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Beauty

From a Society =

Point of View 24
Natural beauty makes its %

mark 1n Society where artificial
beauty fails, and Society is right
in drawing this distinction.
Natural beauty should therefore
be promoted by every natural
means, and for this purpose
there 1s nothing more effective
than the acknowledged beauty
soap of six generations.

Pears

It 1s used in nearly every Royal
Palace of Europe; and Messrs.
Pears are holders of Special
Warrants of Appointment to
their Majesties, the King
and Queen of England, and
the King and Queen of Spain,
and held a similar Warrant

from the late Queen Victoria.
20 Highest Awards held.

- Matchless for the Complexibn

OF ALL SCENTED S0OAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
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A Happy
Marriage

Depends largely on a
knowledge of the whole
truth about self and
sex and their relation to life and health.
This knowledge does mnot come intelli-
gently of itself, nor correctly from ordinary
everyday sources,

Sexology

(Mlustrated)

By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D.,

imparts in a clear, wholesome way, in one
volume :

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Kunowledee'a Father Should Impart in His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.

_Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have,
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Have.
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter.
Medidal Knowledge a Wite Should Have.

All in one volume, illustrated, $2.00, postpaid.
Write for '* Other People's Opinions " and Table of Contents,

Puritan Pub. Co., 739 Perry Bldg., Phila., Pa.

Be a Salesman

Earn $1000.00 to $5000.00 per year.
We furnish Students positions as salesmen for prac-
tical training while studying. Our students earn at least
£100.00 per month before graduating. Earn while you learn.
PRACTICAL SCHOOL OF SALESMANSHIP,
Dept. A, New Haven, Conn.
TELEGRAPHY
BOOKKEEPING
B Y MAIL—AT YOUR OWN HOME
= We are unable to supply t]u

LEARN::

Anyone can learn it easily in & few we

aperator
chnrge for tuiti il position is seen

MICHIGAN BUSINE
&S24 Institute Building,

COPY THIS SKETCH

and let me see what you can do with it. You can
1 $20.00 to $125.00 or more, per week as illus-
3 actical ayatem of per-
sl indiviiual lessons by mail will develop your
talent, Fifteen yvears suceessful work for newspa-
pers and sines qualifies me to teach you.
nd e \our gketch of President Taft with
vostamps and L will gend von o test lesson
plate, nlso collection of drawings showing posgi-
bilities for YOU.

The Landon School il aiee

1460 SCHOFIELD BULILDING, CLEYELAND, O,

YERNMEwt]

Mall Clerks. Cmm:numwt
Walary 3800,  Rapid sdvancement. Many

Bpring nlnﬂ:\lﬂ\hum everywhere. To ndron]!u
w0 Are free. Write L

Franklin lmututq. Pep't M 125, Roehester, N. Y.
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Read and study the
noble philosophy of
Father Vaughan and
learn the secret of his
wonderful powerover
men. Learn to train
and use thatresistless
force within yourself
4 as he did. Learn to
be great in your life
and your influence as
he was. Learnto make
life worth living as
only his inspired life
and words can teach
you.

Send $1.00 For These
Great Books

CTOR-PLAYWRIGHT, Poet-Priest, Orator,
Lover of Humanity—Father Vaughan was
one of the most marvelous men of the age.

His magnetic personality drew men, women and
children to him with resistless force. His wonderful
voice thrilled his hearers with a call to the best
within them—stirring thousands to the better life.

Since his death last May, requests have been pour-
ing in for copies of his lectures and plays. These
handsome wvolumes are being published to meet this
rapidly growing demand They contain his com-
plete works, including * T]IB Power of Love,” "“The
Land of Possibilities,” ''Sermons From Shakes-
peare,’”’ his famous pl(:y, ‘A Woman of the West,”
and others.

Set of two volumns of 500 pages each, in black
silk cloth and gold top, $9.00 per set. Half morocco
and gold top, $12.00; full morocco, gold top, $15.00.

Send attached coupon and £1.00 for first pay-
ment. Books will be shipped at once on five days”
approval. Money refunded if not as represented.
Balance in easy instalments of $1.00 per month.
Liberal discounts will be made for cash with order.

Read what WILLIAM JENNINGS BRYAN and
CARDINAL SATOLLI say about these books:

Lincoln, Neb., August 28, 1900,
Vaughan Publishing Co., Chicago, 11l
Gentlemen:—I am very glad to learn that you are going
to publish a collection of Father Vaughan's speeches. His
lectures and speec hes are full of wisdom and eloquence, and
I want a copy of “Life and Works of Father Vaug 'lmu as
soon as it is off the press. Yours truly,

(Signed) w. .J. ERYAN.

Rome, Italy, August 1, 1900,
Vaughan Publishing Co., Chicago, I11.

Gentlemen:—A work intended to uplift the moral tone of
our people is indeed a cause of intense gratification. I would
venture to predict for the works of Father Vaughan a great
popular welcomeand wide-spread distribution. It wasa great
pleasure to hear Father Vaughan in America on one occa-
sion and I was thrilled with the power and Intensity of his
eloquence., Thanking you for remembering me, I wish you
every success with his great works. Very gincerely yours,

(Signed) FRANCESSEE CAR. SATOLLL

AGENTS everywhere find “*The Life and Works of Father
L. J. Vaughan" bringing them a hig income. Many thousands
of people who knew and loved him are waiting foran oppor-
tunity to buy his works, which were never before published,
You ¢an make mone ¥ in thig easy and pleasant way. We
gend our agents a complete course in book salesmanship.
We tell you just how to handle these sales to make the most
money. wWrite for particulars and special terms,

VAUGHAN PUB. CO. (Coupon)
125 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago

Gentlemen :—Enclosed please find 81.00 for first payment
on “Life and Work of Father L. J. Vaughan,” [ am buyin
them subject to conditions stated In this advertisement.
am to pay for them on instalments of £1.00 per month.

(If agents’ rates are wanted check here) B v evrr e vene

In answering any advertieement on this page it is desirabic (5at you mention TUE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE,




THE RAILROAD MAN’'S MAGAZINE—ADVERTISING

SECTION.

,3240;@[004& 00

¥ Insteadof o~
Morton R. Edwin Panatela

is by all standards of comparison a 1oc cigar. It will
satisfy the most cranky smoker of imported brands
It is fully 5% inches long, strictlv hand-made, of
choicest Havana tobacco—genuine Sumatra wrapper.
It smokes freely and evenly—never chars down the
side, but keeps burning coolly and
fragrantly Lo the last toothhold.

The reason this cigaris sold at $2.40
instead of $500 per hundred is because
I buy and sell for cash. Iask no credit,
neither do I give it. I personally buy
my tobacco direct from the grower in
Cuba, and pay him at least five weeks
before the tobacco reaches the 1. S.
Custom House. I buy for less and sell
forless. The man who buys and sells
on credit cannot compete with me. I
believe in what Elbert Hubbard said
in April, 1907, issue of the Philistine :

A Credit Acconnt s the most insidions form
of borrowing money. When you don't pay the
merchant at once for the goods von buy from
him, yon are borrowing money from him, and
disguised in the price is much more than the
legal rate of interest. Better to Lborrow the act-
ual cash and know how much yoi have Lo pay
for the accommaodation ; but it iz betfer still to
practice gelf-denial and go without the think you
want till you have the cash to pay for '

A1l the losee of the merchants who give
credit are made good by the people who pay,'’

“The merchant who gives credit is not in busi-
nesk for his health any more than the pawn-
broker is.'

Among mv 35 different brands T
have an “in-between” smoke called
‘0ld Fashioned Havana Smokers.”
I want you to be on smoking terms
with them, because they are just the
thing vou want when yon don’/ want
a big cigar. They are Havana-filled—
4 inches long—blunt at both ends—
made the way the Cuban planter rolls
tobacco for his own use—without a
binder.

I'm so eager lo have you try this
smoke that I'll send you a sample
box of 12 free along will an order for
my Panatelas, because you'll buy
them again.

Send me $2.40 for 100 Morton R.
Edwin Panatelas. Smoke as many as
you like—smoke them all if you want
to, and if you then tell me that you
didn’t receive more than you ex-
pected, I'll return vour money and
we’ll remain friends.

If you want to know who I am and
whether or not I run my business on
the square, if you have any doubts as
to my making good if my cigars
don’t, just inguire from any bank or
comumercial agency about me., If you
dan't like the report you get, keep
vour cash at home.

Actual Size

Mllustrated Price List sent on request

MortonR.Edwin

Dept. RR - 64-66 W.125" St. New York
Make checks payable to Edwin Cigar Co

Will You Accept This
Business Book if We
Send it Free?

Sign and mail the coupon below.
| ‘Take no risk!
| One hundred and twelve
men have written ten books
secrets, ideas, methods.
know about

Send no money!

of the world’s master business
2,070 pages—i1,407 vital business
In them is the best of all that they

—Purchasing —Salesmanship —Position-Getting
--Crcdit*;l —Advertising —Position-Holding
—Collections —Correspondence —Man-Handling
—Accounting —Selling Plans —Man-Training
—Cost-keepi —_ ling Cus g :
-—g?;.mi!ztar:’i:lf Handling Customers —Business Generalship
e —Office Systems —Competition Fighting
—Retailing —Short-cuts and and hundreds and hun-
—Whaolesaling Methods for every dreds of other vital busi-
—Manufacturing lineand department ness subjects.

A 9,059-word booklet has been published des ing, explaining, picturing
the work. Pages2and 3 tell about managing businesses great and small; pages
4 and 5 deal with credits, collections and with rock-bottom purchasing ; pages
6 and 7 with handling and training men ; pages 7 1o 12 with salesmanship, with
advertising, with the marketing of goods through salesmen, dealers and by
mail ; pages 12 to 15 with the great problem-of securing the highest market
price for your services—no matter what your line; and the last page tells how
you may get a complete set—bound in handsome half muorocco, contents in
colors—for less than your daily smoke or shave, almost as little as your daily
LENADAD ST, IFillyow read the Book if we send it free?

Send no money.  Simply sigw thie coicpon,
——The System Co., 151-153 Wabash Ave., Chicago——se
If there are, in your books, auy new ways to increase my business or

my salary, I should like to know them. So send on your 16-page iree
descriptive booklet. I'll read it. 241-1-10

Name
Address

Business

Position _

Pyrography

Send for our Big New 1910 Catalog 64RE—FR EE—illustrating
hundreds of beautiful new things for Pyrographic Decoration
on wood, leather and plush, as well as Brass-Craft, now ready.

Our No. 99 $14 .60
$2.40 OUTFIT

ONLY

Is complete with fine plati-
num point, Doable Action
Bulb, and all other acces-
sories. We include free,
two 3-ply stamped pieces to
begin on—all in handsome
box. Atyourdealers, or sent (. 0. 1. by us
Book included free when cash accompanies order. Money back
if not satisfied. Get our Catalog anyway. Write today.

THAYER & CHANDLER

737-9 Jackson Boulevard - - - - Chicago, IIL
Largest Manufacturers Pyrography Goods in the World.,

. 24-page Pyrography

Our Graduates are filling High Salaried
Positions. Good artists
EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK
and upwards, in easy, fascinating work., Our courses of
Personal Home Instruction by correspondence, are eomplete, practieal.
Twelve years' successful teaching. Expert instructors. Supe-
rior equipment. Positions ready for
competent workers.
Write for valuable Art Book, Free.

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART g

(Feunded 1889)
B 15 Fine Art Building

BATTLE CREEE, MICHIGAN
atisfies Every Mem-

6;63 ARGOSY ber of the Family.

Tt is edited solely with that idea in view. It has the
widest range of story-telling interest of any maga-
zine published in the English Language.

10 Cents @ Copy, or by the Year One Deollar.

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York.

In answering any advertisement on this pagé it is desirable that you mention THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE.
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Which Will You Choose?

Will it be *‘ Just a Common Job’’ at small pay or
one of the well paid positions which the American

School of Correspondence can train you to fill ?

Many poorly paid but ambitious men have over-come greater obstacles than
those which confront you—have been trained by the American School to fill a goed
position at big pay.

It is easy to acquire training. Choose the position you desire to hold by marking
and mailing the coupon below. Let us send you a complete solution of your problem.
The American School is the greatest practical training school in the
world. It will come to you no matter
where you live and train you in your

FREE INFORMATION COUPON spare time—in vour own home.
American School of Correspondence: I\/Iake YEUL choice tOdaY by ﬁlhng in
Please send me your Bulletin and advise me how I can and mailing the coupon. There is no
qualify for position marked "X." oblication. The American School sends
-+ -Book-keeper ... .Draftsman complete information quietly and promptly
:jjjif::,f:fa‘;f' ::_'fa:hi:ﬁinm by mail—not by an agent to bother you in
....Cost Accountant ... .Electrical Engineer your home or at your work. We will
v Systematizer ....Mechanical Engineer =
....Eer‘!t:f'd Public Acc’nt ....ganitarjéﬂ:!ginee: tell you frankly and honestly just how we
tor A r
....B:si.n:sx Manager ....Fi::nl,m:lg::: Eng'r can he}p you.
...Commercial Law ....College Preparatory
Mail the free information coupon today -
WA st f e s g e RS SO ! C
||| R ——————— American School of Correspondence
OCCUPATION e ot DR e, et A CHICAGO, U. S. A.
Railroad Man's, 1-'10 Bus.

In answcering this wdyertisoment it is desirable that youw mention THEX RAICROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE,
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f When the Rules Were Broken.

BY CHARLES F. ANDERSON.

p Y ISCIPLINE among railroad men is almost as strict, under normal
| conditions, as it is in the army. Where so many thousands of passen-
gers and so many hundreds of tons of freight must be handled daily,
it is absolutely necessary that rules should be stringent and that their viola-
| tion should be rigidly punished.
! But that does not mean that there is no room left for the individual to use
his judgment. Emergencies arise frequently in which the rules give no
help—when they may, on the contrary, be a direct hindrance. Then the rules
must be broken. So, in addition to being good workmen, railroaders must
have tact and judgment and something of that quality of foresight and inde-
pendence of thought that makes a Guod diplomat.

- Instances Which Show That It’s a Wise Railroad Man Who Knows
When to Obey the Rules and When
to Break Them.

mous model of the statue of the distin-
guished cavalryman, by Charles Henry
Niehaus, a New York sculptor, was sent
to the Maison Gruet, bronze founders, of
Paris. When the statue in bronze was
ready for shipment, its height was such

E'LL get that statue
to Memphis if we
have to break every
rule in the code.”

Thus spoke an of-
ficial of the Sea-

board Air Line, in accepting for telivery
the huge bronze equestrian statue of
General Forrest. which was unveiled in
Memphis a few years ago, and the Sea-
board proceeded forthwith to Dbreak
- whole pages of rules set forth in the
~ Standard Code—the book of regulations
ued by the Amencan Railway Associa-

:Et ha,ppened in this way The enor- ever, came the supreme chfﬁculty,
. 3 577 Tt
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that it could not be taken to a seaport by
rail, hence was floated down the Seine on
a barge to Havre.

Upon its arrival in New York, the
same difficulty as to rail transportation
presented itself. After weeks of delay,
the Seaboard sent it by sea to Savannah, = =
thence on its way by rail to Atlanta.
Approaching the Georgia capital, he
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avercoming which so many rules were
hroken.

Bridges of insufficient height blocked
the statue’s way. It was side-tracked.
Then followed a powwow of the ship-
ping-agents, members of the statue com-
mittee, and the sculptor, seeking a way
to get the stattue past the low bridges
without subversion of rules. The whole
press of the South teemed with sugges-
tions, many of them as humorous as they
were impossible, and still the monument
remained on the siding.

Then came the crucial decision. The
statue must either be got to Memphis or
the company own themselves beaten and
a great public disappointment otcur.

It was then that the Seaboard official
said “ Break the rules!” He ordered a
wrecking-train to go ahead of the freight-
train carrying the statue, and “ lift the

* GET PERMISSION FROM
YOUR FATHER, AND
WE'LL DO THE REST.

bridges ”—heroic measure in bebalf of a
heroic public work of art. ’

In lifting the bridges, however, all the
railroad rules were broken in regard to
impeding or obstructing road (carriage
and wagon) traffic. Passenger-trains
were delayed by a freight-train, in vio-
lation of an obvious regulation. Load-
ed freight-trains having the right of way
were held up for a time by the ** Forrest
Statue' Train,”” as it was called by the
press, the company thus contravening its
own code as to the movement of trains.

The sacred schedule became tempo-
rarily a thing of confusion confounded.
The customary mathematical precision
of operation called for by the regulations
was suspended, and many railroad men
were compelled to work overtime, in op-
position to-the rules laid down. :

Finally, however, the statue was run
into Memphis over the_ Birmingham
Railway, the road which General For-
rest himself had built.

This incident constitutes one of the
most mnotable cases of rule-breaking
known to, the railway world, but the
Seaboard Air Line rendered a public
service 4s a COMMOT CAaTTier.

When all the Long Island Railroad
enginemen then on trains in the Long
Island City yard blew the whistles of
their locomotives as a salute to the Duke
and Duchess of Marlborough starting
to a Vanderbilt estate on Eong Island
for their honeymoon. the men in the

engine-cabs violated
Train Rule 32—
“The unnecessary
use of the whistle
is prohibited. It will
be used only as pre-
scribed by rule or
law, or to - prevent
accident.”

A rule may be
violated for several
causes, such as the
public welfare or
safety, expediency in
pamticular circum-
stances of the mo-
ment, humanitarian
reasons consistent
with the Golden

" Rule, averting fric-
tion in the working




: achine called organiza-
Lﬁtﬁl, easons uf -=d1plomacy No rule is

e stretched if not broken, in any of the::e
B cases.

- Above all, a rule may be broken for
Ll the good of the railway service. For
’ example, the ~very first of rules was
Dbroken in this laudable cause, to make
possible the writing of this article.

» - The Book of Rules, the Hoyle of the
- railroad game, testament of railroad men,
3 to go counter to which is tantamount to
blasphemy, was loaned to one not a rail-
way employee. A journalist was allowed
to take the * Standard Code,” and to
keep it forever and ever. Yet the very
first rule in that volume is that it shall
be loaned only to employees of railways
belonging to the American Railway As-
sociation.

Why, then, was the alpha of rules
broken? Railroad officials seek to edu-
cate the people on railway matters, thus
to induce them to keep on the hop, skip,
and jump. By loaning the rules to
“one not an employee,” the railway offi-
cial who gave the journalist the volume
for reference in writing a-railroad arti-
cle saw a chance for further public edu-
cation in respect to railway travel. Sa
a rule was deliberately broken—for the
. good of the service.

Sometimes a minor train rule may be
broken at the discretion of engineman or
conductor ; as, for illustration, by allow-
ing other than the “ proper employees’
(presumably enginemen and firemen) to
ride on a locomotive,

N Courtesy to the President.

On one occasion, two of the Roosevelt
children, at the Oyster Bay railroad sta-
tion, asked, twithout previous notice, to
be permit'ted to “take a ride on the en-
gine.” The train was about to pull out,

- and the engineman and conductor went
into executive session. On the one hand
was the pl‘ohlbltﬂl'y rule; on the other, a
~discourtesy to the Chief Mag1s-
of the nation. . Further, there was
106 of the Standard Code—*‘ In all
. of doubt or uncertainty, the safe
st be taken and no risks run.”
’-rum:se,” said the engi-

ctor. And tummg to

the oﬂicer to go. as far as they co

-right through.

“You get per-

mission from your father, and we’ll do

the rest.”
Forthwith the telephone to S&gamore B

Hill was worked ‘‘and the youngsters' N

got a ride to Mineola,” said the con- g

the ch.lldren he* addéd

ductor, afterward relatmg the incident.
Cert.:un railroad rules are made, not

to be strictly enforced on any and every "._ s

occasion, but merely for use when cer-

tain tacit privileges are abused. T
For example, to drape a car in buntin

flags, banners, or signs advertising any =

article, company, or organization, is for-

bidden on many roads. Yet this rule is

often broken, with the tacit consent of

railroad authorities. Did the rule not

exist, any manufacturer of pills, porous-

plasters, or other commodity, could buy

all the space on a Pullman and drape the

car's exterior with posters setting forth

the merits of his wares.

For W. J. Bryan's Sake.

When, however, an organization pure-
ly religious, political, or patriotic in
character, goes forth on an excuarsion
and wishes to display banners or bunt-
ing, it is usually permitted to do so.

A train containing a delegation from
the West, en route to New York to wel-
come William Jennings Bryan (not the
“ Nebraska Home Folks,” who came over i
the Pennsylvania, but a party of Mis-
sourians and others) arrived at Buffalo.
The delegates traveled in a special Pull-
man, which was decorated with bunting
and banners bearing political war-cries.

A railroad authority ordered that the

“offending drapery be removed. Deles

gates expostulated. Authority remained
obdurate, quoting the rules. ]

A discussion ensued,/delaying the train. <
Then along came a higher officer.

* Pass that car, war-cries and all!”
he ordered. “ Though I can't guaran-
tee,”” he added, * thal you will get into
New Vork City with your banners out.”

“All or nothing!’ cried the dele-
gates, declaring that they would tear off
the banners, despite the permms:ton of

When the i:r
out of Buﬁalo, however, the
still remained in place.
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‘That officer broke a rule, “ for the
good of the service.”

On the Harriman roads all general
orders were issued by the late E. H. Har-
riman himself. To disobey a Harriman
order was a crime somewhat analogous
to lese majesté in the realm of the Ger-
man Emperor.

Harriman's Non-Zigzag Rule.

One day the “ Czar of the Union and
Southern Pacifics” issued an order de-
creeing that the maps of his lines should
no longer be printed in such a way as to
make it appear that they are all short
cuts, or air lines, but should thereafter
show the exact course of the rails, every
slightest curve and zigzag to be repre-
sented exactly.

The first new Southern Pacific map
that came to Mr. Harriman after this
decree showed the usual air-line course
direct from New Orleans to San Fran-
cisco. Mr. Harriman gazed in wonder.
Had he not with his own voice dictated
to his stenographer an order, and had he
not signed it with his own hand? And
here was a line as straight as the road
to Heaven, when it should have been as
crooked as the road to—well, somewhere
else.

“Send me the man that made this
map!” he thundered.

Into his presence came -the guilty
draftsman.

“You are angry, sir, of course; but
you would have been more angry if we
had issued—this.”

And he thrust before his president a
map wherein the course of the Southern
Pacific resembled a Weather Bureau
temperature diagram. Every trembling
curve and zigzag between the Crescent
City and the Golden Gate was limned
forth minutely; even ®l the windings
and twistings and switchbacks in the
scenic approach to the third highest rail-
road bridge in the world at the Pécos
Cafion in Texas, were shown on that
map.

Mr. Harriman crumpled it up and
hurled it into the waste-basket.

Then, turning to the draftsman, he
said softly, with a twinkle in his eye:

“ Get me a copy of that order. It
needs editing.”
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It is better to break a rule now and
then than to cause friction in the Tail-

road machine by adhering in every case
to the strict letter of a’rule. Railroad
men vouch for the truth of this axiom,
for they tell of men who have been dis-
charged for not breaking the rules.

James J. Hill discharged two men be-
cause they refused to obey the mandates
of ‘their testament. First, when the
“King of the Northwest” was mana-
ging the St. Paul, Minnesota and Mani-
toba Railway, he taught the lymbermen
in his territory how to pack shingles in
flat, square packages, by alternating the
thick and thin ends of the boards. Then
he put into force a rule that all shingles
shipped should be so packed.

One day, at a station, he overheard an
altercation between a
freight clerk, the clerk refusing to re-

ceive shingles that were not packed ac-

cording to regulations.

“ But ship the goods first, and ‘com-
plain afterward,” the shipper was say-
ing, “ for these shingles are wanted up

the road in a hurry, and if they don't

go by this train I shall lose the sale.”
Hill Makes Exceptions.

“ Can’t take 'em,” persisted the clerk,
stubbornly sticking to rules.

“You're too fresh at this business,
young fellow,” retorted the shipper.
“ You're always making trouble at this
point with your everlasting rules.”

““See here, young man,” said Mr.
Hill, stepping forward, *‘ship those
shingles as they are.”

. The clerk gasped—he recognized the
president of the road.

Next day the clerk was discharged by
telegraph without explanation. No at-
tempt was made to remedy his methods
because they were constitutional and mot
curable by regulations. He was Simply

““incompetent,” for the reason that he.

caused needless friction.

“Too much yard-stick,” said men
down the line. “ will break the best man.”
Which, being interpreted means that too
close adherence to the rules will, under
certain circumstances, lead teo the dis-
charge of an otherwise valuable man.

In the second instance, Mr. Hill ac-

quired a large interest in the stock of the

shipper and a




WHEN HE HAD COVERED THE QUICKEST MILE OF HIS CAREER, HE SAW THE LOADED FREIGHT
COMING, TEARING ALONG WITH ALL THE SELF-CONFIDENCE OF RIGHT OF WAY.

*St. Paul and Pacific Railroad. While
visiting the main offices of the road, he

glanced into one large room and asked_

with some asperity :
“ How many clerks here? "
* Bighty-five, sir.”?
= “Can’t you do with fewer?”
“No, sir, The rules specify employ—
ment in this office for eighty-five men.
“ Rules, eh! Well, T'll get a man
who can break ’em.” : .

Truesdale’s Rest-Cure Rule.

On the Lackawanna road an order has
long been in force making it, so far as
possible, mandatory upon its employees
to take at least eight hours’ rest in each
. twenty-four. ,
= “In this rule,” says President Trues-
- dale, “ we merely carry into formal effect
- a recognized scientific principle. The
Ta _ad busmess is such that the men

d telegraph serv:ces must be
tchful, alert, every minute,

¥

:l_Jerv'es and in the besf: physx-'

One night during the Pan-American
Exposition, at Buffalo, when the Lacka-
wanna trains were carrying enormous

i
crowds, a trainman was ordered to ' go i
out” with two extra cars that had just s
been attached to a train. The man de- 4
murred. f-f,

“The rules forbid overtime,” he said, I3

“and I've already put in sixteen hours 7
to-day. If T go on that train, how am I =
to get the eight hours’ rest and recrea- o

:

tion out of this twenty-four, as the rules
say I must? "

“All rlght -
you R 1
Now here was a paradoxical sitnation, .
in which to obey a regulation would ¢
render. the man guilty of insubordination.
He chose the wiser course, obeying the
‘obedience ” rule, yet wiolating what
Lackawanna men call “ Truesdale's
rest-cure rule.”

Jim, I'll have to report

Broken for a kae.

This was an instance in which the
gencies of the railroad service called for
the breaking of one rule in order ta 3
ply with & more 1mportant one.
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broke one of the most important of the,

company’s rules by stopping a limited

train at a small town scheduled only for

locals.
A joke, nothing more nor less, induced
Mr. Depew thus to violate his own rules
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There are railroad men - who have
broken even a dozen rules at a time, in
emergencies, and these are the very men
who, by thus rising to an occasion de-
manding heroic measures, proved them-
selves fit to occupy, and now do occupy.
high executive positions
in the railway world.

Prince Michael Hil-
koff, Russian imperial
minister of railways, is
one who in half an hour
broke half the *“Rules for
Switchmen " in force on

CALMLY RAISED HIS CANE AND STRUCK THE WINDOW-PANE.

and render to a friend a serviee which
otherwise he would have denied. He
received this telegram. dated at an un-
important station near Syracuse:

Kindly have Empire State Express
stop here ta take on Mrs, Platt and
Me Too.

The request was entirely opposed to
the regulations regarding that important
train, but at the time the ** Me too ” joke
was rampant. So, chuckling, Mzr. De-
pew issued the necessary order.

“If you had signed that wire just T.
C. Platt,” he afterward said to the po-
litical leader, “ 1 would not have hor-
rified the sticklers for rules in the
operating department.”

an  American  railway.
Coming to this country
as an emigrant and under
an assumed name, he se-
cured- employment as. a
station - master on - the
Philadelphia, Wilming-
ton and DBaltimore, now
part of the Pennsylvania
system.

His station was at a
junction. One night when
excursion trains in many
sections were Tetorning
from the ceremonies of
an Inanguration Day in
Washington, there was a
blockade at his junction
caused by poor switching
arrangements. Excursion-
trains, regular passenger-
trains, and freight-trains
became congested in a
seemingly inextricable
mass, threatening a delay
far into the night.

For months Hilkoff had been study-
ing the switching problem at his station,
planning exactly what he would do to
relieve just such congestion as now exist-
ed. Here. then, was his chance to test
his scheme.

Running to the switch-house, he took
possession of the machinery despite the
protests of the switchmen. He switched
and switched for half an hour, issuing
commands meantime to enginemen, or-
dering one train to move here, another
there, until by a series of movements of
trains backward and forward, he broke
the blockade and the trains glided by his
station without further hitch. ]

In the performance of this feat, Hil-



n supermtendents reprimand in-
cluded such epithets as “ high-handed,”
“awful,” and " most extraordinary.”
At the same time he offered Hilkoff pro-
motion to a job as brakeman,

The prince (or whateyer nominal
colors he was then sailing under) after-
ward became a conductor on the same
road. His work that night is another
illustration of the fact that there are oc-
casions on which, rather than follow the
_rules slavishly, it is better for the service
to cast them to the four winds.

To Save Human Life.

Accidents have been averted and lives
saved more than once by railroad menwho
have had the temerity and common sense
deliberately to break a rule. A station-
agent, who was also switchman and tele-
graph operator, at Moore's Mills,
“New York, on the single-track New-
burg, Dutchess and Connecticut
Railway, received a telegraph order
which, translated into understand-
able English, read: '

Kéep track clear for No. 10,
loaded freight. Hold No. 8, empty
freight, on the siding till No. 10
has _passed.

When the switchman, who was
also station - agent and telegraph
operator, tried to operate the switch
that would side-track the coming

“ empty,” it would not budge.” The
supporting woodwork had rotted,
permitting the switching apparatus
to sink so that it was jammed.

What was the switchman to do?
His testament told him that he must
not leave his station when trains
were expected, niust not forsake his
telegraph-key for even a moment,
but must stand by ready for any sud-
den order over the wire. Yet two
‘trains were rushing toward one an-
other and the immovable switch and
the rale-book formed a channel which
threatened to lead both to certain

t ljke_ lightning. How
_save the 'sifuaticn? Why,

- for the switch at the upper end of the

THE STUDENTS TOOK DOWN THE FLAPS AND mam

freight, mstead of the empty up freight,

siding would- work. But this course
would be contrary to his own orders and
to those carried by the conductors and
enginemen of both trains. Moreover, in
order to warn the loaded freight of the
open switch at one end of a siding that
was closed at its other end, he would
be obliged to leave his office, thus vio-
lating still another ordinance.

Without hesitation he resolved to
break the orders both as to trains and
station, in the first place by side-tracking
the leaded wfreight, and, secondly, by
leaving his post in order to warn the
engineman of the closed switch. Seizing
a lantern, he rushed to the switch at the
upper end of the siding, threw it open,
then ran for dear life up the track,
sprinting like an athlete on a cinder-
path.

When he had covered the quickest mile

THEM INTO SUIT-CASES.
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of his career, he saw the loaded freight
coming, tearing along with all the self-
confidence of right of way. Planting
himself between the rails, the breathless
switchman swung his lantern horizontally
in front of his body and across the track,
erying thus in railroad-lantern language,
diStop LY

As the train slowed down he climbed
aboard the engine, explained the sitna-
tion in a word to the driver, and hardly
had that loaded No. 10 come to a halt
safely on the siding, when the empty No.
8 thundered by.

* Absent from your post.. What's ail-
ng you?”

These were the words with which the
Morse key greeted the perspiring switch-
man when he returned to his station.

“ 111 make my own report to the boss ”
(division superintendent), “and I reckon
I've done a job that means promotion to
the main line for little Willie, though I've
busted the code. Send section foreman
P. D. Q. to repair switeh,”” he clicked
back to the train-despatcher.

An engineer of a flyer who brings in
his train late (through his own fault),
three times in the same week or fortnight,
is likely to find himself transferred to
another and less important train. So, if
you are on a flyer that is behind time, your
engineman 1is feeling more worried than

you are. .

For a Speed Record.

On the other hand, Rule 92 forbids an
engineman to make better time than the
schedule calls for. He must not lag, but
also he must not rush in ahead of time.

This rule as to keeping speed in con-
formity with schedule, was broken by an
engineman of the Empire State Express,
though by only half a minute. The
cause was a race with another locomo-
tive,

He was thoroughly conversant with
the rules, but when he beheld a lone
locomotive running on a parallel track
and in the same direction, at Crittenden,
twenty-one miles east of Buffalo, and
then beheld the lone locomotive getting
ahead of his invincible Empire State, and
further beheld the engineman of the lone
engine waving his hand in a derisive “ So
long!" it was too much for the Empire
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State. His pride was quickened, and
he gave the throttle a vicious jerk.
Whereupon Empire State cleared the
next mile—mile only, of vourse—in thir-
ty-two seconds, or at the almost unequaled
rate of one hundred and twelve miles an
hour, a speed not really called for by th
schedule. 3
And at the peril of suspension, or
even more severe penalty, for breaking
speed rules, the trinmphant engineman
told of his exploit at his division end.
The story was wired to New Verk, and

lo! the next morning’s papers teemed

with the tale of the record-making mile
run. That engineman, by his daring
rule-breaking deed, lasting only thirty-
two seconds, furnished an excellent ad-
vertisement for the road.

A Time to Forget the Rules.

Often a conductor finds it diplomatic
to ignore a train rule, especially when
such a rule is broken by a passenger. On
a New Haven train, a certain prominent
actor was returning to his home in New
Rochelle. It was a hot night and hs
raised his window. To his utter aston-
ishment and amusement, the passenger
in' the seat behind leaned over and
slammed it down.

The actor promptly reraised the win-»
dow, without so much as looking at the
enemy, and as promptly the enemy re-
closed it with a bang. This time the
actor calmly raised his cane and struck
the windew-pane, shattering it, and pro-
ceeded to cane away the remaining jagged
pieces of glass around the edges. then
quietly resumed the perusal of his news-
paper.

The enemy, outwitted by this coup de
main, changed his seat, as he might have
done in the beginning, for the car was
only half filled. Under the rules, the
actor was guilty of a misdemeanor. He
had deliberately * destroyed, defaced.
and otherwise marred railroad prop-
erty,” and the conductor saw him do it,
for he had been an eye-witness of the
whole comedy.

General Rule T requires the con-
duactor to protect the company's property,
but that conductor was a diplomat, and
knew when to break the rules by igner-
ing a rule broken by a passenger.



: “che_: bill when you receive
i, he said to the actor, who was well
known to him.

 To have arrested the actor would have
; -e_ans__ed notoriety that would not have re-

dounded to the credit of the road.

Again, velvet sashes, or flaps, contain-
- ing the berth numbers in aluminum

3 figures, were used, until recently, on the
?-:_ ~ sleeping-cars of a road running into
Boston,  After the berths were made
~ down, the numbered
43 flaps of velvet were
hung over the cur-
tains, where all might
see them.

The Yale and Har-
vard students had a
happy thought. The
aluminum figures
would make very ex-
cellent numbers to
represent their class
year. For example,
the numbers 10 and
6, dissected and com-
pounded, served the
useful purpose of a
badge for class of ;
£7206. Now for a
college student to have a happy thought,
expemally if it is not on strictly-erthodox
‘lines, is to execute it, and, accordingly,

* the flaps Began to disappear with a per-
~~  sistency, regularity, and boldness worthy
of a better cause.

Omne night a few years ago, after a
Yale-Harvard football game, Harvard
students filled an entire sleeper. Not
“long after the berfhs bhad been made
down, the conductor received a shock.
The students, under his very eyes, took
down the ﬂaps and packed them into
sundry suit-cases.

What was the conductor to do? The
rules called for arrest of the perpetrators
of the wholesale robbery, of which he
had been an eye-witness. Should he take
into custody forthwith the eighteen stu-
dents in the car? What a howl of deri-
sion, from Harvard men, would hence-
~ forth smite the ears of all connected with
~ the road! No, the conductor let the
- culprits sleep in peace, and in Boston
ared new flaps.

‘sent in his truthful report of
d ﬁlcinmg, including his own

0TS

mum was the word at headquarters, not

s_,‘hqrt-comihg in not arresting the men—

even a demerit mark was charged to that
conductor for breaking the rules.
There are instances in which to obey

‘1 HOPED TO SNEAK THROUGH TO NEW YORRK.

a railroad rule would be to break the
Golden Rule, and rules have been broken
entirely for humanitarian reasons. For
instance, a cigarmaker boarded a train
at Jacksonville, Florida, made up en-
tirely of Pullmans. He had his rail-
road fticket, but no money for his Pull-
man fare, and he was on his way to a
new job at Tampa.

Pullman rules and regulations state

.that the proper cash fare must be col-

lected for seat or berth from each pas-
senger boarding a train without having
purchased a ticket for the same. The
rule, in this case, was broken, and the
poer cigarmaker, who showed a letter
from™ his new employers enjoining him ity -
to come with all haste not later than that 3
particular train, was carried to Tampa I
deadhead. ) g
Again, a private-car, attached to &
train from the West, which went no far-
ther than Buffalo, rolled one night into
the main station of that city, with tk
owner aboard. The owner d
earnestly that his car be hitche
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leave, but the official to whom this ap-
peal was made, noticed that the private
car was not equipped according to rules
with the required steam-heat coupler or
the one-and-a-half-inch straight port
steam-coupler.

* Old-fashioned car,” he said to the

owner, ‘‘Are you in a very special
hurry?”
“ Hurry? My wife’s in that car dan-

gerously ill, on her way to- New York
for a life-saving operation.”

Now that official’s rule-book stated
that “cars from connections cannot be
handled except when fully equipped with
the following ’—And there followed a
list of “ special vertical plane couplers,
air-train signals,” and so on, including
the steam-heat apparatus.

Furthermore, the rules read: * Dur-
ing the summer months, however, when
notified a sufficient time in advance, the
above equipment can be handled regard-
less of steam-heating.”

Well, it was certainly summer-time,
but the road had not been  mnotified a
sufficient time in advance’ regarding
steam-heating. Special orders from of-
ficials higher up ought to be obtained
before passing that private car. To get
such special orders would take several
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hours, as it was/the time of night when
higher officials were comfortable between
sheets. <

With these conditions on his mind,
combined with thoughts of that invalid
wife and the imperatively needed opera-
tion, the embarrassed official cried:
“ Here, you fellows, hitch that private
to No. 71" -

And now here is one more instance of
rule-breaking for the sake of the com-
mon brotherhood.

A sailor, in the uniform of the United
States navy, boarded a train at Phila-
delphia, and handed the conductor a
ticcet to Trenton. Trenton was passed
and still the sailor was aboard. The con-
ductor approached him and said severely:

“You had a short ticket. That's an
old dodge. You'll have to pay cash fare
from Trenton to New York, if that's
where you're going.™ i

“ Look here, shipmate,”! replied the
jackie, “I had only money enough to
make Trenton, but T hoped to sneak
through to New York. My leave's up
and T've got to join my ship at Brook-
lyn Navy Yard by twelve to-night. Say,
shipmate, give us a lift.” -

Contrary to the “ railroad man’s testa-
ment,” heegot the “lift.”

FAMOUS FLYING SCOTCHMAN.

NE of the most famous trains in the
world is the Flying Scotchman, the
English Great Northern train that makes a
daily run from London to Edinburgh. We
have collected the following remarkable sta-
tistics about it:

This aristocratic flier has been running
between London and Edinburgh, a distance
of approximately four hundred miles, for
nearly sixty vears without an accident. In
other words, it has left King's Cross Station
daily at ten o'clock with unfailing regularity
for fifty-seven years, the only changes be-
ing in arrival at Edinburgh, and these
changes being caused by constant improve-
ments in the schedule.

In 1852 the distance was four hundred and
two miles, and the running time eleven
hours. In 1863 this was reduced to ten
hours and a half: in 1872 to nine hours and
a half. In 1876 it was again reduced to
nine hours, in 1888 to eight hours and a
Falf, and in 10071, the distance being short-

=od hundred and ninety-three

rat, to three

miles. to eight hours and a quarter. This
15 going some!

The same engine that makes this run
hauls the return night train to London in six
hours and nineteen minutes. These reduc-
tions in time have been the results of ex-
citing races and keen competition. The
fastest time ever made by the Scotchman
was seven hours and twenty-six minutes, the
result of a series of races beginning August
13. 1888 -

On that day she made the run in seven
and three-quarter hours, an average of
fifty-three miles an hour, The next day she
did it i seven hours thirty-two minutes,
and on the 31st she made the run in seven
hours and twenty-six minutes, an average of
fiftv-five and a half miles an hour. On this
run she covered four consecutive miles at
seventy-six miles an hour. !

Another distinction of the Flying Scotch-
man i3 that until 1872 she was not com-
pelled to carry third-class passengers. bemg
the only Great Nerthern train thus favored.
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BY WILLIAM IVORY

IRVINE.

. How Jennings Held the Fort in a Blizzard,
and How the Chief Despatcher Held Jennings.

OR fourteen hours the
storm  had Dblown the
white flakes against the
little station at Wimmer
Summitt until nothing
_ else could be seen but the
little weather-worn red building.

