
From Mooi River Sir William 3Cao>
Cormac, England's distinguished surgeon,
who took the fleid with the soldiers !a
South Africa, sends to the London, Lancet
an Interesting set of notes on the remark-
able bullet wounds he has seen recently.
"The greater number of these wounds," he
says, "were caused by the Mauser bullet,
and nearly all presented the characteristic!
features? a small circular, slightly de-
pressed area covered by a black scab. The
?xlt wounds often were similar, but a lit-
tle larger, sometimes presenting a scar
like an incised wound and difficult to dis-
cover, v >>

"When Isaw them a week or ten daya
after the injury they were for the most
part healed. How these bullets fall ta
damage vital structures lyingimmediately
In their path is nothing short of marvel-
ous. The proportion of fatal chest wounds
to those that are recovered from Is be-
lieved to be small, but what the propor-
tion precisely is cannot yet be learned. It
is abundantly clear that one lung and
often both lungs may be traversed, and
Inmany directions, without causing grave
symptoms, and often without producing;
any symptoms of lunjr trouble at all."

A halt was called on operations for per-
forating abdominal wounds because so
many recoveries from such wounds were
noted. So. too, the previous* indications
for operations in such cases had to be re-
vised completely. Recovery from wounds
of the knee joint were so many as tomake
a chapter entirely new in the experience
of the surgeons. The same Is true of
wounds to other Joints. In pelvic Injuries
It was hard to understand the limited
amount of damage done. Bullets perforate
arteries and nerves without severing them
or. In the case of arteries, without cans-
Ing the expected amount of bleeding.

Aprivate who looked extremely well and
said he had nothing to complain of had a
hole Beven inches long and three inches
wide in his chest, which involved the

zlungs. Part of three of his ribs were car-
1ried away and the lung wris exposed. The
soldier lay in a trench ok the tisld from
1:30 to 5 o'clock before ha cc\Tld be attend-
ed to. He was carried to the hospital at

12:30 o'clock that night.
Another private was hit Inthe middle of

the nose, and the bullet passed out the
back of his neck. Ho had a little head-
ache and seme trouble in swallowing, but
in ten days the wound healed and the man
apparently was perfectly well.

?? \TJSr6jTD BICTC cad Tni
V \ Fwaraot, toreOtwr with *
1 Ihundred or more aooom-
1 J pUces, ere accused. L«et~

tfry~¦defend themselves.
ItJs or.ly one 14-yeax-old

>«y who accuses, but the
«hcrr* '?» **big« h« !s KtU*.
He »ays that this band cf yel-

:low-coe-te"" conspirators coaxed
him all the way from Pltta-
burg to B&n Francisco on a
wiil-o*-the-wlep promise of
"berre's of money." Ha has
reached here, but ha !s not
throwing gold nuggets to ba
trr*.rr.l>.3 for. Instead, ha has
taken lodgings in ono of tha
great heavy

-
doored, sllent-

helled* buildings of our city
Where littleboys may findiodg- *

Ires when nobody cares.
"I was forever reading: dot- \

~
?is," he isald. "If It hadn't tV "¦¦'

been for the novels I'd be home \&SCOW."
He eat opposite me in the re-

ception room of the Youths* Di-
rectory and calmly talked the
matter over. He talked with
c po!se and world-knowledge
that tha. average 25-year-old
fc!2s short of, but he talked hi
a voice that has not yet de-
cided how old Itis.

Father Crowley had sent up-
et&irs for him. and Ihad. await-
ed him In a solemn chair and
mental discomfort. The -dis-
comfort was 6uch as a might-
ier Interview could never call
forth. "A runaway boy, 14
years old, who travels on ca-
booses," Ieald to myself bjr
way of preparation. !Itetruck
me as Bounding unpropitious. I
?aw In picture an embryo Jail-
bird with manners more of the
street 'nan of the parlor. Then
Vt *.cudden .1 heard the brave
rood ringofthe che*ry father's
voice as he Bald: "This Is the
boy. Miss Comstock; this Is
Frank Adams." And my men-
tal boy vanished Into thin air,
for the real boy was as gravely
courteous as a gentleman of
the old pchocl, and he was cay-
Ing*. "Miss Comstock, I'm
plrased to meet you."

Then we looked squarely at
one another and ehook hands,
fLnd to-day we hardly remem- *
ber when we began to be
friends.

"The co-r-ls made all the
trouble," be proceeded. "Tve
read all the novels Iever want
to? that is, dime novels, you
knew. Borne novels are ell
rlgtt. Dumas Is pretty rood,
don't you think so? 'The Three
Musketeers' Is the beet.

