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WATCH ON BANK CLERKS.

‘[ suppose the resson Alvord wasn't
under the observation of the bank of de-
tectives in recent years is that he'd been
employed by the bank for such a long time
that the offi ers figured him out safe,’ said
a young man who runs a stenographic bu-
ceau down in the financial district. “I'll bet,
though, that Alvord was watched all right
when he first went to work for the bank,
and probably for some time afterwsrd
1 don't believe that the bank are lax ia the
matter of having their employees watched
I bad an experience myself that convinced
me to the contrary.

‘I found myself out of & job about eight
years ago owing to the failure of the firm
that bad bired me for sbout two years,
and so I went to one of the sterography
and typewriting employment agencies and
put my name down. The msn in charge
of the agency knew me and he knew that I
was a good workman in tbe shorthand
line. He told ms that he thought he'd be
able to land me in & job without much
bother, and asked me to report to him on
the following morning. 1 did report to
him on the following morning, and he
handed me a slip containing the name of
the biggest of the national banks down
this way.

‘It's only a temporary job,’ the man in
charge of the agency told me, ‘but it's big
pay,and it’ll hold you until I have a chance
to place you permanently. The confilent-
ial stenographer of this bank is laid up,
and has got to have an operation perform
ed, and it isn’t likely, 'm told, that he’ll
be on bis legs for two or three months,
although he’s sure to recover all right, and
when he gets well he’s going to have his
job back, for he’s been with the outfit a
good many years and is & crackejack It’s
pretty close and intimate work you'll be
called on to do for the cashier, a sure
enough trust job. I've been instructed to
exercise extre1.e caution as to the yourg
men | send down to the bank to be look-
ed over, and I am excrcising caution.
You're the first I've sent. 1 guess you're
all right. I know that you can do the work
and you've a trick of looking a man in the
eye that about satiefies me as to the other
end of it, not to mention your recommen-
dations. Go down and bhit 'em up, now,
and let the cashier see the best you've got
in you. Hope you nail the job.’

‘Well, I went right down to the bank,
and after a wait of half an hour orsol
was let into the cashier’s cage. The cashier
was a mighty clear-eyed, shrewd looking
man with a gray beard—everybody knows
him well around this district— and the way
he took me in from hair to shoe leather
when I told him what I was there for was
sure disconcerting. He let me do most of
the talking, and even when I paused be.
tween replies to his questions he'd let the
pause become #o protracted, the while he
1-oked me over, that I bad a hard time to
keep from wriggling in my chair.

“He asked me more questions than a
census enumerator, and 1 got right back at
bim with the replies, so’s not to give him
the impression that I was a hesitator or
anything like that. Finally he tried me in
my Pitman, reading from the annual report
of his bank at a rate of speed that certain-
1y kept me on the hustle to stay along with
bim, although I never had to tske much
dust even from court reporters in the
matter of speed. I transcribed the notes
on a typewriter and handed ’em over to
him, and be pronounced the work satis
factory.

« «Er—hum,’ the cashier said at lengtb,
‘I think you ought to be able to fill the
bill, young man. I don’c—er—just pre:
cisely know when I shall need you, but—
um—well, I think you may consider your-
selt employed from this date. Just let me
bave your address and I'll send for you
when [ want you.

«“That struck me ss being queer. He
told me that I was employed, snd yet he
didn’t know when he'd want me. 1 couldn’t
just make it out, but 1 concluded that it
wasn't up to me to say anything; if I was
employed I knew that I was entitled to pey,
and I figured it that if the back could
afford to pay a man the salary the cashier
mamed—and it was certainly a whopping
big salary for an smanuensis stenographer
—while I loafed, I'd just enjoy the loat and
let it go at that. I gave him my address—
i bad a room then on Lexington avenue—
and went away, to report to the man in
charge of the employment agency that I
bad the job.

] don't know when I'm going to
work, though,’ I said to him, telling him

about that end of the arrangement.

Oh, that'll be all right,’ said the man in
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charge of the agency. ‘You're on the rolls
from today all right. Jast a little way
some institutions bave, you know. FEr—
by the way—just sort o' take it easy until
you're sent for—get your night’s res’ in
tull every night, you understsnd—-the j b
may be exacting, and you want to be all
there when you're called upon—see?' and

he shot me a crafty glance out of the tail of

his eye. Do you know that I diuln’t re:
through anything even thenP 1 st.rted to
go out.