Jennings, the relief operator, opened
the door and looked vainly for a break
in the heavy clouds, but nothing could
be seen but the snow. His relief was
now two hours overdue and the chances
for his arrival were very slim.

Cursing the weather, he slammed the
door and walked to the little stove
which was making a brave effort to
warm the bare interior. It was pretty
hard lines to be stuck in siich a hole all
right, he mused, pulling the chair up to
the stove, but tough lines were the rule
of the relief operators on the Erie and
‘Wyoming Valley Railroad.

- Wimmer Summitt was known as the
the little coal road which
climbed one side of Eagle Top Moun-
tain and went down the other. No one
ever called there, and it was the only
thing that ever had been built on the
top of the mountain with the exception
of the tracks. It was nothing but a shan-
‘ty, used as a reporting station, and the
only people the agent ever saw were the
‘train crews.

I’t ta.k"e's more than' a snow-storm and

teen year—old telegrapher, sur-
w1th the desn‘e to make his

‘left from ]115 noonday
ﬁﬁ_ éli lumself WIth the time
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The latter proved to be very compli-
cated, owing to delays caused by huge
snow-banks on the tracks, and it was long
after midnight when he had finished.

The stove had long since forsaken its
warmth and it was some time before
Jennings stirred himself and built a new
fire.

The solemnity of the atmosphere was
disturbed ‘only by the continuous click
of the telegraph machine. At dawn Jen-
nings arose from his desk, stiff and sore
from his long sitting, and looked out of
the window.

-The snow was falling just as steadily,
and showed no signs of abating. The
wind had increased in velocity and the
drifts were plainly visible on the top of
the track. The agent was fairly chilled
as he looked on these banks and thought

of the chances for his relief to surmount

that mountain.

There was not an engine on the road
which was capable of puwhm'r up that
high grade through those drifts. If an
engine could not get up, he would have
to stay there until the storm ceased, and,
from the way the wind was now blowing,
it looked as though he would be held
there until the end of the storm.

The supplies for living were slim. He
had nothing eatable except a remmnant
of yesterday’s meal, a small box of
biscuits, and two cans of sardines left
him by Mason,

He was nearly famished and would

have to use the best part of his meager

eatables to satisfy the pangs of prese
hunger, For the first time he realiz
the seriousness of his position. and
ing a jack-knife from his pocket h
Tuctantly opened one of the cans.

: .i r

the regular operator.

- gk~
I

¥ .
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Should he eat this now, or should he
save it? Hunger cried, ‘ Now,” but
reason called him to look to the future.

Jennings halted in the midst of his
undertaking and proceeded to reason the
situation as it appealed to his innermost
thought. Yes, he would have to divide
these morsels of food into at least six
meals.

Could he do it? For a long while he
stood with a half-opened can clutched
tightly in his hand, the sharp edges of
the metal cutting his skin. Then, as if
his mind had grasped the situation, he
slowly wiped the knife on his trousers
leg and dropped it info his pocket.

His resolution had no more than been
formed when the little instrument on the
desk started to sputter his call:
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“Ws— Ws—
Ws—Co.”

The operator dropped into his chair,
opened the lever, and gdve the signal to
go ahead. :

“This is Nather,” the sounder clicked
under the chief train despatcher’s steady
sending. “ T can’t get a relief up before
to-night; we are all tied up. Can you
hold on? "

“1If you can’t get one up before to-
night, I guess I'll have to,” clicked back
Jennings. “ I'm short on meals and will
have to come up pretty close if I am
going to see it througlh;” he added.

“Do the best you can and keep a
stiff grip on things and. keep awake. If
you go to sleep in that shanty, you will

Ws — Co. Ws — Ws—

YES, THERE WAS THE LAMP.

freeze to death before night. Will eall
you , later and let
you know h%ow
things are coming
along,” answered
Nather.

The sounder was
silent. Now he
would have to
stretch his~ supplies,

as he had expected.
There was no other
way. =

He heated a can
of water, and with a
couple of biscuits
and part of the sar-
dines he made his
breakfast. For the
first time. he began
to feel sleepy, .and
calling to Glenside,
he asked the agent
to answer his call if
he was wanted.
Putting on his over-
coat he opened the
door and stepped
out in the snow.

The first blast of
the northeaster
knocked all
thoughts of sleep
out of him and he
started ~down the
track to fill the sig-
nal-lamp at the
switch a quarter of
a mile away. His




HE LIFTED THE LID OF THE BIN
AND—THERE was NO cOAL!

2
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progress was slow. The snow blew
steadily into his face, making it difficult
to catch his breath.

The walking was bad, and by the time
he had reached the lamp he was well-
nigh exhausted from his exertions.
Jennings wished for the station and its
little stove as he struggled with the wind
to fill the lamp.

His task finished,
return journey.

- distance was longer than the down trip.
- His feet felt heavy and his steps lost
~ their long stride and now dragged.
Twice he stumbled over a hidden tie,
- but he kept his feet, and, after what
~ seemed hours, he threw open the door of
. the statmn. and stumbled in. The little
station  was glowing with friendly
h and he was glad to pull off his
-_oat and gloves and sit down in

he started on the

uld feel But no;
the question. Wasn' .
I8 1_(1 hlm not to

It seemed now as if the

\as he put the last cracker that

the job, Jennings walked across the
room and dropped heavily into his chair =
and called Glenside to send his car re-
ports.

Routine work kept him busy until
evening and then he started to eat his
meager supper. Oh; but he was hungry.
Hadn’t he gone without his dinner, just *©
to have a good supper?

He would have a half decent meal
and then he would go and light the sig-
nal-lamp. The cracker did not taste
hard now, and sardines never had such a
flavor before. He would like to eat
more, but that was impossible; he must
save some, .

Suppose Nather could not get his re-
lief up? But what was the use of look-
ing at it that way? Nather would do his
best, that was something. The chief des-
patcher liked him and would not forget'_..
him, high up on top of the wind-swept
mountain, snowed in and short of food.

He would go and fix the lamp
wouldn’t like Nather to think th:
had forgotten to do his duty, he

lowed himself into the hot w
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it was terrible outside ; he could hear the
wind blowing, causing the wires to vi-
brate as he wrapped a paper around his
remaining biscuits. He picked up the
oil-can and swung it over his arm, his
mind made up, opened the door and
stepped outside.

The snow was not falling so much,
he thought, as he walked down the icy
ties, but the wind was blowing hard ; yes,
harder than before. He must be getting
near the place, he was sure he had
walked the required distance. Yes, there
was the lamp.

Slowly and painfully he unscrewed
the lamp, It was full. He gave a fee-
ble langh as he remembered that he had
taken care of it in the'morning. There
hadn’t been any use in his carrying the
oil-can all the way down. He would
leave it there.

Using his body as a shield against the
wind, he lit the lamp. He felt better
now since he had fixed the lamp, he
would not have to bother with it again
for a long while, but he must get back
to the station. He remembered that the
coal-box was empty, and that he would
have to fill it from the bin at the back
of the station.

The thought of the warm stove stirred
his footsteps and he started on his re-
turn. He would go back and fill the
stove with coal, and in case the train did
not get through he would ask to be re-
lieved from swatching and he would go
o sleep. |

Jennings succeeded in getting back,
and, without taking off his coat, picked
up the coal-buckets and started for the
coal-bin. At least he would have a good
fire until it was time for the train.

He lifted the lid of the bin and—
there was no coql! The lid fell from
his hand with a crash which was lost in
the roar of the wind. Something must
be wrong with his eyes.

Orders were orders, and they were
long-standing ones with the E. and W.
V. that all bins, at all times, be kept full.
Could the man on day duty have for-
gotten to order coal? It did not seem
possible, but there was no coal in the
bin.

For a long while Jennings stood as
one dazed, unmindful of the wind which
was howling and echoing down the long

corridors of darkness.
had gone.

Mechanically he picked up the buck-
ets and walked back to the station. At
the door he stopped and gazed down the
track. Below, he could see the little sig-
nal-light throwing its ray into the dark-
ness. He laughed now as he thought of
his earlier struggles.

The stove was still giving a most de-
lightful warmth. ' He would at least
get the benefit of it. But first he was
going to tell Nather a thing or two.
Throwing his coat and gloves on the lit-
tle bench running around the wall, he
walked quickly to™ his desk where the
little piece of metal was clicking. Sleep
was forgotten now in his newly aroused
anger, and, pulling back the lever, he
silenced the instrument. ;

“ Co—Co—Co—Ws,”” he ticked.

After a short delay the “ Ws here,”
sounded.

“Is Nather there?” Jennings clicked,
dropping into his chair. -

“Wait a minute,” the instrument an-
swered.

“ Never can get anvthlng or anybody
when you want them,” Jennings mut-
tered, as he waited impatiently.

0" W’hat do you want?” sounded the
ticker.

Jennings recognized Nather’s sending
and throwing epen the lever, asked:

* What is the matter with you peo-
ple? Here I am storm-stuck in this
God-forsaken hole without a pound of
coal.”

'““What?2" =

Nather’s question came over the wire
with such a rush that Jennings could al-
most see the man shouting at him. One
could always recognize the personality
of the man when Nather got on the
WIre.

“There is not a pound of coal here,”
Jennings repeated, ‘‘and my fire won't
last more than a half-hour.”

“Why, I thought there was enough
coal to last forty-eight hours longer,”
Nather was now sendmg like he talked
when excited. The words came piling
in on top of each other with barely a
pause between them. -The wire fairly
burned with his indignation.

“Did that fool let his supply run
down like that?” he asked, and then

His one hope
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ular 'order "

"'_Wlth Ppity what would happen to Mason.
Nather was a strict disciplinarian, and
'. When ‘his orderq were breken his answer

5 your time.

It was too bad that Masop would lose
his job. 'He was a good fellow, not
~ much older than lumself and had a fine
woman and kid.

‘What would he do for a job? He
‘was not strong enough to go into the
mines. The line was the only thing
that he could do. These thoughts passed
through his mind, and quickly opening
the line he answered:
~ “Look here, sir. Don’t blame the

~ poor fellow. He is up to his neck in
trouble, and of course he didn’t know
that this confounded blizzard" was going
to set in. He knew that if his coal did
not hold out he could get enough from
the trains to last until it did come."”

“'We will have to take up his case
later,” Nather answered. “The thing
that has got me going is that you have

~not got any coal. But don’t worry,” he
 added, “the snow has stopped and we
are sending a plow up on both sides and
they ought to reach you before the night
~ is over. Have you taken care of the
T
~ “Yes,” answered Jennings.

- “Well, for God’s sake,

- sleep.”

The saqnder stopped.  Jennings felt

better now Nather s assurance that Te-

don’t go to

h} a more hopeful view of the
Y he arose from 111:-. chan- and

1011ge1‘ would it hold out?
'aybe half an. hour

B k.

mg and to ]’ennmgs‘s mind, the strug-
gle to keep itself alive reminded him of
a dying man who understood just haw
much longer he would exist, R

The little red flames seemed to call t‘o‘ A,
him to help them out, but how could he?
The bin was empty. He felt that it was
impossible to look at the struggle and
not do something.

The flames, to him, were not the off-
spring of a heap of coals; they were

human beings like himself, trying 'to "
keep awake when it was impossible. !
Nather's advice was forgotten. He J}
would sit down and go to sleep. with the %

flames.

Yes, that would be Detter.
sleep. Why shouldn’t he? It was too
much to ask a man to stay awake as
long as he had: the train would not get
up for hours yet. He would be awake to
meet them and then he could get more
coal and start new life in the fire. But,
how was he going to keep it alive until
the train came? Maybe he could find
some wood.

Jennings aroused himself with a start
and looked around the room. He must
have been dozing. He did not remem-
ber sitting down. The fire was giving
up the fight and nothing remained but
the little red spot in the center, just like e
the heart of a man, the last thing to give r
up. His eyes wandered around the room
mntil they stopped before the little coal-
box. Why hadn’t he used that before?

That would help the fire, '

It was the work of but a- few min- -l
utes to reduce this to Kindling and place '
it on the fire. Like the patient who is
nearly dead when oxygen is applied. the
fire started to crack softly and in a few
minutes it was burning cheerily, feeding
itself on the wood as though afraid it
would be taken away before it could fin-
ish. Jennings watched the red flames =
shooting in and out of the kindling and ‘
then -:.10“1} sat down.

FWs—Ws—Ws—Co.
_CO-H.

Again and again the telegraph instm
ment gave the call, each time mo
sistent. g

Jennings raised his head
and listened., The call e

He wanted

Ws—We—Ws"
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Yes, somebody at Colesdale wanted to
speak with him.

Why didn’t they let him alone, he
mumbled sleepily, rising and slowly
crossing the room., Pushing back the
lever he stopped the call, and when the
line was closed at the other énd he sent
his @.° K. After a short space the
sounder started to work.

“Go out and see if that signal-lamp
is 1it,” it said. - “ This is Nather, and I
have a plow coming up on both sides.
You flag 87 up from Glenside and hold
it until 29 gets there and then call for
orders.”

Jennings repeated the order and then
sent his O. K. and closed the wire.

“ Certainly the light is set red,” he
muttered, entering the order in the
book. * Why should Nather want to
chase me out in the cold?

Well, he would look and then he
would go back to the fire. Picking up
his overcoat he threw it over his should-
ers, and setting his cap firmly on his
head he“opened the door.

Like an electric shock the cold wind
struck him, and, closing the door quickly
so as not to lose any of the now precious
heat, he stepped down off the platform.
The wind was strong, but had stopped
blowing the little clouds of snow into
drifts,

The sky was clear, and here and there
a star could be seen high over his head.
The moon was shining, making it nearly

lr'. iy
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THE STOVE WAS LIKE A FIECE OF ICE.
-

as light as day. He could see the lamp,
which looked like a ruby lying on a
cloth of white, shining brightly, down
the tracks. Now that he had obeyed
Nather’s order, there was little use in
standing in the cold, 29 or 87 would not
be up for an hour anyway, and he would
go back and take care of the fire.

It felt good to be inside again, he
thought, closing the door. ~He could
take a rest mow without disobedience.
After placing more wood on the fire he
dropped into the chair with the overcoat
still around his shoulders.

His eyes closed and he pushed his
legs out, one on either side of the stove.

Oh, but it felt good to close his eyes and.

stretch out after his long days and night.

Nothing could be heard in the room
but the soft cracking of the fire. Slowly.
Jennings's head began to nod, his shoul-



' beg_an to worL It kept sendmg
1e X+ Ws—Ws—Co—Ws—Co.”
@ lesdale wanted Wimmer Summitt.
Again and again he sent the call, each
time more sharply.

The operator lifted his head with a
~start. That sounded like his call. For
a full minute, as though his tired brain
refused to work, he listened, his head
to one side as if to hear better. The
dots and dashes were clearer now; they
no longer crowded one another and he
could plainly hear now, “ Ws—Ws—
Co."" Yes, that was Ws, and Colesdale
was calling.

The telegrapher’s instinet pulled him
to his feet and, like one blind, he placed
his arms out and walked slowly to his
desk? Why didn’t they wait a minute?
He heard them. There was no use

"H'aﬁn'tg he aIwaYs ausw:ered when he
was called? - Some people made him
tired ; they were always in a rush when
there wasn't any cause.
filled his head as he dropped into his

chair, leaned over the desk and opaned"
the lever and, slowly, as if to impress his

caller that he
work, he sent:

“ Ws—0. K.—Co.”

““ Nather on the wire,”
ticked. “ Go out and see if that light is
all right. T don’t want any smash-up.”

ATl right,” Jennings answered and
closed the Lc\’ What the deuce was the
matter with Nather to ask him to go out
again. He had never before repeated
an order, why should he now? It must
be that he was worried with the work of
getting the road open. His feet felt like
lead as he dragged them slowly to the
door and opemd it.

was taking care of his

the instrument

These thoughts
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“Of course the light is lit,” he said
aloud, speaking to the air. “1I can see
it plainly. All rot, this going outside. I
won't go again. There was enough oil
in the lamp to last until morning ; I saw
to that when I lit it

Jennings stepped inside and closed the
door and then walked to the stove. It
had burned all the wood and once more
‘was going out. What could he feed it
with just to keep it alive for a few min-
utes? He looked around the room, but
excepting the table which held the in-
struments and the books, there was noth-
ing in the room but the two chairs.

His eyes traveled slowly over the
table, but there was nothing to burn but
the books. No, he could not use them,
but he could use the cardboard backs.
They would burn just like wood and
throw out a good heat.

Filled with this new thought he tore
the backs off, and after tearing them in
halyes, threw them on the fire and
closed the door. Almost immediately
the fire burst into flames and threw
out a terrific heat. From his chair,
Jennings could see the flames through
the cracks roaring up the chimney. He
watched them, fascinated.

Now the flames did not show-so much
and the roar ceased. He watched the
fire die almost as quickly as it had
started, and, throwing open the little
door, he watched the remaining pieces of
glowing cardboard curl up and then
fall back, white and dead.

It was all over now. There was no
red glow to keep him company. His
last friend had left him, and all that re-
mained was a few whitened ashes.

He looked around the room. It was
beginning to lose its look of warmth al-

ready. In the corners he could see the
cracks here and there which had been
opened by the wind and weather. Al-

ready the wind which had fought so
long to get in was whistling through,
and it seemed to the agent that it was
trying to call his attention to its victory
after the long fight.

With a shudder, Jennings took his
overcoat from his shoulders, where it
. had been hanging loosely, and put it on,
buttoning it tightly from the neck down.
Then he sat down in front of the stove
so at to get what little heat remained.
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It had been a long fight for him, but it
was ended now.
he would not feel so cold.

Y Ws—Ws—Ws—Co."”

Again and again the call rang out
through the room. Jennings turned his
head and watched the little brass ham-
mer as it pounded out the call. What
was wanted now? It surely could not
be Nather again; he would be too busy
to call him.

Some fool at Colesdale who would ask
him something which they could find out
if they’d look at the books! No, he
would not pay any attention to it. Let
them think that he was outside looking
after that lamp.

The sounder was working furiously.
It seemed to him like a’ man who spoke
and did not get an answer, and then
called louder each time. It also seemed
as though somebody was shouting into his
ears,

The walls called ; even the wind com-
ing through the cracks stopped and lis-
tened and then started to call to him to
answer. He moved his already stiff
body and turned his back to the table.

Let them keep on calling; they would
get tired after awhile and would stop.
But, what would happen then? He
would get his time. He didn’t care.
He hoped that he would never see the
inside of a signal-station again.

He-had had enough. He was big
enough mow to go into the mines. It
was: never cold there, and there was al-
ways somebody near, even if it was only
one of the little blind mine mules. There
would not be any fiendish pieces of brass
calling him every few minutes like it
was doing now. Why didn’t they stop?
He would make them, and he would tell
that operator a thing or two.

Gathering his numbed legs, he stood
up. God, but it was cold! He dropped
his hand on the top of the stove and
quickly pulled it away. The stove was
like a piece of ice!

He leaned against the chair and sleep-
ily looked at the telegraph. It seemed
bigger now. The sounding bar was al-
most as big as his arm and was going
up and down like a connecting-rod of
an engine, tireless, always doing its work
when the power was put on.

Its ceaseless movement fascinated him,

If he could go to sleep
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1 GUESS 87 DID NOT GET YOU ANY TOO SOON."

he could not watch it any longer. He
must stop it or it would send him mad.

The noise was terrific. With a hoarse
cry he stumbled across the room and fell
inte the chair. His right hand dragged
slowly out of his pocket until it rested
on the black-headed lever and threw it
open,. -

Instantly the pounding stopped. His

fingers slowly moved over to the key and

rested there, stiff and cold. How long
they lay there he did not know, and then,
like a beginner, he started to work them
slowly and awkwardly and spelled:
. “Ws—0. K., and after a long pause,
‘e Co-!! "
Slowly his fingers left the key and
g moved over to the table until they rested
on the lever and closed it. The key was
~ hardly closed when the sounder started.
“Where have you. been? A train
- could go to Hades before you would an-
~ swer,” itasaid. ““ Go out and see if that
- signal is set all right to flag 87.”
- “T have just been out,” Jennings an-
' “1t is all right.”
t you to go out again,”

After a long wait and not receiving
any answer he called:

“ Go ahead/ Charlie. 1 am all upset
to-night and I am afraid something
might happen. I will wait at the wire.”

Jennings raised himself from his
cramped position and, with a shudder,
walked to the door and looked out. Yes,
it was set all right. Now he would tell
Nather and he would not go out again.

He closed the door and looked at the
station clock. It was stopped. It must
be getting toward morning. What was
the matter with his arms and legs?

Thousands of pins and needles seemecl
to be stuck in them, which hurt him every
time he took a step. What was the
cause of all those sharp pains? It was
with difficulty that he reached his chair
and opened the lever,

“It’s all right. Is the train coming '
up?” he telegraphed, and after a few S
minutes, looking at the silent sounder, he =
sent : )

“T'm cold and tired; I don't .
hungry now.” _

The key was closed and then
started, quickly, to inspire confide
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“Yes, it will get there soon. Keep
your merve and your relief will be there
before you know it.”

Jennings heard but faintly, his face
was buried in his arms, which were lying
on the table. His cap had fallen off and
rolled to the floor, forgotten. It was
impossible. to keep awake longer, but
why was Nather calling him again? He
had fixed the light. What was he say-
ing? He lifted his head slightly and
peered forward. His eyes, heavy with
sleep, refused to fully obey him and
\muld only open part way.

“ Jennings, Jennings, for God’s sake
answer me,” the instrument was ticking.
Yes, he could hear now, but why was it
so far away? Now, what was it saying?

“You dead, or are you too darned lazy
to answer me—sneak—ftrying to throw
me down when I'm up to my neck in
work. Well—"’

As if shot, Jennings sat up and
opened the key, The line was barely
closed when he started to operate. He
did mot feel so stiff that he could not
defend himself, and he threw his words
over the wire, hot and direct.

“ You're a nice one to call me a sneak,
ain't you? Lazy, am I? Trying to throw
you down, am I? Well, when I meet
you, I'll show you. It’s all right for you,
in a warm place, to keep asking a man
to go outside and look after a-light and
a train that never comes.

“T was told that you would do me if
you ever had a chance, and did mot be-
lieve it. I knocked the man down who
told me. But he was right. You have
no more feeling than a dog.

“Don’t open that lever. You listen till
I'm finished, and it won’t be long.
You've kept me up heére for God knows
how long—T’ve forgotten—and then tor-
mented me by asking me to go outside.
I won't go!”

He closed the key and fell back ex-
hausted from his exertions. Nather was
good and mad now, he could tell from
the way he was sending. It was mno
longer the even steady roll that he gener-
ally sent. The .dots and dashes were
hardly distinguishable and the words
seemed to be runming together. The
sending was of a man excited, angry.
What was he saying now? Jennings
listened.
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“ Talk to me like that, you cub; well,
I’ll show you. T'll get rid of you so fast
that you'll wish you had never seen the
E. and W. V. I wouldn’t have a man
like you on the road, you young bully.”

Jennings nodded his head as though
agreeing with him. He had already for-
gotten what had been said against him.
His head fell into his arms. He was
too tired to bother now. Just let the C.
D. wait until he had some sleep and
wasn't so cold. He could catch a word
of abuse now and then from the many
that came over the wire, but the rest was
a continuous flow of dots and dashes,
dying away until he heard nothing.

With a start he sat up and looked
around. Everything was changed. He
was no longer in that little shanty of a
station at Wimmer Summitt. It was a
bedroom. He looked down and saw he
was in bed. How did he get there? Un-
able to understand, he dropped back on
the pillows and closed his eyes.

For a long while he lay there, trying
to remember. Then he heard a door

open quietly and some one step into

the room and close the door.
He looked up. Nather stood there.

“ Hallo, Charlie!” he said, and sat
down on the bed. * Feel better?”
Jennings could not answer and for

a long while he looked into the train des-
patcher’s smiling face. Nather said:

“You've had a pretty rough shift, my
boy, and I guess 87 did not get you any
too soon. But you'll soon be all right,
and can go to a station of your own
now. You've won your spurs and I
hope you'll forgive me for those names
I called you. “ on't you?

“1 had to keep you awake until 87
could get you; there was no other train
coming up and the light was not nec-
essary ; that was to keep you on your
feet, and when I found that the light
would not hold you, I called you things
which T knew youn were man enough to
resent. Forget the names, old man, won't

“you? "

Jennings raised himself on his elbow
and looking into Nather’s face. asked:

“How 'bout my time; did you mean
that? "

Nather shook his head and then Jen-
nings held out his hand.

“You're white!" he said.

vy




>
.
v
‘
"

ek

*.'I_'
o

.

"Perpetual Motion—the
Greatest of Delusions.

BY E. L. BACON.

HE path of fantastic theories has never been the path by which humanity
has advanced. Neither the search for the formula of the transmuta-
tion of minerals, for the elixir of life, nor for the fountain of youth,

ever brought to mankind one useful invention or opened one closed door of
science. Nature sets herself eternally against the theory of something for
nothing. Of all the royal roads to wealth and ease, the one that has sur-
vived longest, because of its seeming possibility to the unanalytical mind, is
the theory of perpetual-motion. In this article is presented a view of some
of the absurdities of the theory, and some of the pathetic tragedies it has led
men 1nto.

No. 1.—The Mﬁ!titudinous Attempts of a Theory To Upset a Law, and
Some of the Tragic Consequences That Have
Accompan_ied Them.

M OLVING the problem of per- wvance of where it is to-day. Trains, ships,
petual motion was a simple - and factories would run without coal.
matter, said an architect in The supply of power would be inex-
Paris, and he drew a rough haustible. It would not take much im-
sketch of a wheel that would
be continuously overbalanced.
. Seven arms, weighted at the
ends, were fastened to the circumference
at equal distances apart in such a way
that on the descending side they would
fall outward on their hooks or hinges
until they pointed to the center of the
wheel. On the ascending side the weights,
hanging loose, would lie against the rim.
It would be plain, to anybody, said the
architect, that that must insure perpetual
motion, because the weights on one side
would be farther from the center than
on the other., The wheel would have to
keep on revolving until it wore out.
That was seven hundred years ago. If
the wheel of Wilars de Honecort, the
architect, had been capable of doing what

he said it would, the industrial world J. M. ALDRICH'S MACHINE—SHOWING, GON-
would likely enough be centuries in ad- CEALED CLOCKWORK.
- 597 5




598

agination to get at least a glimmering
of what stupendous results such a condi-
tion might bring about. And, consider-
ing this Utopian state of affairs has not
come to pass, it should be easy to infer
that De Honecort's machine did not work.
“But the overbalancing wheel that doesn’t
overbalance has been responsible for a

T e e e, o - e
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ONE OF BISHOP WILKINS'S INVENTIONS.

good deal of human history during the
seven centuries that have come and gone
since the Paris architect applied his me-
dieyal mind to the problem of making
energy self-creative. Many a tragedy it
has caused ; many a life it has wrecked.

Ruin, suicide, insanity are linked with
that fascinating, unsolvable riddle of the
wheel. No other glittering delusion was
ever so disastrous, ever had so many vic-
tims, or has been followed so long and
so tenaciously.

Ages ago men gave up the search for
the Fountain of Youth. Nobody de-
votes his life, like the old - time alche-
mists, seeking a way of making gold. No-
body attempts to square the circle. But
thousands of men are victims even to-day
of the riddle of the wheel.

The First Blow.

One hundred and thirty-five years
have passed since the French Academy
declared that perpetual motion by means
of mechanical arrangement was impos-
sible, and the same declaration has be-
come an axiom in physics. But has the
delusion been destroyed? Last year fifty
perpetual-motion inventors, most of them
with drawings or models of overbalan-
cing wheels, sought the services of one
patent agency in New York.

In 1888 John Gamgee, with a plan for
getting perpetual motion by means of a

‘without coal.
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machine to be run by inexhaustible am-
monia gas, convinced the chief engineer
of the United States navy that he had
solved the problem, and that the coun-
try’s war-ships would soon be running
In 1898 the death of John
Worrell Keely closed the career of a
man who, posing for twenty-five years as
the discoverer of a new force that would
insure perpetual motion, induced capital-
ists to subscribe hundreds of thousands
of dollars to back his project.

In 1899 C. E. Tripler, organizer of
the Tripler Liquid Air Company, with
ten million dollars capital and two thou-
sand stockholders, was hailed as having
solved the problem of perpetual motion
with his liquid-air machine. During the
twelve years that Keely has been lying
in his grave the New York newspapers
have reported the suicides of eighteen
American mechanics who killed them-
selves because after years of experiment-
ing they had failed to solve this riddle
of the ages.

The Wheel of Death.

Fifteen of these suicides were caused
by failure to make an overbalancing
wheel—the thing that Wilars de Hone-
cort declared,.seven hundred years ago,
was a simple matter. It seems hard to
believe that this wheel of disaster still
holds such an all-absorbing charm over
so many minds.

There is something uneanny about it—
such a long story of failure, yet year
after year always new victims. But any
one with a mechanical turn of mind has
only to read very little about the attempts
that have been made to make a wheel
revolve continuously by the overbalan-
cing of its own weight before he feels

- the fascination of experiments in this

line.

At first it seems such an easy thing to
do, just as Wilars de Honecort thought.
And when one mechanical arrangement
fails another is sure to suggest itself, and
another and another. And it always
seems as if just a little more effort would
surely bring success. And very soon it
becomes easy to understand how so many
men have wasted their lives going on and
on from one contrivance to another.

You begin to realize how a man might




In ion through a lf)ng life-

re he was near the goal—
* ‘uae "a man as Isaac Perry, of Jefferson-

~ ville, Indiana, who worked every day on
B his: perpetual -motion machine for seventy
s years, until, when long past ninety, death

came to him a few years ago just after
he had announced that another week
would have seen his dream a reality.

The Patience of Hart.

Not guite half a century ago there died

at Wallace River, ‘Nova Scotia, a man

who had labored almost as long over the
unsolvable problem. He was John Hart,
who when a young man was a good deal
of a hero among his neighbors. They
considered him a great genius.

Farmers came from miles around to
see his overbalancing wheel, which didn’t
quite go, but would some day. And
when that day came John Hart and Wal-
lace River would be known the -world
OVET.

It looked to everybody as if just a few
more improvements would send the wheel
spinning forever. The years dragged on.
There were still a few more improve-
ments te-be made. Another week, said
John Hart, another month perhaps, and
the wheel would go. Still the years went
by. John Hart was growing old. * A
little while longer,” he said, *“and T'll
have it.” :

He was never discouraged. He was
beginning to grow feeble with old age,
but day after day he hammered away on
the wheel of his workshop. Men who
half a century before had come to inspect
the contrivance brought their grandchil-
dren around to show them the wonderful
thing that might some time revolve of its
‘own accord.

He lived to be ninety years old.  If
: I could only live a little longer,” he said
on his death-bed. The wheel was al-
most perfected.

- His death was a great loss to the world,
so some of his neighbors thought, and on
the supmit of one of the highest peaks
~ of the Cobequid Mountains they buried

~ him as impressively as if his dream had
~ been realized.
~The lure of the dverbala'nci'ng wheel

‘cords and pulleys.

mos‘t goes s

Study a drawing of any of the simpler
forms of this wheel, and you will perhaps
even wonder for the moment why it does
not go. The weights at the ends of the
hinged arms are farther from the center
on the descending side than they are on
the other. So why does it not everbal-
ance and keep on overbalancing indefi-.
mtelvD

If you are a close observer you will

soon detect the difficulty. Draw a wver-
tical line through the wheel, bisecting
the center, and you will see t.nt although
the: weights are farther from the center
on the descending side, there are more
weights on the ascending side — just
enough more weight, in fact, to make up

for the advantage in position of the
weights on the other side.
In 1770 James Ferguson, a distin-

guished astronomer, tried to get around
this difficulty by reenforcing the weighted
arms with sliding weights, which were to
control one another through a system of
In his wheel were
eight spokés, each one jointed not far
from the end, and on the end a heavy
ball. Just before reaching the joint on
each spoke a rectangular frame was fast-
ened, and inside the frame a sliding .
weight. From this weight ran a cord
over little pulleys to the jointed arm of
the spoke next but one behind it.

For example: If the spokes were num-
bered. the sliding weight on number one
would conmect by cord with the hinged
arm of number three. The weight on

JOHN GAMGEE'S AMMONIA GAS woiiﬁgﬁi‘-}q
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number three would connect with the
hinged arm of number five, and so on.
When spoke number one comes to a
horizontal position on the descending
side of the wheel, the weight in its
frame falls down and pulls the hinged
arm of the then vertical spoke number
three straight out. The weights on de-
scending and ascending sides are then

equal, and it looks for a moment as if

the great problem were solved.
Failure’s Impassable Line.

But the wheel does not turn. It is
still an exact balance. Draw a horizon-
tal line through it, bisecting the center,
and the reason becomes clear. There
are more weights below the line than
above it. One difficulty has been over-
come only to stumble into another just
as great.

When the idea of an overbalancing
wheel got into the head of Captain Ad-
derley Sleigh, of London, he tried to
solve the problem with water-tight com-
partments attached to the periphery of
a wheel and connected with one another
by an elaborate arrangement of tubes,
through which water was to run from
the compartments on one side to those
on: the other.

Of course, the compartments on the
descending side were to be filled with
water and those on the ascending side
were to be empty. Consequently, rea-
soned Captain Sleigh, the wheel must
necessarily revolve. It was such a com-
plicated arrangement that it took people
a long, long time to get even a glim-
mering of an idea of
how it was supposed to
work. :

‘The captain got a Brit-
ish patent on it. That
was in 1865, and for four
years afterward the cap-
tain tried to discover why .

the thing wouldn’t re-
volve.

He wanted to start a
company. He had his

patent, and could go right
ahead if the wheel would
only work, but there was
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Not a whit discouraged, he invented
another wheel of much the same sort,
and patented that, teo. Again he was
on the verge of fame and fortune, and
the stock in the company was all ready
to be sold, but again the wheel failed.

It simply wouldn't go. It was just a
case of hard luck in encountering some
entirely unforeseen - obstacle, said the
captain, and he went to work on anether.

Long before the captain was heard of,
a wheel with balls sliding in grooves,
which ran in curves from center to cir-
cumference, was a popular means of try-
ing to solve the perpetual motion prob-
lem. But there was the same difficulty
with this contrivance as with the wheel
with hinged arms.

While, on the r_]_g:_icending side the
balls were lying against the circumfer-
ence, there were enough more balls lying
in the grooves on the ascending side to
counteract the advantage of position.

Exit the Captain.

Then, to get away from the over-
balancing wheel, there was the attempt
to use magnetism. A lodestone at the
top of a pillar was to attract a ball up an
inclined plane. At the top of the plane
the ball was to drop through a hole to
the bottom, then, with the momentum
obtained from gravifation, was to run
through a trap-door at the bottom of the
inclined plane, where it would again be
drawn upward by the lodestone. But
the law of magnetic attraction is the
same as that of gravitation, and the ac-
tion of the lodestone upon the ball dur-
ing its descent had mnot
been counted on.

The same man who de-
vised this magnetic ma-
chine, Bishop Wilkins,

who was a well-known

man in England twao
centuries ago, hit upon the
idea of using an Archi-
medean screw. The
screw was to be fastened

in an inclined position,
with its lower end in
water. A series of pad-

dle-wheels, at regular in-

some little difhculty in the L

1 tervals apart, were to have

way.

JACKSON'S IDEA OF BALL MOTION.

the screw as their axle.




dowa into @ Serics of
basms placed at the tops of
pi]lars_ each basin being di-
rectly above one of the pad-
= dle-wheels and emptying its
e “water upon the paddles. Of
course, nowadays almost
everybody would realize at
once that the weight of the
descending-water would not
be sufficient to move the
water-laden screw.

To-day every schoolboy
would see the fallacy in the

JBC
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’There was sad need of a
man from Mlssoun.

Dr. William Kenrick,
who used to lecture at “The s
Deyil” and other taverns, .
on his discovery of self-
motive’ power, would have
found the presence of such =
a man in the audience em-
barrassing, for the doctor = =
was never in a position to

|

make a show-down. Vet £

for nineteen years he kept = =8

in the public eye as the dis- ,:

coverer of perpetual mo- J

tion, s
In 1770 he went so far

as to publish an advertising

attempt to solve the prob-
lem by forcing the water in
- a narrow vessel upward by
the superior weight of the water in a
wider vessel connected with it at the bot-
tom. Yet in Bishop Wilkins’s day that
was a favorite experiment. Of course, if
the water in the narrow vessel could be
forced upward it could be emptied at the
top into the larger one and continue to
circle about indefinitely.

The Stone Wall of Law.

If it were not for the-fundamental law
of hydrostatics, that water will not rise
above its own level, we should have had
perpetual motion many years ago, and
the human race would not have to-work
so hard for its living.

On the Western plains the irrigating
ditches sometimes seem to be running up
hill. Of course it is an optical illusion.
An Englishman in Colorado, however,
who thought he observed such phenom-
ena, explained it by remarking that in
rushing down the steep slopes of the
Rockies the water gained such momen-
tum that it could run up hill for long
distances. As long as there is such ig-
norance in_the world there will be some-
"’body to continue experiments with the
overbalancmg water machine.

- All through the ecighteenth century
 there were hundreds of perpetual motion
~ inventors in London with such contri-

; s as this and the magnetic machine
e over a.la_u_cmg wheel all r:lalm~

ADDLEY'S MACHINE.

prospectus of a company to
put his discovery on the
market, in spite of the fact
that his machine failed to go. He was
not a swindler, but a fanatic, and all the
money he got hold of, which was not
much, was spent in improving his ma-
chine.

Sometimes he was reduced to desper-
ate  straits, and at such times, while
hiding from bailiffs, who wanted to lock
him up for debt, he would send pathetic
appeals to Garrick, the actor. Some-
times Garrick gave him money; some-
times nothing.

The bailiffs were close on the doctor’s
trail one day when he sent a frantic re-
quest to the actor for a loan. There was
no reply.

By the time the doctor was able to
emerge from seclusion he got even with
Garrick by writing and pubhshmg a
scurrilous attack on him. After Garrick
had sued him for libel, the doctor hum-
bly apologized and the suit was with-
drawn.

Parkes on ** Air.” 18

William Parkes was a professor of
philosophy at Newington, Surrey. He
was another of the swarm of deluded
perpetual motion inventors of the latter
part of the cighteenth century. He hit =
upon the idea of using compressed air w )
accomplish his purpose.
”A1r" said the professor

&8

]','s:



602

fills the whole expanse between earth
and the canopy of heaven. It is
obtained without expense, being every-
where present, and it will give motion
to every kind of mechanism.”

A grand idea was his. = Compressed
air would run his machine, then the ma-
chine itself would continue to compress

e

ErE ey

FERGUSON'S MOTION WITH WHEELS.

air to keep it going. Hence, perpetual
motion.

The world had made great strides for-
ward a century after these monomaniacs
followed the fleeting fantom, but it
was still ready enough to listen with
some credulity to a new idea for perpet-
ual motion, just as it is to-day. Even
President Garfield went to inspect John
Gamgee's perpetual-motion machine in
Washington, and the National govern-
official

ment came near giving its
sanction. In fact; for four months ex-
periments were made with it in the

Washington Navy Yard.
Getting to Headquarters.

“Tf it succeeds at all,” said the New
York Evening Post, ‘“it will be of far
greater consequence than any invention
of modern time.”

There was no joke about that. If it
had succeeded it would have startled the
world. Tt came near startling the coun-
try as it was, for Chief Engineer Isher-
wood, of the Navy Department, had
dreams of running war-ships with it be-
fore many months wore on.

It was called a zeromotor, because it
was designed to operate at a temperature
of about zero.

“ My invention,” explained Gamgee,
“ relates to the employment as a motor

- as vapor against the piston.
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fluid of a liquefiable gas or vapor of
adequate tension, the product of a liquid
which boils at or near-the temperature
of surrounding objects. I find that by
working such a gas or vapor expansive-
ly in one or more engine cylinders, its
heat can be converted to such an extent
into mechanical energy or motion that at
the exhaust it will have returned in great
measure to its original liquid condition,
from which state it may be again caused
to assume the condition of a motor vapor
or gas by exposing it to the needed tem-
perature.” i

A Very Cruel Fact.

The agent Gamgee employed was an-
hydrous ammonia. 'The ammonia vapor
would expand against and drive the pis-
ton of the machine, then issue from the
back end of the cylinder as a liguid,
which would run to the front end of the
cylinder, where it would expand again
Then it
would run back to the other end. and so
on, in one perpetual round, without any
assistance from fuel. Water would be
fuel enough.

“Water at sixty-six degrees,” said
Gamgee, ** will give heat enough to yield -
one hundred pounds pressure per square
inch on the piston.”

“ Beyond a doubt this would be power
enough to drive war-ships,” said the
chief engineer of the navy.

“And if it won’t be enough,” said
Gamgee, “ water at blood heat will give
me two hundred pounds pressure, which
ought to be more than required to drive
any ship afloat.”

Now, as has been proved since to the
satisfaction of everybody, while a motor
vapor during its expansion is a useful
source of power. it is wholly unavailable
after it has expanded. It may be
brought again to the expanding or con-
densed condition, but if the cost of the
restoration be computed, not the smallest
fraction of gain can be discovered.

