
‘They Have Sure Ways of Finding 
Things Out. 

A System of Close Supervision 
WhlCfa Keeps the Authorities in 

Close ?ouch with Everyone's 
atov omenta—Some Specimens of 
Detective Work. 

The detective service of the Japanese 
i admirable, and is inherited from the 

days of the despotism, when it was neo- 

-ary for the Shogun to know every- 
thing that was going on among bis 
subjects. There are two distinct de- 
tective agencies under the government, 
one being connected with the ordinary 
Udice for the prevention and puntsh- 

:it of crime, and the latter beiug po- 
litical. under the Department of the 
hi tori or. 

’i L ** latter showed its efficiency dur- 
ing the late war, for the Japanese knew 
more about the Chinese army, its for- 
tresses. Its arms and equipments, and 
the condition of the navy rhan Li Hung 
Chang himself. The agents of the in- 
t lligence department were not only 

• -niou- and indefat iguable, but a 

mass of valuable information was re- 
i. tv- i at headquarters by volunteer 
spies and from persons who had visit- 
ed China recently and knew facts of 
value to the government. 

Tho intelligence department has so 

complete a system that It claims to be 
aware of everything that is going on 

ii: the empire, and 1 pn a n»x M It is 
true. particularly in politic*. The 
criminal department of the police is 
equally industrious aud efficient. In 
the first place every citizen—man, wo- 

man and child—in Japan is registered 
at police headquarters, with his resi- 

dence, his occupation, and eveh the 

wages ho receives if he le a workman 
or employe. Whenevet he changes his i 

abode, his occupation or his place of 
employment, he is required to nottfy j 
the registrar, aud a correction is made 
unon the liooks. Every hotel i9 re- 

quited to report the arrival and depar- 
ture of its guests as promptly as possi- 
ble. with the places they came from, 
the train they take aud their destina- 
tion. Therefore it is easy for the po- 
lice to ascertain the whereabouts of 
n. person at any time aud they have 

a good start when they are inquiring 
into a case. 

Not long since, for illustration. Mr. 

Miller, official interpreter of the United 
States Legation in Tokio. failed to re- 

tv ive a fi tter which was sent him from 

a neighboring city with a uraf1 en- 

closed.'and he notified tho police. The 

d A crive assigned to the case began by 
ascertaining the day and hour when the 

1 ter was tested, from which ho could 

« silv calculate the exact time of its 

arrival in Tokio. Uy reference to the | 
r lister at headquarters he found that j 
there were two persons named Miller 

in the city, although their initials were 

different and they lived far apart. 
The postmen who served the district 

iu which they lived were questioned, 
and one of them remembered deliver^ 
jut- a letter to the house of tho wrong 

Miller on the date named. Several 
members of the family recalled that 

such a letter that did not belong to 

th« m had been received, and one of tho 

s rvnnts reported that she had handed 
a to a peddl*i. who had agreed to put 
u in the nearest pc=t box and save hei 

the trouble. The peddler was found 

and identified by the servant. His 

i, emises were searched and the mone. 

v:1* discovered concealed under t.u* 

matting of the floor. He had forged 
n indorsement aud ot tho draft cash- 

bv a merchant, who had Sent to his 

l, nk for collection in the regular 
course of business. These facts were 

all ascertained, and the thief wa* * 

True d to four years imprisonment 
within a week after Mr Miller made 

1 complaint to the police. 
Mr. James R. Morse, of Yokohama, 

; v d to bi spending thenightw^^ 
h friend. Mr. Denison. In Tokio when 

m. ik thfirf entered the bouse and stole 

; s pocketbook conr .mn« * j! “d * 

number of valttab! Papers. Th« nut- 

t r was reported to the police in th* 

morning wi: .i 1 r.p .on <» 

,. r... tnd tts corner, a, and withm fo*t>- 

-'u hours the paper;* were recovered 

Wd the thief had b- aim a term of six 

j -ar iuiprisonm ; a- Ishikawa. the 

i. .iiAnoi nenitentlarv. 
•i he prows of hi? defection was very 

piompr and staple The rime was r- 

p }rted at police headquarters at eight 
o'cTi 'h the morning By nine the 

t’a t »;; i description of the property aid 

>, ?n :*tcr. to every precinct in the 

c*ty and to ah th« suburban towns. ana 

were known to every ofiicer on duty. In 

a village about ten miles irom the can- 

1 r of Toklo a mm entered a tea house 

dur'ng the afternoon and showed a card 

upon whkh Mr. Morse s name was en- 

graved. Teahouses in Japan correspond 
with saloons in the 1 nited States as re- 

sort? for loafers md the crooked classes, 
and the policemen watch them accord- 

ingly. Tlie nisans. as the waiter girls 
ar- called, coque- with the policemen 
And often aid them in the portomance of 

their duty. So it was perfectly natural 
: »r the policeman on that beat to toll t.ie 

H' ans the story of the robbery, and it 

w jually so for th;s nesan to report 
t > he poiiceman at> nt Mr. Morse? card. 

