliva and, when properly performed,
gsecures a due insalivation of the food; itin
creases the quantity of alk«line saliva passing
into the stomach: ir stimulates the hear: and
circulation, and ti ally inflaences the
nutrition of the jiws aund their appendazes
by stimulating the local blood and Jywmph

it

eirculation.
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To Cure a Cold in a Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All drug-
gists refund the money 1f it fails to cure. E. W.
Grove’s signature is on each box. 25c.

M i st

As We Find Him.

We came upon the college man in the green
swenter.

“Studying much?” we ssked.

“Srudying?’ he vehoed, his eyes dilating
with astonishment. «**Well, I guess not. 1
finished up foorball in the fall; now I'm play-
ing hockey; soun it wiil be polo, thaa lacrosse,

aad later on basebal .’
“When do you «¢Xpeet to open

books?”’ _
“Waell, during next vacation, if 1 get s

chance.”

your

made.

W ashing
Machines.

number of Washing Ma-
chines we have sold during
¥ the last yvear, we know that
of the many useful mechan-
ical helps that contribute to
the comfort and happiness
of the well-appointed mod-
ern home, the washing ma-
chine is by no means the
least important, and if it
could not be readily replac-
ed, would be one of the last
of such aids to be parted
with. Any Washing Ma-
chine is preferable, tenfold,
to the washboard.

The above cut shows the Re-Acting Washer, with round
hody—the cover is open to sbow the internal working parts.

The Quickest Acting and FEasiest Running Rotary Washer
Every machine warranted to give Perfect Satisfaction.

W. F. Dibblee & Son,

Woodstock and Centreville.

ity of the job and the price,
work.
Woollen Mill.

hear from me again.

Words in season:
next week.”

~ 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
should they need painting it would be a good
come and see McKenzie. One job from me will convince
you that you have struck the right man, both in the qual

idea to

which is the lowest for good

Shop at Hull & Glidden’s, next to

Come and see me.

Yours until you

JOHN McKENZIE. °

I have heard advertisers say, “Read my advt
I say, “Read mine this week.”

PUNGS
and Other Things.

Many Styles in Light
and Heavy Pungs.

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

s1gns.

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 (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,

CANADIAN
PACIFIC

TOURIST CARS

Every Thursday from Montreal.

Every Tuesday and Saturday from Ncrth Bay.

NO CHANGE OF CARS
MONTREAL TO VANCOUVER,
TRAVERSING THE GREAT
CANADIAN NORTH WEST.

The Finest Mountain Scenery on the Conti-
nent.

LOWEST RATES APPLY.

Canadian Pacific Service is Up-to-Date,

WORLD’S FAIR, ST. LOUIS.
Openg May 1st, Clores December 1st, 1904,

C. B. FOSTER, b. P. A, C, P. R,, 8T, J(»l;_\'. N. B.

.