Gamgee's motor would make one
stroke, but mever another of its own ac-
cord. Think of a steam engine that ex-
hausts directly into its boiler and you
will have an idea of the main feature of
his plan—enough of an idea to make
yvou wonder why it was taken seriously.




sfep m and get posaessmn of this
- marvelous discovery haunted many an
~ official at Washmgton and spurred the
N_avy Department on in its experiments.
‘Gamgee's supporters were at a fever
heat of excitement. The world was on
the verge of a new era of industrial
development which would be the greatest
in history.

But something was wrong.
chine almost worked, but not quite.
Suddenly the bubble burst. The experi-
ments were stopped. Gamgee left Wash-
ington in disgust, and not aneother month
passed by before the latest sensation in
perpetual motion was forgotten.

Differential Fly-Wheel.

The ma-

A few years later;, in 1897, Benjamin
C. Pole, of Washington, District of
Columbia, came into the lime-light with
a bewildering contrivance of
within wheels. He talked of the discov-
ery of an absolutely new law, which gov-
erned  the operation of continuous or
wheel levers. He called his invention
a differential fly-wheel, and announced

. that a five horse-power engine would be
made to develop one hundred horse-
power, or in fact any amount of energy,
limited only by the strength of materials
and the possibilities of mechanical eon-
struction.

— ‘'“YWe are about to realize,” said one of
his supporters, * the most vivid and fan-
tastic dreams of a mechanical Utopia.”

Then at last came Tripler, with his
liquid air. Ten years ago people did not
know much about liquid air, and there
was a prevailing impression that it was
going to be the great source of power of
the immediate future. It was such a new
and mysterions and spectaculat force
that the.public was willing to believe al-
most any fantastic story about it.

One day Tripler announced that from

= one gallon of liquid air he would be able
_to pi‘nduce three or four more gallons of
hquid air,

Wilshire DJSCOVEI‘S Tripler.
- It was some time before the public
- gras ed the amazing significance of this
i In fact, it was not until H.

wheels,

Gaylord Wilshire published a pamphlet
announcing that, with Tripler’s ability
to produce three gallons of liquid air
from one, the age of perpetual motion
was at hand, that people realized what
stupendous results there might be. Wil-
shire headed his pamphlet, * Perpetual
Motion at Last!” and declared that he
would proceed to make a practical dem-
onstration of his ability to make three or
four gallons of liquid air from one.

11Lm3r Morton, president of the Stevens
Institute of Technology, wiped out this
glittering prospect by proving that the
expansion of a given weight of liquid air
in one cylinder, so far from developing
a power capable of liquefying an equal
weight of air in another cylinder, as Wil-
shire had asserted, would be incapable
of liquefying a single drop.

Surely a lpng-lived delusion, this one
of perpetual motion. It has outlived the
declaration of the French Academy that
such a thing was impossible by almost a
century and a half. No scientific body
in the world would think of considering
it for a moment.

If the grand discovery should ever be
made, scientists would be thrown into
such a state of bewilderment that they
would be willing to admit the possibility
of upsetting any of the fundamental
laws of physics. They would be willing
to believe that water could run up hill,

L
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OLE'S CONTRIVANCE OF WHEELS WITHIN 0
WHEELS, p

or that you could put two marbles into = =
an empty cup and take out four. o

Yet when the first experiments w'u;h .y ke
radium were being made a few years
ago, such a distinguished sc1ent15t
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Lord Kelvin intimated that this new
mystery might mean the possibility of
producing perpetual motion.

It is true that a grain of radium the

size of a wallflower sced might be made
to swing a tiny pendulum for three thou-
sand years, but at the end of that time
the source of power would be pretty well
exhausted. —

Still. not all of the scientists are ab-
solutely safe from an idea that possibly
an absolutely new force will be discov-
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ered that will give perpetual motion fo
the world. If a man only has imagina-
tion enough, he is willing to admit the
possibility of anything.

It is to the imagination ‘that the idea
of perpetual motion appeals rather than
to the reason. It always has some hold
upon the imagination, no matter how ab-
surd it may seem. Some of the most
wonderful swindlers that ever lived have
realized this fact and have taken advan-
tage of it.

Mr. Bacon’s concluding paper on this interesting subject will appear in our February issue.

UP-TO-DATE RAILROAD DISCIPLINE.

What the Burlington Is Doing To Remove Personal Feeling from the
[ Carpet” and Make Punishment Scientific.

HE svstem of disciplining men by “lay-
ing off” has lasted a long time, but
there are signs that it is passing into dis-
repute. The wonder is that a system so
unscientific and . ineffective should have
lasted so long, and its disappearance is-one
of the most promising of the many signs
that the relationship between the roads-and
their employees is being placed on a sounder
basis.

Mr. Daniel Wiliard, second vice-president
5f the Burlington, speaking of this recently,
said ;

“The practise of suspending a man can-
not make him better, and it deprives him of
the opportunity of earning money with
which, perhaps, to support his family, and
not infrequently when a man has been so
deprived of the opportunity to work the
punishment has borne most heavily upon
those who are dependent upon him. It
does not seem that a proper system of dis-
cipline should cause such resulfs.

“It should be possible to keep such a
fair and, at the same time, accurate record
of men, that it can be made a sufficient basis
for a system of discipline which will satisfy
the rtequirements of existing conditions.
Such a system will call for greater care
and personal attention on the part of all
officers than has been given in the past, but
it is believed that its importance justifies
the additional effort.”

Mr. Willard outlines the plan to be pur-
sued in future on the Burlington:

“A complete and accurate service history
of all employees affected by this order will
be kept in the office of each division super-

intendent, and also in the office of the super-
intendent of the several employment de-
partments,

“No entry will be made a part of the
record of any man until the case has been
fully investigated, and the employee af-
fected will, if desired, be given personal
hearing in that connection. Whenever a
record entry is made the man affected will
be given in writing an exact copy of such
entry.

“ Any employee found guilly of disloyalty
to the company, of insubordination, or
drunkenness, will be dismissed from the serv-
ice, and will not be reemployed. An em-
ployee whose service record eclearly indi-
cates that he is not a safe or fit man to
refain in the service will be dismissed.

“ Promotion will, in the future, as in the
past, depend upon the service record of the
man involved, and upen his ftness for in-
creased responsibilities. When these are
equal as between two men, the one older in
the service will be given preference.

*“ An employee, upon his request in writ-
ing, will at any time be given a copy of his
service record.

" Officers directly in charge of men af-
fected by this order are especially requested
to report for entry all commendable actions
on the part of such employees, as well as
those actions which may justify criticism or
reprimand.

*“The purpose of this order is to assure
constant and permanent employment to those
employees whose service records indicate
their fitness for the positions held, er for in-
creased responsibilities.”
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Philip.and Verina Go on a Picnic, and Howells
and His Crew Go Treasure- Hunting.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

HILIP SAND, being informed that he has a year before tuberculosis will claim him

as a victim, prepares to get the best out of the time. Being financially rnined, he
raises ten thousand dollars on “his life-insurance policy of fifty thousand from a money-
lender mamed Merton Scrage, who opens up on the comfortable promise that Sand will
not be living that day a year. He charters a yacht to go treasure-hunting, sends the
yacht ahead, and himself goes down on the regular liner for Panama. On board he meets
Miss Verma Harding. The\ are wrecked. .Sand finds himself on the only fruitful island
of a group. He finds pigs ‘inhabiting a cave containing boxes, which turn out to be the
treasure-chests he is in search of. He builds a lean-to with the gold bars. He is startled

by the presence of Miss Harding, who has wandered from a camp of the shipwrecked

sailors in order to avoid the attentions of an American drummer.

The drummer discovers the house of gold and tells his companions.
of Captain Howells and his men is drouu.d, and they
treasure.

The cupidity

compel Philip to yield up the

CHAPTER XII.
Mysterious Doings.

5y HEN the dawn of the
next day came, Phil-
ip Sand was alone be-
fore the golden hut.
The hut was empty.

Knowing that they
would be watched, Philip had taken ad-
vantage of the darkness before dawn to
lead Verina to the cave which was to be
her temporary habitation. <He himself
had returned to the hut to await the
coming of Howells’s gang. He had a
word to say to them.

Philip was weary as he stood on the
beach and watched the sun come up over
the pile of rocks to the east. It had
been a long night —a night of sweet
agony, self-denial, and wavering deter-
mination.

After that momentary vleldmg to the
call of the heart, Philip had gently led
her into the hut and whispered one word :

(18 No‘"
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Then he had returned to the Dbeach
and taken up guard, as on the previous
night. But this time he did not sleep.

At the first streak in the east he
awakened her gently. She arose without
a word and followed him. He led her
by the hand over the rough places of the
beach and through the brush to the cave.
For once, he was grateful that the pigs
had not returned. The air of the place
was clean and fresh and dry.

®* He left her there. Verina remem-
bered that little parting all her life. It
is strange, but a fact, that the dawn has
a peculiar power of impressing incidents
upon the memory. It was always as
yesterday morning that she saw Philip
standing dimly in the cave-mouth, with
his face half turned to her.

“ Don't worry," he said;
soon be light.”

it will

Then she heard his steps receding

among the brush, followed by a silence
which was accentuated by the dripping
of the dew outside, the far rippling of

the sea waters on the coral sand, and t a- |

first calls of awestricken buds..
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light brightened, and, in a rosy bar,
burned athwart the cave-mouth.
* The light had come, but it appeared to
be an eternity before he came. She sat
there, for hours as it seemed, listening to
the throb of his heart, feeling the touch of
his lips upon her brow, and hearing the
soft, regretful—

(53 NO 1y

Philip heard them coming, long be-
fore they appeared at the edge of the

brush by the pile of barren 1‘0::1{5. Ar-
rived upon the beach, they stopped.

They saw the defender, and seemed sur-
prised. TFor a minute they gathered in
a little group and talked excitedly.
Then Philip saw Howells drive his
fist into his palm. Next moment he
and his men were advancing steadily to-
ward the hut. They f-;topped as before,
about twenty paces away. Philip nodded.
“Well?"" said Howells. ‘ So you've
decided to fight—eh?” |
“ No. But I have something to say.
Then 1 turn the treasure over to your
care. Remember, I don’t give up all
claim to it. I merely turn it over to
you, pending a division, as agreed upon.”
Howells turned to Higgs, ‘and the two
worthies whispered for a few minutes.
Higgs did most of the whispering. Then
Howells turned to Philip, at the same
time waving his hand impatiently at
Higgs, as one who would say:

“All right; I'm no fool. Leave it
to me.”

To Philip he said: * We agree to
that. I'm mighty glad, Mr. Sand that

you look at it in the sensible way.’
oo, said Philip.. “I put mysel[
on record as protesting against a down-
right theft. If it were not for certain
circumstances, I would see you all in
blazes before 1 gave up one gold-brick.
As it is, T am making a virtue of neces-
sity. Once you get this treasure, there
will be no division in which 7 will figure
—or the lady. And if I may further
“express my candid opinion,” he added,
fixing his eyes on the most intelligent-
looking of the five seamen, “ none of
you men will figure in the division either.
It will all go to Mr. Higgs and Captain
Howells, unless Captain Howells sue-
ceeds in cheating the estimable Higgs
out of his share, too. The captain, gen-

tlemen, is out for the loot!"
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“If yon say another word—" began
the captain; but Philip thrust a quick
hand into his right-hand pocket.

“It will pay you to be patient, cap-
tain,” said he. “ In a few minutes you
will have half a ton of gold to play
with ; but, for the moment, I claim the
privileges of the floor.

“1 hope you men will realize the duty
which fate imposes upon you with this
treasure,” said Philip half solemnly.
“Remember the needy and distressed
when you come to spend it, for other-
wise it will bring you worse luck than
you ever dreamed of.

“It’s an unlucky bit of property—
this treasure,” he went on. “ That’s why
I am not particular about having any of
it, or anything to do with it. T wouldn’t
saddle myself with bad luck for all the
world. Every one who has ever had
this stuff has had bad luck ever after.

“Even I, as you know, have had bad
luck with it, but I can shake the luck
by shaking the treasure. The original
owners were the Indians, mostly. They,
poor devils, would have had no bad luck
if they hadn’t had all that gold. But
they had it, and, until the day they all
died, they were oppressed and tortured
and murdered by Spaniards.

“Then the Spaniards had the treasure,
and thought to sail to Spain with it.
They brought in it ships to Panama.
There they loaded it on mules and took
it across the trail to Chagres. On the
way, the men died by the score from
vellow-jack.

“ By the time they got to Chagres,
there were hardly enough of them left
to handle the mules, let alone care for
the treasure. And on the way they ran
short of food and bartered golden
images for bits of bacon, You didn’t
know that, did you?

“Then other Spaniards loaded the
stuff aboard a galleon and set sail for
Spain. But whoever touched that treas-
ure had bad luck. Before they were a
week on the water, an English bucca-
neer came along and fought the Span-
iard. The, Englishman boarded her,
made the Spaniards walk the plank, took
out all the treasure, drank all the wines,
scuttled the galleon, and sailed away on
their own ship.

“And then the bad luck began to



ot nd of' the treasure’s bad Tuck, be-
se they were still owners of it—of
~ the treasure and the bad luck.
~ “They never came back for that
'_"-trea_su_re Why? They were either over-
taken by a storm and sunk, or an Eng-
lish frigate got hold of them and
- strung them all up on the yardarm.
; ~ “So you're welcome to this treasure.
- I hope its bad luck won't follow you.
I've had a taste of it, and enough at
that. Good morning, gentlemen!"”
Philip turned and walked into the
‘brush, leaving seven men staring after
him in dismay, as if the picturesque
- word-weaver carried away with him all
that was worth while about the treasure.
“ Bah! " said Howells, spitting. * Did
you ever hear such swash? Come on,
lads! The stuff’s ours. Let's get it to
our end of the island, to begin with."”
The spell was broken. The men be-
gan chattering like children, and fell
upon the hut like a gang of wreckers.
In a few minutes the roof of branches
and turf was torn down, the men cur-
sing as the dried earth trickled into their
- eyes.
= Presently they were taking down the
bricks, one by one. They took off their
shirts—such of them as had shirts—and
used them for ropes with which to sus-
pend a load of bricks between two men.
= In two hours they had carried the
bulk of the ingots to their camp at the
eastern end of the island. And here
~ they paused, grinning over their tri-
umph, staring unbelievingly at the

~ the perspiration from their faces.
“And new!” said Howells with the
_ferocxty and force of a neryous 1nan,

“So long as that Sand fellow knows
we have the treasure, he will lodge his

with the first shipmaster that comes
n, whether he gets any him-
I don't think he will if a
e gets on the Job—~1t will

:'-w:ealth. at their feet, while they wiped

~came out on the beach, the captain

as a chorus froril the men. .
“What T propose is this,”
Howells, “ that we load up the boat ancl: b

continued

——the one we first landed on. We. G RASEAS 8
bury it in the sand there. Half an hour
after the job’s done there won't be a e

sign of the sand ever having been S

touched. - PR
“We'll mark it off mathematically, _'_{i

then come back here and make terms '

with Mr. Sand. If he won't agree to ;
keep his mouth shut about there ever ! _i'-"’*
having been such a thing as treasure in 3
the business, then—well, we won't have
any violence, boys, or anything like that
—not unless he's. likely to be a dead
give-away."

“ Knock ’is block off,
said the cockney.

“ Hear, hear!” sang Higgs with en-
thusiasm. :

“Well, we ain’t come to that yet,”
said Howells, grinning.

“ But wait a minute!” he cried sud-
denly. * There's something else that's
on my mind. None of you has stopped
to think, let alone ask, where this treas-
ure came from.

“Sand says it was hid on this island.
We don't know how much there was of
it. Maybe there was more, and the gold
bricks was all he needed for building
the house. How about the rest?

“ Before we do anything, I move
that, having the whip-hand, we go back
right now and find out from Sand where
he got the treasure. He's gof to show

is wot I ses,”

us!
“Bill ’'Arkaway!' exclaimed the
cockney. “Didn't T sye so to you—

that there was prob'ly more where the
bricks cyme from?2"

“ Back we go!” cried the captain de-
cisively. One of you—you, Svenson— ¥
stay here and keep an eye on the stuff, P
though "tain’t likely anybody’ll be around.
Come on, lads.”

They started back, taking the usual
short cut through the brush. As they

called a sudden halt, and himself 'to‘ok.-
peep along the coast. :
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Next moment he turned sharply upon
his men. His eyes were starting from
his head, and his face was white with
nervous dread.

“ Look here!” he gasped. ‘ There’s
a ship on the horizon, and coming this
way. We've gat to do this job—quick
—and thorough! ™

He accompanied thelast word with a
significant motion of his hand. There
was silence; then the cockney sailor
laughed : '

“That's wot / ses

r?)

said he,

CHAPTER XIII.
A Picnic for Two.

'I‘HE moment Philip entered the cave
he saw that tact was needed to
avert another sweet catastrophe. She had
been listening intently for his coming.
His sudden appearance robbed her of
self-control, and she could only look at
him with eyes in which glad relief was
apparent.

“T'm so glad you've come,” she said,
after a moment or two. “1I think it was
foolish of you to go back there.”

“ Of course it was,” said he cheerfully.
“That is why it was fun. You see, I
had a chance to make a speech, and I
made it—with great success. 1 some-
times think, Verina, that if I were wri-
ting a novel I should make my principal
character a man who loved philosophy,
and had certain theories of his own
which he liked to get off on the slightest
provocation.

“Don’t you see what a handy man
he’d be in a story—the sort of character
that would fll in gaps, and could be
made to pop up in any old place, at any
old time, to make a speech that would

help along the story. Let's go on a
picnie.”
* A picnic! ™ she exclaimed. Festivity

of any sort was far from her mind.
“Why not?" said he. ‘“We are free

as the air, and as free from care, and—

all we need is three more feet with a lilt

to make that worthy of art-lettering on -

a card. It's a fine day. We've got rid
of the troublesome old treasure.

“This part of it"”—he kicked one of
the boxes—'“ will no doulit take care of
itsell, TLet's go on a picnic. I want to
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tr:- my hand at cooking breadfruit, and
I have a great idea that you could make
a stew out of that pawpaw thing. Come
ont”™

‘There was that about his way of ask-
ing, in conjunction with the:warm sun-
light and the relief of his coming, which
made Verina leap to his proposal at once.

“We'll climb the hill,” said Philip.
“ Bring the fishing-line.”

“ What on earth do you want the fish-
ing-line for? " she cried, laughing. *“ Are
you going to fish on the hilltop? "

“Verina,” said he reproachfully, “don’t
make fun of my fishing-line. Its uses
are manifold. I catch fish with it ordi=
narily, but it does for a piece of string
sometimes. Then, too, if your vanity
should suddenly attack you, you could
put the chain of pearls on, or adorn
yoursell with the ruby breoch.

* Some day, when islands are no more,
you will wear that pearl string around
your—around your neck, and think, be-
tween courses, how Philip Sand used to
use it for a fishing-line to catch the course
before that. But, seriously, I need the
ruby to light the fire to cook the bread-
fruit. Sounds like the house that Jack
built.”

And so Philip rambled on as he led
her through the brush, His mind was
really as serious as it ever had been. He
was thinking about Howells and his
gang.

There could be no doubt that the un-
reasoning lust of treasure was upon the
man and his companions. Philip felt
positive that they would not be satisfied
with the ingots. Unfortunately, he him-
self had dropped a hint that the treasure
had not always stood on the spot where
the hut was—or had -been—for he had
no doubt that it was pulled down by
this time.

In his mind he followed the move-
ments of the wreckers, and presently ar-
rived, as if by telepathy, at an intuition
of what really transpired at the eastern
end of the island. :

They would surmise that the treasure
came from some cache, and they would
naturally reason that there was probably
a lot of miscellaneous stuff where the
gold came from, and that the ingots only
had been of use in building the hut. As
soon as they had recovered from the ex-
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. oeﬁﬁaulmg the gold, th'ey would
in their mmds for some new sen-

- at:qulred wealth—mo; ¢!
Howells and his gang would seek a
*  new sensation, like a drunkard who
~ drinks more to offset what he has drunk.
- They would seek more treasure, and—
~ here was what was at the bottom of all
Philip’s mental gravity—when they had
' cornered all the treasure they would go
a step farther and make the treasure safe.
They would make the secret of it safe,
too ; and murder is only a short step from
theft when discovery is the alternative.

Perhaps Philip had been foolish in
that brave speech of his. Perhaps he had
endangered Verina more when he had
warned the men that he would claim his
—and her—share of the treasure. It
was like throwing suggestion into. their
teeth. Perhaps they would chew it over
and decide that the treasure was not
theirs as long as Philip Sand lived,

He' did not suppose that they would
do away with such a beautiful creature as

_Miss Harding. But they might kill him,
and then— There was Higgs, smarting
under humiliation and thwarted infatua-
tion.

That is why he assumed the light-
hearted manner and took Verina away
from the cave. And away from the cave
he meant to keep her—for a little while,
at least. During the day he might ascer-
tain the mood and movement of the treas-
ure thieves, From what he learned he
would form his own actions.

Verina suspected nothing of this.
Philip she discerned nothing but a kind

of philosophic playfulness and humor..

2 As they walked through the brush, he
(& picked flowers for her, quoted poetry over
N ‘them, laughed like a schoolboy because
'g a flower by any name was somehow not
¥ as sweet; and presently she herself felt
like a schoolgirl stolen away of a truant
afternoon with some congenial young
person of the opposite sex.

The‘jr’ gatherEd some young coconuts

goes for dessert. Theu they
grassy hill and found a shel-
on the leeward side of the
i fsat dt)wn, a,nd Ph111p

In

When th& ﬁre was half burned out an&
glowing redly, Philip buried the bread-
fruit. Then began the pleasant game of
waiting for the roast and passing the )
time in quiet talk and observation. i,

It will be remembered that from this |
hilltop a view was obtained of the whole
island, with the exception of the beach,

which, save at intervals, was hidden by ¢ ”
the overhanging coconut-palms. ";J.j
It had taken them some time to gather = =
their provisions and reach the hilltop %
and to settle themselves there. About 1
half an hour passed before Philip sud- ,

denly saw, through a far break in the belt b
of jungle, a procession of men.

“ They're coming back,” he thought to
himself. * Now they will find the cave
and-get what they are looking for. If we
had stayed, there might lmve been trou-
ble—and violence.”

Just at the break in the belt of luxuri-
ance the procession stopped. Philip saw
the leader, Howells, talking earnestly to
his men. Then they started forward at
a run. In a moment they were gone ; but
Philip’s eyes moved to the next break in
the belt of luxuriance, and watched the
splash of white beach for the further
progress of the men.

“ Picnics,” he observed quietly to Ve-
rina, ‘“ are silly things when you come to
analyze them.”

“This 1s very pleasant,
almost sleepily.

“Ye-es,” said Philip. * But it does
seem absurd "—the group of men flashed
past the second break; they were still
running—"* absurd when you think that
people walk ten miles, say, with the idea
of eating a sugar cookie by a certain rock
or in the shade of a particular tree.,”

Verina laughed lightly. * What a
queer brain you have,” she said. i

“T got it from Grandfather Septi- =i
mus,” said Philip, by way of pleading
not guilty. “ Once an aunt of mine came
to visit our house, and she brought her
baby along with her. In the night the
baby cried. Grandfather Septimus lay
awake all night, wondering what. ailed
the baby. 4

“ Next morning he asked my
She said there was nothing the
with the baby. Grandfather
declared that there must be, other
baby wouldnt have cried.

" said Verina,
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“¢ But all babies cry,’ said my aunt, in
a tone of authority.

‘¢ Then,” said Grandfather Septimus,
‘all babies are ailing. It is human na-
ture to cry, but no human thing cries un-
less it is miserable.’

“ The thing seemed so logical that my
aunt felt sure that the baby was sick.
She sent for a docter. The doctor
laughed, and said there was nothing the
matter with the baby. It was in the na-
ture of babies to cry. But Grandfather
Septimus stuck to his argument, and later
in the day my distressed aunt discovered
that the baby's milk had been too hot and
its little tongue was slightly raw.

“So, you see, there might be some-
thing to Grandfather Septimus’s argu-
ment about all babies being ailing when
they cry. I like to speculate on trivial
things. I got it from Grandfather Sep-
timus—

“ But where was I? Oh—picnics!

Philip had observed the treasure
thieves running over a bigger stretch of
open sand near the cave. He wondered,
as he rambled on about babies and pic-
nics, what Howells's lot were doing at
that moment in the cave, and what they
would have been doing if they had found
him in possession and defiant.

* But that baby might not have known
what it was crying for. And I am sure
ninety-nine persons in a hundred don't
know just why they go picnicking.
There's the fun of it—to enjoy oneself
and not know why, just as the worst
kind of unhappiness is to be miserable
and not know why.”

*“Well, why do people walk ten miles
to eat a sugar cookie under a particular
tree? " asked Verina, sleepier than ever,
for the air was quiet and the far sea
looked sommnolent, and the sky was of a
lulling blue.

“ Well,” said Philip, watching the
belt of sand, *it's mostly a matter of
congeniality. Uncongenial persons at a
picnic make the outing the worst kind of
a fhasco. But if they are congenial, they
become as children. They forget things.
It is what they talk about—usually noth-
ing very intellectual, as on this particular
picnic. They suddenly wake up to the
fact that they are living as nature in-
tended they should live—as children of
the sun — for does anybody ever picni¢

|

THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE.

on a wet day? And they find a special
delight in migrating, as our hairy, an-
cestral tribesmen did.

“They find themselves, without real-
izing it, on nodding terms with the trees
and flowers and in touch with all nature.
They get back to earth, which is one of
the most blessed states I know of. Real-
ly, when men speak of castles in Spain,
they speak of dreams that are very much
of primitive human nature.”

Verina did not answer. She was recli-
ning on the ground with her eyes closed,
and she was wishing that this hour could
be stretched into eternity. She loved the
man at her side, for his gentle humor, his
thoughtful speech, his quiet acceptance
of so much that is overlooked or scorned
by men of the world. She loved him.
She wished to forget that he was doomed,
and that she herself—

“I should think the breadfruit must
be about roasted,” said Philip, lazily
scrambling to his feet. * Come, Miss
Cook, and let me have your expert opin-
ion on culinary matters. You didn't en-
ter my employ with the idea of letting
things burn, did you? ™ :

Verina sat up and watched him as he
fiddled with the breadfruit in the fire.
He-seemed very clumsy. 'The stick with
which he tried to spear the big, round
black ball broke off short, just because
he levered it wrongly.

“Take two sticks and pull it out!”
she cried scoffingly. ‘“There! I never
saw such a clumsy man. Give them to
me. I'll have it out in a moment.”

She took the sticks from him and be-
gan operations herself. Philip smiled
and stood up beside her as if he would
stretch his legs. But he had succeeded
in "distracting her attention. He gave a
swift look at the bit of beach—the sec-
ond break to the eastward. Presently
six figures went past, each staggering
under a box.

Six figures and six boxes!

“That’s the last of the treasure. Now
[ hope they will keep away!" thought
Philip.

*“ There!” said Verina, who had suc-
ceeded in extracting the first of the
roasted breadfruit from the fire. “ Now,
if you will lend me your penknife, I'll
scrape the crust off. My, but it's hot!”

Philip gave her the penknife, and di-



-a& suddenly, rammg her head just as
i ht; shaded his eyes. -

- “It's a perfectly ‘lovely spot, this,”
said he lazily, “Isn’t it cool enough
Yﬂtp n
- Presently she had cut the breadfruit
into slices, which she smeared with the

- soft pulp of mangoes. Philip sat down
to assist at the eating.

“ And by the time we have eaten this,
“another will be ready,” she said, her
mouth half full of the delicate stuff.

“ Ve-es,” said Philip. He had taken

{ his seat opposite her, so that he could
look over her shoulder to the eastern
point of the island.

Half an hour, or it may have been an

hour, passed in desultory talk, while
they ate breadfruit and mango. The
breeze freshened about them and

hummed over the hill, but it did not
disturb them beside the sheltering rock.
All at once Philip sat up straighter

and stared away to the east. Next mo-

ment he was on his feet, and surprise
was stamped on his face. He could no
‘longer conceal his interest in something
at the other end of the island; nor did
he try to. ;

“ What is it, Philip?" Verina asked,
getting up and following his line of
vision. ;

“ A Dboat,” said he, amazed. * Upon
my soul! I do believe they are leaving
the island. Look!”

Off the eastern point of the island
they could see a black spot, which pres-
ently swung around and revealed a boat,
very low in the water, being rowed in
the direction of the barren isle to the
‘east. :

“That is the boat we came in,” said
Verina quickly. *“ They are going back.
~ Thank goodness!”
> - “Thank wickedness,” Ph111p correct-
1 “..;;I'-,--;ed;. “What. fools they are. They'll be

s

..
-
i
-

i iF .every ounce of the
) her. And there
two

Look! A steamer!” 3

Plullp spun around and looked blank-
ly at the smoking funnel of a small
steamer, which was not two miles l'o the pns
northwest. 3

*“ Good Lord!"™ was all he could say
for a moment. Then he realized many
things. * That accounts for their hurry.
They're trying to hide the treasure be- =
fore that steamer comes up—trying to -"'?‘
get it off this island, at least, so that, =
if my story was told and Lnehe\ ed, the
treasure wouldn’'t be found. ‘That’s it!l 1]’
But what ship is that? TIt's coming -
right here!” ' R

Then Verina did a seemingly strange
thing. It.was just impulse growing out
of her woman's wit. She suddenly be-
gan to gather all the fuel she could find
lying around loose—leaves, sticks, and
dry grass. These she piled on the fire,
and then began to tear up green turf and
pitch it into the Dblaze.

“Philip!” she cried, while she worked.

“Our fire—on a hilltop! They must
have seen our smoke. Let's make more!”

“ That’s just the right explanation,”
said Philip, tearing up turf. * Anyhow,
we’ll make no doubt of it. More smoke!

They were probably searching for sur-
vivors of the Revuelan, and saw our
smoke. :

“ Good for you, little woman!”

A few minutes later, while the smoke
poured from the. dampened fire and
drove away to leeward, Philip and Ve-
rina were running down the hill. The
officeri on the bridge of the steamer could
not fail to see them.

He did see them, but he also had his
eye on a mysterious rowboat to the east
of the island. Through his glasses he
could see that the boat was heavily la- ‘
den, and that its rowers were trying to -
make the greatest possible speed. ¥

“That’s funny—trying to get away,”
mused the officer.

‘He lifted his glasses again, and all.
at once he uttered an ejaculation. He
dashed to the signaling apparatus an
flung over the indicator to full a
Nearing the inshore waters the s

-

44- -
| e s
-

'\1.\

-

expected " said the oﬁicer.' ;
the steamer’s speed mcreasedu A
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quartermaster! '  he
snarled at the man at the wheel. A mo-
ment later he cried to the deck:  Get
ready with that starboard lifeboat, Mr.
Aulick.”

Philip and Verina had reached the
beach Dby this time. The steamer was
still coming on straight for the island.
Philip felt a wave of relief sweep over
him. Verina was saved. But, next mo-
ment he experienced an incomprehell—
sible pang of regret. The coming of
the steamer meant—

‘“Philip! ” Verina fairly screamed.
“TIt's a yacht—a steam-yacht. /#s the
Chameleon! ™

Philip stared. He could hardly be-
lieve his eyes, but he could his ears; and
the yacht’s identity had struck Verina
Harding, too. There could be no doubt
about it. The steamer was the yacht
Chameleon. The officer on the bridge
was probably Captain Pearce. How
this came about was beyond his under-
standing or credulity. Yet there it was
—his own chartered treasure-hunting
yacht, the Chameleon !

Then the yacht did an unexpected
thing. It suddenly veered in its course
and shot away at increased speed to-
ward the east end of the island. Philip
and Verina watched it for a minute with
sinking hearts.

“@h!” wailed! Verina. * They
haven't seen us. They're going away.
Wave, Philip—shout!”

And Philip shouted. He tore off his
coat and shouted, while he frantically
waved the garment. Aboard the Chame-
leon they could not fail to see. Sud-
denly the officer on the bridge lowered
his glasses and waved his hand, as if to
say:

“ All right!
stop just now.”

“ What does it mean? "
of nobody in particular.

Then there came a crashing in the
brush. The man Higgs and the sailor
Axel Svenson came toward them at a
run. Higgs's face was as white as a dead
man’s, and his knees were giving under
him. He tried to say something, but he
could only articulate a number of in-
coherent gabbles. The Swedish sailor
was cooler, although he, too, was visibly
perturbed. To Philip he said quietly:

away east'ard,

We see you, but we can’t

asked Philip

MAN'S MAGAZINE.

“ Ay tank bad luck ban in dat tr'asure,
all right. They ban all sank and
drown!"”

CHAPTER XIV.
The Rescued and the Lost.

HAT Thappened?’ Philip de-
= manded.

The Swede poured forth a long ex-
planation, only half of which Philip un-
derstood, the man’s dialect was so ex-
traordinary. This much he could make
out, that the treasure’s bad luck had pur-
sued its owners to the .end, and that
Howells and his gang were food for the
fishes.

“How is it that you two were not
with them?” Philip asked. * You,
Higgs, get up on your feet and be a
man for once. You appreciate the fact,
i hope, that I can'place you in jail for
your share in this business? "

Higgs got up. He had been sitting
on the sand, rocking back and forth and
moaning with horror. He was a pitiful
exhibition of rank cowardice.

“ He’s told you! Oh, I never want to
see a thing like that again!”

“ Look here, Mr. Higgs,” said Philip
angrily. “ Your only chance of keeping
out of jail is to tell me a straight story
before that sLip comes back to pick us
up. That ship is my ship. Do you un-
derstand what that means to yon?”

Higgs sobbed once or twice, then told
his story.

“We took away the gold,” he said.
“ Then, when we were talking about it,
Howells and the Englishman agreed that
there was more stuff where the ingots
came from, and that we should get the
whole lot, so as to cover up the exist-
ence of the thing. So we started back.”

“ He ban goin’ to kill you,” said the
Swede quietly,

“1 thought as much,” said Philip
calmly. * He meant to get the treasure
by hook or by crook—eh, Higgs? And
you dldut say anything, did you? Ve-
rina,’ he said, turning to the lady with
a smile, “ aren’t you glad we went on a
picnic? "

“I swear—"' began nggs.

“Swear not at all,” gquoth Philip,
“but go on with your story.”



way ymu went,” said
perceiving that
: ﬁﬂlﬂl Was to his advantage as.matters
Sstaod. - - Maybe it was a good thing
you weren't there, Mr. Sand, because
~_Captain Howells ‘and the Englishman
had agreed to cut your throat, anymay,
because you might tell—"

“Never mind Howells and the cock-
ney,” said Philip. * They're dead, Mr.
Higgs.”

“Howells saw the ship,” said Higgs.
“and he swore it was the long chance
or nothing. He said we must take the
treasure over to the other island and
dump it in shallow water if we hadn’t
time to bury it. He hoped to do this
_before the ship got up and saw us. He
thought the ship would be paying atten-
tion to you people.”

“Well, if the ship was anything like
us, we were not paying attention to each
other., We were watching you people,”
said Philip.

“Then you know

what happened.

Howells was crazy-mad. He piled that-

stuff into the boat as if it was a man-
\ o -war, and then ordered us all to get in.
The four men and Howells got in, and
the water was near up to the gunwale.
Howells told us we could come or stay ;
but when he saw how laden the boat
. was, he didn’t seem particular about.our
- ©  coming; and I sure didn’t want to go.
What’s the good of treasure when you're

:4 dead?

; “Exactly!” said Philip with a laugh.
j * Just what I've been saying all the
’ time. Go onl”

L 5 They got along all right while they

. were in the shelter of the island. But
once outside, they began to strike the
very same currents that bothered us
when we were coming here, and the sea
was rough. Im about five minutes—

- Ob, Lord! I never want to see a thing

 like that again. You tell him, Svenson.”

t ‘Dey ban all sank an’ drown,” said
'ehe S.w__edﬂ-_menatanausly -

§ “They were all
."_ned Another chapter of
attendmg tha.t treasure.

_to hear this.

“Ma'vha tﬁ’ - picked one or ftwo uE‘-- L,
them up,” &aud. Phﬂlp Yo e Swede. 3

“ Naw, sir,” said Svenson stolidly:
“ dey ban all sank an’ drown. Ay saw.!”

Presently the yacht hove to, and a
boat, which had been trailing alongside,
put off and came toward the shore,

“ Look here,” said Philip to Higgs
and the Swede, ‘it may be that T w
decide to keep quiet about all that has
because I want that
cursec! treasure, but because if I talk
treasure some others may get excited
over it. It is a business in which neither _
of you—and I am speaking of you in 3
particular, Mr.. Higgs—figure very cred-
itably. If you value your necks you can
leave it all to me, or at least you can
leave out the treasure.”

“T don’t want to hear another word
about it!" exclaimed Higgs, with ludi-
crous siucerity.

Presently the yacht's boat grated on
the beach. An officer stood up and
raised his hat to the lady. He stepped
ashore and looked at the four survivors
interestedly.

*“ Were you people on the Revuelan? "
he asked abruptly.

“1 fancy we are the sole survivors, if
collectively we can be ‘sole,’” said
Philip. ** What is your name, sir?”

“ Aulick—first mate of the Chame-
leon—a private yaeht,” said Mzr Aulick,
curiously wondering who the deuce this
cool interrogator might be, : 2

“Very. welly " Mr.  Anlicke said!
Philip, who had never seen or been seen
by his first officer Dbefore. * You will
take Miss Harding and these two men
aboard at once. This man is Higgs,
sole agent for South America and the
West Indies of the Kurve-Kut Korset
and the No-Kut Klip. The other man =
is a Swede—a sailor from the Revuelan. L
My name is Sand—Philip Sand.” :

“Philipp Sand—Mr. Sand!” ex-
claimed the first officer. “ Ha! We are
in luck. Captain Pearce will be pleased
You are our owner'l"""'
touching his peaked cap.

“ Charter member,” laughed Phlhq;.-.q
returning the salute.

“ What has become of the ethezs‘?
mean, we saw—"

*Yes," said Philip, with :
tion of sadness he did not

i
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feel. “You have seen all there were.

The captain was swept overboard early
on the night of the gale.
“ Fiyve sailors, the first mate, Howells,
and three passengers, were saved. The
mate and four of the sailors were trying
to make the island to the east, and I have
just learned of their fate. Poor devils!”
" “Too bad!” said Aulick, looking
curiously from face to face. There was
something odd about it all. “ Anyhow,
you must be anxious to get aboard.”

Room was made in the boat for the
four survivors.

“ 1 awonder will T ever see that island
again?” said Philip to no one in par-
ticular.

“ T should think you have seen enough
of it,”” said Mr. Aulick.

“T have seen a good deal of it,”’ said
Philip, looking at Verina. “ Some of it I
will forget. Some of it I will not forget.
Some of it I have no wish to forget.”

The first officer caught the look and
wondered just what Mr, Sand meant.
Miss Harding looked back at the green
belt of palms, at the soft, round hill and
at the little column of smoke.

“ Philip! " she said, then quickly cor-
rected herself. “ Mr. Sand—do- you
know ‘that we forgot our breadfruit.
They must be roasted to a cinder.”

Philip laughed. It was not a sincere
laugh—rather forged. Mzr. Aulick
r*l.,wad at the two faces and smiled un-

“der his mustache. He understood. There
was a romance here.

“ You must -be wondering,” said Au-
lick, breaking the silence, ‘ how we came
into these waters so opportunely. The
captain, of course, will tell you in de-
tail. We were at Colon, waiting for
you. When the days went by and the
Revuelan did not turn up, it began to
look ugly, especially when the Revuelan
was not reported beyond Fortune Island
and the news came of a hurricane in_the
passage.

“When the steamer was overdue four
days without a word of her having been

We foundered.
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sighted, it seemed clear that she had met
with a mishap. The New York office
which arranged your charter, Mr. Sand,
cabled us to sail in search of the ship or
information.” I suppose it was you they
were mainly anxious about.”

“Very kind of them,” said Philip;
“ surprisingly thoughtful.”

“We called at Kingston,” said Mr.
Aulick, *““and learned that there could
be mno doubt that the Revuelan was
wrecked or foundered. Some of her
stuff came ashore at Turk’s Island—the
main island of this group. Several bod-
ies—I beg pardon. I forgot the lady.”

“ All right,” said Philip. * The cap-
fain will tell the story. Here we are.”

A hail came from the bridge of the
yacht. There was Pearce, brilliant in
his captain’s laced uniform. He recog-
nized Philip before the boat came along-
side and sang out a glad welcome.

“ Sorry we weren’t in time to save
those other fellows, but they must have
been crazy to try that sea in an overladen
boat,” he cried.

The captain himself was at the gang-
way to welcome the castaways.  He
shook hands with Philip, and swore that
this luck was an augury of more to fol-
low—this with a knowing wink which
spelled ““ Cocos Islands.” Then he
turned to Miss Harding. Before Philip
could say a word by way of formal in-
troduction, Miss Harding extended her
hand and said:

“ How do you do, Captain Pearce!”