‘S .y—ér—you don’t minkaey with the
pories or the pasteboards any, do jyou,
son?’ the agent, called after me.

‘Money’s too bard to get,’ I answered
bim, and then I went out.

‘] bad a room then, as [ seid, on Lex-
ington avenue, and I got my meals around
at any old place within the lmitations of
my purse. [ went to my room straight
from the agency, read th: papers for a
while, fussed around and changel my
clothes, and about 5 in the alternoon
started out to get my d oner. I nvoticed 8
smooth shaven,quietly dressed chap stand
ing and swinging a cane on the coraer op-
posite, but I di n’t pay any attention to
him.

‘I walked over to one of the inexpensive
restaurants in Sixth aveoue and sat down
at one of the rear tables. About two min
ntes after 1'd sat down,the chap I'd noticed
standing on the corner across the way from
my lodging house walked in and took =
seat at a table not far from me. I could
have sworn that he didn’t see me at all,
ani I didn’t tuink anything of the matter.
I went on eating and reading a psper ss |
ate, and when I got through I strolied out.
I decided that as long as [ was employed,
even if I wasn’t working, I could afford to
blow ic 75 cents on some kind of a show
or other, and so I went to one of the
Broadway theatres, invested in & six bit
seat in the balcony aad enjoyed the play.

‘As I had an aisle seat I went out after
the first act to refresh my legs and bave &
smoke. Standing idly before one of the
glass frames of the lobby entrance to the
theatre, looking out on the street, was the
man 1'd noticed across the street from my
lodging house and at the restaurant wkere
I had my dinner. I thoughtita bit odd
that we should come together in that way
so often, but it never struck me that there
was anything doing ia which I framed up
as one of the figures.

When the show was over I walked over
toward my lodging house stopping at a crug
store onthe way to get some hot chocolate.
When I came out of the drug store I could
bave sworn that I saw the chap I'd last
seen at the theatre leaning sgainst an elec
tric light pole on other s:de of the street.

¢ ‘Funny that chap and I bave had the
same route so often to-day,” I reflicted,
as 1 strolled along to my room, where I
turned in.

‘Well, alter I'd bad my breaktas! on the
following morning | walked to the Astor
Library. There was some shorthand books
there that I couldn’t afford to buy, and 1
was digging up on word signs. I got the
book I wanted and sat down at a table
with pad and pencil to do a little practising
on the word-sign characters. When I
looked up from my work ten minu‘es later
the first man my eyes tcll upon was the
the chap I'd seen so often on the dsy be-
fore. He was spparently buried in a big
book that rested on his knees and cblivious
of everything.

‘Right then—and I guess you're saying
to yourself that it was about time—the idea
flashed over me that I was under sur-
veillance and that the bank that had
employed me wa+ behind it. I
dido’t feel dead sure, of course but
I felt pretty sure, and determined to
test the thing. J went on with my work
for half an hour or more and then I re-
turned my book and went out. It was then
getting on toward noon, and I walked over
to & Broadway lunch house and ate. My
man whom I'd left buried in his book at
the library Was there, too, a few minutes
after 1'd sat down. Then I knew thest the
bank was sort o’ getting a little prelimin-
ary line on me, and I uoderstood why I
hadn’t been put to work immediately by
the cashier.

It was surcly a queer sensation, that
thing of being dogged. it made me very
nervous. I was constantly tempted to
twist my head around and look back every
time 1 walked on the street. I knew that
man was not far behind me, and I hnew
or felt, that he didn’t know that I knew it.
Therefore I wouldn't yield to the almost
irresistible temptation to look over my

shoulder, but it certainly was a bard job

not to look around.

‘I saw him «¢verywhere I went that day
up to the bour that l opened the front door
ol my lodging house to turn into bed, and
by that time I felc genuine hang-dog |
telt ke a man playing a part.
get much sleep that night thivkirg about
the matter [ conclnded ri_ht then and
there that I wouldu’c be a tugitive frcm
jistice lor all the wealth of [ndia. T kaew
toat I never could stand & gam= Jiks that

““My man was right in my neighborhood
from the time | left my lodging house the
nex! morming until about noon. Oa the
wbole [ think he did his work somewhat
clumsily. He ocught to have koown that
bis perpe‘usal near-by presence would be
apt to get me to thinking.