The circumstance was suspicious 
enough to pi.-c-fy an arrest, and before 

night the ihtef was in central station at 

Tokio. He had the pocket book and all 

the papers ou his person, but had spent 
most of the money in a spree the night 
before and had been robbed of the re- 

mainder during a drtiuken stupor that 

followed. 
1 saw a good deal of the Japanese de- 

t :ve corps while Mr. Foster was in 

Japan. As he hat! been connected with 

the Chinese government, and his face 

and name ware so well known to the 

p iblio through thelT frequent appear- 
ance in the Illustrated papers, it was 

feear.-d les; ?ome fanatic or aoehi might 
attack him; therefore the government, 
without consulting Mr. Foster, instruct- 
ed the polka departments to keep him 
•an,lor constant surveillance while he 
was a Japan. All of the foreign lega- 
tions an constantly watched by the po- 
i.ee, and a detective with a jiurikusha 
ts always or, duty opposite them to fol- 
low members of the diplomatic corps 
wherever they may go. 

Mr. Foster was soaneitoes attended by 
five detective®. The superintendent of 

police at Koke went with Mui as far as 

Kvoto, and the Kyoto super mien dent of 

3> ’ice as far .is Nagoya as a mark of nx 

p end although he protested agufct93 
these attentions and assured the author* 

.c,-* repeatedly that be bad no* the 
s; ghtest apprehension of danger, they 
r ; lied tha: they held themselves re- 

wnn’i<thl« for his satety while in Japan, 
anti must insist upon maintaining the 

guvrd. SouwMmes while he was in 

Tokio and Yokoi ami Mr. Fester sire- 

? acceded n eludtug has aaadower®. much 

t» *.heir chagrin, but they very soon dis- 

► / 

covered that he had outwitted thorn and 

ascertained his wereabouts .n some mj »* 

terioua manner, w-h:ch showed their effi- 

ciency- One might htrve slipped out of 

the hotel by the back door to call on a 

friend, and manage to reach his resi- 

dence without being overtaken; but at 

the conclusion of the visit, as we were 

starting homeward, we found a half 

dozen letectlves sitting coolly around 

the door. How they discovered our 

wasrtabouts is a mystery, for no one 

knew where wetwere going, and we left 
the hotel unobserved.—Chicago Herald. 

Written for the Sunday Register. 

DICK BURNS AND HIS CASE OF 
YELLOW FEVER. 

When an unusual disease manifests 

itself to any extent in a community, it 
seems that the limited amount of intel- 

ligence with which humanity is invest- 

ed. is soon swallowed up in fright and 

grave and silly conduct is the rule. 

Because some particular disorder is 

the topic all human ailments must log- 
ically be that particular disorder; the 
poor child in arms with its teething or 
cholera infantum conies under the ban. 
while several industrious nocturnal 
mosquitoes can float a yellow flag in a 
short while. 

It seems, too. that the man of physic, 
who should be sensible and unaffected, 
loses his head as it were and all the 
symptoms he ever knew rotate in a 

confused mass through his brain; and 
between brotherly quarrels and % in- 
ions the poor patient succumbs and is 
often obliged to enquire of the under- 
taker or St. Peter what he really did 
die with anyhow. 

we Knew ot a pnysician once, a most 

estimable man. who at one time had. 
according to his diagnosis, “twenty 
well defined cases of malignant ma- 
larial fever.” In a neighborhood that 
would have amazed the Almighty to 
have known it could even exist. 

But all this has nothing to do with 
the following bit of historical truth: 

A few years ago when the yellow 
fever raged with such desolation in 
Jacksonville. Fla., and the neighboring 
towns, we were staying in the South. 
Among various companions was Dick 
Burns, a genial, convivial, whole- 
souled fellow, who whiled many a 

weary hour away with tales of the 
wire—how he had sent the swiftest 
message and return that had ever went 

by wire and cable, announcing the 
death of a Russian lady of rank to rel- 
atives in St. Petersburg—this tale 

among them—for Dick was a telegraph 
operator —\nomadic yet remarkably 
clever. 

One evening he came into the office 
with a rather serious face. 

“Here's a pretty go." he said. 
“What’s up now?" 
“I must [report at Meridian: the fifth 

operator there has died of fever and I 
am to take his place.” 