* How—how—"" stammered the cap-
tain, his face blank with amazement.
Then he seemed to remember something.
“How de do, Miss Harding? Never
give up the old ship, I see!™

It was then that Philip remembered
Verina’s recognition of the yacht Cham-
eleon, and her statement that she had
once sailed on her as the guest of her
owner, Merton Scragg. Was it possible
that Merton Scragg was #he Merton
Scragg to whom Philip had mortgaged
his life for twenty thousand dollars?

(To be continued.)

trains.— [ he Section Foreman.

The rails may be bright —but it isn’t the polish that carries the
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A Santa Fe Giant.

Largest Passenger Locomotive in the World. Equipped
with Most Complete Economical Devices Ever

Combined on One Engine. ?

HE first Mallet articulated
compound engine to be built
for passenger service has
just been completed by the
Baldwin Locomotive Works
and delivered to the Santa

Fe.® This engine is the largest and most

powerful passenger engine in the world.

It is the 1300.

It weighs, without tender, 376,450
j.unds, and has a tender capacity of
twelve thousand gallons of water and
four thousand gallons of oil. Complete,
the engine and tender weigh 600.000
pounds,

Its driving-wheels, of which there are
ten, articulated in two sets, are seventy-
three inches diameter. The rear set is
composed of three pairs of drivers driven
by the high-pressure cylinders, and the
forward set is composed of two pairs
driven by the low-pressure cylinders.

The total tractive effort of the loco-
motive is 53,000 pounds, its weight on
drivers being 268,000 pounds, and its
total driving-wheel base thirty feet four
inches. A total heating surface of 4,756
square feet is provided, the fire-box hav-
ing 202 square feet and the tubes 4,554
square feet.

A unique feature of this engine, or,
rather, a group of unique features, is its
system of fuel and steam economy. It is
the first éngine to be built with the com-
bined features of feed-water heater, which
brings the water to boiling-point before
feeding it into the boiler ; superheater,

[ for superheating the steam; and re-

heater, a device through which the steam
passes when exhausted from the high-
pressure cylinders, before passing into
the low-pressure cvlinders.

The engine is for use in the mountain
districts of southwestern California and
Nevada.
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THE LARGEST PASSENGER LOCOMOTIVE IN THE WORLD,

-

BUILT BY THE BALDWIN LOCOMOTIVE WORKS FOR THE ATCHISON, TQPEEA AND SANTA FE.



Close Calls of
the Rail.

CRAWFORD.

BY OLIN

OT every one struck by a railroad-train is killed. Those who live to
tell the tale usually get a great deal more fun out of the experience
than the casual reader—or the casual spectator, should there be one—

imagines. From time to time we have published thrilling stories of raflway
wrecks, but none of them is quite so remarkable as the tales of close calls
which Mr. Bacon has collected, for he deals with individuals and not with
rolling-stock. :

Dortch’s Fly—Where Boyle Landed—Saved the Dog—A Ride on th
Pilot—The Human Chain—A Mussed-Up Home— -
Thompson’s Hair Cut—and Others. ~

S HEN the boiler of a
f locomotive blows up,
it is a slim chance,

saved Bill Dortch from getting his final
clearance.

Bill Dortch was the fireman on freight

indeed, that a man No. 36 on the Atchison, Topeka and
in the cab- will live Santa Fe, which, while rolling eastward
through the catas- on the morning of January 19, 1907,

trophe. To any one who has seen an en- came to the bridge over Kill Creek, near

gine torn to pieces by the terrific force
of its own steam, or has even set eyes
upon the tangled wreckage left by the
explosion, it must be almest incompre-
hensible that a man ever did come
through such an accident with his life.
Yet it was the narrowest of chaneces that

616

De Soto, Kansas.

The engine was half-way across the
broad stream when, with a roar that was
heard for miles around, the boiler burst.
A great cloud of steam rose high in air,
and what was left of the engine, a tan-
gled mass, dropped through a hole in the



the creek.

After it went the cars, fourteen of
them, crashing on top of one another
through the break in the span.

Three men were in the cab of the en-
gine. One was F. W. Bartell, the engi-
neer; Another was H. E. Shaw, a brake-
man. - Long afterward, their bodies were
found buried under a tangled heap of
wreckage.

The third man in the cab was Bill
Dortch., It seemed to him, after the ex-
plosion, that he was flying. At last he
went plunging into the waters of the
creek, a long stone’s throw from where
engine and cars had struck.

The water was deep and terribly cold.
Probably he never would have lived to
tell the story had not a mass of wreckage

“drifted by him at that moment. He
clutched at it and held on, and it drifted
with him to the shore. 'When he reached
land he was nearly breathless.

There he lay, half frozen, until a res-
cue-party found him. He was badly cut
and bruised, but it was a nine-days’ won-
der along that division of the Santa Fe
that he had not been picked up in small
fragments.

Frank Boyle’s Escape.

It was at Kellam’s Bridge, fifty-five
miles from Port Jervis, New York, that
the same curious chance fell to the luck
of Frank Boyle, head brakeman on an
Erie freight-train, on the morning of
December 29, 1903.

The locomotive had failed to make
steam; and a moment later, while the
fireman was shoveling in coal, it ex-
ploded without warning. Boiler and fire-
box leaped high in air from the trucks,
followed by a dense cloud of smoke,
steam and flame, falling back upon the
twisted trucks.

The engineer, fireman, and a track-
_walker who had been standing near the
engine were blown over a high embank-
ment into the Delaware River. The fire-
man was killed instantly, and the others
were badly hurt.

Boyle, who had been riding in the cab,
and who was standing just behind the
fireman when the explosion came, was
“hurled through the air with terrific force,
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‘grim determination.
carve through the woods, they shot out
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but, instead of going down the embank-
ment, he landed on the track, one hun-
dred feet ahead of the wreck.

For a moment he lay stunned. Then
he picked himself up and came hobbling
back, with a sprained knee, to help rescue
the wounded.

“ Boys,” he said to the survivors,
“I've made up my mind that nothing
can kill me.”

Caught the Last Car.

The escape from death of Hans Han-
sen, a wealthy resident of Roosevelt,
New Jersey, was almost as strange. On
the afternoon of July 26, 1909, he was
crossing the tracks of the Central Rail-
road of New Jersey, near Carferet, in
his automobile, when a freight-train,
pushed by a big hog, backing down at
a high rate of speed, crashed into his
machine.

The automobile was cut in two. Han-
sen had just enough time to leap from
his seat and clutch an iron rung of the
ladder leading to the roof of the freight-
car at the end of the train.

His left leg was crushed as it struck
against the wreck of his machine, but he
managed to hang on to the ladder until
the train was stopped.

The automobile has figured in some
curious railroad accidents of recent
years. Miss Lucille Bonart, of 487
Fourth Street, Brooklyn, was visiting
Miss Ila Collins in Sayville, Long Is-
land, in November, 1908.

Held Onto the Dog.

Miss Bonart owned an auto runabout,
and one day she and Miss Collins went
for a ride. They took Miss Bonart's
small dog along.

“ I think the world of that ki-yi,” said
Miss Bonart to Miss Collins, who was
holding the dog; “so be sure you don’t!
drop him.”

Her friend held onto the animal with
Driving around a

upon the tracks of the Long Island Rail-

road. An express-train was coming
along at forty miles an hour.
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It smashed
squarely into the runabout, and wrecked
it. The two girls went flying through
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the air. But Miss Collins still held onto
the dog.

When the girls recovered—with only
torn clothes and a few cuts and bruises
—they were a good many feet from the
tracks, and the dog was still with them.
He, too, had escaped without mortal
hurt. |

“ Lucille,” said Miss Collins, “ I held
onto that beast of yours as Tong as [
could, but I thought I was never going
to stop flying, and I had to drop him
before I reached the ground.”

Landed on the Pilot.

John « Hancrow was struck by the
Pennsylvania Limited, one of the fastest
trains on the road. at Park Manor, a
snburb of Chicago, on January 27, 1904,
and lives to tell the tale.

He was walking across the tracks
when the engine tossed him into the air.
When he came down, he struck against
the pilot. He had sufficient presence of
mind to throw his arms around the iron
bars of the pilot and hang there.

But the traimn rushed on. It was ma-
king fifty miles an hour, and the men in
the cab had not seen him. He knew he
must hang there until the next stop.
That might be miles away. It was bit-
terly cold, and he was badly hurt. One
of his legs and two ribs were broken,
and in the teeth of the wind he had to
grip the icy bars with all his failing
strength. %

As the train flew by the next station,
a man on the platform caught a glimpse
of Hancrow sprawled -out on his dan-
gerous perch, and told the agent. A min-
ute later messages were flying along the
line:

“Block the limited.
on the pilot.”

At the river-line station the train was
stopped. Hancrow was found still
hanging to the pilot. He had been car-
ried four miles, but he could not have
held out much longer, for already the
cold was beginning to steal away Ahis
consciousness.

There’s a man

Eight Cars Ran Over Bundish.

It may have been the fact that he had
been sick and had lost fifty pounds in
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weight that was responsible for the es-
cape of Michael Bundish, a miner em-
ployed at the Green Mountain colliery
of the Lehigh and Wilkesharre Coal
Company, near Wilkesbarre. |

At any rate, Bundish believed that it
was to his illness that he owed his life-
On the evening of March 3, 1904, he
boarded a coal-train at the colliery to
ride home. He was on the eighth car
from the last when, owing to a broken
coupling, it parted from the car ahead.

Bundish sprang across the gap to the
car in front of him, missed it, and fell
sprawling upon the track. Before he
could get to his feet, the eight runaway
cars were upont him. He spread himself
out flat and clung as close to the ties as
he could. The cars rumbled over him,
leaving him without a scratch.

“The trucks hung low enough to
brush against my clothes,” he said ; “ and
if T had been two inches thicker through
the waist, as I used to be, I'd have been
done for.”

Cut of the Fog.

How often it happens that in a wreck
where” there are many victims, there is
one person whose escape reads like a
miracle. On April 19, 1909, there was
a rear-end collision on the Central Rail-
road of New Jersey at the Communipaw
Avenue Station. One person was killed
and thirty were injured.

A passenger-train of six cars, bound
from Jersey City to Newark, was stand-
ing in the station. Five of the cars were
comfortably filled, but the mist lay thick
on the Jersey marshes; and the com-
muter instinct, which says: “'Ware the
rear car in a fog,” left that one empty.

Out of the fog, on the same track, to
the rear, came the big 504, drawing a
pay-car. It was going thirty miles an
hour when the tail-lights of the Newark
train leaped out of the mist not thirty
vards away. :

The fireman caught the red flare of
the lanterns and threw himself from the
cab. Middlesworth, the engineer; stuck
to the throttle, reversed, and threw on
the air. Tt was too late. The heavy en-
gine ground through the rear car of the
Newark train, telescoping it almost from
platform to platform.



Although nobody was inside the car,
Miles Barth, of Jersey City, had just
climbed onto the rear platform. As the

engine plowed through the car, Barth-

was pinned under the pilot in such a way
that he escaped with only a few scratches.
Twenty minutes later, he crawled out.

Hung Over an Embankment.
In another train wreck in New Jersey,

the escape of not one, but forty, passen-
gers seemed almost incredible.
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The engineer of the waiting train mis-
calculated the distance, and started too
soon. His engine struck the last coach
of the New York train, lifted it from

‘I HELD ONTO THAT BEAST OF YOURS AS LONG AS I COULD."

on November 15, 1906, that Erie train
No. 57, from New York, was pulling
into Belleyille. Another passenger-train
was waiting on a side-track to allow it
to pass.

the track, and swung it over a high em-
bankment.

The side of the car was splintered in
the crash. As it swung, end down, in
mid air over the fifty-foot embankment,
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the forty passengers were hurled on top
of one another until they were packed
into a solid mass of humanity.

The heavy coach hung there, held only
by its coupling. Then the passengers
began to struggle up to the upper end
of the almost perpendicular car, using
the seats as rungs of a ladder.

Some of the women had fainted. A-

human chain was formed by the men,
and they were rescued. Not one person
had been seriously hurt. Even the two
men in the cab of the colliding engine
had come through with scarcely a scratch.

It Mussed Up the House.

Trains have curious adventures some-
times when they go on a fear. Late one
night in September, 1904, an attempt
was made to shunt three Lackawanna
cars onto a trestle at Newark. But, in-
stead of taking the trestle-switch, the
cars passed over it, and continued down
a steep grade to where the tracks ter-
minated.

They crashed through the bumper
and went rolling on into the yard of
Commissioner James Snape, of the New-
ark Board of Education. One car was
loaded with thirty tons of oats, another
with baled hay, and the third with fifty
tons of coal.

They knocked over a giant shade tree
in front of the commissioner’s home, then
tore away the brick front of the house
up to the level of the second story, ra-
zing part of the foundation wall.

The first car went on into the parlor,
smashed the piano and all the furniture
into splinters, scraped all the pictures
from the walls, tore through the par-
tition into the dining-room, and was
hurtling into the kitchen, when the floor
collapsed and the car dropped into the
cellar.

The hay-car had stopped outside, tilt-
ed sideways against the front wall. The
coal-car remained in the street.

On the second floor of the house, Com-
missioner Snape, his wife, their two
daughters and six-year-old son, were
sleeping.  All except the boy jumped out
of bed, thinking the rupture an earth-
quake.

The boy was thrown from his bed, but
the shock did not wake him. He was
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carried into a neighbor's house, still
sleeping peacefully, and was much sur-
prised when he woke up, several hours
later,, to find a railroad car. in his home
and two others outside,

McGovern On the Job.

It was at Newark, too, on December
19, 1903, that several runaway freight-
cars- would have caused a disastrous
wreck had it not been for the courage
and quick decision of an engineer. On
a steep grade on the Lackawanna, the
coupling broke between the third and
fourth cars, and the tail end of the train
began to run backward down the grade.
So rapidly did they gain headway that
the brakemen on board were powerless
to stop them. :

In the station, a passenger-train was
waiting on the same track as the run-
aways. Thomas McGovern, the engi-
neer, saw them coming a quarter of a
mile away. Without a moment's hesi-
tation, he jumped from the cab, rushed
to the coupling, and parted his engine
from the train. He shouted to his fire-
man to jump to the lever; then, as he

uncoupled, he gave the order: * Go
ahead ! " :
The engine started.  McGovern

jumped back into his cab.

Down came the runaway cars, gaining
speed with. every second, and the engine
flew on to meet them. McGovern pulled
the throttle wide open. 2

“ Jump!” he cried to his fireman.
Both leaped out into the cinders and
landed unhurt. Five seconds later the
engine went crashing into_the freight-
cars, splintering the first into pieces and
knocking the others from the track. The
engine itself was wrecked. ©

McGovern, followed by his fireman,
came back to the station to report. He
had saved his train and the lives of
scores of his passengers.

Shaw's Joy-Ride.

Blind luck carried Samuel Shaw safe-
ly through a wreck on the Susquehanna
and Western at Middletown, New York,
in February, 1904. Charles Spitzer, dan
engineer, was lying underneath his loce-
motive, making some repairs, when Shaw,



~a plumber, who had

“always shown a live-
ly interest in rail-
roads, happened
along and decided
to get aboard.

He climbed into
the cab and pulled
the lever. Spitzer,
when he found the
engine moving,
scrambled out from

under the wheels just
in time to save him-
self, but he was too
late to jump aboard.

The engine, with
the plumber at the
throttle, was gather-
ing speed rapidly.
At length it smashed
into several freight-
cars. It stove a big
hole in the first, and
knocked them all off
the «track — but the
engine held to the
rails.

The collision
brought the engine
to a standstill, and,
several minutes later, Spitzer and several
other railroad men came upon the scene,
expecting to find Shaw dead or badly
wounded. Instead, he was sitting calmly
in the cab, surrounded by the débris of
the wreck.

“ What's the matter with you?” de-
manded the engineer.

“ Well,” said the plumber, *“ I just felt

the-need of a little excitement.”

The proverbial luck of the drunken
man in dangerous places was with Will-
iam X. Thompson while he lay asleep
beside the tracks of the Belvidere Rail-
He was lying on the

road at Trenton.

WILLIAM X. THOMPSON IS TREATED 'u

TONSORIALLY, \(
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cinder path with his head against one
of the rails.

A freight-train came along at a good
rate of speed, but Thompson was sleep-
ing too soundly to hear it. He awoke
with a cry of terror. The trucks of the
cars were grazing the top of his head.

The wheels cut his hair close to his
scalp, and left him almost unhurt.

While a group of railroad men wete
standing about him maryveling over his
escape, a policeman happened along and
arrested him. A judge fined him five
dollars for drunkenness and creating a
disturbance.




WHAT’'S THE ANSWERY
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ASK

US!

E like to be as useful to our readers as we can; but, because of the great popularity

of this department, we are forced to impose certain restrictions.

In future, we

shall be compelled to limit its scope to the answering of questions of an inform-
ative, technical, or historical nature only. .
We receive dozens of queries in regard to the right person to apply to for certain

classes of employment.

If the writers will pause for a moment to consider, the title of

the proper official will readily occur to them, and in any case the information can be
obtained by application to the headquarters of the company invelved, much more quickly

than we can publish it.

If a reader, after following these directions, still finds himself lacking in information,
* and will write us, giving his full name and postal address, we will try to satisfy him

through the mail,
some real difficulty exists.

LEASE explain what is the proper way
to put camber in a Howe truss when
you are renewing an old span? Would

yvouwedgethe old span up to the required cam-
ber and build up the new one on that, or
would you build the new span on false work
and then put the camber in by spacing the
top and bottom chords? If this is the right
way, please explain how it is done, and how
you can put in the camber by spacing the
top and bottom chords. What is the break-
ing strain on a main tie or chord-bar per
square inch?
C. C, Coquille, Oregon.

The proper way to put camber in a new
Howe truss is by making the top chord
longer than the bottom one, thus causing the
chords to curve slightly. This curve is the
camber. A good rule for finding the
amount of camber to put in a bridge is to
divide the span in feet by fifty, which will
give the camber in inches. Using this rule,

but we cannot answer any letter in which it is not made clear that

the formula for the increase in length of
upper chord over the lower is:

8 x depth x camber
span

It would probably not be advisable to
wedge up the old span when it is about tfo
be renewed, unless it has deflected to such
an extent as to become dangerous. The
method of building the new span would de-
pend on local conditions, such as topogra-
phy, number of trains per day, cost of tim-
ber for false work, ease of driving piles for
bents, ete.

The breaking strain on a main tie or
chord-bar is the elongation of the member
when' loaded to its ultimate strength.- The
above will answer the question if you are
using “ strain ' in the correct way, as mean-
ing deformation. The stress per square
inch at failure is the ultimate strength of
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' ‘_gi;e material per square inch multiplied by
the area of the section in square inches.

2%

OME railroad men speak of the air-
brake on a locomotive as “ straight air.”
What is this brake, and will it operate

as now piped?

(2) Which wheel on a locomotive will
slide going around a curve, the one on the
inside, or the one on the outside rail?

F. M., Helena, Montana.

(1) This term implies that compressed
air is used as a direct force from the main
reservoir supply of the locomotive, throngh
direct piping to the brake-cylinders on the
vehicles to apply the brakes. It simply re-
quires a valve on the locomotive to admit air
to the brake-pipe and brake-cylinder, in or-
der to apply the brakes; to hold it there
when admitted, and to exhaust it when de-
siring to release the brakes,

This. apparatus was:-brought out by George
Westinghouse, Jr., in 1869. The air-pump
at that time had the so-called  frigger,” or
“ jigger,” valve motion, which will no doubt
be recalled by many of the older readers of
this department. The brake-valve was the
simplest form of three-way cock.

The hose couplings were “ butt end,” male
and female, which necessitated there being
a male and female coupling at each end,
so that a connection between cars might al-
ways be made. If the engineer wished to
apply the brakes, he placed the three-way
cock in service position.

This permitted the main reservoir air to
pass through the three-way cock into the
train line, and thence into the brake-cylin-
ders, which were directly connected with
the train line. When the desired pressure
had been admitted to the train line and
brake-cylinders, the three-way cock was
placed on lap, in which position all points
were blanked.

The pump would continue compre%smg
air into the main reservoir to be put in the
train pipe when the valve was again placed
in service position. To release the brakes,
the engineer placed the valve in release posi-
tion, which allowed the air coming from
the frain line and brake-cylinders to pass to
the atmosphere through the three-way cock.

This equipment had many good qualities
and a very large degree of flexibility, but its
shortcomings made it unsuited for use on
trains of any considerable length. Chief of
them was the time required to apply and
release the brake, and the unequal braking
ffort through the train. The factor of
was low, as no warning was given

.BY' THE LIGHT OF THE LANTERN.
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and a parted train meant no brakes. Thus
it is seen that it lacked the first essential of
an efficient brake, which is, that it must be
its own “telltale,” that is, if an accident
occurs to the system, it must result in a
brake application instead of a loss at the
brake. Many freight as well as passenger
engines of the present day have, in addition,
the straight air-brake for holding the engine
independent of the train,

(2) The distance traversed over the in-
side rail of the curve obviously being shorter
than by the outside rail, the wheels on the
inside must slip or drag sufficiently to com-
pensate for the difference in length, presu-
ming, of course, that you refer to the
driving wheel, or rigid wheel-base.

AF

S. B., Bocas-del-Toro, Panama—The
s full list of trainmasters on Canadian
railroads is far too long for repro-
duction here. The best we can do with
space available is to quote the names of a

few of these officials, as follows: Grand
Trunk, C. G. Bowker, Stratford, Ontario:
J. P. Kirkpatrick, Ottawa, Ontario. Cana-

dian Pacific, J. H. Boyle, Assistant Superin-
tendent, Montreal, Quebec, and R. W. Mec-
Cormick, Assistant Superintendent, Ottawa,

Ontario.
Ug

W., Verda, Louisiana.—(1) The aver-

e age pay of passenger engineers is
about three and three-quarter cents per mile,
and of freight engineers about four cents per
mile, a day’s work to consist of one hun-
dred miles, or less. That is, a full day's pay
for any mileage less than one hundred
miles, if it cannot be made in ten hours.
On some runs a day's pay is allowed if an
engineer is called and is not needed, on
others one-half day’s pay is allowed.

(2) Hard to strike an average for
monthly pay. Should say for passenger en-
gineers about $125, and freight men about
the same. Some passenger engineers in reg-
ular service make close to $z200 in excep-
tional cases, and before the sixteen-hour
law tl1i’s amount was not unusual in freight

service.

(3) The work on an oil-burning loco-
motive is very light for a fireman compared
with that on a coal-burner. His duties eon-
sist of manipulating the valves controlling
the supply -of oil and the control of the
atomizer. They are usually required, how-
ever, to be experienced in burning coal.

(4)  Wipers receive from $1.00 to $'1 2y
per day. At some roundhouses they wipe
so much per en-

on the piece-work hasis,
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gine, and might earn much more than figure
quoted. There is no defined rule anywhere
that we know of insuring that a wiper will
be given a chance at firing.

Men are hired directly into the service
as firemen. We have always held to the
opinion, however, that it would be of much
benefit to a future fireman if he could have
some preliminary training about the round-
house as a wiper or a general helper. This
plan is followed in some sections, but there
is far from being any uniformity about it

{5) When an engineer changes his road,
he enters on the new road at the foot of the
list of engineers. This is principally the
reason why so- few engineers do change. It
means the loss of seniority, and with it the
pick of the good runs, which latter always
g0 to men oldest in the service. Occasion-
ally engineers are dismissed for violation of
rule, but this is very seldom. Their long
years of training never fail to bring a keen
realization of duty and responsibility, and
it is a rarity, indeed, when they are found
lacking,

(6) The Pennsylvania system, with its
subsidiary and controlled lines, is regarded
as the largest railroad, about 13,000 miles.

8

H. H., Mexico City, Mexico. — For

e works on the air-brake address Rail-
way and Locomotive Engineering, New
York. Air-brake inspectors are employees
of railroad companies, and as such have no
official connpection with the United States
government or the Westinghouse Air-Brake
Company. Their duties consist in locating
air-brake troubles, and in some instances
assisting in the repairs. All railroads, prac-
tically, require a daily and rigid examination
of air appliances on locomotives and ten-
ders, and specially trained men are devel-
oped for this work. The pay of round-
house air-hrake inspectors is variable, but
may be regarded about the same as ma-
chinists, say $3.50 per day,

AR

CAN an engine and tender alone run be-
tween eighty-five and ninety miles an
hour, and stay on the rails? Has this
ever been done, and is there any record?
What i1s the fastest time known to have
been made by any train?
H. L. M., Moline, Illinois.

-

Yes. it is possible, but it would be an ill-
advised performance to attempt, as the mo-
tion of an engine at that speed would be
disagreeable and disconcerting, to say the
least. The hability to derailment on high-

THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE.

degree curves would be very great. Speed
records are never attempted without a rea-
sonable weight to impart the necessary
steadiness to the train when rounding such
curves. There is no official record of ex-
ceptional time by a light engine, and local
records are in the main unsatisfactory. The
editor of this department recalls an occasion
on the Chattanooga division of the Southern
Railway, when it became necessary, owing
to a breakdown, to send a light engine
about sixty-three miles to the west of
Knoxville. This run was made in fifty-
eight minutes. Beyond this one instance, we
cannot speak from experience.

The greatest speed attained by a locomo-
tive of which there is official record, was
made by engine ggp of the New York Cen-
tral and Hudson River Railroad, which,
on May o9, 1803, covered five' consecutive
miles at the rate of 1028 miles per hour.
It is claimed that one mile of this phenome-
nal run, near Grimesville, New York, was
covered in 32 seconds, or at the rate of
112.5 miles per hour. On May 19, 1893, en-
gine go3, a double of the ggg, covered the
same ground with the same train, the Em-
pire State Express, consisting of four heavy
parlor-cars, at the rate of 100 miles an hout.

§O

F the tracks of a third-rail system were
to become covered with snow, or flood-
ed, is there the same danger of electro-

cution by contact with the third rail?
F. McC, Adama, QOregon.

No more danger exists under above con-
ditions than ‘if the rail were in its normal
state;, Snow will not conduct electricity to
an appreciative extent. If it were a con-
ductor, it would. short-circuit the third rail
and the running rail, blowing circuit breaker
in the power-house and cut off the current.

» 2%

C. A., Cedar Rapids, lowa.—Castings

e and other parts for model locomotives
are sold either in the rough or with the
necessary machine work done. Those han-
dled by the Sipp Electric-and Machine Com-
pany, Paterson, New Jersey, run in sizes for
the following gage of track—three and one-
half inches; five and a quarter inches; and
seven inches.

—

A%

AN you give me the statistics regarding
how many persons are killed or
maimed each year by the wheels of

railway cars? Also if the wheels were



properly fended would not a large percen-
tage of these particular accidents be pre-
vented ? '
. HIB. B, BDallas; Texas.

]

For the year ending June 30, 1907, which
is the latest for which we have tabuladted sta-
tistics from the Interstate Commerce Com-
mission, the total number of persons, other
than employees and passengers, killed, was
6.605; injured, 10,33I.

The figures include the casualties to per--

sons trespassing, and which latter comes
properly within the scope of your guestion.
Of these latter, 5,612 were killed, and 5,512
were injured.

The total number of casualties to persons
other than employees, due to heing struck
by trains, locomotives, or cars, was 5,327
killed, and 4.876 injured. The casualties of
this class at highway crossings were: Pas-
sengers killed, 1, injured, 20; other persons
killed, sr10, imjured, 68z; at other points
along the track, passengers killed, 4, injured,
12; other persons killed, 3,845, injured, 2,263.

Fenders applied as you suggest would

" not be a protective measure. The speed of
steam railroad trains is such that, while the
fender might guard against the victim get-
ting under the wheels, the blow inflicted by
it would be necessarily fatal. The only
logical remedy is to guard the railroad to
all possible extent against trespassers by
crossing-gates operated by vigilant watch-
men; hedge-fences along the right of way,
and sharp, broken ballast over ties, on which
it is impossible, or at least very unpleasant,
to walk.

o0

0. H., Silvis, Illinois.—We cannot find

e anything in book of rules instructing
that headlight be covered under the track
conditions which you mention, but it is a
good practise to follow just the same. Of
course, as this second-class train is standing
on the end of double track, single track
rules, which require the headlight to be
covered at meeting points, need not apply.

A2

ILL you kindly advise me the cost per
mile for laying a railroad track, giv-
ing cost of rail, ballast, ties, etc.;

also number of tons each used, number of
ties, and cost of each per ton.

J. C., Jr., Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

-

2 The material required to lay one mile of
= track, is eight cars of ties, five cars of rails,
# and one car of rail fastenings, or, to puf it

- another way, there are required 3,168 ties, if
these are laid eighteen to the thirty-foot rail,
which is the number required for good
construction, although a cheap road may bhe
: 4 RR
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built with fourteen or fifteen ties to the
rail; 352 rails, which, if they are of the
usual length of thirty feet, and eighty
pounds to the yard, will weigh™ 281,600
pounds; 704 angle-hars, and 2,112 holts, to
hold rails together, and 5,632 pounds of

spikes, to fasten them to the ties. The cost

of track-laying varies greatly, but the aver-
age may be somewhere near $200 to $2s50
per mile, and again it may be as much as
$500. Ties cost from thirty-five to eighty
cents each, according to the kind of wood
and quality. At $30 a ton, rails weighing
eighty pounds to the yard would cost $3.771
per mile of track; rail weighing one hun-
dred pounds to the yard, at same rate per
ton, would cost $4714 per mile of track,
This estimate is, of course, for simple track-
laying, and does not include grading or fill-
me.
&%

P, LaGrande, Oregon.—The only thing

e we can suggest is for you to watch the
daily papers for advertisements indicating
that men are wanted for railroad service on
the lines mentioned. We do not know of
any agency to secure labor for railroads in
the tropics, and don’t believe that one exists
in this country, but if it does, your question,
answered in this way, will no doubt bring
it to light.

e - "g

H. D., Riverside, California.—The Cali-

e fornia Limited of the Atchison, To-
peka and Santa Fe was put in service in
1895. We have not been able to secure
definite information up to this writing on
the other train you ask for, but will advise
vou later.

A

W., Milwaukee, Wisconsin.—You can

e obtain full information from the post-
master in your city regarding the qualifica-
tions for railway mail ‘clerks, date of next
examination, and all other matters pertain-
ing thereto. You understand that these posi-
tions are under civil service rules, and there
is no difference in the requirements between
railroads.

2

M., Peabody, Kansas.—We cannot ad-

e vise you regarding telegraphy as a
profession, because the information which
has reached us in the past along these lines
has been conflicting to a degree. It seems
to be an overcrowded profession, at least
just at present, and if your intention is to
make a life-work of it, take your time and
inquire thoroughly into the demand for
operators.
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Neither can we advise in regard to the
merits of the various telegraph schools, as
we have had no personal contact with them,
‘and, in fact, know nothing whatever beyond
what is contained in their various advertise-
ments. Our best advice to you would be
to talk the matter over with some old opera-
tor who can be depended upon to give you
proper counsel.

e

A F. G., Brilliant, Ohio.—Address the
e United Wireless Company, 42 Broad-
way, New York City, New York, for infor-
mation desired.

A2

HERE is the fastest train in the world,
what is its time, and the miles it
makes? i

(2) Where is the fastest long distance
train, and how many miles will it average
an hour?

(3) How long can a train run at the
rate of ninety miles per hour? { 1

(4) What is the best time Italian trains
make in Europe? : :

(3) Have any foreign railroads trains
which make as fast time as in the United
States?

G. A, W., Penns Grove, New Jersey.

(1) The fastest short distance trains 1n
this country are from Camden, New Jersey,
to Atlantic City, New Jersey, distance 55.5
miles, in 50 minutes, via Reading Railway,
and Pennsylvania Railroad.

(2) The Empire State Express of the
New York Central leads as the fastest regu-
lar train for distances over 1oo miles. Its
run is from New York to Buffalo, 440 miles,
in 8 hours and 15 minutes, or at the rate of
53.3 miles per hour. Eighteen hours between
New York and Chicago is the regular sched-
ule time of one daily train each way over
the New York Central lines, distance 965
miles, and over the Pennsylvania, distance
gos miles. The best performances of Ameri-
can railroads for long distances on regular
schedule are from Oakland to Chicago, via
Southern Pacific, Union Pacific, and Chicago
and Northwestern, the distance being 2,274
miles, in 67 hours and 30 minutes, averaging
33.7 miles per hour, and from Los Angeles
to Chicago, over Atchison, Topeka and Santa
Fe, 2,267 miles, in 66 hours and 15 minutes.

(3) There are no records of any value
in evidence to afford material to answer
this question. ~ Sufficient to say that this
speed is quite unusual, and it is doubtful,
except under exceptional conditions, that it
could be realized for a single mile by any
locomotive. Of course, there are a few
reliable records where it has even been ex-
ceeded. See reply to H.L.M. this month.

(4) Ttalian trains do not go heavily to_
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speedd records. The editor of this depart-
ment on several occasions timed the speed
of their expresses, while a passenger be-
tween Rome and Naples, and could not make
more than thirty-eight miles an hour out
of it.

(5) In practically all instances where the
runs are less than 250 miles thz roads of
England can claim superiority in speed.
This is due to lighter cars, absence of grade
crossings, and curves of less than 1,000 feet
radius, and absolutely perfect track. The
Great Northern was the pioneer in high
speed on English railroads. Twenty-nine
years ago, on its line between® London and
Grantham, 115.5 miles was made in 111 min-
utes. It also established, on August 31, 1888,
and held for many years, the London-Edin-
burgh record, 392 miles in 7 hours and 26
minutes, average 52.7. Eight hours is the
present schedule. The famous boat train of
the Great Western, the Cornish-Riviera Ex-
press, well-known by all tourists who disem-
bark at Plymouth, runs regularly between
that city and London, 246 miles, at a sus-
tained speed of 55.7 miles per hour. This
run has been shortened recently by a cut-off
near Bristol, so that it is not more than 223
miles, but the speed is still proportionately
high. Other famous regular runs are the
London and Bristol express, 118 miles in
rzo minutes, and London and Exeter, 194
miles in 200 minutes.

u" ==

E. H., Los Angeles, California—We

e can do no more this month than re-
fer you to reply to A, E. L., in April, 1909,
number on the subject of the telephone in
train despatching, and the succeeding num-
bers of the lantern department, to date,
contain- much information on the future of
this experiment or innovation. It is not be-
lieved that the former telegraph operators
will lose on its adoption by a railroad. At
least they have not in the past, as the inquiry
we have made indicates that all have been
provided for as telephone operators at the
same pay.

2

P. McG., St. Paul, Minnesota.—Your~

s question, “ Is there any danger of a
twelve-hour working law on railroads,” is
too indefinite to answer intelligently. You
are no doubt familiar with the sixteen-hour
law for trainmen and the nine-hour law gov-
erning telegraph operators? If not, and
you will specify, we will reply in an early
number, or perhaps it may be that you would
care to go into more detail in your original
question. §
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MEAN ME
ESPECIALLY ?
THE BOY
ASKED.

THEY CALLED HIM “ARTIE.”

BY CHARLES WESLEY SANDERS.

You Can't Always Tell Just Who Is
a Blithering Boob and Who Isn’t.

Pat Mulville puf his
big red hands on his hips
and thrust forward his
heavy face. There was a
sneer on his lips, and his
eyes were bright with dislike.

“Who ever let him escape from his
mama?’ he went on. * Does his papa

know he’s out?”

" Jackson, the assistant foreman, grinned.
He was a little, dried-up old man, and he
relished Mulville’s wit.

““His papa sent him here for to learn
for to be a railroad man,” Jackson said.

“Well—" Mulville opened his lips
for further comment, but a gruff voice
behind him stopped him. * Did you get
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them spikes?' It was the foreman, a
square-faced, stocky German, the only
man in camp of whom Mulville was
afraid.
“ Yes, sir,” the Irishman said.
“Well, open up the keg,” said the fore-

n

man.  What do you think this is? A
Sunday-school picnic? Get a move on
you.'’

Mulville got a move on him, watching
Artie out of the corner of his eye.

Artie was probably twenty-two. He
had a boyish, clean face, with big blue
eyes and fair hair which fell about his
forehead’ from beneath the ridiculous col-
lege cap which he had stuck on his head.
He was digging with the gang, throw-
ing the heavy clay to one side with as
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much speed as the others; and he did
not stop to rest oftener than they.

His arms were not heavy, as they
showed below his rolled-up sleeves; but
if Mulville had noticed, he would have
seen that they were bronzed, and that
their muscles played as the lad plied his
shovel.

Artie, as Mulville soon learned from
guarded questions put to Jackson, was
the son of the general superintendent of
the road. He had decided to become a
railroad man, and his father had sent
him to this construction - camp, whose
gang was running a branch of the D. R.
and G. down toward the coal-fields.

It was a stern introduction for the boy.
His companions were rough men, who
feared nothing and cared for little. The
work was hard for one unaccustomed to
manual labor. The food was plain and
heavy, and the sleeping - quarters were
not nests of comfort.

But Artie—he hated the effeminate
name as much as any one, but it had al-
ways clung to him—Artie had been fore-
warned by his father, and he determined
to stick to his task till he had mas-
tered it,

He had been well enough received by
the men on his first day, though he felt
that he was the subject of a good deal
of comment, and that for some wreason
he roused their merriment. On the sec-
ond day Mulville, who had been away

after supplies, returned. He seemed to

take an immediate dislike to Artie.

*“ Got a chew?” he asked, when he
found himself near the boy.

“Don't use it,” Artie returned.
can give you a cigar.”

“T want a chew. Why don’t you use
it? ’'Fraid it'll upset your tummy?”

Artie bent to his shoveling without a
word. Here, he perceived, was the be-
ginning of trouble. He determined to
wait till trouble was upon him before he
let them know he was aware of its exist-
ence. '

He wouldn’t go to meet it.

At noon, after dinner, he sat outside
the bunkhouse and smoked a cigarette.
Mulville looked up, his mouth stuffed
with bread and meat.

‘ Artie,” he said, * don’t oo smoke all
dat cigarette. Oo make oo sick.”

A ripple of laughter went round the

(II
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sitting men., Artie cast the cigarette
away. He rose. For a moment he
stared at Mulville, and then he cast an
angry curse at him. i

¥ What!” .

The big Irishman stared open-mouthed
and made as if to rise. Then he caught
sight of the foreman approaching them.

“You can’t get away with that, kid,”
he said in a low, shaken wvoice. * We
fight first chance we get. Do you hear?”

* T hear,” Artie answered, and his face
was white, but he returned the other
man’s glare.

Mulville, when he got his good
clothes on, was an attractive fellow. in a
way. He had the beauty of extraor-
dinarily strong manhood, and he knew it.
All of his twenty-six years he had won
the hearts of the fair sex. Many of the
girls had half won him, but none ever
wholly.

When he came to this construction-
camp, his first object, after he had found
a barber-shop—he was very keen about
his mustache and his shaven jaw—was
to amble about the village till he might
strike up a flirtation.

He saw a girl in a candy-store, went
in, bought candy, and made her ac-
quaintance. He had bought probably
twenty pounds of candy before he got
her permission to call. In a week she
had him at her feet, because she did not
profess an undying affection when he
first spoke endearing words to her. She
merely drew her hand away and changed
the subject. That was so great a shock
to Mulville that, all next day, he made
himself miserable by half convincing
himself that she cared for some one else.

She finally confessed that she did care
for him, but he never rid himself wholly
of the suspicion which left him ready to
hate any one on whom the girl might
bestow a glance of interest.

As chance would have it, the girl came
to the camp the day following Mulville's
tilt with Artie. She was wont to visit
Mulville here at the noon-hour, her store
being but a few blocks away. The men
liked her for her pleasant ways and for
her dark, pretty face. Some of them
wondered what she saw in the burly
Irishman to like.

As she sat on a stool which Mulville
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had brought out for her, Artie came by.
‘He had put away his little cap, and was
wearing a soft hat he had bought at the
village general store. He had a red
handkerchief knotted about his jthroat,

‘and his heavy flannel shirt was turned

back at the collar and the wrists. He
moved with an easy grace. The girl
looked at him with increasing interest.

“Who's that? " she
asked. !

“ Why? " - Mulville
wanted to know.

The girl looked at
him in a way that al-
ways got obedience.

“ Who is he?’ she
softly insisted.

“ He's the superin-
tendent’s son,” Mul-
ville said. ‘' He's
learnin’ to be a rail-
road man. His name
is Artie—Artfe.”

He rolled the name
out twice with a sneer.

“ He seems different
from the ordinary
railroad man,” the girl
said.

She could have made
no more unfortunate
remark. Mulville knew
what she meant by
“different.” He turned
upon her savagely.

“ Mebbe you're get-
tin' stuck on him,” he
said.

The girl turned her
dark eyes upon him.
They had a hurt ex-

pression. Then she
rose and walked away
from him. He fol-

lowed her.

“ Don’t go, Polly,”
he pleaded. * I didn’t mean that.
know I'm crazy about you.”

She looked at him again.

“ You'll have to learn td trust me,”
she said, “or TI'll never speak to you
again.”

Mulville spent a miserable day. He
swayed between anger at the boy and
regret that he had offended Polly. He
hung about after the day’s work in the

You

‘"yOoU'LL HAVE TO LEARN TO TRUST ME,

HIM “ARTIE.” 629
hope that he might * get to " Artie, but
the foreman had seemed to have a pre-
monition ef trouble, and he was the last
to leave camp.