“ He disappeared from off my beat about
noon, as [ said, and my reliet was intense
[ dido’t know whether 1'd psss the ordeal
or no’, but | concluded that I'd soon know
| was right. When I got bick to my room
toat atternoon [ found a note from the
c:shier that bhad been lett by a messerger,
telling me to report tor duty on the tollow
ing moining at Y Jclock. So [ bad pass
ed all righbt.

“I thought as I otarted for work the
next morning that tbis detective business
wae & whele lot of toolishiness. erpecially
a+ spphed to a bum.ls shorthand writer,
cvmployed only temgorarily st toat, who'd
never h.ve & chance to handle any of the
bsnk’s tund. But I found out oo’ that very
fi st day that 1t wasn't foolishiess at all
Fell you why. A couple ot hours after I'd
becn taking the cashies’s dictation be dic.
tated to me a telegram that read in effact
Lke this:

" Nationsl B 1k, Chicago.

“‘Pay to Jubn J Blank, without idin‘i
fication, $10,000

‘D) you catch the rub of that? [ ran
the telegram ¢ffl on my typewriter and
handed it over to the cashier, who rent a
messenger to the t-legraph office with 1it.
You see, John J Blank—just to use that
name—was one of the bank’s depositors
aud be he bappened to find himselt in
Chicago in need ot $10 000, So he wired
bis New York bank to make him good with
the Chicago bank for that amcunt, and the
vank cmployed this method.

‘Well, there were tour or five more tele-
grams jast like thst, and some of tiem for
even larger amounts in the course of that
first day I worked at the bank, and ot
course I saw then why it was that the bank
wanted to know what kind of 8 mac it had
to write telegraphic cespatches of that
character. It would have been the sim
plest thing in lite tor me to h v stationed
pals on & given da‘'e ia Chicago, Poiladel-
phis, Cincinnati, New Ocleans, San Fran-
cisco, all over the country in fact, and then
to joggle off & without-identifi ;ation tele-
gram to eich of them and send them my-
selt during the lunch bour, and every one
ot my confederistes would have got the
money without question, and 1 could've
disappeared that evening snd met up with
the gang of them in the city of Mexico or
somewhere for my part of the rake-off.
And there were any number of other ways
whereby, as the confidential stenograpber
of the cashier of the bank I could have
mede a big haul and then have gone absent
without leave, so to speak.

‘I never bad any such temptation, how-
ever. The little experience of being
shadowed that I'd had be'ore going to
work in the bank was suffiGient. My eal-
ary and foot-looseness looked good enough
for me.’

DOG SWAM W/rH THE M 4] _8.

Faithfol Carrier Perished at Last in the
Live of Duty.

There are about twenty dwelling houses,
a blacksmith’s shop and a small store on
the east side of Long Pond, Me. Itisa
settlement of woodsmen, farmers and bear
bunters. The rearest Post Offi ¢ is at
E.st Bucksport, a hall mile away across
the pond, but more than three miles by
the road. For fifty years the residents
have carried their mails to and from the
distant posting place, using up many years
of time to keep in touch with the outside
world. In 1898, wben Shafter and Samp-
son were pounding away at the south side
0" Cuba the citiz nx could stand their isola-
tion no lomger, and sent a petition to
Senator Hale, atking lor a Post Office and
requesting that it be named Santiago.
The demand was granted so quickly that
everybody wished ke had thought of such a
plan twenty five years before and began ‘o
count the hours and horse shoes that b4
been worn out going after mails and brin, -
iog them home.
% No sooner was an office established th«n
every resident of Santiago bad an idea that
he was the proper person to carry the
mails. The Second Assistant P stmaster-
General received a dozen letters trom San-
tisgo by every mail. Petitions poured in,
filling the mail bags and th::eby increas-
ing the earnings of the fortunate man who
should get the coveted place. Santiago is
four miles distant from Dedham from which

1 didn’c |

place it is only two miles to G:orge’s
Corner on the line of the Bar Harbor
Railroad. On the south side, however, it
was but three miles from East Bucksport,
whence a stage line ran six miles to Buck-
sport, where a railroad connects with
B .ngor. The northern route was the long-
er distance, but the time required was less
owing to the nearness of the mail cars.
Here was a question that puzzled the
Washington ofli isls. An inspecior was
sent down, who made a report,after which
A surveyor was sent to measurs the two
routes in order to fiad their exact length.