After imparting this mournful intel- 
ligence. he said that he desired me to 

go alone. 
I could not go. I had offered my 

services to the managing editor some 

time before. I wanted to go to Jack- 
sonville to hear the cannon that thun- 
dered night and day on the levees, a 

Chinese cure that would kill the dis- 
ease germs, they said—to breathe the 
air made smoky and red by burning 
tar—but the managing editor said ray 

proposition was nonsencical and that 

the paper would be held accessory to 

mv death. When he observed the 
g’:eat Eastern 'papers’ special corre- 

spondents going to the district he 

changed his mind—also changed mine 
—so I told Dick I would not go—then, 
too. I had no business at Meridian 
anvway. 

After the imbibatlon of several 
drinks of the usual nerve remedy Dick 

went aboard the train alone. 
Meridian was a junction where two 

railroads cross, the most important 
structure In the town being the station 
building, which contained the ticket 

and telegraph office, a bar. lunch room 

and hotel. 
The sight that met Dick as he step- 

ped from the train was anything but 

enthusing. Along the station platform 
at the farther end was a row of large, 
peculiar looking packages neatly wrap- 

ped and several in unbleached muslin, 
reminding one vaguely of canvas cov- 

ered hams—but they were defunct Af- 

rican citizens awaiting transportation 
and burial. 

Ho took charge or tne teicgrapn or- 

flce and assumed duty at once. The 
office afforded only necessary room, on 

account of its overcrowded accumula- 

tion of valuable quarantined express 
matter and freight, among the articles 

being a number of hampers of cham- 

pagne. He attended to business nicely 
for one. two. three days, always, 
though, with a longing eye on those 

champagne hampers. 
On the fourth day Dick reasoned that 

he was tired of whisky, and more, that 
a mass of gentle breeding and delicate 
nerves being obliged to see dead col- 

ored folks swathed in while piled con- 

i tinuallv before him, was entitled to 

champagne—and more, the person who 
owned the champagne would never 

miss it—if he did it would be easy to 

blame it to the theft of a dead African. 
He opened a bottle, it was splendid; 

he opened another, then more. 

The day after this the press of the 

country announced that “The heroic 
Dick Hums was stricken at his post 
with fever and fell from his chair, his 
last message but half completed.’’ 

Hut poor heroic Dick. When he 
awoke he was in a strange compart- 
ment. not his office, no confused boxes 
of goods and champagne hampers, but 
he saw in a bleary sort of way a pale, 
sweet faced figure in black, a sister of 

charity, sitting by a curtained window. 
Mr. Burns experienced a horrible 

thirst. 
“Gimme a drink of water—a gallon, 

a barrel.” he exclaimed. The sweet 
fuced sister merely shook her head neg- 
atively. but did not obey. 

Besides this. Hums felt exceedingly 
and uncomfortably warm. 

Hot. very hot! Why shouldn't he? 
He was surrounded with hot water bot- 

tles on all sides—a mustard plaster on 

his wrists, forehead, ankles and across 

his stomach. 
With quickness he realized the to- 

phet like surrounding. 
“Helenblazes! —! —! -? Where 

am I?" and he made an effort to get up. 
but a call from the nurse and a muscu- 

lar Senegambian quickly entered and 

pinioned him back in bed. 
-You must bo quiet.” the nurse said; 

you have fever.” 
“Fever, fever nothing! I have no 

fever. I want a drink and I want this 
Infernal stuff taken from around me.” 

He protested tu vain, his struggles 
were useless, for the muscular Ethi- 

opian held him. The doctor arrived, 
and Dick calmed somewhat. This gen- 
tleman of physic felt bis pulse and 
looked grave. He whispered to the 
nurse Burns caught the words ‘care- 
ful'' and “delirious." 

You are a liar." shouted Burns, and 

again he struggled, and for his pains 
was only rewarded by the presence of 
another dusky faced guard, who assist- 
ed his companion in reducing the strug- 

i 

cling Dick, who eventually gave up ex- 
hausted. 

"Weil, then, for heaven’s sake give 
me some water,” he piteously asked. 
“I have no fever—I am not sick, I was 

only drunk. That doctor is an idiot— 
he should be crucified—he should be 
sent to the inquisition—oh. d- the 
doctor!" 

Heroic Richard’s pleadings were in 
vain. He relapsed into silence. The 
sweet fuced sister again took her place 
by the window with her book, one Af- 
rican had retired. 

Silently, quickly, Burns sprang from 
bed. grasped the water pitcher and had 
gulped down several great draughts ere 

they could prevent him. He was im- 
mediately in the hands of his dusky 
guard, and soon all was confusion. The 
other guard entered, and soon after the 
physician, who mildly criticised the 
nurse for her inattention. 

A prescription was made out, more 
hot water to be forthcoming, and with 
ail this it was now doubtful if he could 
pull the patient through. 

"Do you mind me telling you. Doc, 
that you are an infernal idiot? Hon- 
estly, now. don't you think the person 
who gave you your diploma, if you have 
one, committed a grave crime against 
society?’” 