Mulville, dressed with greater care
than usual, and with his square jaw pur-
ple from the razor, went that night to
the store about closing time. His anger
had ebbed, and he only wanted to make

"

SHE SAID.

peace with Polly. He paused on the

sidewalk outside the window. Then he
gasped,
Artie was standing at the counter,

talking to Polly. He held a package in
his hand, so that Mulville was sure he
had done whatever purchasing he had
come to do. Doubtless that was a pre-
tense to permit him to see the girl. As
Mulville saw Artie smile at her and saw
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her smile back, his rage burned through
him like a flame. After a while he saw

the girl begin to put out the lights. Ar-
tie was waiting for her,
“She's going to let him take her
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MULVILLE HELD THE ROPE
STEADY FOR AN INSTANT
AND THEN PLUCKED
POLLY FROM
ARTIE'S ARMS.

home,” the watching man breathed. His
heart was torn with agony.

The last light was extinguished. The
girl and Artie emerged from the store,
she pausing to turn the key in the lock.
As they stepped to the sidewalk, Mul-
ville faced them.
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“I'll take you home,” he said.

“All right,” she said coolly.
didn’t expect you'd be here.”

“No; I don’t suppose you did,” he
said. “ I'll see you to-morrow,” he con-
tinued, turning to Artie. “The fore-
man won’t be there. TI’'ll see you to-mor-
row noon.”

“ All right,”
there.”

In spite of himself, his voice shook.

HI

Artie said:  “F1} be

He took off his hat to the girl and turned
away.

“Don’t forget to mail your candy,”
she called after him.

It was almost the noon-hour in the
camp. The work had been hard all



S P T Te) T

morning. The April day had been with-
out sun, and a harsh wind had swept up
from the river, whose mouth was still
choked with rotting ice.  The men
worked with stiffened, aching fingers.

~There had been a strange look in Mul-
ville’s eyes all morning—a look of gloat-
ing anticipation. He had taken Polly
home the night before almost in silence.

‘He had meant to ask her nothing. He

would merely make Artie pay for trying
to flirt with his girl.

But when he had reached her gate his
rage had overcome him and he accused
her. She merely walked away from him,
murmuring to him not to be a fool.

When the mnoon-hour came, Artie
walked over to the huge fire which had
been kept burning all the morning. He
was chilled in spite of his exertions. The
other men came up and gathered about
the blaze. The last of these was Mul-
ville.

He seemed in merry humor, much to
Artie’s surprise. The boy began to hope
he had changed his mind about the epi-
sode of the night before. Mulville
shoved his way between two of his fel-
low workers. There was a little good-
natured scuffle.

“ 11 lick both of you,”” Mulville cried.
There was a pause and a silence, then
his voice rang out: “ I can lick any man
in the bunch, any style.”

Artie knew that the man was speak-
ing at him. A titter ran around the ecir-
cle, and Artie understood that these men
were not averse to witnessing a bout.
He raised his head and looked across the
fire. Mulyville was staring at him with
brilliant eyes. i

“Do you mean me especially?” the
boy asked, with white lips.

Mulyille threw back his head and guf-
fawed.

“Tisten to the kid,” he scoffed. ““ He’s
lookin’ for trouble—with me, too.”

“Oh, I'm not looking for trouble,”
Artie said lamely.

For answer, Mulville straightened up
and began to walk around the fire to-
ward the boy. Artie watched him with
fascinated eyes. He had a notion, for an
instant, to run; but he forced himself to
hold his ground.

Mulville, when he reached him, sud-
denly put an arm across his throat, thrust
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out a booted foot, and threw Artie to the
ground. The men laughed. Artie
scrambled to his face, his face white with
rage and humiliation. He squared off.
Mulville crouched to a fighting position.
Artie had learned to box in school, and
he was strong for one of his build, but
he weighed fifty pounds less than his
burly adversary.

They sparred and feinted for half a

minute, and then Artie shot his right fist

into Mulville’s mouth and got away be-
fore the return reached him.

A little “Ah!’™ of applause ran
through the men. The kid wasn't so
bad, after all! Maybe he was a wonder,
and would put the bully out. Every one
of them sincerely hoped  so. Mulyille,
with a look of astonishment, fought more
guardedly. He was not used to this hit-
and-get-away style. If he could get in
one punch—

The next thing he knew, Artie had
side-stepped and whipped his right and
his left to his mouth again. Then, while
Mulville staggered, Artie jolted him in
the pit of the stomach, caught him on the
jaw, and danced away.

An ordinary man might have Dbeen
dazed ; but Mulville was much stronger
than the ordinary man. He rushed at
the unsuspecting boy and chopped- his
right down across his face. Artie
dropped. Mulville stepped batk, stand-
ing menacingly. Artie got to his elbow.

He knew Mulville meant to knock him
down as soon as he rose. He pretended
to sink back, and then he suddenly
rolled away and sprang to his feet. He
saw Mulville rush upon him. He
fought with all his might, trying to keep
cool. The big man’s wild blows were
like rain.

Now and then the boy landed on his
face, but this seemed without effect.

JArtie knew that in a moment one of the

swinging blows must get to him, and he
knew that he would go out as soon as it
did. When the blow did come, solidly
on the jaw, he dropped to his knees, like
an ox struck between the eyes.

He tried to rise, but could not. He
heard a noise and looked up:
man, unexpectedly back, was brushing
past him. The stocky man rushed at
Mulville and planted his right fist on his
face and his left over his heart. Mul-

The fore-
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ville staggered back, whirled, and fell on

hisfizc> Arlie sot to his feet. The
forem n clarsd aliout him. In his fierce
anzer he went back to a fashion of speech
which had anciently been his:

“ Negs dime anyputty wvants to fide,
ded me know. I lige to fide.”

Mulyille got to his feet and swayed to-
ward the bunkhouse. He did not want
to *“ fide " any more just then.

Just beyond the camp there was a
main-line bridge. The valley dropped
down thirty feet. Now the stream was
yvellow, swollen, and rapid. The ice at
the mouth had been forced out into the
lake, or else the waters rushed over it.
There had been nights of heavy, dash-
ing rains and days of.sunshine.

‘“WELL, I'LL TAKE
You TO HIM.”

MAN'S. MAGAZINE.

Polly was a little late for work. The
roads and the cross-walks were so muddy
that she had struck off on the railroad
track, intending to cut up a side street
to the main thoroughfare before she got
to the camp. She had had a quarrel with
Mulville about his attack on Artie, and
she did not want to see him.

She felt that she could not trust her-
self ; for, despite all Mulville’s harshness,
she cared more for him now than she had
ever cared. =

When she came to the end of the
bridge oppesite the camp, she saw that
the gang was at work on the main line.

“They appeared to be putting in a rail.

As she stood looking, she saw that a
man with a flag was sitting on the bank.

“ Hallo, little girl!” he called.

Polly was aware that
the whole camp had doubt-
less gossiped about her and
Mulville, and her cheeks
flamed. She turned away,
and started along the val-
ley’s brink. There was a
foot-bridge farther down.
She could get across that
and escape into town.

Artie and” Mulville were
both at work on the other
end of the bridge. Neither
had seen Polly. They did
not speak to each other,
and ‘both still bore marks
of their encounter,

Artie straightened up to
mop his forehead. The
early morning sun had dis-
appeared. and black clouds
were crowding up the sky.
While he did not wish to
shirk, he hoped inclement
weather would drive them
indoors to-day. His nerves
were aquiver over what
was to happen to him that
night when the six o’clock
train arrived.

He bent to his work
again, and Mulville
straighténed  up. Artie
heard him exclaim. All
the men looked up.

“What's he pointing
at? ” Mulyille asked.

Across the bridge the
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man with the flag was ‘making frantic
_gestures and pointing up the river. Ar-
tie looked. He saw a wall of black
clouds extending almost from zenith to
f horizon. Rain seemed to be sweeping
down from them.

“ What's that?” Artie cried.

As he spoke there was a roar as of a
rising wind driving something before it.
The flagman came bounding across the
bridge.

7 “The raft has got loose and has torn

- the foot-bridge away!” he cried. * That

kid o’ your'n went up that way a bit back,
Mulville.”

Mulville stood as one paralyzed.

“What'd she go up there for?” he
asked helplessly.

Artie shot a glance at him, and started
to run toward the embankment. Mul-
ville had a moment of hesitation. He
could fight, he could crush an adversary
by his great strength, but a feat where
lightness and litheness were demanded
was beyond him. Yet he could not let
Artie go alone, when Polly might be in
danger.

That would spell the end of all things
for him; for he pictured the lad as a
heroic rescuer whom the girl would fall
down and worship. He caught up with
Artie as the latter stood peering over the
brink.

“ What're you goin’ to do?”

“It's only a chance,” the boy said
coolly ; ““ but that raft is jamming down
the river, and it may have Polly on
board. If she got over the bridge, she’s
all right. If she didn't—well, I don’t see
any way to get down but to slide down
one of those poles.”

Those “ poles’ were the iron sup-
ports of the bridge. At the bottom of
them the water boiled about the pier.

2 Slippery rocks ran along the bank up-

river.
s “You goin' down?" Mulville asked,
and he ran his tongue over his dry lips.

“ Sure,” said Artie.

“You can’t do it.”

Artie laughed. It seemed easy to a
man who had been a gymnasium star.
‘He cast off his coat and his hat. For a
moment he watched the current. The
waters, as they swirled under the bridge,
charged to the opposite shore. That
would be his way of escape.

HIM ©ARTIE”
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“I'll have to hustle,” he said. “ Hear
that? "

Mulville listened. - He could hear a
rush of water striking water as the tor-
rent descended from the sky. Ower that
sound he could hear a grinding of huge
timbers as they gathered momentum in
the muddy stream. A drop of water fell
near them, and then more drops. Then
it began to rain steadily where they stood.
The fury of the storm seemed to have
broken farther up the river.

Artie ran out to the bridge supports,
seized one, and slid gently down. The
last Mulville saw of him, he was dodg-
ing from slippery rock to slippery rock
up the river. Mulville ran back to the
camp and mustered his fellows. They
had only a common thought, when he
explained.

Half a dozen of them ran across the
bridge and clambered down the far bank,
to be ready if the crowding logs should
be=driven inshore. Some stood on the
bridge as lookouts. Others stationed
themselves on the near bank on a chance
that the current might whirl that way.

The worst of the storm seemed over,
so far as the heavens were concerned,
but the work in the river had been done.
The water had risen perceptibly, and it
boiled and churned as it rushed beneath
the bridge.

Mulyville, standing there, watched the
mist that obscured the upper valley.
Presently an opaque object thrust its
nose from beneath the curtain of mist.

“There's the logs!"” cried a man on
the bridge.

The raft came on, driving and sink-
ing, rising and piling. As it entirely
cleared the mist, Mulyille saw Artie
standing in the center of if, holding
Polly in his arms. Terror for the girl’s
safety filled him, and he forgot to be
jealous of Artie.

He seized a rope that one of the men
had brought for this possible emergency.
One end he knotted under his arm-pits.
The men passed it once about a beam,
and then Mulville went over the side ‘of
the bridge. They paid the rope out
slowly till his feet nearly touched the
water. d

Artie, calculating chances, saw what
they wére doing. He knew it was a long
chance to pass the girl to the swaying,

ety M
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dangling man, yet it was less a chance
than to carry her in his arms as he swept
under the bridge and drove toward the
bank.

The logs beneath him had been roll-

ing, and they were slippery. He had
difficulty in keeping his erect position
from the moment he had run across the
raftt and picked up the girli

As he neared Mulville, one of the logs
rolled. and he almost went down. Then
the log jammed between two ahead of it
and held. Artie lifted the girl in his
arms as he was ten feet from Mulville.

Mulville shot up one hand, held the
rope steady for an instant, and then
plucked Polly from Artie’s arms as the
logs swept under him.

Artie heard a shout above him as the
shadow of the bridge took him. He
thought the men were cheering. The
logs began to jam and pile up. Those
in front were being crowded across the
channel. A log near the boy up-ended
and was ground between two others as
it went down like a fish.

As he came from beneath the bridge
he saw the bank was very near. He
sprang from log to log till he was al-
most at the shore. Then a log beneath
him rolled, and he went spinning for-
ward on his face. He knew that his head
was bleeding and that he had injured his
arm, but he picked himself up, lurched
forward, spurned the last log with his
foot, and fell on the wet, cold sand.

Before he fainted from the pain that

shot through his head and arm, he lifted
his eyes to the bridge. There all was
tumult. Men were running here and
there, calling loudly to each other.

For a while he had a sense of motion,
and then he knew that he was in: bed.

“Won’t you tell me what you're
waiting for?”

Mulville’s tone was very humble. All
the bully was gone from him. He kept
looking at Polly in a hungry sort of
way, as if he were not really sure she
had been saved.

They had made their peace as soon as
they had seen Artie taken care of. It
was evening of that same day, and they
stood on the station - platform, waiting
for the train to come in from the East.

Polly, fully recovered from her adven-
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ture, only laughed when Mulville put his
question. -

“¥ou'll see,” she said after a while.

Some of the men from the camp idled
about the platform, ecasting curious
glances at Polly. The station-agent came
up and asked her how she felt. He said
the newspapers had got hold of her es-
capade.

* They call that kid a hero,” the agent
said.

*“So he is,”” Mulville declared.

Polly knew that her future husband
had seen a light.

The train whistled and swept around
the curve. When it came to a stapd-
stil, a young woman alighted. Polly
ran up to her.

‘“ Miss Grant?”

“Yes,” said the girl.

She was a rather tall young woman
with a calm, cool manner. She had big,
quiet blue eyes. Under the young wom-
an’s scrutiny, Polly lost her confidence.
She stammered.

“Yes, I know,” Miss Grant said quiet-
ly. “1I read about it in the paper.” She
smiled a little. I wasn't surprised. I
knew all along he was that sert of boy.”

“Well, T'll take you to him,” Polly
said, and the two girls, followed by Mul-
ville, went to the house to which Artie
had been taken. At the front gate the
young woman thanked them and ran up
the walk, leaving them gazing after her.

““Well, she’s a cool piece of work,
isn’t she?” said Mulville. “Who is she?”

“ Artie said he was going to marry
her,” Polly said. *““He thinks she’s a
queen. You remember that night he was
in the store? Well, he bought a box of
our best candy to send to her, and he
told me to send her a box every day. It
costs a dollar a box:"

They walked a little way in silence,
and then Polly began to laugh.

“That’s his girl,” Polly said, shaking
at the recollection of Miss Grant's beauty
and her elegance. ‘“And you thought he
was making up to me!”

“Well,” said Mulville humbly, *“ you're
worth a million of her, Polly.”

Polly’s laughter died away. She was
so glad that her big lover had ' been
taught a lesson — that his distrust had
been: killed—that she' did not deny the
truth of what he said.



Being a Boomer Brakeman.

BY HORACE HERR.

VEN though the oldest railroader may deny it, superstition does exist

in all branches, as many of our writers have shown.

It even exists

on the Arizona In and Out System, that marvelous road which is the

basis of these interesting stories by Mr. Herr.

Accidents, too, were not

without place on the In and Out, and some of the boys with whom the boomer
worked met death in the most startling manner, but not without the courage
that is never found wanting in every good railroad man.

The In and Out System is certainly a marvelous line. Any young man
getting a job there certainly goes through the paces, and should certainly
know something when he gets through with it.

4.—HARD LUCK ON THE IN AND OUT.

How Some of the Boys Take Long Chances and Are Called on the
Carpet or Get their “ Brownies” by Bluffing
the Old Man.

Y friend, Hen Murray, fire-
man, was the real goods.
He was there with the
strong back, the bald
head, and the bulldog
disposition. I am re-
minded of the fact that he was a great fa-
vorite with all the hog-heads on the Ari-
zona In and Out.

He was a big bully, with shoulders
like the broad side of.a box car,.just as
good-natured as a pup until some one
stroked his fur the wrong way, and then
“there was generally something doing. I
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knew him for years on the pike out there,
and never heard a complaint against his
work ; and he finally caught up with the
tinware on account of his ability to hit a
man solid on the jaw.

Hen could put the Gallup coal against
the flue-sheet on any of them, and he gen-
erally kept the feather on the stack, no
matter how the hog was steaming. For
that reason the Old Man gave him more
than one good grilling on the pan before
he finally put the derrick on him.

- The first battle he cornered was with
an engineer named Scully. I was there

Single copies, 10 cents.
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THEY MADE SEVERAL LAPS OVER THE
CAKE STAND.

—or, rather, T was there when it started
—but was among the ‘ also-ran” class.
Scully was big and Irish, and fought like
a bull-terrier for a bone.

It was my first night in town, and
Hen was showing me around when he ran
across Scully. Never mind how it hap-
pened. He beat Scully in about twenty
minutes, and they say it was worth watch-
ing. They both had served some time in
Uncle Sam’s nayy, and knew a few things
about this * hit-and-get-hit ” game.

Worth Watching.

But the battle which lost Hen his job
was over in the eating-house. We went
in there one night after a hard run, both
tired out and mighty hungry. Hen or-
dered two-bits’ worth of grub, and I took
on thirty-five cents’ worth of fuel. In
dishing out the checks the hash-slinger
got them mixed, and gave Hen the thirty-
five-cent check. Hen kicked, and that
waiter called him something which might
be construed to mean that he was a total
stranger to the pure and simple truth.

He hadn’t any more’n got it out of his
mouth than my fireman friend was over

the counter and into him. That was
worth watching, and I stayed to see the
finish. They made several laps over the
cake stand, and every time around down
would go a pie or a cake until that floor
was a fright.

It looked like a dining-car after a col-
lision. Finally Hen caught up with the
waiter and hit him so hard that he
knocked him through the swinging-doors
into the kitchen. Then old “ Oom Paul,”
the cook, broke into the game and hung
a heavy silver sugar-bowl over Hen's bald
cupola and got away with it.

Murray couldn’t catch him, but he
chased every one out of the house, and
then put a teacup through every picture
on the wall. The next day the Old Man
sent the call-boy for him.

“1 don’t object to your hanging one
on a fellow now and then ; but when you
go to breaking up the furniture, it's too
much—here’s your time.”

That’s about all the Old Man had to
say. Two hours &fter he had fired him,
he was ready to hire him over again; but
Hen wouldn’t stand for it, and returned
to his native hills and the familiar clang
of the street-cars in Kansas City, and I



~ was left sad and lonesome without my
old bald-headed pal.

~ Things began to look as if a strike was
coming on ; and I was thinking of drag-
ging it myself, when bad luck caught up
with the division, and I wasn’t slow in
taking my running orders for another job.
I say bad luck caught up with us, and it
did in several ways.

Got His Running Orders.

One day I made a little trip on a
speeder over to Hardy. Just as I got
there I broke the handle, and there was
nothing to do but flag a train and get
back. The first thing along was Lengthy
Thompson, and he picked me up on a
light engine.

We loadéd the speeder on the pilot, and
I climbed up in the cab; and we talked
and kidded until we landed on the coal-
track at the terminal. I went home that
night, and the next morning when I wan-
dered down-town I met a little group at
the reading-room, and this is what greet-
ed me:

“ Hear about Thompson?”

“ No; did he get canned?”

“ Worse than that. Got the big works
over at Seligman last night.”

“ You don’t mean—"

“Yes, killed. Two engines run him
down in the yard, and they picked him
up in the scoop; and you know he has a
wife and three children.”

Meeting the Grim Destroyer.

That was a blow! Thompson, the best
old hog-head on the division, gone the
route over the big trail! Then, three
days later, Joe Seegar was cleaning the
ash-pan at Ash Forks. His engine was
the head engine on a double-header.

Just as he was climbing out between
the drivers, -the second engine moved
them forward a bit and caught his arm.
Two days later came the Franconia
wreck, which put the gloom-cloud over
the entire road.

A double-header passenger coming up
the mountain and a single-header passen-
‘ger coming down, pil-burners and run-
ning like the wind, came together head-
on. Seven were killed; two of them I
~ had known for three years as near friends.
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It was just a week after that that the

limited hit Currin with a light engine at
a station on the second. That wreck
taught me the dangers of riding the
blind ; for when we went out to pick up
that wreck we found a hobo, mashed to
the thinness of a board, between the blind
of the baggage-car and the rear of the
tank.
. A few days after that Stronick was
killed at the Little Colorado Bridge.
That was about the most pathetic hap-
pening which ever came to my notice
while railroading. Stronick was a fire-
man for little John Brisco. He had not
seen his family for five years; and that
night he had traded off with another fire-
man so that he could catch the run into
Gallup, in time to meet his only sister
there and surprise her.

When Stronick Died.

She was coming to pay him a visit.
I'he funny part of it was that I was down
at the depot that night when the passen-
ger-train pulled in. I saw the tail-lights
of the engine down below the cut - off
switch and walked down that way in the
dark.

On the way the thought flashed through
me that this might be the last trip for
these fellows; you can mnever tell. I
went down and hung around the engine
for fully fifteen minutes, and watched
Stronick fill the lubricator and Brisco oil
around.

Then; as I left them, I called out:
“So long, boys! Be sure you don’t let
that old hag roll on you this trip."”

They both laughed, and Brisco re-
marked that he guessed it wasn't their
time yet. Just the same, twenty-five min-
utes later Stronick was dead.

Jack told me that they were a little
late when they pulled out that night, and
Stronick started to keep her at white heat.
Jack noticed him step to the gangway
just as they were nearing the bridge ; and
then, when they were over the bridge, he
noticed he was gone.

Brisco stopped at once, backed up, and
every one on the crew knew without look-
ing what had happened. Brisco went

down under the bridge with a torch, and :
He had

there he found Stronick’s body.
evidently leaned out of the gangway and
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hit his head against a girder.
old, old story.

Shortly after that Henderson had to
quit the road, and Hinkley Reynolds left
too soon after—died from nervous trou-
ble, which the doctors said was induced
by fast running. Henderson was suffer-
ing from locomotor ataxia, and had a
precarious existence; and “ Doc ™ Sea-
gondollar ran into a washout on the
canon branch which all but got him.

Under His Engine.

There was little romance in that acci-
dent, too. It was one night after a heavy
rain, and the canon-track was none too
good at that. Doc hit a bad bridge and
went down, and of course he was under
the engine.

His legs were pinned so that he
couldn’t get away, and the ‘water was run-
ning several feet deep in the ravine. He
kept his head above water until help ar-
rived; and, as the passengers began to
climb out to see what trouble had over-
taken them, a young lady doetor made
her way ahead.

She was a game one, all right. She
waded through the water and mud, and
held Doc above water for six hours un-
til the wrecker reached the scene. Yes,
that’s just what happened. He really
married her, so I hear. About a month
after the wedding he got the big works
over on the first.

That month of bad luck brought me
to the place where I thought less money
and a longer life would suit me just as
well, and I began to look around for a
good chance to quit. Then I caught up
with forty hours on the second division
one night behind Finney’s wreck at Pinto,
and when I got in I asked for my time.

The Road Saves Money..

Finney went out that night with about
ninety cars, and that was the cause of it
all. You see, the roads keep getting big-
ger engines with a greater tonnage ca-
pacity. They crowd the engines to the
limit ; but keep the same sized crews on
the trains, so that to-day in many cases
one crew handles as many cars as three
crews did ten years ago with the smaller
engines. :

It was the -
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The result is long trains; and, if every-
thing goes nicely, the road saves money.
But when an engineer runs foul of trou-
Lle and has to slap on the émergency on
one of those big traims, it's all off. .

That night Finney had a new engineer,
and, coming into Pinto, he saw a tail-
light in front of him. He gave that long
train the-big’hole. Five drawbars was
what he got; and then he failed to stop
in time, and went into the tail end of that
light engine, which was taking water at
the tank on the main line.

It was an all-might job to clear that
wreck, and we were behind it. That was
enough for little William. I knew that
it was only a question of time until the
machinists and boilermakers would be stri-
king and there would be hard times on
the In and Out, so I got away first, firmly
determined that I would never draw an-
other switch-key or brakeman’s badge.

But I did; and I was mighty glad to
get the chance, too, even though I had a
full-blooded Mexican as a braking pard-
ner and a greaser for a hog-head.

Wrecks Run in Threes.

That reminds me that a railroad man
is a bit superstitious. @When a stinger
feels the air go on with a jerk and' sees
all the loose furniture in the caboose do-
ing a vaudeville stunt, before the train
has reached the first station out from the
terminal, he knows he’s in for a bad trip,
and he seldom is wrong.

He climbs out of the caboose on the
shady side of the train and over near the
head, and he sees the spot where the sun
shines through. Then he knows that the
train is broken in two. He walks over
that way, and it’s a ten-to-one shot that
he has to lug a chain or carry a knuckle
before he’s ready to climb back on the
caboose ; and when he has once chained
them together he sits up there in the dog-
house, waiting for the trouble which he
knows is going to come sooner or later.

When the railroad man walks down to
the roundhouse in the morning or goes
over to look at the train-crew board. and
finds out there has been a bad wreck dur-
ing the night, he nods his head in a know-
ing way and begins to look out for the
two more which he feels certain are close.
Wrecks—Dbad ones—always run in threes.



. They do now, so there’s no use in ar-

guing that they don't.

There was the Franconia wreck, fol-
lowed by the limited wreck on the burned
bridge near Flagstaff ; and that was fol-
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men who have been going to do things
after “the next trip” are now residing
in quiet, out-of-the-way graveyards, as
the result of an accident on the last trip.

So, when I decided that I wanted to
break out of the game, I didn't do it after
the “mnext” trip. I just, decided and
went in, and asked for my time,

With every one advancing so much free
advice on how to run the universe, and
railroads in particular, I guess a common
stinger has a right to hand out a generous
package of cheap advice along with the
rest of them. It's a peculiar fact that
you can always find a greater number of
men outside any profession who can run
the said profession than you can discover

SHE OHELD DOC ABOVE W/ TER
FOR SIX HOURS,

lowed a few days later by the Chandler
head-ender, which cost three lives. Then

things went smooth for six months; and

then came three more, which cost one life
each, not to mention the loss in rolling-
stock. '

And a real railroad man never makes
his last trip. That’s the dope. Any time
an old railroader catches himself saying,
“1'm going to lay off after the next trip,”
he don’t wait for the next trip; he goes
right in and lays off then, for a lot of

among those who follow it and make it
a life-study.

I know of at least a dozen prominent
men who don’t know a link and pin from
a hook and eye who are using up a great
deal of valuable space in telling the rail-
road magnate how to run his business.

- I’d like to see some of that brand running

a full-grown railroad once; they'd find
out in short time that they really haven’t
the proper qualifications for collecting
fares on a mule-car.

BEING A BOOMER BRAKEMAN. 639
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Giving you the real inside dope from
the outside and making a composite ar-
gument from the column of talk which
I have heard at one time or another
around the watering - tanks and switch
shanties, I would say that the greatest
danger—from a matter of safety to the
general public and of the employee as
well—is the unwritten rules of all rail-
roads, the “ common law,” if you can so
dignify it.

Some Inside Dope.

Every road in the United States has a
written code of standard rules. Every
employee in train and engine service must
know these rules as well as he knows his
A, B, C, but it's been my observation that
the fellow who never violates one of those
rules is the guy who is always looking for
a job.

Every road puts out special orders and
rules to cover extraordinary conditions on
their pike, and these must not be violated
—but they are! When you hear some di-
vision superintendent praising a conduc-
tor for getting over the road in short or-
der; you can always put it dewn in the
blue book that the conductor is lucky and
is getting away with some long shots.

I am reminded of * Hard- Luck”
Strenk, of the In and Out, in this partic-
ular. He never broke a_rule in his life
because he didn’t know enough, and every
pay-day the Old Man used to say that half
of his check was made while he was on a
siding. He never would get over the di-
vision on time, because he tried to clear
every superior train by five minutes;
and if he couldn’t do it, he would stay in
the clear just wherever he happened to be.

I have started out on a drag of cars,
six hours behind that fellow, and beat
him into the terminal by two hours, all
because I had a conductor who took
chances. When you take the chance and
get away with it, you're a good railroad
man ; when you take the chance and fall
down on it, if you ‘don’t play the princi-
pal part in a tragedy, you get a large
piece of hardware tied to you and go out
to hunt a new job.

Make the time, get over the road, that’s
what you have to do if you're going to
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keep your full name on the pay-roll ; and
you're expected to know that the standard
rules are there just to keep the company
in the clear. Here's-a few things a good
railroad man does every day of his life
which are against the rules on almost ali
roads: '

He will flag against trains; he won’t
clear by five minutes if he knows he can
make a station by the leaving-time of a
superior train ; he won’t brake the air-hose
before he cuts off a car; he won’t shove
a car into the siding when he can kick
it in just as well ; if he’s on a local, he'll
run ahead of any old train, any old time,
any old way, to get over the ground, and
he gets away with it ninety-nine times out
of a hundred.

It's the hundredth time when he don’t
make good that gets box-car letters in the
newspapers.

When you take a chance, and the Old
Man wants to know about it; when you
fall down running ahead of the varnished
cars and lay them out for ten minutes, of
course you are supposed to have an argu-
ment more unique than logical. If you
can’t talk fast, you are supposed to take
the “ Brownies” without talking back
and promise to be a good boy.

Fooling the Old Man.

I'm reminded that Dennis Duleay illus-
trated the point very finely one morning
when the Old Man found him going out
on a drag without his conductor’s badge
on his hat. The Old Man made a bluff
at being angry at such a flagrant violation
of the rule-book. He walked up to Den-
nis, who was signing the register, and this
is what followed :

“ Dennis, where’s your badge? "

“It's on me hat.”

“ It’s not on your hat.”

Dennis put his hand up to the front of
his hat where the badge should have
been, grinned ‘at the: Old Man a minute,
and came back:

* Sure, it's on me hat.
hats.” <

And it’s the same sort of an argument
which gets a man out of trouble when he
violates the rules in the interest of the
company.

I have two

In the next issue, Mr. Herr’s stinger ends his brief but exciting railroad career and

breaks out of the game for keeps.
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x 3 BY JOHN MACK STONE.

‘ A Trick Fails, but a Secret Call for _
& Help Brings an Encouraging Answer. s

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. i .

OLAND BURKE is a yvoung boy sightseeing in San Francisco during a visit to his
uncle, Richard Engle, a famous explorer. While standing on the dock he is
alarmed by a crowd of struggling men rushing down the street, evidently pursued by the
police, and in his astonishment is hustled into the boat for which they are making.  One
of the men, who is struggling with the others, is kidnaped onto a vessel, and Roland,
though unobserved, is also unable to escape., The ship puts out, defying the forts. On
the boat he is discovered by Ruth Holland, who alse seems to be there against her will,
and who seems quite familiar with Richard Engle, though there seems to be some mis-
understanding between them. In her cabin Ruth is annoyed by a man named Welch, who
seems to have some power among the cutthroats. Engle interferes.
Captain Hawson interferes against the persecution of Engle by Welch, and Welch
shows his power by deposing the captain and making him a prisoner. The captain joins
forces with Engle, the boy, and Miss Holland. They attempt to recover the ship.

CHAPTERMIX (Continued.)
The Last Cartridge.

13

one left,”
“Why lie

SAY vyou haven't
Welch replied.
about it? "

- “Well, what do you want
with us?’ the captain asked.

“There is a certain cere-

mony to be performed. The boy there
touched the aitu, it seems.”

“What do you mean to do?” my
uncle cried.

/ “1 mean to do what is usual in such
cases.” P

“ Would you murder a boy?” the cap-
tain demanded.

“It is not murder, but an execution,
according to certain laws,” Welch re-
plied. “ You forget that the believers
aboard know what happened.”

“And you expect to win them for

~ yours more firmly by murdering an in-
nocent boy?"” Uncle Dick said.

“Tt is according to their law,” Welch

B replied

i Began in the November Railroad Man's Magazine. Single Copies, 10 cents.
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He motioned for the man with him
to enter the cabin, and the fellow stepped
forward. But Captain Hawson grasped
him and hurled him back. .

“You do not enter here,” he said.

~* Stand aside! We want that boy!”
Welch commanded.

“I will not stand aside and let you
commit murder.”

Welch turned and called out. Others
came running down at his call. He
talked to them quickly in their strange
tongue.

They rushed the door of the cabin, and
it was all over in a moment. 1 felt my-
self grasped roughly, saw Captain Haw-
son and Unecle Dick made prisoners, and .
their hands bound behind them. Then we 8
were led to the deck. ' _‘

Miss Holland was there, and her eyes
filled with tears when she saw us. BEwvi-
dently she knew the fate in store for me.
I felt my courage going, for it seemed
that there was nothing but death to |
pect. Was I to die without knowi
why, without knowing what a .
strange things T had witnessed meant S

s
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They led me to the mast, and fastened
me there securely. The captain and
Uncle Dick were held some distance
away, facing me. Omne of the men drew
from beneath his coat a long knife,
double-edged and as sharp as a razor.
He tested the edges on a hair.

Welch stood a few feet before me.

“ Go on with your work,” he instruct-
ed the man.

1 dare not until the word is given,”
he replied. “ Only you, master, can give
the word.” -

Welch’s face went white. He was
willing to countenance murder, it seemed,
but disliked to give the word himself.

However, it was a crucial moment for
him, for the eyes of the fanatics were
upon him, and if he flinched or hesitated
he would be lost. He faced me again,
but would not meet my eyes.

* Get ready,” he instructed.

The man before me lifted the knife.
I gave Uncle Dick one look, saw him
start forward, and saw him forced back.
I glanced at Ruth Holland, but she had
turned her face away.

“T am ready, master,” the man said.

I saw Welch’s mouth open. He was
ready to speak the word that meant death
" to me, but before he could do it Ruth

rushed across the deck and threw her-
self upon me before the knife.
* You do not dare harm me,” she said;

“ and you can strike this boy only through
my body.”

The executioner uttered a cry and fell
back. Welch cursed and sprang toward
us, his face livid. He grasped Ruth by
the arms and forced her away from me.

¥ Vou coward!" she cried. *¥You
have not even the courage to do your
own dirty work. You force ignorant
fools to do it for you.”

“ Have I not?” he screamed.
show you, then!”

He seized the knife from the other
man, and sprang toward me.

“T1'1l play at executioner myself,” he
cried, and raised the knife,

Then there came a flash and a report,
and Welch dropped the knife and stag-
gered backward, clutching at his breast.
Looking beyond him, I saw that the cap-
tain had wrenched himself free, and held
a smoking revolver in his hand. He
had told Welch the truth, then.

(% I‘ll
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He had saved one cartridge—and had
made use of it!

CHAPTER X
Some Things Are Explained.

FOR full a minute the picture re-

mained unchanged—I lashed to
the mast, Miss Holland standing near
me, Welch lying upon the deck, the
blood streaming from a wound in his
breast. r3e

Uncle Dick  and Captain Hawson
stood like statues. Behind them. the
members of the crew were motionless,
their eves wide with horror.

Then there was a scream such I had
never heard before. The rage of the
fanatics was terrible to see. Captain
Hawson and Uncle Dick dashed toward
me, bringing Miss Holland with them;
and at the foot of the mast we huddled,
waiting for the death that we felt would
surely come.

There was a quick rush toward us;
and tlien the one who had acted as
spokesman stopped the men with a word
of command, and stood between them
and us.

He Dbegan to speak rapidly in their
strange tongue. At first they answered
him with loud cries of anger, but grad-
ually their anger cooled, and they
seemed to agree with him.

They put up their weapons and came
on toward us, but not in rage and anger
as before. Two of them stooped and
lifted Welch and carried him below.
The others came on, and stopped a short
distance before us.

“We do not understand this busi-
ness,” the spokesman said. “ It seems
that there is trouble of which we know
nothing. We do not know whom to
trust. This matter is beyond us. We
have decided to make all of vou prison-
ers below, to carry vou to the island,
and there let some one higher in author-

7 decide the issue lJet“f_'E'l'l you. ~ No
\lolcncu will be shown you so long as
you remain in your cabins.”

Then he stepped forward, pushed
Uncle Dick to one side, and unbound
me. They led us below, two men guard-
ing each of us, and took each to a sepa-
rate cabin.




- as cammanaer.

A I am lonesome,” I complained.
“ Cannot I speak to some of the others? "
“It is too dangerous,” he replied,

smiling.

_ “ Cannot your men watch us?"

. ‘“The risk is too great. There must
be no more trouble until we reach the

- island. I can take no more chances.”
“Is Mr. Welch dead?”

“ He is still alive, and, with proper
care, will not die.”

“ T wish you'd let me speak to at least
one of the others,” I implored. “ Let
me speak to Miss Holland.”

Perhaps there was something in my
face that made him pity me. At any
rate, he called one of the men and issued
orders, then turned to me.

“ You may speak to the woman for an
hour,” he said, ‘ but you must be care-
ful what you say.”

“ Thank you.”

In a few minutes Miss Holland came
on deck, and we sat down on a coil of
rope near the rail and began to talk softly
buitearnestly.

She knew no more than I of what had
transpired since we were made prison-
ers. Her face lit up when I told her
that Welch would live.

“You want him to live?’ I asked.
“ Perhaps he is a great deal to you. Tell
me, won't you?”

“T detest him,” she replied.

“ Then—"

“If he should die, it would mean
added danger, that is all,” she said.

“I wish you'd tell me something
about this business.”
She did not reply for a time, but

looked out at the sparkling sea. Then
she turned toward me.

“T'N tell you what I can,” she said.
“ Your uncle, as you know, is a traveler
and explorer. He has visited all parts
of the world, including some lands where
few white men have ever been. I first
‘met him in the land to which we are go-
ing now.”
* Where is that?” I asked.
“ 1t is an island in the South Sea.
here 15 a pecnha.r race of fanatics that
~ They worship a great aitu,
: ' e a very pecullar form
In their

: thls temple is the home ot the kmg aitu, A

of which all others are copies.

“ Tt is forbidden that any one not a.
believer watch one of the religious cere-
monies. It is death to touch the aitu,
for they think their god defiled if
touched by any one except the priests.

“T heard of this strange people on # B .

while I was in Honolulu, and deter-
mined to visit the land. My uncle
placed his private yacht at my disposal,
and I made the voyage. Mr. Welch,
whom I had known for some time, was
anxious to accompany me, and I allowed
him to do so. .

“ When we reached the island, the
people attacked us and made us prison-
ers. They had never seen a white wom-
an before, and their high priest, who
rules the island, spared my life. Welch
was spared, too, but was to be sacrificed
at a certain time, on one of their relig-
ious anniversaries.

“ Your uncle came to the island about
this time in a small schooner which he
had chartered for the purpese. He, too.
was made prisoner. We saw a great
deal of each other, and we—we learned
to like each other very well.

“‘That did not please Mr. Welch. In
some manner he convinced the high
priest that he believed in the power of
their aitu, and wanted to be made one of
them. On his breast there is a great
scar. That was what he received dur-
ing the ceremony that made him a be-
liever.

“ When he recovered from the effects
of the ceremony, he was made a priest,
because of his wisdom it was said, and
immediately began to make himself pop-
ular with the people. They gained -con-
fidence in him, and allowed him to come
and go as he pleased.

“ Then he told the high prlest that the
aitu had commanded that I become his
wife,
agree, and when he found that the pe
ple loved me, he tried another method
He told them that I was to be asked °
each night at midnight until T cor
ed, that when I conqentecl a‘nd 'the‘

“ And so tl‘l(.. pelsecutmn
continued. My constant refusal_

At first he tried to force me to
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Welch, and he began to think that it
was my love for your uncle that caused
me to refuse. He planned your uncle’s
death.

“ There was a great ceremony in the
temple one day, which your uncle at-
tended under escort, and during the cere-
mony Welch contrived to have Mr. En-
gle touch the aitu. The moment he did
so, he was doomed.

“The day for the execution was set,
and the ceremonies began. One night
I slipped away from the temple and went
down to the shore. There, in a large
cave, the crew of the yacht were held as
prisoners, all under sentence of death.
1 succeeded in drugging the guard and
liberating them, together with the crew
of the schooner in which Mr. Engle had
journeyed to the island.

“Then I hurried back to the temple.
‘Welch and the other priests were hold-
ing a midnight ceremony. I had thought
that Welech had turned fanatic; but
something in his manner that night told
me that he was carrying out some plan,
and working on the fanaticism of the
people to accomplish it.

“J tried to reach your wuncle, but
could not. In the morning the yacht
and schooner set sail, the men knowing
that they would be recaptured if they
remained near the island.

* Your uncle and I had a long conver-
sation that day, and during it we con-
fessed our love for each other. I told
him how the sailors had been liberated,
and said that the yacht would return
that night to make an attempt-to "liber-
ate us. S

“ Both the yacht and schooner re-
turned that night, and the men landed,
heavily armed. They fought their way
to the temple, and, after a hot engage-
ment, succeeded in setting all of us free.
Then, in spite of your uncle’s entreaties,
the men, under the command of Welch,
looted the village and the temple. In
the excitement we all became separated.
I got safely aboard the yacht, and it
sailed away.

“ Your uncle escaped in the schooner.
In the morning, when the battle was
over and we were gone, the fanatics
found that Welch remained with them,
wounded, and that the great king aitu
was missing.”

- It had been stolen?” I asked.