M- aotime John Hubbard of Santiago

bad been carrying the daily mail to East
Buckeport, croesing on the ice in the
winter and m-king a wide detour around
the pond during warm weather. An aged
New'oucdl:nd dog, who had earned retire-
ment in a bear fight years before, was
Hubbard's attendent on every trip. The
¢og was in the habit of following the mail
w.gon down in the forenoon, and then if
hs day preved warm, he weuld ewim back
hon-, :llowing Habbard to go his round-
avout course alone. Hubbard noted the
action of the dog and eame to the con-
clu<ion that be could make soms profit by
cultivating the habit. He was making two
trips & duy, which was a waste of good
tim, when he could make the dog periorm
one trip alone and thus haive the whole
afternoon lett for huntin; bears. Toe
nex” morning he forgot to feed the dog
belore starting out. On arriving at East
Buck-port be took the postmaster aside
and coifi'ed bis plin for carrying the
m .ils by dog power.

¢ Here is a water tight bag.” said Hub-
bard. “D’li chain up the doz betore I go
bome. [ waut you to keep bim fast until
the m il com:s up trom Bucksport. Don’t
teed him or go near him. As soon as the
mail gets in tie the bag to his neck and let
him go. [’ll warrant he'll get the mail to
Santiago ab-ad of time.”

Hubbard’s idea worked splendidly all
summer. The dog was at home and the
mail was distriouted insi ie of hall an hour
while it bad alw.ys taken Hubbard more
than an bour to go around the pond. He
was saving time and money and giving
pertect sstisfaction. Along in the middle
ot O :tober thers came a day that was cold,
so toat shell ice formed on the pond.
Later the wind grew to a gale. When the
stage came in there was a big bundle of
mail for Santiago, consisting of political
documents for the vo ers and a score or #0
of official reports from Washington. The
mail route fight at Santiago had made the
place famous. Postmaster Hewey tied the
heavy mass to the dog’s neck with many
misgivings. Then he fed three links of
new sausage to the animal and cut it loese,

That night the neighbors waited until 9
o'clock for the arrival of tha mail, which
was due two hours earlier. Then Hubbard
harnessed his horse and drove furiously to
East Bucksport to look up his dog. He
did not r<turn until nearly midnight. Pat-
rons of Santiago Post Offi:e knew what
bappenel as soon as they looked at Hub-
baru’s face. The dog had attempted to
swim the pond, carrying a heavy load in
the face of rough water and high wind, and
had been drowned while in tha perform-
ance of its duty. They dragged the pond
two days before the body was found. The
mail was unharmed. They buried the dog
under a big apple tree.

FOUND THE LOST FABSS.

Rediscivery of a Practical Route Across

Southern Andes,

More than 100 years ago, Father Men-
endez, while travelling among the moun-
tains in the nortbern part of Patagonia,
discovered a pass through which, he said,
a practicsl wagon road might be made from
the Pacific Ocean through all the mountain
ranges to Lake Nabuel Huspi, by far the
largest lake in the southern part of South
America, and on to the Atlantic Ocean. [t
became known as tha Bariloche Pass. Ip
those days it was thought that no goed
would ever coms cut of Patagonia. Very
few explorers or other white men visited
this region and Father Mcnend.z'r discov-
ery, though utilized for a time, was almost
torgotten till some twenty yesrs a3o when
ranch men began to move down to the
ceighborhood of Li-ke Nahuel Huapi and
tound the grass was good and other crops
might be raised. Then citiz:ns of Chili
and Argentira began to look around for
this pass in the mountains, and although
they sought dihgently they failed to find it.

The description which the pioneer priest
had given of bis important discovery was,
unfortunately ; very vague and painfully
lacking in detail ; and hunting for the pass
in that rough and tangled mouutain region
was a good deal like looking for a needle
in a haystack. Finally the cfficial explor-
ers whom Argentina and Chili have long
kept in the field, began to take a hand in
search. They used their utmost care, but
all in vain until this lste day, when the

eer Capt, Barrious.

Petermann’s Mitteilungen priots a list of
all the valieys of big rivers and their little
tributaries through which ‘his comparative-
ly low lying and tortuous route runs from
the Pacific Ocean to the big lake of Pat-
sgonia. It is not worth whila to repro-
duce them here and most of them sre the
names of valleys that have not yet appear~
ed on sny ot our maps. Oae or another
explorer has struck the route 1n a part of
its course, but, somehow, has never suc-
ceeded in connecting it with the other parts
for any pgreat distance. Bat thers is no
doubt whatever, that the route which
Father Menendex and som? of bhis success-
ors followed bas been rediscovered in its
entirety. Here and there are tound traces
of the old path and thers are many bl:zed
trees which the original discov:rer is
believed to have marked.