"I am not here to answer the ques- 
tions of a demented person,” said the 
doctor stiffly. 

"Demented, eh? Well, you don’t 
know a drunk from the fever, that’s 
all. If I am demented, all right, here 
she goes." and with that he commenced 
to roar out: 
"I’m Captin Jenks of the hoss marines, 
I feed my hoss on corn and beans, 
For I'm captin in the ar-m-e-e-e!” 

Then a blood-curdling Comanche war 

whoop. 
The doctor hastily left, muttering 

“Dangerous, watch him.” 
Bums drifted to Nellie Gray, tjieu 

warbled the Old Oaken Bucket, then a 

war whoop or two. a few staccato trills, 
then he would rest and resume again. 
All people within hearing distance de- 
clared that “that other telegraph ope- 
rators’s case was positively dreadful." 
In truth it was. 

Nature at last exhausted itself and 
even amid the fiery surroundings the 
patient fell asleep. 

When he awoke the room was dimly 
lighted—it was night. The guard was 

breathing heavily—sound asleep, but 
unfortunately for Burns, he had prop- 
ped his chair against the door. 

Burns lay in his misery reflecting 
four various schemes of escape. When 
he was not thinking of this his mind 
reverted to the early Christian religion 
and the inquisition. This sort of help- 
ed him to endure the tortures of his 
condition. 

He concluded that docility was the 
thing to be employed. He waited pa- 
tiently while the minutes slowly drag- 
ged away. 

A dim, faint light commenced to 
gleam through the window—it was 

coining morning and the nurse would 
soon come, then the dusky guard would 
be obliged to move from the door. 

The light grow broader and brighter 
—a sound outside, a gentle tap, tap, 
tap. and Ethiopia grunted, yawned, 
awoke. It was the nurse coming. 

The guard moved the chairs and 

opened the door. Burns feigned'sleep. 
The itard left and the nurse took her 
seat 3y the window. 

A minute after the guard's footsteps 
died away Burns made an heroic leap 
for freedom. 

Water bottles flew in all directions— 
one stride and the door was wrenched 
open—down the hall and back stairway 
he sped like a phantom. He reached 
the yard, leaped the fence In the rear of 

! the saloon and entered it. 
The barkeeper and two patrons stood 

aghast—turned pale and fled. 
Burns screamed after him, “I'm all 

right. I only want a drink.” But they 
ran the faster. Burns pursued them 
as far as the door, to explain that he 
was all right, but they still continued. 
He then returned, took a decanter of 

whisky and a handful of cigars, and 
went at once to the telegraph office. 

The new operator saw him through 
the window. He sprung from his chair, 
ran and jumped out the back window. 
Burns entered, closed, bolted and bar- 

i ricaded the doors, then fishing u big 
revolver from his desk, sat down. 

In a few minutes the doctor, the 

sweet faced nurse and the two stalwart 

blacks were at the window, where they 
beheld Mr. Burns leisurely pulling 
mustard plasters from his body. 

He arose wfhen he saw them anti tak- 

ing his revolver, approached the win- 

dow and made this speech: “I want 

j you people to understand thnt there is 

i nothing wrong with me. I was drunk. 

; that was all. I want you to bring me 

mv clothes, and 1 want it distinctly un- 

derstood that the first person who at- 

tempts to enter here, will throw me in 

a delirium and I will kill him on the 

spot. That’s all.” 
He got his clothes, and he “held the 

office down” and lived to tell me this 

awful experience. 
A year after this I was in a Texas 

town and the news drifted northward 
that fever was appearing in Mexico. 

The Mexican Central and other roads 

were in need of men and operators. 
One evening 1 saw some one running 

rapidly, satchel in hand, to make a 

moving train. He caught it, swung 
aboard the last car. 

1 recognized him. “Where are you 

going now?” 1 cried. 
“San Luis Potosi. Mexico,” he replied 

through perspiration and smiles, and 

waving a yellow bandanna handker- 
chief he was gone. 

It was Burns. 
VANILLA JONES. 

SUNDAY AND CIVIL RIGHTS. 
There was a trial of the new negro 

equality law at Fortieth street and 

Ninth avenue last Sunday morning. A 

negro runs a bootblack stand there. 
About 10 o'clock anot her negro came 

along, dressed in a light blue suit, 
white waistcoat, straw hat. and shoos 
that needed blacking. He climbed up 
into the chair and put out his feet for 
the attention of his compatriot. Where- 

upon the following argument began: 
-What vo’ want?" 
“What vo’ s’pose I want Mah shoes 

shined, of> co’se.” 
“Well, yo’ can’t get hit done hyah! I 

ain’t shinin’ no coon’s shoes!” 
“Yo’ w'on’t. heh?” 
“No. I won’t. Fn yo’ kin jus clum 

down outen dat ehaih! If yo’ want 
yo‘ shot's shined yo’ kin go shine um 

yo’self. Wha’ do vo’ suppose I am, 
Waitin’ on a nlggah?” 