“ Yes, it had been stolen,” she replied.
“ The fanatics were crazed. Welch told
them that unless the aitu was recovered,
and the people who had Stolen it were
put to death in the temple, famine and
distress would engulf the land, and there
would be no eternity for those who died.
He told them, too, that it was necessary
that I be recovered and made to wed
him.

“ They secured this ship, for Captain
Hawson would do anything for money,
and began the search. Welch went along
to help. 1 was made prisoner while liv-
ing at a resort in southern California,
four days before they seized Mr, Engle.
And now they are taking us back, your
uncle to his death, me to something
worse.

“There will be no help for us when
we reach the island. Captain Hawson
will be executed because he shot Welch,
a priest. Welch will see that your uncle
meets death, for he hates him; and he
has made the fanatics believe that it was
your uncle who stole the aifu. You are
doomed too, poor boy, because you
touched the aitu.”

‘* But Uncle Dick did not steal their
god,” T said.

“No, he did not!
it,” she replied.

“ But you did not! " I exclaimed.

“No, I did not.”

“Who did, then?”

“ Welch stole it.”

“ But he was playing as one of the
priests, and he remained behind when
you sailed away.”

““He had the aitu carried aboard the
schooner by some of the sailors,” she ex-
plained, *‘ and expected to escape in that
himself. If you look closely at the aitu
when next you see it, you will find that
it is. very valuable, made half of solid
gold, with precious gems set in it.

‘ After getting the aitu -on board the
schooner, Welch returned to get more
loot, and was wounded and left behind
in the excitement. We on the yacht
thought he was on the schooner; these
on: the schooner thought he was with us.

“ As soon as he could, he followed us,
to regain possession of the aitu and to
have his revenge.”

“How did he find the aitu?” I asked.

He thinks 1 stole




h_._ner he Ieft it with sthe

3
that some one ‘would undoubtedly come
- for it. Welch secured it by paying them
~ a lot of money.

' “ He thinks to return it, and that the
] people will make him lugh priest for do-
ing so. Then, when he gets a chance,
he will loot the temple again and carry

away much wealth.”

“ And why is it that my uncle is an-
gry at you?” I asked. * You have not
explained that. You say that you con-
fessed your love for each other, yet you

- will scarcely speak to each other now.”

“ Do not ask that of me now,”
said, the tears coming into her pretty
eyes. “TI'll tell you, perhaps, before we
reach the island.”

I looked np and saw the spokesman
coming toward us across the deck. Miss
Holland began talking of the weather
and the sea. He stopped before us.

“ Tt is time for you to go below,” he

said. “The others must have their
hour.”

We arose and started across the deck.
QOur guards came toward us.

“ May we speak to each other again
to-morrow ? 7 Miss Holland asked. * It
is such a comfort to talk to any one, even
a boy.”

“ Perhaps; we shall see,

- plied.

That was once I didn’'t mind being

called a boy. I saw the method in her

words.

1"

the man re-

CHAPTER XI.
Captain Hawson’s C. Q. D.

E - 'THAT night I thought of what Ruth
= Holland had told me. The fu-
e ture indeed looked dark. There seemed
. nothing but death to expect, and a terri-

~ ble death at that, for I knew such
fanatics would not stop at a merciful
- execution, They would perhaps torture
sy

I wanted to see Uncle Dick. Again
again I tried the door, hoping that
he guard had forgotten to lock it, but
found it securely fastened.
rga'.ﬁer*mxdmght when I started

he customs house at San
n your uncle found it

she

across the cabin toward my bunk, deter-
mined to try to get some sleep. As I
lay down I heard a peculiar noise that
seemed to come from the wall adjoining
my cabin on the right.

I sat up in the bunk and Ilistened.
The noise was a series of short, light
crashes that occurred irregularly. I dld _
not know what it meant. T

I crept from the bunk, went across to =
The &

the wall, and put my ear against it.
noise continued, then stopped for a time, .q
then began again. 'And then there was

a different noise, similar but not as loud,
and with more of a ring to it. When
that began I heard a short cry of pleas-
ure come from the person in the next
cabin.

I waited until the noise ceased again,
then knocked on the wall. There was
absolute silence for a time, then I
knocked again. At once my knock was
answered.

I replied to the signal, and then all
was quiet again. Once more I tried the
door. It was still securely fastened. By
peering. through the Leyhole I could see
one of the men pacing back and forth
in the passage, guarding the cabins.

I ran back to the wall again, and made
the signal. It was repeated, and I
heard some words, but could not distin- -
guish them nor recognize the voice. Then
terror seized me, for I was afraid the
person in the next cabin was not a
friend.

Then I noticed a tiny hole, and work-
ing in it was the point of a knife.

I sat back some distance and watched
it, fascinated. The hole grew larger
rapidly, the knife cutting great strokes
in the hard wood. This was not a foe,
then, for a foe would have no need to
whittle a hole through the wall.

I crept nearer, for the knife was in
the hole no longer, and looked through.
There was Captain Hawson standing be-
side the table in the middle of the cabin,
looking ruefully at the dull edge of thef- .
knife. I stooped lower, and wluspe.r,ed.

“ Captain Hawson! "

He dropped the knife and came
to the wall.

“Who is it? " he demanded.

“ Roland.” o

* Was ' that you Lnockmg on
wall?”
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“ 1 was not sure,” he said. * Have you
a knife? ”

‘A small one, sir.

“Use it,”” he directed. *' Carry the
shavings carefully to one corner, and in
the morning throw them through the
port-hole into the sea.”

It seemed to take hours to make the
hole large enough for me to crawl
through. My hands were blistered and
my knife-blade worn out, but still T
worked away. Captain Hawson chopped
at one side of the panel, and presently
removed it, and there was space for mwe
to crawl through and stand beside him.

“We must fix this hole first,” he said.

He put the panel back in place,
scraped the shavings together and placed
them under his bunk, and then backed a
chair against the hole, with a blanket
over it, and sat on the chair and put his
feet upon the table.

“Tf any one should come,” he said
langhing, ‘I am merely making myself
comfortable.”

“What are we going
asked.

“You are wondering why we worked
so hard to get you in here?” he asked.
“ Because I want you to listen at the
door while I do some more work. I was
trying to do it alone, but it was hard, for
I was always afraid of being discovered.
Now, with you on guard, I can work as
I will.”

“But what are you going to do?” I
asked. “‘ And suppose_the guard enters
my cabin and misses me?

“ Never consider trouble wuntil it
comes,” he said. *‘ Go to the door, and
warn me instantly if you hear any one
stop before it.”

As he spoke he hung his jacket over
the key-hole, so that no one outside could
look in. Then he stepped to the wall of
the cabin, took a tiny key from his
pocket, and inserted it into what looked
to be a worm-hole in the wood.

My eyes bulged when a large panel
swung outward, disclosing an alcove six
feet square, and as many feet high. In
the alcove was a lot of machinery which
I did not understand.

“What is it? " 1 whispered.

Captain Hawson smiled,

“ A man who follows my trade, which,

1

¥

to do now? 7 1
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I may mention, is anything that starts
with a ship and ends with money, must
always be prepared for emergencies. I
am a man who runs into all sorts of
dangers. A year ago I had this secret
alcove built into the cabin, thinking that
some day I would need it. It proved a
good investment.

“ You notice that this ship has a wire-
less telegraph plant installed? It is
operated, of course, from the wireless
room forward on deck. The men aboard
know that, but they do not know that
here is a subordinate plant and key-
board, from which I can work the ap-
paratus.

“The ignorant men aboard, if they
hear a crash now and then, and see a
spark, Dbelieve it is some incoming mes-
sage being recorded, instead of my mes-
sage being sent. Welch is the only man
aboard, save your uncle, who would
know.the truth, and make an investiga-
tion. And Welch is wounded and in a
cabin on the other side of the passage.”

“Then you are calling for help?” I
asked.

“1 called and got an answer some
time ago, just as you knocked on the
wall,” he said. * With you here to
watch for interruption, I can call again,
and perhaps accomplish something.
Stand beside the door, Roland.

“If any one comes, give me the signal
and go beneath the bunk. That will give
me time to close the panel and get into
the chair. T hardly think we'll be both-
ered, though, before daylight.”

I stood beside the door as he directed,
and he went into the little alcove and
put the harness on his head, and sat
down before the keyboard. Then the
dots and dashes began again. He would
call, then wait—call, and wait.

Presently there came a tiny flash and
crash in reply, and he looked around at
me, and smiled. Then his fingers flew
to the key again, and he tapped out his
message.

“ Some one answered you? " I asked.

“The United States cruiser Milwau-
kee answered me,” he said, smiling.

“ She is on our trail, anyway, for we
left the harbor of San Francisco under
peculiar circumstances. When we are
caught, T will have to answer a multi-
tude of questions, but T can tell a story




Mis -Hoiland w111 he
ay be sure they will, sir, if we
t af ﬂus a.hve,” 1 rephed

fore we reach the 1sla,nd U-he said. 1
was unable to give our location, of
course, but I gave them the Uocation of
the island, and the cruiser may arrive in
time to save us. I wish I could get word

E 37 to the others.””

I “ They allowed me to speak to Miss
_ Holland this afternoon, sir,” 1 said,

EL “and ‘perhaps they will again. I can

s tell her.”

For a moment the captain did not re-
ply.- I coyld see that he was thinking
out some plan.

“TIf you talk to her again,” he said,
“tell her that I have sent out a gall for
help, and tell her that she is to do every-
thing in her power to gain time when we
reach the island. There is a way she can
gain time—if she will.

“ They want her to marry Welch, who
is one of their priests. Welch is wound-
ed and cannot be married for some time,
of course. From what one of the men
told me to-day it will be two weeks be-
fore he will be able to stand alone. My
bullet almost found a vital spot.

“Tell her to agree to become his wife
as soon as he is well, That will please
them, and they will begin their ceremo-
nies. She must agree only on condition
that there is no execution until after the
wedding ceremony is performed. And
tel! her that she must demand all the
rights which will be hers under their
| law.” 57
) ‘““What rights, sir?” I asked.

** A maiden, who is to become the
: ~ bride of a priest of the aitu can prevent
e the execution of a condemned person.”
i * Then she can save us?” I cried.
% °  “She can save—one of wus?” he an-
1 swered.

CHAPTER XII
Tricks and Counter-Tricks.
RE c‘a‘me" ‘a knock on the door,

* Holland.

o B Sl P SRR S

The door was thrown open, and one
of the men entered. He looked at the
captain, looked round the cabin, fhe;t. R -
went out again. We heard him call out
something, heard the call repeated t
some one else, and in a minute the leac
of lhe fanatlcs, came into the cabin. :

“ The guard says he heard voices,” he::
said.

“I can't help what he heard,” the
captain replied. “ Perhaps I was read-
ing aloud.”

“ He says he heard two voices.”

“ Perhaps there is something wrong
with his ears;” the captain answered, I
wish yvou wouldn’t bother me when T'm
trying to read.”

The man looked

round the cabin

“swiftly. There was a puazled expression

on his face.

“It is very peculiar,”
went out again.

Perhaps he thought there was indeed
something the matter with the guard’s
ears, for he made no further investiga-
tion. I lay in fear that he would enter
my cabin and miss me, but he did not.
He hurried back to the deck. The
steamer was pitching terribly, and it was
evident that the presence of the com-
mander on deck was necessary.

We waited for a time, then I crept
back to my own cabin, and once upon
the inside covered my side of the hole
in the wall as best I could. Then T
threw myself upon the bunk, and fell
asleep.

The guard awakened me in the morn-
ing, bringing my breakfast. After eat-
ing, I spent the hours anxiously, waiting
for’ the afternoon to come, and with it :
the possible conversation with Ruth 4

he said, and

My hour came finally, and I was
taken on deck. Miss Holland was not
there, and I refrained from asking about
her, for fear the commander wduld think
me too anxious to speak to her. Before
I had been on deck half of the hour, she
was brought up, and came toward m
with outstretched hands, and smili g,

“How do you feel to-day?
asked. L

““Very well. thank yon.’" —I'l pli
and then we talked _o‘f ‘ordinary
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for a time, until the guard grew less
cautious and stepped = some distance
away. Then I told her what the captain
had instructed me to say.

I explained how he had called the
United States cruiser, and what mes-
sages he had sent and received.

“He says you are to agree to marry
Welch,” T told her, ““on condition that
there is no execution before the cere-
mony, because you do not want the fes-
tivities marred by any bloody work. You
are to gain all the time you can, and as
a last resort are to demand your right
to free some condemned man.”

For a time she sat in silence.

“ Captain Hawson says Mr, Welch is
badly wounded? ” she asked.

“The guard told him he would mot
be able to stand alone and get about for
at least a fortnight,” I replied.

“Then I think that the plan is a good
one,” she said. * Tell Captain Hawson
that I’ll do my best.”

““Is there' anything T
help? " T asked.

“ Nothing, I Dbelieve.
to me at midnight, as usual, and this
tinmre my answer will be yes. There will
be a betrothal ceremony immediately, of
course. I think all of you will be forced
to witness it,

“There is-one thing— If only you
could let your uncle know that T am
playing a game, and am mnot sincere in
promising to marry Welch!”

“ Perhaps there’ll be a chance for me
to speak to him,” I said, * I'll tell the
captain, too, and between us we ought
to get word to him.”

We talked of other things then, and
presently the guards took me back to my
cabin, and Miss Holland remained on
deck to finish her hour of liberty.

The evening passed slowly. T heard
no signal from the captain’s cabin, and
did not make any, for he had told me to
make no sound until he gave me the word.
I wanted to tell him how I had succeed-
ed with Ruth Holland, but did not want
to disobey his instructions.

It must have been nine o'clock at
night when he rapped on the wall and I
ran across the cabin and pulled the
draperies away from the hole. He
dropped the blanket on his side, and put
his head down.

can do to

They will come
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“What did Miss Holland say?" he
asked.

“'She: will do ‘as
night,” I answered.

“ Good girl!” I heard him say, and
then his head disappeared and he told
me to cover the hole again.

From then until midnight I listened
beside my door, listened to the guard
pacing back and forth in the passage.
At midnight I heard several men come
down from deck, and there was a knock
on Miss Holland’s door. I heard her
voice as she bade them enter, and heard
the door close.

What passed there, T do not know,
but in a few minutes the men came into
the passage again, laughing and chat-
ting, and some of them singing their
peculiar chant.

They went away, and half an
Jater they returned, and went into Miss
Holland’s cabin again. Then thére were
more voices, more laughing and chanting
and the sounds of mrany people going
through the passage.

Another half - hour passed, and then
the door of my cabin was unlocked, and
the spokesman  entered.

“ Get up, boy, and come with us,” he
said.

I left the bunk and stood in the mid-
dle of the cabin, fearing.

“There is nothing to fear just now,”
he said, not unkindly. * Since you are
already doomed, you are privileged to
witness all ceremonies. We are about
to held one.”

One of his men took me by the arm and
led me into the passage. There I found
Captain Hawson and Uncle Dick. The
captain was trying hard to hide his
pleasure, but found it difficult. Unecle
Dick’s face was a study; he did not
know what to make of this midnight
ceremony.

I stepped as near him as possible.

* Uncle Dick,” T whispered.

“Yes, Roland.”

“This—" I began, and then stopped,
for my guard had pulled me to one side,
and the spokesman was glaring steadfast-
Iy at us:

“You must not talk to one another,”
he said.

He said something to the guards, and
we were taken down the passage, sev-

you request, to-

hour



; ,pecuhar yelIow robes. One of them was
burning something that gave off a pun-
gent odor. L
: ‘But the principal attraction for me
3 - then was pretty Ruth Holland, dressed
B = " in a yellow robe of silk, her black hair
flowing across her shoulders, her brow
~_ Dbound with a golden cord. Her face was
' ‘pale, and I thought that, as she looked
toward Uncle Dick, there was a message
in her eyes which, it seemed, he could
“.not, or would not, read.

. The spokesman walked up the steps

and addressed the aitu in the foreign
- tonzue, and placed a small gold pan be-
fore the god. Then he descended the
steps again, and turned to us and spoke
in English.

“T have ordered that you be present
at this ceremony, which must be cele-
brated in public,” he said. ‘It will per-
haps be a diversion for you after your
Jong incarceration. “In consideration of
this, you will refrain from speaking to
one another.

“T have addressed the aitu, and the
ceremony will proceed. It will be read
to you in English, so that you will un-
_ derstand.”

P Then he-addressed the aitu again in
2 that foreign tongue, and ‘after each
speech he translated into English. That
. 7 was for my benefit solely, for Uncle
3 Dick and Captain Hawsen could under-
stand their peculiar language.
W Great aitu,” he cried, * we come be-
~ fore you and kneel at your feet this
night to bid yon welcome one who is to
- grace your temple. She ‘is before you,
~great aitu, dressed as is becoming one
is to e the bride of a priest.
Look down upon her, and if there
omes from you no manifestation of dis-
'iewsﬂré.,' the ceremony will go on.”
oy The' knelt on tbe floor of the

t

. P
Slaie: hesitated a moment, looked a’&
Uncle Dick again, then turned toward
the god. £ 5
“It is,” she replied. i 3 -',"_-.f
I saw Uncle Dick spring fomard nd
hold out his arms to her. Rl e )
“Ruth!” he cried. i
But the guards forced him ba.ckf "['r
against the wall, and Miss Holland = ul
turned her face away quickly, for fear -._:-é
e

o,
he would see the tears in her eyes. s

“ Ruth!” he cried again, and the crjf
was one to cut to a person’s heart,

I tried to get mear him, tried to tell
him with my eyes that it was all a trick,
but he was not looking at me, but at the
pale-faced girl who stood at the foot of
the steps. her head bowed down.

The spokesman addressed the idal
again, and the men began chanting. One
of them brought a brazier, and heated
something in it. And then the spokes-
man took from it a tiny device shaped
like an arrow with a circle round it. It
was white-hot.

“Woman, you must parclon any pain
that T cause you,” he said, and before
the words were out of his mouth he had
bared her left arm and touched the
white-hot metal to the flesh.

She gave a little cry, and the odor of
scorching flesh came to our mnostrils.
Uncle Dick cursed and struggled to get
free. But she turned and looked him
straight in the eyes, and spoke.

“It hurts no longer,” she
bravely.

I knew what she wanted to say—that
she was doing it for him. But to give
voice to that would be to put the
fanatics on their guard and make them
disbelieve the sincerity of her part in the ;
ceremony. =

The spokesman addressed the aitu agaim, '
then turned rather sharply and faced the
door. :

“Tt is but half finished,”
*“Where is the man?”

We expected, of course, that
would use a proxy. One of the
stepped back and threw open the
and went ouf into the passage. )
stood against the wall, waiting,

A moment passed, then Ruth H
gave a scream, and fell full. 1

sald

he . said.
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-death can separate them.
" veiled and no man but her husband shall
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the feet of the aitu. I whirled around
to discern the trouble.
Welch was standing in the door!
“Tet the ceremony proceed!™
said.

he

CHAPTER XIII.
The Disappearance of Ruth.

HEARD Captain Hawson utter an
oath, saw him start toward the door.

But the guards held him back and
forced him to stand against the wall.

Welch stepped into the cabin, leaning
for support on one of the men. There
was an evil smile upon his face.

“8o!" he.said. It seems some one
has been caught in their own trap. I
was mnot so badly wounded as certain
people were made to believe. You
thought to gain time, evidently, by hav-
ing I\Il-ﬁ Holland agree. to a ceremony.
W ell the ceremony shall proceed now! it

He looked across the cabin at her, and
spoke to the commander.

“ Revive her,” he said.
iron has made her swoon.”

While we stood there helpless, watch-
ing Welcl’s evil smile, they revived her,
and helped her to her feet, and made
her stand at the foot of the steps again.
Then Welch went forward and stood be-
side her. :

Again the fanatics began to chant.
Questions were asked, and Welch an-
swered them. The hot iron was applied
to his left arm, too, and in spite of his
weakened condition, he bore the ordeal
without flinching.

Then the spokesman faced us again,
after speaking in his own tongue.

“This man and this woman will join
hands,” he said. * By the joining of
their hands is their betrothal sealed.
Hereafter they belong to each other and
to the temple of the aitu. No power save
She shall be

“ The hot

look upon her face. When she joins
hands with this man she becomes a
daughter of the aitu, even as he became
the aitu’s son.”

He stepped back and stood before
them. It was the climax, the crucial
moment. We all realized that our trick
had turned tragedy. Once she joined
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hands with Welch before the aitu, she
was lost. No power but death, ds the
spokesman had said, could save her.

It was too great a risk.. Unless help
arrived almost as soon as we reached the
island, she would be the bride of Welch,
for he was not so badly wounded but
that the wedding ceremony could be
held as soon as the island was reached.

I saw Welch put out his hand, saw
the evil smile on his face again as he
turned and looked at Uncle Dick.

“You will take this man’s hand?”
the spokesman asked Ruth Holland.

She looked at Welch's face.

“No!” she cried.

“You dare defy the great aitu!” the
spokesman screamed. “‘ You dare defile
him by beginning a ceremony in his
presence and refusing to conclude it?
Do you know the penalty? ™

“ The penalty is death,” she said, al-
most in a whisper.

“ Immediate death,” he corrected.
“ You have your choice—which is it to
hea !

She turned and looked at Uncle Dick
again, then faced the spokesman calmly
and bravely.

“ My choice is death,” she said.

The spokesman’s voice was cold an:l
hard as he replied:

“Very well! At the rise of sun!”

She turned as though to go toward the
door, but Welch stepped beside her
quickly.

“ Life is sweet,” he said. *“ You do
not want to die! You should not have
tried the trick unless you were ready for
the consequences. 1 cannot help yon
now—you know the law. Either you
must conclude the ceremony at once, or
die. Why not conclude the ceremony?
Perhaps I may help you to find a way
out when we reach the island.”

She whirled upon him, her face flush-
ing.

“ You cannot decoy me with lies,”
said. “T have chosen death!
the game, and lost!"

“So be it—your life
\Yelch said.

“Are you going on with the cere-
mony? " the *:pol.e:,man demanded.

“T am not!™ she replied.

“Then death awaits you at the rise
of the sun!™

she
I played

is your own,”

s



her tears.
. “That is worth dying for,”” she re-
; phed
- Then she went out, the guard with
— We

~ her, and walked to her own cabin.
e were forced into the passage, too, and
_ taken to our prisons,’ I saw Welch stag-
_ ger toward his cabin, two of the men
F supporting him.
' Inside, I threw- myself on the bunk
and burst into tears. It seemed that eve-
$ rything was against us, that there was
Ix no way to escape from the toils of the
idolatry that engulfed us.

There was so much that T did not un-
derstand. What had there been between
Ruth Holland and Uncle Dick, and why
had she seemed so happy when he said
he believed, although death was await-
ing her?

I lay on the bunk sobbing for almost
an hour. Omnce I heard the spokesman
in the passage talking to the guard.
Then I heard the caprain moving the
chair away from the hole in the wall.
I left the bunk to hurry across the cabin
and remove the draperies from my side.

_ “Come in,” the captain said. “ We
have no time to lose.”
“What are we going' te do?" I

asked, when I was inside his cabin and

he was covering the hole again.
“We are going to save her,

in a breath. g

ety ““ But how?"”

o N A

he said

me” to get into the alcove. Then he
showed me how to close the panel and
how to open it from the inside when it

~ was m:locked

s “"Remam in there and be absolutely

: e said. “ Do not come ovt, un-

umstances until I tell you to
must ebey oorders now,

-He opened the secret panel, and told

the ca,ptaln' was péf:nng mto the pass&ge o
as he talked.
Sudtleu]v he graaped the guard b 7

ty. Then he carried him bacL mtm
cabin, closed the door, and bound 1A
gagged the man and left him in a ce,, s

ner of the room. {5& :J
“ Not a sound!” he whispered to ':'Iie--, et
as he passed the panel. -
He opened the door again cautiously, = =
and stepped out into the passage. For = = =
a time there was no sound; then there { 1

came a crash as of a door being broken
in, and after the crash another, and a
storm of cries from the passage and the

deck.

Captain Hawson rushed back into the
room, Ruth Holland following him. He
slammed the door and rushed across to
the panel and cried to me to open it
And then, quicker than I can tell it here,
he had put Ruth into the alcove, had
closed the panel again, and we were alone
in the cabin with the bound guard.

“The man has a revolver; take it,”
the captain said..

I carried out his order.

*Now, get into your own cabin,” he
instructed, .

I dashed across to the chair and start-
ed to remove it. Outside in the corridor
there were screams and cries.

Just as I gained my own cabin and

~adjusted the draperies before the hole in

the wall, the men burst in upon Captain
Hawson.
I threw the rewl‘er under the bed-
clothing, for I was afraid they might
enter my cabin and find it. Then I erept .
across to the wall to listen. A
Captain Hawson had been seized and Iyrie
his hands bound; I could tell that from ¥
the words I could hear.
“What does this mean?” I heard him
ask.
“What have you done? ' the spokes-
man demanded. :
“T conquered one of your guards.”
“ What have you done with the yom
an2.” o
“What do I know about the wi
the captain demanded. W
“The guard at the end of
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said you released her and brought her
here.”

“Search and find her, then,” the cap-
tain said.

I heard the men muttering among
themselves.

“ Search and find her,” the captain re-
peated. ‘“She is doomed to die at sun-
rise. Unless she is executed then, the
great aitu will look with scorn and curses
upon you.

“What will you tell the high priest
when the island is reached? Search and
find her; and, unless you find her, your
own doom is sealed.”

“What have you done with her?" the
spokesman demanded again.

“ T am saying nothing about that,” the
captain replied.

Then I heard another voice—the voice
of Welch.

“What is the trouble?” he asked.

The spokesman told him rapidly. The
others kept up their jabbering.

“ Captain Hawson, you’ll spare your-
self trouble by giving up the woman,”
Welch said.

I heard the captain laugh.

“You are ridiculous,” he said. * The

guard says I brought her into this room.
Well, you don’t see her, do you?”

*“She is here, nevertheless,” Welch de-
clared.

I heard him walk around the room,
and knew he was searching. In a mo-
ment he had come to the Chilll" had pulled
it aside and discovered the hole. I heard
his cry of surprise.

There were more quick orders, and
two of the men ran out in the passage;
and came to my door and opened it, and
fell in upon me, "with their revolvers in
their hands,

Welch was just behind them. He took
in the cabin at a glance, then stepped
across-to me.

“Where is Miss Holland?” he de-
manded.

“ She isn’t in here,” I said.

“ Where is she? Do you know? "

“T have said she isn’t in here.”

“ Do you know where she is, though?”

“T will not answer,” 1 said.

“ Then we'll torture the answer out of
you.”

He seized me by the arm. I wrenched

(To be continued.)

myself free, but one of the men held me
while Welch cried loudly for the spokes-
marn.

*This boy knows where, the woman is,
and will not tell,” he said. ** Take him
to the temple - room, torture him, make
him tell.”

‘“ Master,” the man replied, ** that can-
not be done. The boy is doomed to die,
for he has touched the aitu. The law
says a person doomed to die under such
circumstances must not be tortured, but
must go to the execution perfect in body.
The aitu demands perfect sacrifices.”

Welch sent the other two men out, and
walked closer to the spokesman.

“ Even so,” he said, “ sometimes it is
better to disobey the law than to die.
Unless the woman is recovered, you are
doomed for allowing her to escape, and
thus helping defy the great aitu. We can
torture the boy ourselves. None other
need know. It is the only way you can
save yourself.”

The man hesitated. His face had
grown white as Welch spoke, and it was
plam to see that the fear of death was
upon him.

5 Perhaps it would be the better way,”
he said. “ Master is a priest of the tem-
ple, and his word is law."”

“ But no one must ever know,” Welch
said.

Then he grasped me by the arm again.

“ Will you tell where the woman is?”
he demanded.

“ No,” T said.

“Then we'll torture you to make you
telles

“T will not tell,” T answered.

“We'll see about that,” he cried an-
grily.

He went to the door and called one of
the men. I could not understand what
it was he said, of course; but judged it
was something about guarding the cap-
tain.

Then he turned to me again.

“ For the last time,” he said, * will you
tell where the woman is? "

“No!” I replied.

He addressed the spokesman: * Light
the candles in the temple-room,” he in-
structed. ““Then return here and help
me with the boy. We'll see if a little tor-
ture won't make him open his mouth.”

\



King of the Frelght Trains.

BY WILLIAM CLINTON COURT.

y l PAST as new conditions of commercial life develop, the railroads must

evolve new means of meetmcr those conditions.
directly the demands of all’ the industries.
- tively, meet the emergencies of all industries as unfailingly.

No industry feels as
No industry must, impera-
This is the

genius of railroading, but neither shippers nor the general public realize that

it is genius.
train.

The latest expression of this genfius for emergencies is the silk-
Read here why this flying freight, moving remorselessly across a

continent, is the monarch of the revenue-producing department.

The Product of Worms in the Far Orient Becomes the Haughty

Nabob of All Freight Traffic on the Continent

of America.

ING of the world of freight!
This is the * silk-train.”
In all the rest of railroad-

. ing there is nothing so
dramatic and strange as
the way, hour after hour;

day following day, these trains pound
across the continent at a continuous

s speed, rivaling that of the limiteds, their
y cars carefully puarded, made air and

moisture proof, the tracks kept clear for
them. 1
They might be potentates, millionaires,

; railroad presidents or governors, these
~ bales of raw silk, for the deferential at-

~ tention paid them and the special traffic

~ schedules arranged for their swift prog-

F e -Tess:

. And truly they should have a consid-

n far beyond the ordinary. Some

trains have aboard of them a

éﬁfllars worth of raw silk, A

train - load aggregating half a million
dollars in value is not at all uncommon.
Transporting this raw silk from the
Pacific coast to the Atlantic at record
speed, as fast as any passengers can be
carriéd, has come to be a new railroad
specialty, involving the prettiest of prob-
lems. Three great transcontinental lines
are competing for the traffic, each gath-
ering in all it possibly can. :

Freight Autocrats.

It is not a question of rates, but of
per fection of service, the competition be-
ing to take a given number of bales off a
steamer from the Orient and land them -
in the East, where the silk manufactu: 3
ing industry largely congregates, in the:
very shortest space of time. i

All in all, in the% traing that
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and even go far beyond that—something
like eighty million dollars’ worth are
whizzed yearly from coast to coast. TItis
not like freighting in the least; it has
come to ‘be a wonderful new feat of the
railroads, proving what they can do when
emergency arises. Beside the raw silk
bales, the passenger in the vestibuled
train sinks to a secondary place.

The reason is easy to discover, if you
are in the silk trade. I1f you are not,
some understanding of this most pictur-
esque, costly freight is necessary. Im-
agine that manifest impossibility, a fast-
moving train of six, eight, or ten cars,
loaded up to the roofs of each car with
boxes of diamonds.. Yet such a train
would not be a hundredth part the prob-
lem of even six cars of raw silk.

There is scarcely anything else in the
world so perishable among costly articles
as raw silk. It is easy to destroy, easy
to damage, casy to steal. The elements
can injure it to a greater degree and more
quickly than almost anything else.

It is highly inflammable, moisture is
destructive to it; thieves, once they had
the ghost of a chance, could readily make
away with a bale. The one thing for a
railroad to do with a train-load in its
hands, in order to avoid liability for tre-
mendous damages, is to get it to its des-
tination as quickly as possible.

. The Team-Mate.

Hence the speed, despateh, judgment,
and care no other freight gets. Hence
the right of way it shares with the limit-
eds. Oyer the Pacific some of the great-
est ships of their time have been plying.
The silk trade from Japan, China, other
points of the Far East, is one of their
strongholds. Ships and trains work to-
gether.

Over the Pacific the bales have come
in a “silk-room.” These bales of raw
silk, from the time they Ileave their
oriental farmers, cannot be placed with
common freight. As much as the pas-
sengers on shipboard, they have a place
of their own.

The * silk-rooms " on these ocean steam-
ers arve as painstakingly constructed as
the machinery itself. They are moisture-
proof;” perfectly carpentered apartments,
built to provide every security for a
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part of the cargo that needs twenty times
the care and all the security given to
specie.

The problem of getting -the silk across
the seas is simple. It begins to be really
a problem once the Pacific liner warps
into its dock at Vancouver, Seattle, Ta-
coma, and San Francisco.

The wireless has already been busy an-
nouncing the steamer’s approach. By
the time the first line is thrown at the
dock the silk-train is alongside. Down
on the dock’s very edge a spur has been
built. Not only are the cars, as many as
may be required for the cargo, in waiting,
but an engine with a full head of steam
is attached. Omnce the last bale is trans-
ferred there is not a moment’s delay.

Picked Crews.

Picked crews, men of the grade of lim-
ited employees, are to take this train over
the continent. Specially selected gangs
of stevedores, huskies trained to work
with the greatest expeditiousness and
care, move the bales from silk-room to
silk-cars.

Of course, the cars that make up such
a train are not ordinary freight - cars.
They are not, it is true, especially built,
for transporting silk—that has not been
considered necessary—but they are of the
highest type of freight-car, and no car is
chosen for these delicate runs without
having been singled out as particularly
adapted to its purpose.

Consider the qualifications mneeded.
Ordinary freight takes about a month to
get from the Pacific to the Atlantic. The
time on fast freight for fruit across the
continent, where cars must be constantly
kept iced and where there is need for
despatch, if ever, is fourteen days. But
a silk-train makes its journey in much
less than half that time. From ocean to
ocean it keeps up the average speed of
thirty miles an hour, the time of a trans-
continental express.

There are wonderful tales of railroad
scurrying of seventy, one hundred miles
an hour—and more, even. But these are
over comparatively short stretches of
track, specially patrolled. Thirty miles
an hour, steadily kept up from sea to sea,
is a famous record. These silk-trains
do it.



y in selecting cars for this
“necessary, for none of the
: of freight can be taken.
as with a passenger - train of the
hest grade, there must emphatlcally

.be no delay.

A flange must not break, there must

be nothing to stop the steady progress of

the precious car-loads.  Thus, each car

that goes out on this service is equipped

with the Krupp wheels, that cost more
than twice as much as the wheels used on
ordinary passenger coaches.

Besides these silk - cars, only private
cars and some Pullmans are equipped
with these Krupp wheels. Only wheels
like them could stand the strain of this
interminable, constant pounding, day and
night, from oriental steamer to ‘‘ condi-
tioning warehouse.”

Two sizes and varieties of cars are used
for these silk-trains. One is of the same
dimensions as the ordinary baggage-car,
and holds about eighty bales. The other
is of the box-baggage type, and contains,
when loaded, sixty to seventy bales.

Both are water, damp, and dust proof.
There is seldom a train embracing less
than six or more than ten cars. With a
shorter or a longer train the requisites
for this racing-time could not be readily
maintained.

On Passenger Schedule.

Approximately,, it is three thousand
miles across the continent. Roughly
speaking, therefore, the silk-train makes
its delicate, risky journey, with all these
riches at stake, in one hundred hours, a
trifle over four days.

One’ hundred and twelve to one hun-
dred and twenty hours is the speed
reached in actual practise, the speed of
the best-equipped passenger-train. Sand-
wiched between these, the silk-trains run
under precisely the same conditions.

Indeed, from one or two of the Pacific

ports, when a steamer brings over too
small a consignment to make a special
silk-train advisable, as many cars as may

~ be necessary are loaded with the bales
~and become a part of the next limited,

the silk-cars being exactly as important

~ as those carrying passengers.

11 this i is plaxn busmess, simply a de~

the exig nc1es’e)f the rapidly developing

" sand bales.

oriental trade. If is the prettiest sort
of transportation work, a service that
these times of commercial rivalries have
brought about, and that is well paid for.

Wonderful Railroading.

The traffic is enormous. Literally,
floods of  Canton, Tussah, and Japan
silk pour from overseas in an unending
stream. A single steamer may bring as
many as thirteen hundred or two thou-
Omne hundred and fifty-eight
thousand bales came into this country
last year—twenty-three million pounds.
Ninety-five per cent of it, in rough fig-
ures, was carried along the great trans-
continental highways.

There were in all about two thousand
car-loads—three hundred trains, at least
—that made these special runs, with never
a misadventure, so far as the record goes.
Wonderful railroading this, when the
preciousiess of the freight is considered ;
romantic and dramatic in the extreme,
when the story is imagined of the jour-
neys of these cars of raw silk, first over
the mountain-chains, then through Cana-
dian or American wheat-fields, down the
slopes, over the prairie country, into the
lands of great manufacturing towns, one
steady, unremitting turning of wheels,
until the great freight depots of New
York, or elsewhere in the East, are
reached. 1

Beauty’s Debt.

Here is the heart of this romance.
There is hardly a silk dress of American
manufacture that rustles daintily in a
ballroom, enfolding a beauty's form, or
displays itself on the promenade; not a
silk petticoat that, still in its bale—then
simply threads of raw silk just as they
are unwound from the cocoon—but has
not shared in these thrilling rides from
the West to the East.

Even the haughtiest Pullman porter
of the limiteds has respect for these silk-
trains.
tainty ; but he knows, and so do his con-

ductor and his engineer, that this rival is

as good in the railroad’s eye as his own
splendidly caparisoned fleet of parlors,
dining-saloons, and libraries on wheels.

They yield him no tips, for a cer- :
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Should delay come to his train, under
no circumstances must the silk-train be-
hind be held up. Should necessity arrive,
the limited must even side-track. The
silk-train is an aristocrat ; it has brought
into being new laws of the road. For the
first time in railroading history, freight
meets passenger service on equal terms.

As a matter of practical operation, the
silk - trains and the passenger - trains of
first rank do not conflict at all. Across
the continent trains, naturally, do not fol-
low each other in rapid succession. There
is room and to spare for both on “the
lines of steel that bind the States. Be-
tween the limiteds, but under the same
conditions, the silk-trains run. They
have their own schedule.

No special care is taken of these silk-
cars en roufe. ‘The one thing required is
swift, continuous progress. Before the
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train moves from the dock each car is
sealed. The seal is not broken until it
arrives at its destination.

Fire, water, damp, and thieves are the
enemies of these bales. But let the train
keep on with never a stop, and the most
expert care for hot boxes and such run-
ning misadventyres, and its costly cargo
is safe. Robbers of the road might
easily. pick up a bale, of five or six hun-
dred dollars in value, weighing hardly
one hundred and fifty pounds; but how
can they, from a train that scarcely stops,
that is joint monarch of all traffic, freight
and passenger?

So, unendingly slip along these pets
of traffic managers, the last word said
yet on the moving of freight, stopping
only to change engines and crews at di-
vision-points, a “run solid,” clipping off
the hours.

THE ROUNDHOUSE FOREMAN.

E always had considerahle sympa\'t‘h:.'

for the roundhouse foreman. He is

a sort of middle boss caught between two

fires, but we dare say many of them manage

to get a fairly good time out of the busi-
Tess.

Of course, it isn't recreation. It is hard,
unpleasant, responsible work, and about the
only fun to be got out of it is possibly when
you quit and see how nice it is not to be
doing it.

Still, we hope it isn’t as bad as Mr. James
Kennedy, writing in Railvay and Locomo-
tive Engineering, would have us believe.
Apparently Mr. Kennedy has a very low
opinion of the position of roundhouse fore-
man, but there is a charm about the wvigor
of his style that makes us regret that we
cannot reproduce the whoele of his: remarks.
Here are a few of them:

“An overworked mule in a Pennsylvania
coal-mine has some brief glimpses of green
fields in its darkened life. The roundhouse
foreman has no such sunny spasms.

“He has to have the suppleness of an
acrobat and the attributes of a quadruped.
When you enter the roundhouse and be-
hold a pair of muddy feet looking out of
the dome top, that is the roundhouse fore-
man standing on his head examining an old-
fashioned throttle-valve of the vintage of
1860.

*“If you see a four-footed creature crawl-
ing in the slimy pit. with one eye on the

forward eccentric and the other dimly scan-
ning through the murky haze, the crafty
mechanics warming themselves at the fire-
box doors in the comfortable cabs, that’s
him. He is not there from choice. He is
doing the things that nobody else can do.

“ He is rectifying the involved valve-gear
that some meddling engineer™ has distorted.
He is the only man in the place whose fine

-ear is attuned to the rhythmic and passionate

exhaust of an overworked freight-engine.
And what thanks has he?

“Thanks, indeed! He is paid by the
month. At night, when other men are paid
time-and-a-half, he gets nothing but abuse.”

These are some of the milder parts of
the dark piecture, hut we are prepared to
forgive the painter when he concludes with
a eulogy with which probably all good rail-
road men will agree, for it is doubtful if
in all the railroad field there is as popular
a ﬁnmt. as the subject:

“ There are exceptions. Some there are
like * Shandy Maguire," who has just finished
forty vears’ service as roundhouse fore-
man at the Lackawanna shops at Oswego,
New _York, and retires on a well-earned
pension,

“ He is one among a thousand. A great,
stalwart man with a soul of fire and a
body of iron. Gifted by nature with colos-
sal strength, he has led the simple life.
Like the Hebrew children of old, he has
come unscathed through the fiery furnace.”
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 Bill gave a vicious

~ conductor’s signal
| N et To¥E

_—him that fires th’

“OH, YOU BUTTINSKY!”

BY F. M. RICHARDSON.

Bill Hooks Up to a Silk-Plush, Mahogany-
Lined Fairy, When Maggie Throws the Arm.