Itching, Burning, Creepinf,
Crawling Skin Diseases relieved in a ftw
minutes by Agnew's Ointment. Dr. Agnew's
Ointment relieves instantly, and cures Tetter,

Salt Rheum, Scald Head, Eczema, Ulcers,
Blotches, and all Eruptions of the Skin, .It is
soothing and quieting and acts like magic in all
F.by Humors, Irritation of the Scalp or Rashes

during teething time. 35 cents a box.—7

Es:entisls Lacking.

““He says hs is from New York,” said
one yousg woman.

‘Yes,” answered the other.

‘I can’t beleve it.’

‘Why not ?'

‘He talked with me for five minutes
without sayiog anything was fi:rce’ or
characterizing anybody as a ‘lobster.’”

Eat what you like.-Gwe the
digestive organs some wourk to do. These
functions need exercise as much as any part
of the human anatomy, but if they're deli-
cate, give them the aid that Dr. Von Stan’s
Pineapple Tablets afford and you can eat
anything that's wholesome and palatable—
6o in a box, 35 cents.—8

First attendant—I hear de guy in 41144
u*ad to be de scashore shark what discov-
ered sea serpepts.

Sacond attendant—Y .p. He's awful vio=
lent ain’t he P How did he go wrong ?

First attendant—He got a-figgerin’ on
Pennsylvanny as 2 B:yan state an’ za za'd
bisself.

Catarrh for twenty years and
cured in a few days.—Hon. George
James, of Scranton, Pa., says: * I have been
a martyr to Catarrh for twenty years, constant
hawking, dropping in the throat and pain in
the head, very offensive breath, I tried Dr.
Agnew's Catarrhal Powder. The first applica-
tion gave instant relief. After using a few bottles
I was cured. 50 cents.—z

‘Ho started out to make a name for
himself.”

¢ And did he succeed ?”’

“Well, hardly. He made a number for
himself instead.”

““How do you mean?’ L

‘“He’s in the penitentiary.”

Two Years Abed,—* For eight years
I suffered as no one ever did with rheuma
tism ; for two years I lay in bed ; could not |
so much as feed myself. A friend recom.
mended South American Rheumatic Cure,
After three doses I could sit up. To-day I
am as strong as ever I was."—Mrs. John
Cook, 287 Clinton street, Toronto,—2

‘““ Was it the magnificence of the
French architecture that moved you at the
exposition P”

‘“ No, it was the mechanism of the mov-
ing sidewalk.”

Faulty Kidneys.—Have you back-
ache? Do you feel drowsy? Do your
limbs feel heavy? Have you frequent
headaches? Have you failing vision?
Have you dizzy feeling? Are you de-
pressed ? Is your skin dry? Have you a
tired feeling? Any of these signs prove
kidney disease. Experience has proved that
South American Kidney Cure never fails.—6

Askington —Who was your friend whom
I saw you walking with this afternoon ?

Teller—Hoh! He wasn'c a (riend;
that’s my brother-in-law.

“Thought it meant death
gure.”—Mrs. James McKim, of Dunnville,
Ont., says of her almost miraculous cure from
heart disease by Dr. Agnew's Cure for the
Heart: *“Until I began taking this remedy I
despaired of my life, 1 had heart failure and
extreme prostration.  One dose gave me quick |
relief and one bottle cured me. The sufferings
of years were dispelled like magic."—3

It is a curiours coincidence that a man
usually makes a fool ot himself before the |
average woman sees the making of a good |
busband in him l

A modern weapon in the
battie for heaith,—If disease has
taken your citadel of health, the stomach,
and i3 torturing you with indigestion,
dyspepsia and nervous prostration, South
American Nervine is the weapon to drive
the enemy from his stronghold ‘“at the point
of the bayonet,” trench by trench, but swift
and sure, it always wins.—4

Chept (angrily)—I say, this bill of
yours 1s & downright robbery !

‘Great criminal lawyer (who has won his
client’s case) —So was your crime. |

Pill S8ense.—It stands to reason that
Dr. Agnew's Little Liver Pills will crowd
out of the market many of the nauseous
old-timers. A better medicine at less than
half the price is all the argument needed to
keep the demand what it has been—phe- |
nomenal—40 doses 10 cents.

long sought for pass bas at last been dis-
covered and traced by the Chilian engine

Sick Headache, Bilio and
, i _’m
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