"Wish I'd always read Du-
ssmm and bocks like that. But
X didn't. Somehow Igot hold
of one of these paper-covered
stories that tell about Califor-
nia, end tiuiX started me. I
took all the money my folks
Cave me er.d bought more ot
those books, and Ibought
weekly papers that have that
kind cf stcrtes. They were
nearly an about California."

*"And in the week that you've been here
j-o-j don't find It Just as

'
Joe Dauntlesi

aid?"
**Tbl» doesn't look so," he replied, with

& deprecatory restur* that covered his
coetume from cv'.'.ar to boots. The trou-
pers have traveled mors than JDOO miles;
the rest of the clothes have teen given to
bim. and they are tstlmable but no more.

"Some'of the storH-s made out that Cal-
ifornia was all a t% gold field? nothln*
to Cc but walk.cut tir.d take the trouble
to pick vp nuggets ln\the read. Ididn't
.quite -believe that. bu\ Idid think the
mlnlTur must be lots ea«|er than It seems
to.be, Iknew there wiia big city here-
eil right, but.Ithought \here was gold
mil around it and that the x'.r.ing was just
about play. And Ithought^t wouldn't be
env trouble to get to the Klondike from
here. : ? .m-M \

?* *Tom.r Klocdike' was tte book that
put that Idea into my head. *Tou see I
had lots .of .different ideas wten Icame
here. Ididn't know Just wha-Al would
"do; mine, or go, lnto the navy.Vor ship
.fiJit. ButIwas going to make a fortune,
anyway. Idecided that."
He is c bit .humorous when he tpeaks

tow. of his fancies. and«there is a minor
chord somewhere in his humor; it li\the
mad laugrh that' people learn after 'icy
have watched life for long years and hive
found her out. \
."I'went to school light along, so Ihal
to read nights. I in the seventh
gTade. Yes. Ilike school all right, but I
thought I'd like a fortune better. I?well.
Iwas a pretty good boy, Idon't care if
1do Fay It." he blurted. "Iwas kind of
c leader of boys' pranks, but Istudied
end bchavc-d ell ripht in school. Ihad
to." he added, and the pale little freckled
face took oa a whimsicality. "My father
was president of the school board."

"What were the names of some of your
novels?""

'Young: Glory* was one, and 'Secret
Service' and 'Nick Collier' and 'Fred
Fearnot.' They're all silly. Some of the
¦torles tell about th^barrels of money to
be made packing fruit out here, and all
the fellows In those books start out with-
out a penny and come back home Ina lit-
tle v.hile and feel big, end they let their
mother kiss 'em and cry, and then they
Bay. The house Is a little Ehai>by, is It
riot?' and so they r<tep out and buy a
Jew town lots and put up a house with
marble steps and present it to their father
end mother, and when the folks say
Thank you,' they say 'Don't mention it.'
2 thought I'd do something like that, but
it don't look that way now. AllIwant is
eny kind of a Job as bellboy, elevator-boy
or anything that Ican live on and get
coxae decent clothes and have c chance to
to to night school."
Itis * long step down from the ffolA

mob te pay my way. Th* esftena? ;am
Wee little booses, you know, and the men
eat ea them? have reejnlar meals at a ta-
bJe, and that's haw 1boarded.

"At the bis; towns Istopped off. and X
never mtseed havlnr my clothe* washed
every, week. Isent them to a laundry and
didn't ra on to the next town until th«y
were done,

"Iwanted to gut to Qmafea. and X «*£»
¦
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nugget fcath to the bell boy ambition. The
pity of It lies in that he has learned to
take the step gracefully.

"For a Ipns time Ikept thinkln' about
etartin' ovL but Icouldn't see how to do
it until on*day last October my mother
gave me tei dollars to buy some clothes.
Icaw here Vas my chance. Ibought a
ticket with % Inever thought Iwas
stealin'. \

"The ten doftars bought me a half-fare
ticket to ChiciVo, and there was some
left. Itook a rood look at Chicago, and
then Iwent on tl Joliet. That's as far as
my money lasted\

"From there on\ had to work my way.
Igot the trip to BAck Island for breakin'
coal for the engine, tut that's pretty hard
work for a boy." \Ilooked at the ©errous. Intelligent
hands that had never been made tor
breaking coal, and tfcft*flashed Into mr

mlnd a thought of the mother that misses
him. Iknow no more of her than that
she is his mother, but Iknow Just how
the sob sounded in her ¦ voice when she
read out the letter that told about,break-
ing coal. The father, it seems, is stern
and a politician, and he has had neither
time nor will to write to the youngster
during the five months' absence; hence I
know that he only grunted when he heard
the coal story,- and he probably said, "Let
him find out for himself," and he said
it within basso range. But when Frank
enters the Pittsburg home again, some-
how politics will ba.laid aside for the
evening and Frank's mother will not be
the only Interested and proud listener
when Frank elves an account' ofrhimself.
"Ididn't walk any of the ,way, and ;I

nr.ver bemmed my way, either, Inever
aaked at hoxusea for anjtWae ta eat I,

U*d.e on, f?ifo>ffifflTi,- fliTTnl 1jwp.r.k,*d, ttWJ

cnancVto rrde.on the limited. . Bo Idid. ;
Irode on the mail car. Omaha was
where I