"Ef vo’ don’t shine dem shoes I’ll hah 
yo’ fined five hund’ed dollahs—and 
mighty quick, too.” 

"No. yo’ won’t! No. yo’ won’t! Yo’ 
can’e make me wo’k Sundft’s ef I don’t 
wont to! Nothin’ in de law' to ’bleege 
me to do dat!” 

"Yes, yo’ will." 
"No. I won’t, yo’ big shif’less no 

’count nlggah! Yo’ go shine vo’ sh’os 
yo’self and save de money to pay yo’ 
funeral ’spensee. and not cheat de un- 

datakah. If yo’ t’tnk Um shinin’ coon’s 
shoes yo’s mighty mistaken, yo* is. law 
o’ no law!" 

The lawyers will have to decide the 
merit of the legal side of this.—New 
York Tribune. 

The Parson (meeting Johnnie, who i9 just returning from a hath). 

"Johnnie, can you toll mo where little boys who bathe on Sundays go tor” 

Jonnnio: "Aye. Yer come along o’ mo, and I’ll show yor. 
” 

—Jndy. 

RACE AGAINST A BUSH FIRE. 

“Thirty years ago I was a stockman 
on tho Ginna-gulla run,” said my host, 
as he slowly sipped his glass of the fa- 

mous wine from his own vineyard. “My 
eye glanced almost involuntarily over 

the wide prospect of rolling plain and 
distant wooded range which in its 

variety and wealth went far to make 
the view from the broad veranda of 
Maroona home station one of the most 
attractive I had ever seen In Australia. 
Then my eve.s came back to its owner, 

looking, in his stalwart middle age. 
every inch the owner and master of it 
all. “Stockman?” I said, Interrogative- 
ly. Mr. Leslie smiled. “Yes, stock- 
man,” he said. “Thirty-one years ago 
I began in this country as many a bet- 
ter man has done, with youth and 
strength, a fair education and a deter- 
mination to succeed for my stock in 
trade. It looks a kmglsh step from 
stockman at Ginna-gulla to owner of 
Maroona. T admit, and the question you 
asked me five minutes ago brought it 

back to my mind—the first step was a 

bush tire. 
“I had been fully a year in Australia, 

and nearly all the time at Ginna-gulla 
run. It was known pretty nearly as 

often by the name of Morrison’s run as 

anything else In those days, because 
George Morrison, the owner, was as 

well known a man as any in New 
South Wales, and the run had got its 
name for sheep and wool from him. 

“It was on the 26th of January and 
the hottest day we had yet felt. I was 

off early to the western boundary to 
see that our next neighbor’s sheep were 

not on our run, and both my horse and ; 
T had felt pretty well baked before we 

got back. It was nearly twelve o’clock 
by that time, a breeze had Just begun 
to come up from the northeast as I rode 

up to the home station and Jumped off. 
glad of the chance to get out of the sun 

for a bit. 1 was barely settled with a 

pipe, a pannikin of cold tea by my side 
and a month old Sydney paper in my 
hand, when I heard old Saunders shout- 
ing to one of the stable hands asking if 
any one of the hands (at Saunders' fav- 
orite mount and had good times the 
name of “hands") had come in. 

"My thoughts were not very compli- 
mentary as I heard the answer, and a 

minute after Saunders’ heavy tread, as 

he came around the end of our quar- 
ters. looking for nie. 'Hello, Dick!’ he 
shouted. ‘Back early, I see, ad usual. 
Well, it's lucky, for Mr. Morrison left 
a letter to go over to Radcliffe's Sta- 
tion to-day. Miss Margaret was going 
to take it. but it’s too far for her on a 

day like this. You won’t mind going, i 

like a good fellow?' This was Just 
Saunders all over, putting it like that 
so that a fellow couldn’t object without j 
feeling like a brute. 

‘All right,’ I replied, sulkily enough. 
T dare say. ‘Wallaby’s pumped out 
clean, though, and there’s not another 
horse in the stable but Whalebone.’ 
This was satisfactory to my feelings, 
for Whalebone was old Saunders' fav- 
orite mount and had good times and 
little work, and I knew he’d almost as 
soon have gone himself as let anybody 
else ride him. He didn't like It a hit. 
either, but after a minute he said, 
‘Well. Dick, it can't be helped. Mind 
you. take care of him. for I mean to run 
him at Bathurst in March. That let- 
ter’s got to go somehow.’ 