HA_T'S _tl_le _matter,
£/} Bill?" inquired the
engineer, as his fire-
man straightened up
from sweeping the
deck. “You look
as if you had been called for a double-
header west with fifty loads of pig iron
in the train.”
“VYeh? Well, I'm feelin’ some t" th’
blink, all right, all right. Say, did you

ever have ’er slip just as you was getting
a big train over th' top of Cimeroon Hill
Well, if you ever

an’ have t° double?
had that happen to

out of the train-shed and threaded the
mazes of the yards, but once free from the
city, and bounding along to the rhyth-
mical hum of the exhaust, the engineer’s
curiosity prompted further questioning.,

He had her hooked up in six inches,
his pipe lighted and drawing well, the
injector regulated, and he was feeling
fine as he watched the landscape slip by
in a streak.

Noting Bill’s vicious slamming of the
fire-box door, and how he smashed the
Iumps of coal as if he wished each were
some one’s head, he finally said:

‘“So you were at

yer—I feel just th’
way you did when
she slipped. You
see, it was this way.
Me an’ Long Jim

23 on local—went
t’ one of them Hal-
lowe’en shindigs
las’ night. Dern
his long, hungry
picture, anyhow!
I might ’a’ knowed
a cussed flat car
like him would be a
hoodoo, not t’ speak
of his connections
with 231” And

tug at the bell-rope
in response to the

out.

a Hallowe'en party
last night, were
you? "

i X_.rep'?‘!

A pause while
Bill chucked in a
fire, distributing
each shovel of coal
with a jab which
somehow made his
partner think of a
doubled-up fist. =

“Well, what
happened to Jim
and you, anyhow? "

“They was plen-
ty happened to me,
an’ if ever I get
square chance

man race, I
punch seven dis-
tinct kinds of—

asked the eagle eye. |
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“There was to be a party up to his
girl's house, an’ nothin’ would do but I
must go 'long; so, like a derned, gib-
berin’ idjut, I said I would, an’ he called
for me at eight o’clock.

“ His girl lives way out ten miles from ~
nowheze in Hyde Park, so we took a Cot-
tage Grove Avenue car, an’ burned up an
hour getting there.
a hoodoo from th’ start. It rained a
little about seven o’clock, jes’ enough t’
leave some puddles lyin’ ’'round con-
venient, an’, fust pop out of th’ box, I
had to step square into a dirty one. It
looked like just a small puddle, but,
judgin’ by the immediate results, it
must ’a’ been a young Atlantic Ocean.

‘Say, that slush
must ‘a’ splashed
higher'n the Ma-
sonic Temple! Any-
ways, I looked like
an engine that's
tried t' make a fly-

FAOME

_ape. Say!

Th’ whole thing was

et "

HoME “

“It was just nothin' but trouble,
trouble, an’ more trouble, an’ every
blamed time we'd splash into a fresh
bunch of it Jim'd grin like'a galvanized
Honest, I believe that gan-
gle-shanked freak actually enjoys grief
—an’ th’ bad-luck semaphore was sure
all th’ way up last night.

“You see, it's this way. I'm some
sweet on Maggie Donovan, who lives on
th’ West Side, and have been conductor
on her train for some consid’able spell.
Generally I'm on a regular run with her
for engineer, but I wasn’t called for last
night, an’ supposed she was in th’ back
shop for repairs, or maybe had slipped
an eccentric, so she couldn’'t get out.

ing-switch with th’
water out of sight
in th' glass!

“Then, when we
got off th' car, I
stepped in front of
one of them ben-
zine - buggies, an’
it's a miracle I
wasn't landed in
th’ morgue ’stead
of just bein’ rolled
in the mud.

“Say, I looked
like a chimney-
sweep caught in a
rain-storm. I want-
ed t' go back then,
but that measly im-
itation of a cross-
eyed coal - heaver
wouldn't hear of it, so we goes into a ton-
sorial artist’s joint an’ gets th’ porter t’
remove th' surplus real estate, an’ I stuck
for th' big show.

“1 never did have no sense, nohow !
If I did, I wouldn’t be pokin’ coal into
this measly old tub to make steam for
you to blow away through that derned
old whistle, just for your indiyvidual
amusement—see? "’

But the engineer pretended not to hear,
and, after a snort or two, Bill continued :
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‘*WE WAS GETTIN' THICKER THAN TWO ENGINES PULLIN' ONE COACH,
AN' SHE HAD jusT—"

“ 0ld Gawky didn’t sﬁy a word about
her bein' at that particular doings,
though it seems she had it framed up
with him t' surprise me.

‘“ She surprised me, -all right, all
right! Derndest, most successful sur-
prise-party I ever had rung in on me.
Say! I sailed into trouble as innocent
as a lady telegrapher at a night-station!

“ When we got there, Lanky intro-
duced me to about a dozen peaches an’
th’ he-things that was with 'em, an’' there

h;‘ otk



Yz.f odd énes I proceeds
I _ex myself to a nice, yal-

il She was a plppm all right! One

~of them gals that’s a regular Silk- -plush,

upholstered, mahogany-lined parlor-car,
with . gold-plated trimmin's. One of tl’
kind that snuggles up to you like a seat-
box cushion when you're tired.

“We was in one corner on a sofa. vet-
tin’ thicker than two engines pullin® one
coach, an’ she had just tuok a rose from
her shiny yaller hair an’ was pinnin' it
t my coat, leanin® over some closer than
seemed absolute necessary, an' I was fix-

—TOOK A ROSE FROM HER T4
HAIR.'

in" up her hair where she took th’ rose

out, when I happened t' look up, an’,
jumpin’ side-rods, if there wasn't Magg:e

~standin’ in th’ door lookin’ at us, an’ that

h:g-mutt of a brother of hers with her!
‘Say! She didn't say a word, but I
red flags wavin’® all around just

- Th’ air was full of 'em. She
out a plutwt or two, like she was try-
; h:a then she. _;ust yanked

~ steps, gettin’

corner !
“ She landed on Yallertop, an’ in j
two-fifths of a second th’ air was f‘u]l ‘f.
rats, switches, hairpins, and ‘squ
Yaller -was game, though, an’ it
all her head-gear pIaym tag Wit

chandelier—not by a derned mght.. e
tried to butt in an’ separate ‘em, but '.:_‘2
something — 1 afterward found it was

double - headed me across th’ room be-
fore I had 4 chance t' jam on th’ air an’
stop.

“ Him an’ me mixed as soon as I could
work th’ turntable; then some more of
th' fellers an’ a few of th’ gtrls got an
.ddea they had runnin’ orders, an’ proceed~
ed to mix in th' muss. ;

“Say! T'11 bet it took th' wreckin’-
crew all next day t' clean up th’ battle-
field !

“ Mag’s brother an’ me finally rolled
out of th’ front door an’ down th’ porch-
separated in th' process, an'
when [ got up I just opened 'er up on
sand under two hundred an’ fifty pounds
pressure of pure scare.

“1 knocked down a whole section of
picket fence gettin’ out of th’ yard, an’
jumped a street-car without even flag-
gin’ it. )

“ T could hear th’ sounds of war above
th’ noise of th’ car as I rode away, an’
Mag’s brother howlin’ invitations t' me
t" come back an’ get properly licked.

her brothe:—wuplc,cl on behind an’ T
¥
|

“The street-car pilot asked me, p
¢ What's th' matter in that house ba.ckl'
there?’ I told him they was tryin’ t'

capture a wild woman, e&,{:aped from th’
jungles of th® West Side, an' let it go at

that. It wasn’t none of his business, no-
how! " =
“ What! VYou didn't run away, did

you? ” inquirecl the engineer.

“ Huh! Betcher life I did! I'm npg
John L. Sulhvan, am I? Do I look
N 1x‘

“Run? Say! When I got ba‘"'
er of Mag’s, I just dropped a
of sand, an’ it would ’a’ hustl

senger-engine t’ ‘a’ made my
Street-car.
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‘' UNDER TWO HUNDRED AN' FIFTY

“T don’t know just how Mag an' her
brother squared it with th' rest of th’
bunch for startin' th' row, an’” I don't
care a dern, either. But if we was t’ have
a head-ender with th' 23 to-night, an’
Long Jim was t' get killed, I “ouldnt
shed a tear—you hear me!"”

“ But how are you going to square mat-
ters with Maggie, Bill? "

“ Square nawthin’! No runaway en-
gines for mine! Steady associatin' with
dynamite might spoil my mnerve. She

POUNDS PRESSURE OF PURE SCARE.'

carries too blamed much steam, an' when
she blows off she’s consid’able too vie-
lent! I thought she was a mnice little
eight-wheeler with her pop set at about
one-forty, instead of bein’ a consolidated
mountain-climber carryin’ two-twenty-
five without a simmer! Not for mine!
Nay, nay! No more West Side for
Willie!l™

And Bill cracked a lump of coal twelve
inches thick with one swipe of the coal-
pick.

HOW RAILROADS ARE BUILT IN CHINA.

P-TO-DATE methods are spa%modm

in China, A reform movement for

the construction of railways is sometimes

backed by methods that betray the wiles, the
cunning, and the incapacity of Orientals.

Mechanical facts have little appeal to them,
and the most interesting mathematical prob-
lem is apt to be that of the fourth dimen-
sion, or something similar. Speaking of
the work being done on the Shanghai-
Hangchow-Ningpo Railway, the New York
Sunvmary says:

“ Nominally, there is a British chief engi-
neer. But he is appointed by representa-
tives of the Yu-chuan-pu, and is not recog-
nized by the company. He has no authority,
and is not permitted to imterfere with work

under construction, nor Trectify blunders
committed in work already completed.

“Only Chinese are employed. On the
Kiang-su section the Chinese engineer in
charge has only a rudimentary knowledge
of railway construction. One engineer in
control of a section of twenty miles of rail-
way has no engineering training, but owes
his appointment to the fact that he was the
favorite student of the president of the
company, who 1s a well-known authority on
the analects of Confucius.

“ Built under such conditions, the railway
presents every possible defect. Bridges are
unsafe. Rails are of native manufacture,
of obsolete section, spiked into soft-wood
sleepers from Manchuria and Japan.”



Letters of an

Old Railro-ad

Man and His Son.

BY HERMAN DA COSTA.

No. 2.—JIM GRIPS A FEW LIVE WIRES.

A Learned Work on Transportation Disturbed the Dignity of the
General Manager’s Office, and the Laugh Was
on Harris.

JIM TO-THE OLD MAN.

ful 4x5 lecture you gave
me in your last, but I don’t
believe it hits me—at least,
not as much as you might
think. T admit I am en-
thusiastic ; but, honest, daddy, I work
like a horse, too.

Mr. Connolly, the C! C., is one of
those fellows who doesn’t believe in loaf-
ing along from 8.30 a.M. to 5 p.m., and
then begin working like a soda-fountain
clerk on a hot summer night, and keep
everybody at it with you till 8 ».M. No,
sir!] He dictates stuff to me steadily
from 8.30 to 9.15, and sometimes even
ten ; then he leaves me alone to sit down
to my machine and get it out. And I
get it out. By five o'clock everything is
cleaned up around the -office, and we are
ready to quit.

Over in the general superintendent’s
office it’s entirely different. The chief
clerk gives his stenographer one letter at
a time, and from 12 to 3 p.M. doesn’t give
him anything but a telegram now or

\&\ W EAR DAD: That's a beauti-

2 k S
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%//Mﬂﬂ“\\"

~ then.

At 3 p.m. he has a big batch of mail
piled up on his desk that has accumu-
lated there during the morning, and he
starts in firing it at him. As a result,

they both have to stay down till 8 p.M.
On the strength of that they've got the
reputation of being the hardest working
office in the building,.

I can’t see how they ever get done.
The chief clerk has got to have a letter
just so. He won’t stand for any erasures
in a letter, and it's a crime to stick in a
comma in the wrong place, or split a
word at the wrong point. Then he goes
over each letter and changes words, until
he gets a piece of literary work.

I understand he has been doing that
for eight years, and never goes any faster
than he did in the beginning. He doesn't
keep his stenographers very long.

One stenographer he had was a fellow
who had written a little bit for the maga-
zines. He had been in the railroad busi-
ness for a long while, and the C. C. hired
him on the strength of his being able to
write literary stuff. The stenographer,
Brown, started turning out the regular
railroad letter—written in a hurry, maybe
a few mistakes, but giving the idea st
that the fellow who read it could under
stand what was wanted.

Timmull, the C. C., had told him tao
change the letters that he dictated, if he

thought it would make them better, and
this fellow really got out pretty intelli-
gent stuff. But Timmull went up in the

air,
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He would send back the letters care-
fully scratched over, and maybe get him
to write one over two or three times be-
fore he had it to suit. The fellow was
puzzled a bit—you know how railroad
work is; there isn’'t any time to waste 1n
it, particularly in the general superin-
tendent’s office—but he tried hard to
turn out stuff to suit Timmull.

Of course, there was too much mait
to fool over that way, and he kept get-
ting back with his work, until he was a
week behind. But he couldn’t stand it
long, and the break came. He had been
coming down at seven in the morning, in
order to write up some letters himself,
and one afternoon, after Timmull had
rushed out with a letter to give to him,
he took it, wrote it, and carried it back.

In about three minutes Timmull came
out with a sad, solemn face, and a horri-

fied expression. He threw the letter
down on Brown's desk. _
“ ook at that,” he said. His voice

was shaking with grief. * Look at it.
My—my—my! Such a thing is almost
impossible. You say you're a writer. You
ought to know that no writer, or anybody
with any idea of:grammar, would do a
thing like that. I can’t understand it.
Why, it's awful—really it is!”

Brown picked up the letter, and read
it over. ‘““ What’s the matter with it?”
he asked, looking up at Timmull.

Timmull sighed heavily, and looked at
Brown with a hopeless, despairing, you-
don’t-mean-to-say-you-can’t-see it expres-
sion. His trembling finger pointed at
the end of a line.

“There!” he said tragically. * Hor-
rible! "
Brown looked at the word. He had

split the word “ improvement,” so that
the “o0” was at one end of a line, and
the “v” began the other. He had made
a miscalculation, just as many stenogra-
phers do when in a hurry, and thought
there was enough space left, wlien there
wasn'’t. '

Everybody in the office was grinning,
of course. They are railroad men, and
had given up Timmull as a hopeless case.

“I'm afraid you will have to quit,”
said Timmull. “ You can't do the work
at all the way I thought you could. I
was willing to make allowances, but,
really, this is too bad.”
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“I'm afraid T will, Timmull,” an-
swered Brown, gravely. He picked up
his hat from the desk, got up, held out
his hand to Timmull, and shook hands.
“Some day I hope to come up to your
expectations, but”—he shook his head
sorrowfully, and looked around the officz
—“1 doubt it.” :

That was all—didn’t talk back, as most
stenographers would have done, but the
boys never got tired of telling that story
to every new man that came in. When
Brown made good with literary work,
Timmull fairly went -wild, for it gol
around the building, and everybody used
to ask him about it. But he didn’t
change. He's that way to-day.

Of course, in a bank, or some big place
vihere letters have to be perfect, it's ali
right getting perfect work, but you know
railroad letters are read once, stuck on a
batch of papers, and filed away. When
a man has to write a hundred or a hun-
dred and fifty letters a day, mistakes ave
going to come in, no matter how hard he
tries to keep from making them.

I can’t see the sense of not letting a
man erase a mistake ; it saves time. And,
as for writing over a letter three or four
times, around a railroad office—why, it's
ridiculous. _

There isn't enough time for that, un-
less a man wants to stay at the office from
7 AM. to 10 p.M. every night. I know
I make mistakes—Ilots of them, but I
don't make them purposely, and when I
see them I correct them.

Mr. Connolly says that in railroad
work the office that’s able to close up at
five works harder than the one that closes
at eight, and I think so, too. It's know-
ing that you will have a little time to
yourself that does it.

Then, again, the work is so interesting.
It isn't merely a matter of taking dicta-
tion, and writing it out on a typewriter.
Each man has some responsibility.

It made me feel mighty proud at first,
when Connolly would turn over a letter
to me and tell me to answer it. T've
got over it now, but that feeling of re-
sponsibility makes me try harder to get
my work right, and if I get my work
right they will begin to depend on me.
Around me are hundreds of men, holding
big positions, who started out just the
way I did.
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THE FOREMAN ASKED HIM WHAT HE WAS GOING TO BE, AND HE

SAID,

Look at T. F. They say he started in
-as water-boy on the B. and D. One day
the foreman of the gang asked him what
he.was going to be, and he said, “ General
manager of the B. and D.”? The foreman
laughed at him, but T. F. took to study-
ing at nights, went to night-school, got
to be foreman of a gang, went in the
engine-house, was promoted to engine-
house foreman, then to master mechanic,
and then was made superintendent.

Then he became general superinten-
dent; and at last, after a long, stiff
fight, got what he said he would get—
the general managership. In the begin-
ning he was an uneducated, tough citi-
zen, with just enough spunk in him to
stick out a little longer than the average
man.

And the pile of people that know him,
dad! Section laborers, railroad presi-
dents, engineers, switchmen, brakemen—

""GENERAL MANAGER OF THE B. AND D."

everybody on the line who has been there
any time at all. They call him "Tom.

When he was made general managor
the whole town of Fairmount turned out,
closed up all the shops and stores, hung
out flags, and gave a public holiday.
They called it “ Tom's Day.” He start-
ed from that town, you know.

Connolly, my chief clerk, is the same
way. He started in as messenger-boy in
the telegraph office. Talk about your
lectures, dad — when 1 see these men
around me, it beats all the preachings
and sermons I ever heard. The story-
books aren’t in it. |

I know, just as sure as . I know I am
writing this, that I can be as big as these
men, some day, if I try as hard as they
did. When I read what you said about
looking on every day as a new day with
the company, I began to understand it all.
It was just working steadily, and being
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decent with people just as you were when
you first met them.

Lots of the fellows in the building
think, talk, and live salary. Lynes, for
instance. One would think that Lynes,
with his twenty-five years in the com-
pany’s service, would know that the sal-
ary isn’t what they hire a man for.

Almost every day, when Lynes finishes
his work, he sits at his desk with his
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how valuable he is. The office-boy will
tell me what he does, and how much bet-
ter he does it than the man before him,
and that he could easily fill the stenogra-
pher’s position if they would ‘give him
his chance. The stenographer talks about
his work, and that it was never done right
till he came there, and his salary ought
to be increased ; and the clerks talk the
same way. They are all convinced. that

T B>
ALMOST EVERY MAN
hands folded. If Connolly comes to him
with any work he will pick up a pad and
pretend to scratch at it, so he won't have
to do any extra work. It's true he may
have been enthusiastic in the beginning,
just as I am; baut, it's just as you say, a
man has got to keep up with his enthu-
siasm. :
There’s one thing that’s really funny
about the office. Almost every man is
always willing to talk about himself and

" it ] JJ

.,”

IS ALWAYS WILLING TO TALK ABOUT HIMSELF,

the road might be able to get along with-
out them, but they don’t see how it could.

Listening to them, I sometimes get the
impression that the road was a howling
wilderness before they came. Each one
has put in a suggestion some time that
was good—maybe about sending out the
mail earlier, or dividing up work more
evenly or something of the sort; the
regular office improvements that crop up
all the time—and he never forgets it.



He lives on his reputation, and swears
by it in the face of everything that comes
up in the office. And if I hint that he’s
it all, and ought to be rewarded, he be-
lieves I'm agreeing with him that the
other men aren’t one, two, three compared
with him. Funny, isn't it, that men can
be so easily fooled ?

There's a man named Knight here,
who is on the L. C. L. desk. He is like
Connolly in a good many ways, only
Connolly is a nervous, quick chap, while
Knight is a patient, methodical man,
and always does things like clockwork.
Knight is one of the best and nicest men
in the office. He began as messenger-
boy in the telegraph-office, and worked
up to the general manager’s office.

They had never thought much of his
ability, even then—that is, the clerks—
because he kept his mouth shut, and
wasn’t in any cliques, until he was put
on the L. C. L. desk, when he began to
make improvements. He got out an
L. C. L. loading-book—a tremendous
job, for it tells how merchandise-cars are
to be loaded, how they are handled on
trains, what stations load to other sta-
tions, and a hundred other things; and
finally persuaded Connolly to send him
out on the line to inspect the handling
of L. C. L. freight at stations.

He cut down the claims on damage to
L. C. L. about a seventh, having started
up a regular system of writing to the
agent of any station from which freight
was improperly loaded. Then he went
to Cumberland, looked over the work
there, and found out that by sending
some of the cars that were distributed
from there to another station he could
stop the night-work at the Cumberland
freight-house.

It saved the company two hundred dol-
lars a month. Then he began consoli-
dating L. C. L. cars, which had been
running light, and managed to cut off
twelve L. C. L. cars on the entire system.
After that he began watching the loading
of freight, and just managed to cut off
another car by good stowing.

He was doing splendid work, when a
college graduate who knew all about how
to run a railroad, having once seen a
picture of an engine in a book, butted in.
He had been brought down in the office
to handle statistical work.
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Robinson began to find fault with
Knight’s work right off; and began a
belittling system that finally reached
Knight’s ears. Knight went to Connolly
one day. 7

“ Mr. Connolly,” he said, “ I want to
take my vacation now. If I might sug-
gest it, let Mr. Robinson handle the work
while I am gone.”

Connolly agreed to let Robinson do it,
for, although he is a smart man, he is a
great believer in colleges.

They had to wire Knight to come back
at the end of a week’s time. Robinson
kicked ; said he hadn’t been given enough
of a chance to demonstrate his ability;
but they made him get back to his work,
and he learned it was best to keep his
mouth sshut, which he has done since,

I hadn’t an idea there were so many
difficulties to run up against in this work.
A railroad office is the worst place in the
world for forming cliques. One bunch
of men get together and knock another
bunch, and everybody works against the
chief clerk when he is trying to get work
out of them.

If he is hard with them, they hate him ;
if he is gentle, they despise him. About
the only way he can get anything out of
them is to coax them along.

I often wonder why Connolly doesn’t
lose patience. But, as you say, if he
did he wouldn't be chief clerk. It looks
like a cinch holding down his job, but he
works for every cent he gets. He has to
keep posted on everything that goes
along, too, so that T. F. can leave things
in his charge.

Don’t think I am getting tired of the
work, dad. It isn’t that. I only didn’t
like to find out that people would try to
dodge work, and little jealousies would
start. I never would have thought it
from the outside.

Give my love to mother, and tell her
to write soon again.

Your affectionate son,

THE OLD MAN TO JIM.

B et

Dear Jim: Watch out you don’t get
the five-o’clock habit. So you won't, I'll
describe the symptoms. About 4.50 you
look over the work you have left, and
begin to wonder whether it can't stay
over till the following day. :

-0 T AR
.'J,J
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By 4.55 you are sticking away most of
it in a drawer of your desk, and rushing
like a switch-engine with the rest, making
mistakes, having to do it over again, and
plumb wild to finish by five o’clock. The
instant it's 4.59 slam goes your desk, you
grab your hat, and try to sneak out of the
office” without letting the chief clerk see
you.

Bad business, Jim! Suppose you were
in business yourself? Would you close
up at 5 o'clock sharp every day, whether
you had finished or not? You bet you
wouldn’'t. The harder you worked the
better you would get along, and you
would stick to your work until you got
it finished. There's a big difference be-
tween working to- get finished and work-
ing to get off.

Used to be a fellow down at the round-
house at Martinsburg they called ‘“Five-
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0'Clock Charlie.” Charlie always had
a weather-eye peeled for the clock. About
4 »p.m. he’d begin to glance at the clock
about every five minutes. Worried so
about leaving on the dot that he hardly
had time to do the work before him.

He'd work a little while, then sneak
out, look at the clock to see if it was
time yet, and feel injured because it was
only 4.30. Charlie was a good worker,
too, which was more of a pity, only
Charlie didn’t want sympathy. The
roundhouse foreman was an easy-going
fellow that hardly ever bothered the men
much ; and, anyhow, Charlie knew his
work too well. He was the best man,
barring the five-o’clock habit, that they
had in the shops. _

Well, sir, one day here come a promo-
tion for the foreman, and who should get
his job but “ Five-o'Clock Charlie!” It

was a big surprise

to the men, but it

was more of a sur-
prise to him. He
wouldn't believe. it
until he was officially
notified.

When he did know
it, though, Charlie
began to change. He
used to come at 6.30
of a morning, and
work till 8 p.M. ; and
he made those men
hustle, too.

He cut off a big

slice in expénses, and

ABOUT 4 P.M, HE'D BEGIN TO GLANCE AT THE CLOCK ABOUT EVERY

FIVE MINUTES,

turned out to be the
real thing. And
why? ‘Cause he was
working for himself.
He came to realize
that he had charge
of things, and he
wasn’t going to let a
bad record go up for
his work. Respon-
sibility did it.

If you had a clerk
working for you, and
you were trying hard
to make a success of
your business by
working hard, you
wouldn't think very
kindly of him to




‘have him standing around looking at you
‘with pleading eyes when the clock struck
five, would you?

- Here's the point. When a young fel-
low starts working for somebody he's
trying all the time, if he is any good at
all, to let his employers see how much
interest he takes in their business. Not
by getting o top of a box and bawling
it to 'em, mind you, but just by doing it.

If you want to get along in any busi-
ness, the way to do it is, look on it as
yours, and work according. It is yours,
too. Getting hired to fill a job means
that they're giving you an interest in it.

Lots of people will tell you that doesn’t

mean anything, and point to themselves
as shining examples of martyrs that sac-
rificed their young and fresh sweet lives
to some cold-blooded, hard-hearted cor-
poration, and talk about what would have
happened if they had gone into some
other business. Blowing off steam ; that’s
all it is, Jimmy.

If they'd gone into some other business
they would have had the same kick com-
ing. What do you find out about ’'em
when you look ’em up? They bluffed at
trying to do their own work, and knocked
the other fellow’s. They weren’t working
for advancement, or for the firm; they
were working for the salary. And then,
because they only got what they worked
for, they kicked.

If a man wants to get anything out of
the business world, he's got to put in
hard work on it. It’s the same way in a
railroad office. Ewerybody can’t be chief
clerk. Ten to one the man who can best
fill the place is the one that gets it.

You've got to study your job, so that
you can do things with it. You've got
to improve your work so that the boss
will see you are capable of handling the
bigger things. You've got to get his con-
fidence, and the only way you can do
that is to let him see he can depend on
you. In other words, work.

There isn't any difference between a
good farmer and a good clerk. They
both put their ideas into their work, and
get out according to how much they put
in. But the people who fell down can't
see it that way. They say they never got
out what they put in.

They knock their work, and grumble,
‘and don’t take enough interest in it to
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make it more productive. They can’t see
that it's their own personal business, just
as much as the man’s who started it.

So they bang themselves in the eye,
and try their hardest to kill every oppor-
tunity that comes along. Pretty soon,
Opportunity gets tired of being continu-
ally chased away from their door, and
never comes around again.

A man only has one life to live.
kind of man, instead of living it to get
the most out of it-he can, looks it over
and shakes his head, and wonders why
he got into the yorld that doesn’t appre-
ciate him. The trouble is, he don't ap-
preciate the world. Treat it right, and
it treats you right. Either way you be-
have, it gives you back as good as it gets.

It's got to look at the thousands and
thousands of men in it fighting to get
ahead of each other. Life isn't a picnic;
it isn’t even a half-holiday. Success is
given to the fellows that work for it.
That’s the only way it ever comes to
a man.

Some of these fellows that expect some-
thing for nothing will say that they put
in hard work for a year, or for two, or
even five years, and didn’t get anything.
Suppose a settler homesteads a piece of
ground. He isn’t going to get anything
out of it but a living for more'n five
years. He's got to get it in shape first.
There’s machinery to buy; stock, fencing,
and a barn to be put up.

These men in offices get more out of
their business farms than the settler gets
out of his land farm. The majority of
them make more than a living. The
trouble is that they have to go to the-
aters, and take trips, and buy tailor-made
clothes, and be good fellows; and, before
they know it, they have as much at the end
as when they started—sometimes less.

There are three ways of working. One
is work—work with every bit of your
ability. The other two are bluff. Which
reminds me of Harris.

Harris was a first-class bluffer at work.
He had all the fine points down. One of
them was bringing down scientific books
on railroading, and laying them on his
desk with the title-cover up. _

He would have some heavy work, like

“ Conditions and Aspects of Interstate

Traffic,” or “The Effect of the Rail-

road Upon Our Ultramarine Waterways.”

This.
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Something like that. Haven't got the
words, maybe, but it'll give you an idea.

One day he brought down a book
marked in big white letters, on a dead
black cover, * Mileage and Statistical Val-
ues of Railroads of the United States,”
with the first four words big enough to
see a mile away.

That’s what he got it for, too. It lay
on his desk all day. T. F. came in and
out a couple times, and he always was a
great one for reading stuff like that, so
you can bet he saw it right away.

Once he looked at it s if he wanted
to pick it up, but he went on. And if
Harris wasn't proud! The boys got to-
gether, It was rubbing it in too much.
They borrowed the book from Harris,
who tried hard to keep from looking con-
scious of his great learning. Sure enough,
it was as they suspected.
cut in the book.

We contributed twenty-five cents apiece
to the cause. I was running an engine
then, but knew the bunch in the office,
ane they let me in on it—held the book
a few days, and then laid it back on
Harris's desk. For about three days it
lay there, untouched, and showing up
those big white letters, while T. F. passed
up and down. Harris was getting a big
reputation, meanwhile.

Finally, T. F. stopped at the desk one
day, just as I had come in off my run,
and was at the railing.

“ Going in for railroading deep, aren’t

you, Harris? " he asked.
" Harris looked up. He knew what T.
F. meant, but it looked so much better to
not understand him, as if it was only a
small thing, after all.

“ What do you mean, Mr. Fitzger-
ald?”

T. F. pointed to the book. * I've heard
something about it.* Is it good? "

“Oh, that!"” The boys were begin-
ning to sit up and take notice. ** Why,
yes.” Harris looked up at him, and had
the decency to blush. Then he plunged
in: ‘ The theory he advocates is fairly
good, but his statistics are uncertain, so
that it lacks the authoritativeness it
should have.”

Omne or two of the boys gasped at that,
and little Billy, the messenger, began to
snicker so that they had to hold his head
on the blotter.

Not a leaf was
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“ You don’t say?” says T. F., looking
interested. I understood it was a dick-
ens of a good book.” - . !

“1 think Sargent on °Mileage and
Taxation’ presents a superior theory.”

At that the messenger doubled up, but
somebody held his throat so he wouldn’t
bawl out loud.,

T. F. reached for the book, and opened
it at the first page. He looked puzzled,
turned a few more pages, grunted, and
then looked at Harris.

“You've read it thoroughly?” he asked,
His eyes were twinkling.

“As T have read Sargent or Stetson.
In fact, I have studied this very care-
fully, so that I might give an unbiased
opinion. T think it could be improved.”

T. F. began to laugh. You could hear
him a mile. He roared and roared, until
half of the office force in the building
was rushing to get in that particular
office. And I wish you could have seen
Harris’s face. He knew there was some-
thing wrong, but couldn’t for the life of
him guess what it was.

The chief clerk came running over.
“ What’s the matter?” he asked.

T. F. shoved the book in his hands.
He had heard the conversation, and so
he opened the book, after reading out the
title on the cover slowly. He looked be-
wildered for a minute, then he read out
the title on the inside: * Deadwood Dick,
the Terror of the Rockies; a Collection
of His Adventures.”

At that we couldn’t hold in any longer.
I had to hold on to the railing, or T would
have fallen. T. F. was grinning still,
and the chief clerk looked puzzled, while
Harris was first red, then white. The
other boys were weak from laughter.

Of course, Harris suspected us. At
first he was furious, and offered to lick
any one with one hand tied behind his
back and both legs strapped together, but
he came around to see he deserved all he
got. It taught him a big lesson. That's
where he had sense. Other people would
have laid down, but he held on, and
started in to work. It made a man of
him. too.

There’s just one way of looking at
your job, Jim. Be glad you have it. If
you can’'t be glad, quit it, and start at
something you will like; but whenever
you get one you do like, stick to it. Put



669

I WISH YOU COULD HAVE SEEN HARRIS'S FACE.

HE KNEW THERE WAS SOMETHING WRONG.

every ounce of you in it; don't let it be
half done. It’s going to stand for what
you are, and the people you work for
will judge you by it.

You may be the finest kind of a fellow
out in society, and everybody will like
you as a chum, and you'll get invitations
by the dozen to parties, balls, and so on,
but when you get to the bottom of it, it’s
your job that you depend on, and give
that all that you would take for yourself.
This is big stuff, son. You want to re-
member it. Think of it all the time.

And don't think I mean, by getting
along, making money. Money doesn’t
mean success in this world. Being con-
tented beats any other brand of feeling
ever made. Not being contented with
what you have, necessarily, but being con-
tented with trying to do a little bit better
than you think you can do.

If you lose out, you've put up a good

fight. If you put up a good fight, you
won't lose out. That's true to-day, yes-
terday, and to-morrow. Work, work,
work. ‘That’s the song that beats in
everything alive on this old world to-day.

Don’t grumble. You only grumble at
yourself. You're in a hive of bees, and
the only way they keep alive is by work-
ing steadily. Keep your hands clean, .
my son, and stick to what is right.

I guess you will call this a lecture, too,
Jim, but it isn't. It's the first bit of ad-
vice I've written to you, and I guess
you'll do like most other young fellows—
like myself, for instance, when I was
young—disregard it. And, when I think
it over, that's the only way to learn. Pay
for your experience. You appreciate it
when the price comes out of-yourself.

Your mother sends her love, and wants
you to reply to her last letter.

Your affectionate FATHER.

(To be continued.)



THE DISAPPEARING DIAMONDS.

BY ARTHUR M.

CHASE.

Sherlock Holmes, Eugene Vidocq, or Arsene
Lupin Couldn’t Have Kept Track of Them.

HE Pullman swayed and
jolted monotonously.
Within the smoking com-
partment was the usual
combination of odors—
stale tobacco - smoke, stale

air, a faint odor of leather cushions.

Qutside, seen through the open window,

was a blur of darkness, interspersed with

vague outlines of trees and occasional
lonely lights.

It was the time and the place when
one lights a Ffresh cigar, listens to the
steady rumble and rattle of the wheels
and the squeak of the couplings, and
longs for something that will kill time.

“Oh, yes,” said the Pullman conduc-
tor, sprawling luxuriously on the oppo-
site seat; ‘“I've seen funny things in 2
Pullman—mighty funny things.

“ Thanks,” he said, taking the cigar
which T offered. *“T'll smoke it when
I'm oftf duty. Against the rules, now,
you know.

“Yes, I've seen some queer things in
“these cars. People don’t leave their hu-
man nature at home when they travel;
and when you put twenty different speci-
mens of human mnature in a fourteen-
compartment Pullman, and keep them
there a day or so. why, sometimes the
phenomena—I think that’s the scientific
word—are mighty interesting.

“ Now, take the case of that old lady
with the diamonds. She kept out the
monotony on one trip. I was on the run
that time, from New Orleans to New

York, over the L. and N., to Montgomery.
and the West Point line to Atlanta, and
then up on the Southern Railway and the
B RRD

“ The old lady got on at New Or-
leans. Diamonds—say, she was plas-
tered with them. Diamond earrings, and
diamond pins and rings; she certainly
was a dazzling, sparkling old fairy. Aw-
fully fussy. You know the kind.

“You can hear one coming up the sta-
tion platform, talking af the porter. She
can’t find her ticket, and her berth is on
the wrong side, and she wants her berth
made up before everybody else, or be-
hind everybody else. When the win-
dow's up she wants it down, and when
it’s down she wants it up. What with
ringing for water, and pillows, and the
railway guide, and having the cinders
brushed off her seat, and asking if the
train’s on time, and if not, why not—
well, she keeps the porter on the hop.

““When that kind gees to bed you
heave a sigh of relief—but you don’t
need to heave too soon.

* Even after the lights are out and the
car is one beautiful vista of green cur-
tains decorated with assorted shoes at the
bottom, you know that the bell will ring
from that berth; and the curtains will be
agitated if you pass by, and a complain-
ing voice or a frowsy head will greet
you. That's the class the old lady with
the diamonds belonged to and she was
Al in her class.

“ Then there was the lady in the next
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last night.

dressing-room, I hung the

berth, who got on at Mobile, She was a
Southerner—a fine, tall, dark aristocrat.
And there was the regular assortment of

drummers, and buyers, and tourists, and

a couple on their honeymoon, an invalid
man and a woman with a baby. And so,
the whole assorted lot of us went jigg-
ling on our way to New York, packed
into fourteen compartments in the day-
time and stacked up in twenty-eight beds
at night.

*And every one would have made the
trip as an individual, absorbed in his

own affairs, and not giving a darn for

the others, if it hadn’t been for the old
lady with the diamonds.

‘“Well, the first morning, when we
were just out of Atlanta, that old lady
sent the porter to say that she wished to
see me instantly. T went, instantly, pre-
pared for something out of the ordinary.

‘¢ 8it down, please,” she
said.

“fDid you notice my
diamonds yesterday?’

¢ Yes, ma'am,’ I said, ‘I
certainly did. You were
ablaze with them.’

“ She nodded her head.

“* Do you see them now?’
she said. I looked, and not
a gleam, not a sparkle, not
a glitter did I see on her,

¢ No, ma’am, I don’t,) T
said.

¢ They're gone,’ says she.

¢ T see that,! T said.

“¢“They've disappeared,’
she said in a whisper.

“*Do you mean they
were stolen?’ I asked.

T think so. But hush,
don’t talk so loud. T don’t
want to arouse suspicion,’
said she very softly.

¢ All right, madam, but
for goodness’ sake, when did
you lose them?'

“T always take 'them
off at night, and put them
in a little leather bag,
which has my monogram in
gold on it—L. J. S. I put
them in the bag as usual
This morning,
when I was in the ladies’

-
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bag on a hook. I went to the dining-car
for breakfast and left the.bag hanging
there. I'd no sooner ordered my break-
fast than I remembered my diamonds,
and hurried back to get them. But they
were gone.’

*“*Gone,’ I repeated after her. ‘My
goodness, that's a bad piece of Lusiness.’

“ “1 should say so,’ said she. ‘Do you
know what those diamonds are worth,
young man? Forty thousand dollars, if
they're worth a penmy.’

“ ¢ Forty thousand !’ said T.

““Yes, forty thousand. And I don’t
want a hullaballoo raised that'll stir up
the whole car, and scare the thief. I
want to recover my diamonds, young
man,’ she said, setting her jaw.

““Right you are,’ I replied. ‘Now,
we'll proceed to business. Who was in
the dressing-room when you were there?”

‘' SHE CERTAINLY WAS A DAZZLING, SPARKLING QLD FAIRY.'

-
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“¢Not a soul,” says she.

“¢*And when you went back to look

for the diamonds?’

4 Not a soul,” said she.

“&That’s the first step,’” I said. * Now
the second is this: Are you sure you
haven't mislaid
them somewhere
about you—in your
bag, perhaps?’

“¢‘ Do I look like
a fool? ' said she.

¢ No, madam,
certainly not,’ I an-
swered. ‘ But this
is a serious business,
and I'm obliged to
take every possible
step to find out
where those jewels
are. No one ever
lost forty thousand
dollars’ worth of
anything, or forty
cents' worth, in one
of my cars before,
and I don’t pro-
pose to break my
record.’

“{You talk like
a sensible young
man,” said she.
‘How about your
portér?’

¢ Well, Jim's an
honest negro, but
I don't know that
he’s proof against
forty thousand dol-
Iars. T'11 get my
eye on him.’

“4Very good,’ she
said. ‘ And remem-
ber, young man,
we'll just keep quiet
a little while, and
watch, watch, walch—and then waftch!

““Well, I certainly admire your nerve,’
I said as T left her.

“ And when you come to think of it,
she was a plucky old lady. Forty thou-
sand dollars gone, and yet she kept her
wits, and was as cool and determined as
a man.

“T1 got up, and walked slowly toward
the front of the car. But on the way I
saw something which brought me back.

""1T SURE AM VANISHED!"
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““Well, ma’am,’ T said, trying not to
appear excited, ‘I've had a glimpse of
a little leather bag that might be yours.’

“fNo! Where?’ she answered, in one
breath. i !

“‘In a satchel of the lady in the
next seat.’

“*What, that fine-

= ; looking lady who
g;_,,/?,{ got on at Mobile?”’
_%ﬂjz she exclaimed. ‘Oh,
= never! Isn’t it aw-
#“’#"{;-_:"f ful? I'd never in
= = __— -the world suspect
| her.’
¥ Tronbletiis, &l
can’t he sure,’ 1
- said. ‘T caught a
E glimpse of a little
leather bag with
: gold letters, but it
h_____.._ might be her own,
/ you know. I'd have
e = .
— make a break in

a case like this.’
“*H'm!’ said the
old lady thought-

P2
fully. ‘T guess I
7 can find out. You

go on about your
business, young man,
and leave things to
me.’

“T went on about
my business. In a
little while I saw
the old lady sitting
beside the Southern
lady. and the two
were hobnobbing at
a great rate. After
a while, the old
lady walked care-
lessly back to where
I was checking up
my accounts.