*'
expected . to - see

"

the first signs
of what I:was lookln' for. Ithought it
was all a biff mining camp, with gold as
easy as ripe peaches. Itwas' at 'Omaha
that Dick the Dangerous went for a walk
and came home .with dusty Bhoe3, and
when ho went to brash them ha found it
was all pure gold dust he was brushin*
off. He had to killnineteen Indians there
to keep them from killin' him. but that
was easy.,lwouldn't be afraid of Indians,"
but,there aren't any to be afraid ¦of. I
never saw but three. They came 'out to
meet 1the train, and they ;looked too lazy
to care about flghtlnV They,didn't have a
sign of war paint nor a feather,' and they
left my scalp.¦'. you see."

'

ItIs an unlovely straw heap that they
left, but It Is brushed fit :for Jack-a-

Iworker! steady, hut Ispent allIearned.
Nearly all of It went In buyln' novels. I
know now it was fo->Hsh. But Iwu
gettin' a little discouraged by that time,
ami Ineeded somethin* to brace m» up.
The novels did It. Ifound one that told
about a boy who dropped a plum*stono
on the ground In San Francisco and a
tree started, and that csprq him an Idea;
bo he planted fruit and made JSO.OOO. I
thought Icould ral?e fruit as well as
anybody else, so T braced up. and Imade
up my mind to keep on.

"After four months workin* Istarted
out again and without a cent. I'd spent
Itall. But Icame pretty straight to San
Francisco.

"In all novels the boys jro west to find
their fortunes, and so Icame West, and
Ikept comin". hopin' all the way for
somethln' to turn up. But when Igot
here there wasn't any further west to sh-
unless IJoined the navy, and it took me
two days hangin" around th© water front
to find out there wasn't any chance to do
that. -"When Iwas comin' over on ths
ferryboat Isaid to a man. Is that Goat
Island?' and h» said 'Yes.* and Isaid,
'I'm coin? there.' and he laughed at me,
apd Iguess he laughed right. I've come
as far west as Ican get, and It Isn't a
big gold field, and there aren't any bar-
rels of money for a boy to make Jn a few
weeks. It's a big city where Idon't know
anybody, and where there are more boys
than there are jobs."

??What can you dor*Iasked him. He
makes a bold stretch at a fourteen-year-
old height, but he Is far too slight, and
his plain, strong little face Is pinched and
white. He Is wearily tenae in body and
mind, for the nerves have been strung
tight, and they are only a child's nerves.

"What can you do?" Iasked/ and look-
Ins; Isaw only a pale, worn little speci-
men of humanity that looked absurdly
incapable set In contrast to the big hulX-
lng. Jostling world. But when Iasked
him what he could Ao he replied without
a hint of boast. "Anything." Itwas as
unconscious and simple as ifIhad asked,
**What do 2 and 2 make?" and the an-
swer had been "4."

Then in the light of what he had done,
X.believed the word of this stranger? old
youngster.
He stepped forward and opened the

door for me perfectly. Ilefta good lac*
wish behind me and departed, to reflect
all the way to the car, which means
a whole block of reflection. The moral
is as crudely obvious as that of any Sun-
day-school book; the moral of the run-
away boy and hi3come-up-ance; this Is
the wild goose chaso of the year.

ButImarveled that it was the splendid
folly of one whom you would pass In a
hurry for only an ungainly, freckle-faced
boy. SARAH COMSTOCK.

FROM PITTSBURG
TO SAN FRANCISCO

Trip of a SfpsTT Boy
'

Who £arpe West to pick Up
Gold and -Fight Tndfa'ns.
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THU SOTTDAT QAJJW

It
-

a queer feeling. Ever bars It? T«mi
feel awful far off from everything, and
you kind of think you wouldn't duck your)
head under the bed clothes Ifyour mother ¦.

tried to kiss you rood night. It's a queer
feelin*. ;

"It cam* over me so queer thai Xthought Pd better do ;eomethln* to get
,over It, so Imoved on -to Grand \Island.'
Igot a place there as bellboy in a pood.
hotel? lt ¦ "was a four-dollar hotel? and £
stayed four months. X wanted money, M

Some Wonderful Wounds Seen
in South African War.

3

liw)wOd tor I«w ww.
"Omaha didn't oome op to irbal X ex-

pected, and when Irot there Ifelt MaA
of homesick. That was the.flnrt time.