“In another tenminutes I had finish- 
ed my tea, stowed away my newspaper 
to wait for better times, and started on 

my second ride, a matter of a good 
twenty-five miles there and hack, to 
Rndcliffe’s home station. It was a sat- 
isfaction to have got hold of such a 
mount as Whalebone, anyhow, for he 
was as fresh as paint and as strong as 
a lion. The first thing I noticed was 
that the breeze was blowing up uncom- 

monly fresh. It was from the north- 
east. too, and so blew nearly at right 
angles to my track, going to Rad- 
cliffe’s.. Tt wasn’t cool, but one didn't 
expect that, and it was much better 
than the stagnation of the morning. 
You could breathe freely In this wind, 
and if it was a bit hot, why we were 
used to that. As I was crossing the 
first ridge I noticed, on looking back, 
that Miss Morrison was going out for 
her usual ride, for I saw Jackey, her 
black boy, leading her horse up to the 

j house. 
I suddenly noticed a strange and 

very pungent smell. 
“I looked ahead and saw at the end 

of the hollow what looked like a thin 
film of smoke blowing across the 
track. Nobody had ever been lone in 
Australia without hearing of a hush 
fire, and although I had never seen 

anything of the sort I felt certain in a 
moment that I was about to see it now. 

I was right. We hadn’t been a quarter 
of a mile from the end of the hollow 
when first I noticed the smell of fire, 
but although Whalebone had instantly 
broken into a steady gallop at the first 
alarm, the wreaths of smoke were 

growing dark by the time we reached 
l the open ground and found ourselves 

exposed to the full force of the wind, 
by this time blowing an unmistakable 
gale. 

“It was not Whalebone's first experi- 
ence of a bush fire, and the moment we 

reached the open ground he gave one 

short, uneasy sniff to windward and in- 

stantly swerved otf to the left. I felt 

Instinctively that he was probably the 

best Judge of a course under the unus- 

ual circumstances in which 1 found m>- 

self, and I let him Vive his head. In a 

moment he had quickened Ills pace to 

the long stretching gallop of the race 

horse, and I found that, we were dash- 

ing across the Open land, with the gale 
whistling shrilly in my ears, but blow- 

ing rather in our favor as we went. 

Away, at racing speed, across the plain, 
the smoke wreaths chasing us in wild, 
fantastic curls, now gray, and now 

brown, but growing darker and more 

dense each moment as we swept on be- 

fore them toward a place of safety. 

'Away, the spft, springy mat of grass 
under foot giving back no sound of our 

hoofs, the undulations of the plain 
sweeping past us with a monotonous 
rise and fall, which grow less and less 
distinct as the smoke wreaths crept 
more thickly along the ground. I tried 

to make out where we were, but the 
thickening smoke confused ray senses 

and made my eyes smart and burn so 

that I was glad to close them and trust 
to the horse alone. We must surely be 

nearing the wooded range that ran east 

and west across the run. the range that 

I had crossed little more than an hour 

or two ago on my way out. I opened 
my eyes at the thought and strained 
them in the effort to look around. Yes, 
there was a shadow on the left, ^hicu 

must be the shadow of the priest. Then 

I tried to look the other way. The 

smoke was rolling down upon 113 111 

great, dense billows, and even In the 

momentary glance I was able to give I 

could see that they began to be tinged 
with a strange crimson glow’. 

“It was growing hotter, too, each mo- 

ment; those crimson clouds came roll- 

ing on; like the blast out of some vast 

furnace it scorched and burned. Sud- 

denly Whalebons swerved to the left 

once more, and In another moment 
with a bound he had cleared the water- 

course and I knew wre were mounting 
the range. On we went between the 

tall, straight stems of the gray eucalyp- 
tus trees that flitted past us In an end- 

less and ghostlike procession—the 
dense clouds of smoke careering In bll- 

low9 overhead; the dark’wreaths curl- 

ing and twisting snakellke along the 
ground; the dull crimson glow spread- 
ing a wild, unearthly light on every 
side. At that moment a shrill scream 

reached my ear—it was a woman's 
voice. I started, and instinctively I 

pulled Whalebone’s bridle in the direc- 
tion from which it came. The good 
horse obeyed the rein, and in another 
moment we had reached the spot. 
There, standing helplessly beside her 
fallen horse, stood Miss Morrison, valu- 

ly trying to raise him from where he 
had fallen across a log. 

“In a moment we were at her side. 
‘Where’s Jacky?’ I shouted, as I leaped 
off my horse—‘his horse can carry 
tw’o?’ She looked bravely in my face, 
though she was deadly pale, as she re- 

plied:—‘Gone! Saved hhnself; poor fel- 
low. it was his only chance.’ 'The brute!’ 
I exclaimed between my teeth. ‘Come, 
then, Miss Margaret, We've not a mo- 

ment to spare.’ As I spoke I mounted 
again and held out my hand; she shrank 
back. ‘No, no,’ she cried, 'It’s only sac- 

rificing you, too.’ ‘Come, I say!’ She 
grasped my outstretched hand, and 
somehow I had in a moment swung her 
up before me. It was time. 

“With a roar and a yell—sometimes 1 
hear it now in my dreams—the tempest 
of fire was upon us. Darting from tree 
to tree, shriveling vast myriads of 
leaves in its fiery grasp—roiling along 
the ground and licking up the dry 
leaves and flowers with its thousand 
crimson tongues, it came rushing on. I 
clasped Miss Margaret more closely 
with my arm—I bent forward to ward 
off the showers of falling leaves—I let 
loose the rein and trusted to the instinct 
of the horse. That Instinct saved us. 

By some strange knowledge of his own, 
Whalebone saw the only path to safety 
and took it. At a long angle, as we 
found out afterward, he must have 
crossed the line of fire, and brought us 

safely out of the death trap, a little 
burned, a good deal frightened, and, 
thank God, with a good deal to remem- 
ber in common.” 

"Yes," I said after a moment’s pause. 
“Yes, but you haven’t told me how the 
bush fire affected your success in life 
yet.” 

Mr. Leslie smiled a quiet smile, and 
* at the same moment one of the French 
windows opened, and a gray haired, but 
still handsome woman stepped out up- 
on the veranda. “Maggie, my dear,” he 
said, with a laugh, “can you tell Mr. 
Johnstone what the bush fire had to do 
with my good fortune?”—Pittstown 
Leader. 

—-—--J 
DRY GOODS—STONE & THOMAS. 

STONE & THOM/S. 
New ideas, new and radical change of conduct- 

ing our business, also opening up of New Depart- 
ments will occur about October i$t. Watch pa- 
pers. You want to be here. 

Fall Dress Goods. 
Take half a day—take half an 

hour—take ten minutes, even, and 

glimpse at the Dress Goods we’ve 

gathered this season. People who 

know say it is by far the most beau- 

tiful and remarkable assortment 

ever shown in thi3 city, and the 

littleness of prices is as surprising 
as the magnitude of the stock, hew 
Hints. 

AT 39 CENTS 
150 pieces 40 and 46 inch wide 

French Novelties and the famous 

Falwell and Jamestown assort- 

ment of Novelties. Styles and 

qualities eqnal to 75c and 8oc goods 
in former seasons. 

AT 50 CENTS 
Over 250 pieces 40 to 46 inches wide 

all Wool, Silk and Wool Boucle and 

rough effects, also the Best French 
Serges and Henrietta Cloths posso- 
ble to be had. 

AT 65c AND 75c 
40 to 54 incheB wide Silk and Wool 
Novelties and suitings, quality and 

style that you'll say you’d ordinari- 
ly'expect to pay half more for. 

Novelty Dress Goods at 85c., $1.00, 
on up to $3.75 yard. Will you see 

this great showing of Dress Goods? 

Black Dress Goods. 
’Twould be impossible in this space 
to more than give you a hint of the 
magnitude of this big Bluck Goods 
Department 500 styles are here to 
select from, from the 36 in. wide 
Cashmere to the elegant Silk and 
Wool Boucle effects at $3.75 yard. 
36 inch Wide Black Figured Mo- 
hairs. at 25c. 40 to 46 inch wide 
All Wool Black Novelties, at 49c. 
42 inch wide Brocade Silk and 
Wool effects, at 75c. 

Linings. 
500 pieces Crinolines and Ixmos at 
5 and 6^c. yard. 
600 pieces Best Lining CambricB at 
3?ic. yard. 

Silk Novelties. 
1.000 yards Brocaded neat 
Waist Silks, as a leader, J; 7 
Newest Fall Colorings 

at an, Vahd 
25 different designs and .v 
Fall Effects in Waist Silk 
ed Taffetlas and Brccad, ! ! 
facts, 

at ,'Of, 
35 New Designs in Fig. T.ifTff..- 
many of them evening ?' ,j 

4 

AT 00r. 
75 styles striped and Figure] 
fettas, also Satin effec;, 

AT 75c. 
10 pieces Rich Blac k 1, 
and Faille Silks J 

AT 75c. DOI.I.AK <>l \ i ITT 
35 pieces Heavy 24 inch w;. 
Grain, Fail! 3 
Armure Silks 

AT O80. 

Velours Yelvet^^ 
Some Remarkable Qualities aud Vdlu-j. 

24 in. wide Valour, V. 

yard. 
30in. wide Velours Wivet at j 
yard. 
31-in. wide Veloui V \%::t 
yard. 
31 in. wide Velours \ ■ lv 1 c j 
yard. 

Miscellaneous. 
Not many, but few, sum:v: r.-jj 
left. About 200 yards 12‘. 
net Duchess and other 12'. :..i;, 
wash goods 

MONDAY AT 2 

About 200 yards fine1 Orpisi.* 
Lawns, also Dotted Sw; ua 

ored grounds, Were 4uc\, 
BIOND IV VT 5c. 

About twenty-live .> :.j : 
Laundrled Shirt Wais: 

MONDAY IT 

About twenty $1.00. i! $l'i 
slightly soiled Shirt War 

mummy \l 5m. 

50 pieces all wool plain Ei; r!o v:> 

Cloaking, 50c. goods all 
AT 2a. 

*0“Are you interested in CARPETS. 1.000 pieces here to select 
from. Any jjrade from 10 cents to $2.50 yard. 

STONE * THOMAS. 
THE BOSS MASCOT. 

Behold the yaller dog! 
Jus plain, 
Short-haired, 
Stuinptalled, 
Fleabitten, 
Unhappy, 
Yaller dog. 
Look at him now! 
Once the deppised 
Of all mankind. 
A target for boots. 
And classed in general as “ornery. 
But to-day 
The boss of all mascots. 
The horseshoe and the four-leaf clover 

are not in it 
With a mascot 
Who 
Can make a boat win three races 
Out of three 
By coming in ahead 
Just once. 
Hail to 
The yaller dog! 

—Indianapolis News. 

Fuller Dust—“Is dts der Free Press?” 
Editor—“Yes, sir." 
Fuller Dust—“Well, I'll jus’ step In a 

mlnnit, I want creases pressed in deso 

pants while I wait.” 

THE DEFENDER 
Holds the Cup through merit, unci It Is 

through merit that THE WILLIAMS 

Standard Typewriter lias come to the 

front, and It Is the furthest In the lead 

where It is the best known. 
It writes In plain sight. Is durable and 

strong, and fully guaranteed In every re- 

spect. The Register uses and recommends 

C^TUE WILLIAMS.-®^ 

COPP St DEVORE. 
General Agents. 

Local agents wanted everywhere._ 

i8__ 1895. 

School Books. 
We shall make a specialty this 

week of School Books because we 

want to gt*t the children started 
right. In order to do so, we have 
placed in stock a full line of 

School Boohs for City and Country, 
Tablets for Pen and Pencil, 
Slates, Single and Double, 
School Bags for Boys and Girls. 

IX FACT A COMPLETE LINE OF 

SCHOOL COODS. 

JOS. GRAVES' SON, 
_26 Twelfth Street._ 

JJROWN & HAZLBIT, 

CIVIL ENGINEERS, 
Room 16 Masonic Building 

PClilchewtcr'* 
Fi.*IUh Diamond 

ENNYROYAl PILLS 
raw a ^ m 

veTiofejra»«*.,.xj*i»iittin*hi 7?r \y •*« ^^B.oihrr. v. 
/ .'.jiibiiiiw.’ *ii'rj«« •■"12*25 I L JB In -UUiip* 1>r ;«rtlc«l*/» ,iu«oi»li *04 

\ C* a " KeU.-f for l.»iU*w.** 
Vv [Jr Mail 10.04MA rfl*»Uir.A/Oi*l« /aprr. 

-AchlrtVrirr't tr-L^ 

A PINCH OF ALMOND 1 
Mnken n most delightful nddltli 
a basin of water when you I 
your face. It leaves the fare 
and uot slimy like soap so often 
uud tho cost Is a mere tritle, 

5c AN OUNCE. 

COMPOUND TALCUM POWDER 
Muk«s au excellent toilet 
warm weather, it is 
for prickly heat, oho.fi nv 
trouble. It Is soothing 
refreshing 

IN 15c AND 25c BOXES. 

Alex. T. Young. 
Tin: imi’utiivr. 

T/EEP COOL. 

Refrigerators. Water Coolers, Filter' 
Cream Freezers, Ice Shaves, Ice 

Clippers, ice Tongs, at 
UfcO. w. JOHNSON'S son;. 

lb’lO Main Str •! 

James C. Mansharger. Josci *■ 

MANSBARGER & LOTZ. 
-Pit.A CTIC A L.- 

Plumbers, Gas & Steam f itter.N 
So. 37 Twelfth Street. \'. h. ♦ :ir k 

Estimated furnlalxed. Ail wurk dona 

reasonable prices. 

zp^iisrTiisra-, 
PAPER HANGING, GLAZING. 
_ 

AM w*T\t doo* lu in artistic mans* 

Flo* SUb Patatln* a Specialty. 
Am *rd*i» r*ctlT* proaipt »U« »• 

D. C. KURNER 
17V7 MARE El' 6TKEE 

FstfnatB’) for «aw buildings pr»«f J 

ur.I.kBd. _. 

.v‘>4A, 

I SAMPLE PACKAU 