¢ “She’s got 'em,’ said she.

“ *Gee whiz!' I said-. ‘Sure?’

“‘1 know my own property when I
see it.” She was a smart one, and no
mistalke.

“ “All right, I’ll accuse her,” I said,.

“*“Now, see here,’ whispered the old
lady, ‘let’s be a little easy on the woman.
I'd rather not disgrace her publicly. Sup-
pose yvou call her out to the vestibule and
talk to her. She’ll confess, when she



Eimws _.shes fotmd out ; and if she’ll give
the diamonds back quletly T'll say no
more about it, and avoid a fuss, and the
pol:lce and a whole lot of hornd things.’

“Well, that seemed reasonable to me.
So on some pretext I got the Southern
lady to come out to the wvestibule.

““Madam, says I, ‘some valuabie
diamonds have been lost on this car.’

“*Is that so?’ she said.

““Yes, ma'am, diamonds, in a little
_ leather bag with gold letters on it. L.

J. S., in gold letters. You haven't seen

such a bag, I suppose?’

“+12? she cried. “Why,
1TEH

“But she couldn’t bIuff a bit.

“EThe owner thinks she saw them in
your satchel,” I said.

“*She turned white, deathly white,
and stared at me without saying a word.

I tell you, I felt sorry for her. A man

hates to see a woman look like that.

“*Now, see here,” T said soothingly,

‘you bring me that little bag; T'll give

it to the owner; and we'll all three keep
quiet about it. Understand?’

“ She understood. After a minute she
turned without a word, and tottered into
the car. She came back again, in a little
while, tottering, and whiter than ever.

how should

““It's gone,” she said in a hoarse
whisper.

““Gone! The bag of diamonds?’ I
cried.

“ She nodded.

“*Oh, come, ma’am; don’t try to put
up a game like that,” I said. *You've
acknowledged you took ’em ; so it's up to
you to tell where they are.’

“‘“Do you think I'm lying?’ she said,
her eyes beginning to glitter.

“ ¢ Now, ma’am, let’s be sensible,” said
I. ‘You don’t want me to call a police-
man when we get to Charlotte, do you?’

“ “But, I tell you, they're gone, gone,
gone!’ she cried. ‘And I'm glad of it.

i} I wish I'd cut off my right hand before

4 I touched them. But I found them hid-

] den in the * dressing-room; and their
dazzling beauty just made me crazy;

tand I—took them. And oh, thank
Heaven, they’re gone!’

“And then she began to cry as if her
heart was breaking. T tell you, T hated
my position. And I certainly was glad to

feel the train slowing up for Charlotte.

“ that nmhmnf when the train starts.

‘Charlotte, until I came back after

4 I jumped for the forward end of the
car, relieved, I can tell you, to get away
for a minute. And, by jinks! You
know the little dinky closet in a Pullman
where the porter keeps his pillow-cases,
and broom, and coat? Well, as I headed
up the aisle I saw my porter, Jim, pop
something into that closet and bang the
door hefon he scooted for the platform.
I couldn’t be sure, of course; I was ten
feet away, but the thing he popped into
the closet looked mightily like a little
leather bag:

“When we were out on the station
platform, T said casually:

“ ¢ Jim, what did you throw into your
closet just now?'’

* ¢ Nuffin," said he.

“ ¢ All right. T'll just take a look at
And
you stay 11rrht here by the car-step.’

“ He stayed. But he turned just as
near pale as he could.

‘“ As soon as the train started,
lowed him to the closet.

“4Get it out;’ 1 said.

“ He rummaged round a minute. and
suddenly drew back with his eyes nearly
popping out of his head.

“fIt's gone,” he whispered.

““What’s gone?’ I snapped.
mad clean through.

“CLi'1" leather bag, with gol' letters,’
he muttered. * It sure am vanished! "

“ ¢ So you stole it, did you?’

““'Fore Heaven, cap, I neveh stole hit.
I done found it.’

“fFound it?2 Where?”’

“*Cap, I swear I done found dat bag
under de sofa in dat empty drawin’-room."

“And that’s all I could get out of
him. He took me to the drawing-room
and showed me where he claimed to
have found it. I searched the drawing-
room, I searched Jim’s closet, I searched '
Jim. |
“ There was no doubt that the dia- bt

I fol-

I was

monds were gone again. And I found 24
myself up against two mysteries—one,
who put the “diamonds in the drawing- ,ﬁ‘l‘
room ; two, who took them out of Jim’s .S"]
closet ? i

“ The Southern lady pz‘oved an alibi
on the second count. From the time L
left her when the train was pulling in

unsuccessful hunt for the diamonds,
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'""HE SAT STARING AT THEM, SAYING,

‘Gee whiz!' ¥

hadn’t stirred from her seat. I proved
this to my own satisfaction by question-
ing the people who sat near her.

““And if any one else had been fooling
round Jim's closet while he and I were
on the platform, no one in the car had
noticed it. So there we were. Forty
thousand dollars’ worth of diamonds had
been left in the ladies’ dressing-room ;
had been seen in the Southern lady’s
satchel ; had disappeared from there and
been found in the empty drawing-room ;
Jim had chucked them into his closet;
and from the closet they had disappeared
into thin air, ;

“mWell, the whole business simply
mystified me. It put me in a state of
mind where I was ready to suspect the
whole carful of people of being occu-
pied in hiding and stealing those dia-
monds from each other. Two had
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yielded to temptation, and I began to
wonder who would turn out to be the
next criminal.

“T consulted the old lady about it. She
was worried, but full of grit. She said
the Southern woman was very likely
working with a confederate. Well, that
was probable enough if she was a regu-
lar crook; but if she was a regular
crook, she sure didn’t look like one. The
old lady advised me to keep quiet, lay
low, and watch everybody.

““The next complication came when
we reached Greensboro. There the hus-
band of the Southern lady got aboard.
It wasn’t long afterward that he hunted
me up and drew me into the smoking-
room for a quiet talk.

“*Now, look here, sir,] said he.
‘You're a reasonable man, I reckon, and
I want to talk over this whole unfor-
tunate business with you. My wife has
told me of the wvery awkward pre-
dicament she is in, on account of those
diamonds. Well, sir, she was wrong of
co’se, absolutely wrong, dead wrong, to
touch them. But we must make some
allowances for women, when it comes to
jewels. The sparkle and the glitter and
all that sort of thing seems to fascinate
them, and I reckon they aren’t always
responsible for what they do.

“¢Anyway, my wife took the dia-
monds ; but, mind you, sir, mind you, she
hadn’t one single little bit of an inten-
tion of keeping them. I know my wife,
and I'm giving you that straight, sir, as
one gentleman to another. If she'd
found the owner, she'd have returned
them instantly. She was afraid to trust
them to the po’ter.

“ “What she ought to have done, sir,
was to turn them over to you. But she
didn’t think of that, and had made up
hér mind to wait and ask my advice,
when I got on at Greensboro. And you
can't blame a dutiful wife for that, can
you, sir? Then in some way. you found
out where the diamonds were, and this
whole unfortunate business resulted.’
T murmured something about its
being hard lines.

“ 1 wonder,” said he, © why that old cat
left her diamonds in the dressing-room? '
‘¢ Absent-minded, probably,’ said I.

“* Let's go in there,’ said he. ‘I want
to show you something.®



- “Into the ladies’ dressing-room we

went.

¢ Now, see here, sir,’ said he.. ‘You

‘see this heavy curtain across the door,

and how the top folds over and hangs
down a couple of feet? Well, inside
that overhanging part, concealed by the
curtain and the piece folded over, se-
curely pinned there, my wife found that
bag of diamonds.’

** Gee whiz!’ said I.

¢ Precisely,’ said he. “My wife's at-
tention was attracted by a little bit of
brown cord sticking out from the green
curtain. She investigated, and found the
bag. Now, do you reckon that old lady
absent-mindedly left that bag pinned up
yonder behind the curtain?’

“fOf course not,’ I answered.

“* Another thing. Who, besides you,
knew those confounded diamonds were
in my wife’s satchel?’

'"AND THEN—GUR-R-R WENT THE
 EMERGENCY BRAKE,'

Il
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““The old lady, " I said.

“ ¢ Exactly. And another thing. Do
you know that when the train was at
Charlotte, and you and the po’ter were
on the platform, only two passengers
went to the forward end of the car where
the po’ter’s closet is? Omne of those two
was the old lady.

“* But, good gracious, you don’t aceuse
her of stealing her own diamonds, do
you? ' said 1.

“‘TI don’t accuse, till I know,’ he an-
swered. “I'm a lawyer, and I generally
know where I'm going to hit before I
hit. But it looks mighty funny, you'll
admit.’

‘It sure does,” said I. ‘But she’d be
absolutely erazy to do such a thing!

“* She might be crazy; she might be a
criminal. Anyhow, I'm going plumb to
the bottom of this business. And I'm
going to begin by having a straight talk
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with that old woman who owns the
diamonds.’ ;

“He plunged out of the dressing-
room and romped up the aisle. He was
a fiery one, for sure—and the old lady
was mighty peppery. I wasn’t surprised
to see fireworks going off in her compart-
ment soon after the Southerner joined
her. Finally things got to the stage
where I had to go and take a hand.

“¢T tell you,’ the old woman was
screeching, ‘just as soon as we get to
the next station I'll have a policeman
search your wife.’

“tAnd I tell you, ma’am,’ yelled the
Southerner, ‘ I'll get the policeman, and
he’ll search you.’

“They were both on their feet, and
white with rage; and then—g#ar-r-r went
the emergency brake, and bang, over
went everybody out of their seats. I, and
the Southerner, and the old lady went
higgledy-piggledy in a heap on the floor.

““Oh, it was nothing. Just a freight
wreck ahead of us, and they're common
enough on the Southern. But it laid us
out on the track for seven hours; and
all that time the Southerners in one com-
partment and the old woman in the next
were just seething, and they were breath-
ing out all kinds of threats against each
other.

“The track was cleared up and we
started on late that night. And every-
body was still in bed when we passed
Lynchburg. But early in the morning
there came a loud ringing from lower
four—the Southerner’s berth. Jim an-
swered, and came scuttling back in a
minute, his eyes nearly all whites.

“¢Fo' hebben sake, cap,” he said, ‘ go
to number fo’ quick. Gen'I'man like
to kill somebody.’

“ There sure was a ruction in number
four., The Southern gentleman was just
a cussing at the top of his voice.

“ ¢ What's the matter?’ said I.

“¢My trousers. Some scoundrel has
stolen my trousers,’ says he.

“¢Oh, thunder!’ says I.
diamonds in them?’

“*Np, but it's lucky for you my gun
was, said he.

‘“Well, his trousers were gone, all
right, though none of his other belong-
ings were. He scurried into the dress-
ing - room, and put on all his clothes

“Were the
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except those mneedful articles, the trou-
sers. And in the dressing-room he sat,
a blanket round his legs, while the other
passengers came in and ' made their
toilets. .

“Of course he, and 1, too, tried to
borrow a pair of trousers; but, as luck
would have it, there wasn’t an extra pair
in any of the Pullmans. Mad? Well,
that Southerner certainly was mad; but
he was a good sport, too, and he took
the jokes of the other passengers pretty
amiably,

““ Only,’ said he, ‘if I find the scoun-
drel who stole those trousers, I'll surely
make it hot for him.”

“He was eating his breakfast, which
his wife had sent in from the dining-car,
and he and I were the only ones in the
smoking compartment,

“‘ You might find the scoundrel; but
I don’t guess you’ll find the pants,’ says
I. “T’'ve hunted high and low for them.
But if anything like that's stolen on a
train the thief usnally chucks it out of
a window.’

“f Nothing much in them, so I don’t
care,’” says he. ‘I wonder if that old
cat could have hooked them.’

“And he absent-mindedly stuck his
hand in his coat-pocket, and—pulled
out that very identical little leather bag
with the gold monogram that had made
all the trouble. I recognized it on the
instant, but he didn’t, never having
seen it. .

““What in thunder’s this? ' he cried.
When he saw all the diamonds, he was
just dazed. He sat staring at them, say-
ing, ‘ Gee whiz!’ in a whisper, until the
tray slid off his lap and landed on the
floor with a crash.

“*It's a plot, he vells, “it's an in-
fernal plot. And, by thunder, I'll spoil
it. Run, you, fly, get me a pair of trou-
sers! Pay for ’em! Rip 'em off the
first man you see! Hurry up, or, by
Jupiter, I'll pull yours off and put
‘em on!’

“Well, I skipped out, and finally
borrowed an extra pair from the con-
ductor of the dining-car. The con-

«ductor was short and fat; the Southerner

was tall and thin. But those pants
didn’t feeze the Southerner; no, sir, that
man was simply about a thousand de-
grees above the boiling-point.
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“UP THAT TRACK WENT THE THREE—THE FLAGMAN IN THE MIDDLE, THE OLD LADY SKIPPING
ALONG LIKE A GOAT, ON ONE SIDE, THE TALL SOUTHERNER, WITH THE DINING-
CAR CONDUCTOR'S TROUSERS, ON THE OTHER.'

“ He stalked into the car and sat down
with his wife, absolutely disregardful of
the joy of the other passengers. The
only one who didn’t laugh was the old
lady. She sat right behind him, looking
as sharp and sour as ever, and never
cracked a smile. I stood at the door to
see what was going to happen.

“All of a sudden the Southerner
jumped up.

““TIt’s hot in this car, awfully hot,
abominably hot,” he cried. °Pull up the
window.’

“ And he pulled it up.

“ 41 can’t stand this coat,” he shouted.

“¢And with that he rips his coat off,
kinder swings it round his head, stuffs
it out of the window, and lets it go.
And then the most remarkable part of
the whole business took place. Before
he’d fairly started to push his coat out

~ of the window, that old woman was
~ climbing over the back of her seat. By

the time he let go, she had her arms
round his neck.

“ *“Stop him, he’s mad,” she screams.

““Stop her, she's crazy,” yells he.

“ Well, sir, that car was in a tumult.
And before any one could gather his wits,
that old woman just raced right over
people and grabbed the handle of the
emergency brake. Did she pull it? She
just hung her whole weight on it, like
a drowning man would grab a straw.
And bang! For a second time that trip
the train slowed up in a way that rolled
people over like tenpins. Before the
train came to a full stop, the conductor
arrived in our car like a thunder-bolt,
and the old lady grabbed him. _

“*Back up,’ she yells. ‘Back the
train up.’ '

“8What for?’ shouts the conductor.
“Whe doene this?’

“There was a roar of answers fr
everybody in the car.
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voices were those of the old lady, be-
seeching him to back the train, and the
Southerner, ordering him to go on. That
man, jumping up and down in the pants
that didn’t come within a foot of his
shoes, was a sight. I thought I'd die.

“¢Is this a madhouse?’ roars the con.

“Well, we gave him an explanation,
after a while. At first he threatened
the old lady with all kinds of things
for stopping the limited. But at last,
he gave in to her entreaties and consented
to hold the train thirty minutes while
she went back to find the coat.

“ Back the train, he wouldn’t, not
for a million dollars. So the old lady
got off, and walked back with a brake-
man who was sent out to flag anything
following us. And the Southerner in-
sisted on going along too.

T can see them yet. It was a May
morning down in Old Virginny. The
sun was shining, the birds were singing,
the fields and the trees were green. And
away up that straight track went the
three — the flagman in the middle, the
old lady skipping along like a goat, on
one side, the tall Southerner, with the
dining-car conductor’s trousers flapping
round his legs, on the other.

*““And clustered at the rear end of
the train like bees, and spread all over
the track, was the whole train-load of
people. Laugh! Well, rather!

“If ever I saw a crowd enjoy a show,
I should say that crowd was it.

“They came back in quick time, the
old woman stony looking as ever, the
Southerner wearing his coat, the flagman
grinning from ear to ear. Then we all
piled aboard, and the train went on.

“The old lady got off the train at
the very next station—a junction about
thirty minutes before you get to Wash-
ington. Up to that time the Southerner
had refused to answer any questions,
although he was pestered with them, of
course. But after she left the train
he went into the smoking compartment,
and every man who could get in piled
in after him.

“ ¢ Gentlemen, ' he-said, ‘I was born
in Kentucky, and my trousers were stolen
this morning. Can any gentleman—thank
you, sir,/—as a man handed himr a flask.

“ He stood up on a seat, unscrewed
the top of the flask, and looked around.
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“*1 drink,” said he, “to a modern
Machiavelli—a female at that,’ says
he, ‘a lady who has Mme. de Pom-
padour, Catherine of Russia, the Em-
press of China, and a few other clever
intriguers licked to a frazzle

“‘In the course of this morning’s
ramble,” said he, ‘I pieced out some
guesses of my own with some bits of
information. The name of my com-
panion on that ramble I will not divulge,
nor her place of residence. But I am
able to inform you that she is a widow,
her husband quite recently dead, and
the will has not yet been admitted to pro-
bate.

! By the terms of this will, the widow
s to receive a certain sum—say one
hundred and fifty thousand dollars.
The remainder of the estate is to be
divided among three children by a for-
mer wife. Now, the widow, being of
a thrifty turn of mind, and not particu-
larly fond of her stepchildren, con-
ceived the clever idea of hiding her
diamonds on this journey, and giving
out that they had been stolen. By this
ingenious scheme, if she had worked it,
she would have lost nothing, and gained
a lot.

“*She would still have received her
one hundred and fifty thousand dellars,
plus the diamonds which she secretly re-
tained; - while her stepchildren would
*have been out the value of the diamonds.

“*How ' the diamonds were trans-
ferred from my wife’s satchel to the
empty drawing-room, and from the por-
ter’s ‘closet to my pocket are mysteries
which the old lady has not seen fit
to unfold. Very shrewd of her, though,
to stuff the diamonds into my coat-pock-
et, when we all fell in a heap on the
car-floor. E

“‘She was thinking, no doubt, that
if T found them I'd think my wife put
them there; and either I'd return them
with shame and contrition to the old
lady, or she’d have the pair of us pinched
if I didn’t. It's unfortunate that last
night, when she lost her nerve and tried
to steal back my* coat, she should have
got the trousers instead. :

“¢For in that pair of trousers was a
flask, sir, which contained a liquor al-
most as excellent as that which this gen-
tleman has kindly pressed upon me." "
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PRESSING PROBLEMS
OF ROLLING STOCK.

BY C. F. CARTER.

HIS is the second section of an article dealing with problems of con-
struction of rolling-stock. ILast month Mr, Carter pointed out certain
simple difficulties that have puzzled the railroads for many years,

including the design of sleepers, steel cars, etc.
atmospheric resistance, ventilation, and locomotive economy.

This month he deals with
Railroad

problems are as unending as the whirling wheels that make their magic

possible.

Is It Possible to Keep the Air Pure in Passenger-Cars? Some Attempted
Answers to This Eternal Question, Which Still Awaits
the Genius of Its Solution.

in one hour train,
Adams did some fig-
uring, and found that,
aside from any little
difficulties that might
arise from an imperfectly balanced dri-
ving-wheel sixteen feet in diameter, ma-
king 1,760 revolutions a minute, it would
be impossible to use a whistle for sig-
nals. In order to make its thousand-
mile run in an hour, the locomotive
would have to travel at the rate of 1,466
feet in a second, while sound pokes along
at only 1,090 feet in a temperature of
thirty-two degrees. Waiting passengers,
therefore, would never be able to deter-
mine whether the whistle they heard was
sounded by yesterday’s train or whether
it was an advance signal for to-morrow’s.

These statistics were so interesting that

N the Chicago - New York

they whetted the reporter’s appetite for
more ; so he did a little figuring on at-
mospheric resistance. Nothing authori-
tative was then known on the point, but
according to the generally accepted theo-
retical formula, Adams found that the
thousand-mile-an-hour train would have
to encounter a resistance from the atmos-
phere of something like three hundred
and fifty pounds to the square inch.

A New-Idea Train.

Such an extraordinary phenomenon in-
terested the reporter so much that he was
led to give the matter further thought,
with the result that he ultimately invent-
ed and patented a train with sharp prow,
smooth sides, roof, and beottom, and
rounded stern, like a ship, to reduce the
tremendous atmospheric pressure, and
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thus effect the all-important saving in
fuel.

Although he greatly overestimated the
resistance of the atmosphere, Adams’s
ideas about the proper construction for
a high-speed train have been conclusively
demonstrated to Dbe correct. In three
runs on the Berlin-Zossen experimental
railroad, made November 4, 21, and 22,
1903, the atmospheric resistance at eight-
een miles an hour was found by care-
fully tested instruments to be 6.14 pounds
per square foot. At thirty-one miles an
hour, the pressure was 10.23 pounds; at
sixty-two miles an hour, 20.47 pounds;
at eighty-six miles an hour, 28 pounds,
and at one hundred miles an hour, 32.75
pounds per square foot.

Taking ninety-seven square feet as the
area of the car-end, the total pressure at
one hundred miles an hour would be 3.-
176 pounds, which would neutralize
about eleven per cent of the tractive
power of the largest locomotive. In ad-
dition to this is the friction of the air
on the sides of the car or train, and the
suction pulling back on the rear end.

This was less than one-third the theo-
retical pressure, according to Smeaton’s
formula, which led Adams to invent his
wind-splitting train. It was also ascer-
tained that a sharp prow on the experi-
mental train reduced the atmospheric re-
sistance by more than one-half, the pre-
cise amount varying with the direction
of the wind.

Resistance in Horse-Power.

Professor H. C. Solberg, of Purdue
University, conducted some experiments
with a model train to which delicate
measuring instruments were attached.
The train was placed in a tube twenty
inches square and sixty feet long, through
which currents of air were forced at
speeds of twenty to one hundred miles
an hour.

He found that fifty-nine horse-power
was required to overcome the resistance
of the atmosphere to a train eight hun-
dred feet long moving at the rate of
forty miles an hour. At sixty miles an
hour the same traih would have to over-
come atmospheric resistance equal to one
hundred and ninety-eight horse-power ;
at eighty miles an hour, four hundred
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and seventy horse-power, and at one hun-
dred miles an hour, nine hundred and
eighteen horse-power was required.
Professor Solberg also found that the
pressure of the air on the locomotive was
ten times greater than on a car in the
middle of the train, and two and a half
times greater on the rear car than on an
intermediate car. Any one who rides for
a mile or two on the observation plat-
form of a train running at high speed
will readily believe the latter assertion.

A Greater ProBlem.

The last word on atmospheric resist-
ance was spoken by the Electric Railway
Test Commission of the Louisiana Pur-
chase Exposition "of 1904, which con-
tinued its labors after the Fair was closed.
In a series of experiments under service
conditions on the road, the commission
found the atmospheric resistance at eigh-
ty miles an hour to be ten times that at
ten miles an hour. The pressures re-
corded were somewhat below those found
in the Berlin-Zossen tests, but the theory
on which Adams’s wind-splitting train
was designed was abundantly vindicated ;
for the commission found that at all
speeds the atmospheric resistance to a car
with a wedge-shaped plow was just one-
fourth the resistance to a flat-ended car.

The necessity for the rounded stern on
the Adams train became apparent when
the measuring instruments showed that
the suction on a standard vestibuled car
held the train back with a force equal
to sixteen horse-power.

While the railroad men of to-day are
not worrying themselves about atmos-
pheric resistance, they are, nevertheless,
up in the air on the vexatious problem of
ventilation, just as they have been since
the first closed passenger-car was built.
Furthermore, they do not seem to be very
much nearer a satisfactory solution of
the problem than they were sixty years
ago, when the newspapers were saying
such unkind things about the disgusting
conditions in the cars of that primitive
day.

A great many thousands of dollars
have been spent by the railroads in the
endeavor to find a satisfactory system of
ventilation and heating, for the two
should go together.



- Away back in 1874, the Master Car-
‘Builders' Association, which had been or-
ganized at Altoona seven years before,
went exhaustively into the theory and
chemistry of ventilation, and determined
many of the essentials of an ideal sys-
tem. Yet, the car-builders are still at
tem. Yet, the car-builders are still at it.

Analyzing Air.

About the only accurate way to ana-
lyze the various conditions of the air in
a passenger-car yet devised is to apply
the carbonic acid test. According to the
best authorities, a well-ventilated space
is one in which the characteristic odor
of a badly ventilated room is not notice-
able upon entering it from the outer air.

There is always from three to four
parts of carbonic acid to ten thousand
parts of outdoor air. If the proportion
is increased to six parfs to ten thousand,
the odor becomes perceptible.

A space may be said to be well ven-
tilated, therefore, which does not con-
tain more than six parts of carbonic acid
to ten thousand parts of air. Physiolo-
gists tell us it is highly undesirable to
breathe air containing more than seven
or eight parts of carbonic acid, and to
be decidedly injurious to stay long in a
space containing ten parts in ten thou-
sand ; yet crowded theaters and halls
often contain fourteen to eighteen parts,
and street-cars as much as twenty-two to
twenty-three parts.

Tests conducted by the master car-
builders in 1894 showed eleven to twen-
ty-two parts of carbonic acid in ten thou-
sand parts of air in a sleeping-car, six
to fifteen parts in a chair-car, and ten
to twenty-one parts in a suburban coach.

A Weighty Problem.

The average person gives off six-
tenths of a cubic foot of carbonic acid
per hour. Sixty persons in a car would
therefore exhale thirty-six feet of car-
bonic acid per hour, which would require
180,000 cubic feet of fresh air to dilute
it .so that the air in the car would not
contain more than six parts of carbonic.
acid in ten thousand parts of air.

This is altogether too much for the
~ railroad managers. The Pennsylvania
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Railroad, which has spent more money,
time, and thought upon the subject than
any other railroad on earth, was able to
force ninety thousand cubic feet, or just
half the theoretically desirable quantity,
through a car with any sort of apparatus
that wouldn’t blow the passengers’ hair
off, but could only heat two-thirds of it.
Therefore, the management decreed
that those who rode on the Pennsylvania
Railroad were entitled to one thousand
cubic feet of air per hour per passenger.
They don’t get even that much when the
train is standing at a station, for the
Pennsylvania system of ventilation only
works when the train is in motion.
However far short of perfection the
Pennsylvania system may be, it is far
ahead of that on any other railroad.
Pullman sleeping-cars of the latest de-
sign are ventilated exactly like a bot-
tle; that is, you take out the cork and
the air begins to circulate, going in both
directions at the same time through the
same aperture—perhaps. Pullmans do
not have corks, to be sure; so they use
little openings in the deck, by courtesy
called ventilators, instead. By this ar-
rangement the passenger in the lower
berth gets all the heat, while the unfor-
tunate in the upper gets all the air.

Hard to Please All.

After studying the subject more than
forty years, the master car-builders have
discovered what anybody could have told
them at the outset—which is, that each
passenger wants the heating and wventi-
lation adjusted differently from the way
any other passenger wants it. The com-
mittee on ventilation has hit upon a sug-
gestion that will make half the passen-
gers happy, and that is to provide fresh
air openings at the end of each lower
berth, which will be under the control of
the occupant. A branch of the heating
duct is recommended to be placed be-
tween berths opening into the aisle to
heat the car in the daytime, these to be
closed by the porter at night. The trav-
eler in the despised upper gets nothing
from the committee. He is denied a
hot-air duct on the ground that all the
heat would go straight out through the .
deck ventilators and be wasted. e

But the troubles of the master car-
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builders are by no means limited to the
difficulty of providing passengers with
something to breathe. There is the car
coupler, for instance. One might think
that, after all the legislation and all the
discussion and experimenting that have
been kept up without intermission from
the beginning of things, there would be
nothing new left to find out about coup-
lers ; but the committee on car couplers
kept three men steadily employed for
three months in 1908 gathering data
about couplers.

Then the committee went over the data
and spent a lot of its own time studying
the subject, and then the convention had
an animated discussion on it.  Mean-
while, every road is engaged in a frantic
search on its own account to find a bet-
ter coupler, and to get the best service
at least cost out of the couplers in use.

Rolling-Stock Repairs.

There are ten principal makes of
couplers in use, not to mention some
minor ones. While the master car-build-
ers are fussing over details for an un-
coupling arrangement that lifts up, some
of the roads are making side and bottom
operated couplers standard. Oh, no, the
coupler problem isn’t settled yet.

Another matter that is worrying the
railroads is the question of repairs. It
would seem to be the easiest thing in the
world to settle this, since the obvious
thing to do would be to send a car to
the repair track when some of its parts
were broken or worn out.

That plan has been followed in the
past, but experience proved it to be un-
‘satisfactory. The cost of repairs has
kept increasing until it was realized that
something had to be done. The solution
determined upon was to send every loco-
motive and every car to the shops at
stated periods for a general overhauling,
in order that the ounce of prevention
might obviate any necessity for the pound
of cure.

That seemed easy, too; but when it
came to: specifying the length of those
periods, the Pennsylvania Company
found it so perplexing that it appointed
a commission to weigh all the many con-
siderations and determine the most eco-
nomic period between shoppings.

MAN’S MAGAZINE. -

Then, of all the seemingly msignifi-
cant problems, apparently the most in-
significant is the problem of the car-
stake. That bit of wood would seem to
be beneath the dignity of even a railroad
official gone economy mad.

But when the annual consumption runs
up into a good many millions, perhaps
some idea may be grasped of the reason
why ‘the lumbermen who have had to fur-
nish the car-stakes at their own expense
have made such a fuss about it. The
lumbermen won their point at last, for
they forced the railroad people to con-
cede that the stake was part of the ear,
and should be furnished by the roads.

Wooden stakes that were used but once
were altogether too expensive a luxury
for any railroad. So, two years ago, a
commission of seven lumbermen and
seven railroatd representatives was ap-
pointed to conduct tests of a telescopic
steel stake that attached to the car, yet
could be folded down out of the way
when not needed. Twenty cars each
were equipped with this stake by the Illi-
nois Central, Pennsylvania, and New
York Central, and have recently been
started out on a service test. If they
make a satisfactory showing, they will,
in the course of time, be recommended as
a part of standard equipment, and an an-
cient grievance of the lumber interests
will be no more.

And so it goes on down the list. Ewvery
piece of steel or wood that enters into
the construction of a car has been made
the subject of experiment or observation
in service. Any point that remains un-
settled at the annual exchange of ideas
of the Master Car-Builders’ Association
is studied by a special committee until a
satisfactory solution is reached.

Capacity of Firemen.

The motive-power department also has
its cares. For, if the man who pays the
freight is to get the freight in time to
turn it into money before he dies of old
age, the railroads must find a better way
to get coal into the fire-box of the loco-
motive than they now have. The loco-
motive-builders have been so industrious
that they have produced bigger machines
than a mere mortal is capable of supply-
ing with fuel.



 The limit of capacity for a fireman is

about six thousand pounds of coal per
hour, though it is alleged that men have
fired seven thousand six hundred pounds
in an hour. If he keeps up this average
gait, or even anything approximating it,
over a division of a hundred and ffty
miles, he is “all in” at the end of the run.
In a test of the Erie Railroad’s big
Mallet articulated compound locomotive,
probably the most powerful yet built, it
was proudly proclaimed that the maxi-
mum coal consumption was fifty pounds
per square foot of grate area per hour.
As the grates are ten and a half feet
long by nine and a half feet wide, this
made a total of 5,000 pounds per hour.
With this amount of fuel, the locomo-
tive climbed hills at a speed of six miles

“an hour. Unfeeling critics pointed out

that the maximum fuel consumption was
so low solely because firemen were un-
able to shovel any more coal over this
corn-field, miscalled a grate.

Work for a Horse.

They said that experiments on a West-
ern mountain road showed that the way
to get the maximum tractive effort at ten
miles an hour out of a locomotive was to
feed it coal at the rate of one hundred
and fifty pounds per square foot of grate
area per hour. At this rate, the Erie
Mallet would consume fifteen thousand
pounds of coal in an hour. In other
words, the fireman, to keep her hot,
would need to have been born ftriplets.
No wonder the firemen say that feeding
a modern locomotive is work for a horse,
not for a human being.

For this reason the American Railway
Master Mechanics’ Association has ap-
pointed a standing committee to supple-
ment the efforts of the individual roads

-
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in a search for a mechanical stoker that
will do the fireman's work for him. A
number of roads have experimented with
the several mechanical stokers already on
the market with such satisfactory results
that the committee of the Master Me-
chanics’ Association reported, at the 1908
convention, that ‘ mechanical stokers
used on locomotives in this country up
to the present time have at least demon-
strated the fact that freight and passen-
ger engines in road service can be suc-
cessfully fired by mechanical means.”

Human Stokers the Best.

This is encouraging as far as it goes,
but it doesn’t go far enough to suit any-
body. The Erie, which conducted some
rather extensive experiments, found the
mechanical stoker consumed nearly six-
teen per cent more fuel per ton a mile
than the human stoker.

Other roads found the mechanical sto-
kers would distribute the coal perfectly;
but as the coal doesn’t burn evenly on
the grate, they concluded that the me-
chanical stoker would not be a success
until one having eyes and brains was pro-
duced. The Chesapeake and Ohio, the
first to experiment, has several mechani-
cal stokers, but they are not in use.

Even the firemen are not satisfied with
the prospect of being able to loll on the
seat-box and read novels during their
runs. But as both firemen and engineers
objected to injectors and sight feed lu-
bricators, and about every other improve-
ment ever proposed for locomotives, per-
haps they’ll come around after a while.
They'd better, anyway ; for the railroads
realize that they simply must have a satis-
factory mechanical stoker, and with that
end in view are investigating and ex-
perimenting with great energy.

A long train may be all empties.

size.—The Freight-Traffic Manager.

You can’t judge things by their

Tail-lights don’t show any track, but they’re mighty useful. Don’t
‘be discouraged.—The Trainmaster.
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No. 20.—Our Correspondent Indulges in a Sort of Feast of the Pass-
Over—Of the Good Old Days Before a Free People Legis-
lated Free Transportation Out of Existence.

HEY don’t work us any more
like they used to,” said
Chauncy, after T had set-
tled in his cushion chair
and put both feet on his
table.  “ Ten years ago

everybody had the combination to our
pass-box. Now the dear public either
comes up with the necessary simoleons or
stays at home. That is what legislation
has done for the people—took away one
of their dearest privileges.

“ Only a few years ago it was an honor
and a mark of distinction to hold a pass.
It showed the bearer had influence and
was in possession of the mystic touch,
knew the devious ways, and bespoke for
him secret power and prestige.

“ There was old Colonel Sputler over
at Pippinville, a one - horse attorney in
this horseless age—who carried his an-
nual. Was dignified, and complimented
by it, too. Always occupied the best seat
in the coach; and as many of them, too,
as he could—and went often. Loved to
show the people that he rode on a pass.
Always sat up exalted and pompous, and
presented his annual to the conductor
with a lordly flourish.

Series began in the July, 1907, Raifiroad Man's Magazine.

“That’s where all calculations are
wrong. You can’t impress a conductor
with a pass. After handling a thousand
of them per week, he becomes insensible
to any feeling or sensation toward the
pass or the man that carries it.

“Then came the time when the colonel
and other patriots parted with their an-
nuals, and the colonel joined the /o
polloi to our ticket-window.

“The next convention they held to
nominate a town councilman, the colonel
arose and made a speech amid applause.

“‘Is this the land of the free and the
home of the brave?’ he asked. *‘No!’
he shouted. ‘ We are a prostrate people,
and the octopus [meaning the railroads]
stands with one foot on our necks and
fattens on our substance!’

“(Of course, that's an ill - mannered
thing for an octopus to do, and it is a
deformed sort of an octopus to have a
foot at all. Nice, polite octopi have ten-
tacles only. But, however mixed the met-
aphor, the colonel reached the climax in
thunder tones: °We demand a two-cent
fare!’

“ Of course, you are ignorant of the
ways of this wicked world ; but it would
Single Copies, 10 cents.
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grieve you to know how many of our
former guests joined in the cry for a two-
cent fare.

“ It would, indeed.

“ Most of the patriots carrying banners
in the crusade for one-third off had just
been compelled to hand in their annuals
under the new order, and to them two
cents per mile looked like the next best
thing.”

“ But they tell us—" said I, accident-
ally upsetting the ink over the ticket re-
port. =

“ Never mind the report,” said Chaun-
cy; “I can make another. It is no trou-
ble, be assured. I can copy it again from
the ticket-book. It is a pleasure to do
our work over two or three times, When
a friend comes in radiating joy we don’t
care how much he musses up the interior
arrangement with his hands and feet.”

“ But they tell
me,” I persisted,
coolly cutting a
notch in the table
to show I was in
no way disturbed,
“that the cheaper
you make fares,
the more money a
railroad earns. So
many more people
travel, you know,
when they can go
for two cenfs per
mile, that the rail-
road makes a lot
more money.

“ It has always
been a mystery to
me why general
passenger - agents
can't see it that
way. My old
friend, Abe Bal-
saam, the post-
master at Syca-
more Corners, ex-
plained it to me.
Abe never rode a
dollar’'s worth in
his life.

“t How was it,
says he, ‘when
postage - stamps
was sellin’ at three
cents apiece? We

"
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‘' LOVED TO SHOW PEOPLE THAT HE RODE
ON A PASS."
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wouldn’t sell more’n ten a week. Now,
how is it? They're down to two cents,
and we sell as much as two dollars’ worth
every week.’

1 asked Abe how about the deficit
every year of ten or twenty million? Abe
parried that by saying what the country
needed was revision upward. ‘It's the
same with railroad tickets as postage-
stamps,” Abe argued; ‘the cheaper they
are, the more you'll sell. Really, the way
to stimulate travel-is to give them away,
and add green trading-stamps.’ "

“ In those good old days,” said Chaun-
cy, reaching over and deftly touching me
for the cigar a friend had given me, “in
those good old days the general passen-
ger-agent was the most widely known and
sought for personage connected with a
railroad.

“The human herd congregated about his
office, and lined
up at all hours
every day in the
year. They were
admitted to his
presence, one
treading upon an-
other’s heels in
a continuous and
endless procession.
There was every
type — the politi-
cian, the actor,
the clergyman, the
man with a new
idea and the man
with no idea;
people with all
sorts of designs,
contraptions, and
stratagems; all
with the purpose
of extracting a
pass—to beat us
out of a fare,

“They are gone.
The fhoi polloi no
longer treks to the
g. a. p. office. The
chairs and benches
are vacant. A
country grave-
yard quiet per-
vades the place.

“ Occasionally a
stranger, forget-
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ting for the moment the present, and re-
membering only the benison of other days,
finds his way in, and the g. p. a. wipes a
tear from his eyes, shakes his head sadly,
and says with quaking voice:

ST can'tido it 1 can’t] Tican’t! Ehe
law! The cruel and inexorable law! The
rigid, unrelenting statutes of our land
will not permit it. It is too bad; it is,
indeed! They have tied us down, hand
and foot.

* The stranger departs.

“Then the g. p. a. lets out a hoarse
automobile honk—a sort of exultant, re-
joicing chuckle—known in past ages as a
horse-laugh.

“Is the g. p. a. really sorry he has
been depriv Ld of the pupu]ar pqstlme of
peddling passes?

“1Is he? Just ask any of them.

“Those days will return never more,”
said Chauncy, with a sort of ‘ quoth-
the-raven ”’ sigh. “ When people travel
now, all we can give them free is one of
our folders printed in red, yellow, and
green. Ten years ago it was different.”

" HOW WAS IT, WHEN POSTAGE-
STAMPS WAS SELLIN' AT THREE
CENTS A PIECE ? WE WOULDN'T
SELL MORE'N TEN A WEEK.'"

MAN’'S MAGAZINE.

Chauncy lit the cigar he had
purloined from me, and waft-
ed a few vegetable ringlets in
my direction.

“Ten years ago ticket-buy-
ing was a fine art,” he said.
*“A good per cent of travel is
in groups — always been that
way.

“ Whenever a party of peo-
ple is to make a journey—
whether lodge, church, or any
other organization—there bobs
up a bell-wether or two among
the number to do all the talk-
ing and planning ; and at once
all the others defer to him and
permit him to complete thes
details of the journey.

“Ten years ago the whole
passenger business revolved
around the central idea of
carrying some one free. So
you see at once the talkative
and insistent member became
the bunco-steerer of the rest
of the party.

“He got his passage free,
and took along on the same
terms all his kith and kin that
he could arrange for. In re-
turn, he delivered his following over to
the road extending him the most favors.

“ People are very much like sheep—
they follow the lead. Only occasionally
you find a fellow that actually does his
own thinking., Almost every one is a
blank on everything except the weather.
You know this to be true from your own
experience, don’t you?”

I nodded a feeble acknowledgment.
There came to my mind one particular
recollection of the old way of handling
passenger business.

There was a certain religious order
near our town, and every year the mem-
bers had an annual meeting,

Every year we had the same fight, and
the same experience in ticketing the
bunch.

Let us fix Mossback, Maryland, as the
place for the annual meeting.-

On the first convenient and opportune
Sunday, up would arise Uncle Sol Shive-
ly, after a prayer or two, and solemnly
address the congregation on a matter of
“ great importance.”



- Sol possesses a heavy sepulchral voice,
a mass of jungle whiskers, and a rotund
front. When words issue from a.combi-
nation like that, they are always impres-
sive and convincing.

After a saintly roll of his eyes, and
piously folding his hands over his pro-
truding anatomy, Sol would proceed
something like this:

“ Brethren and sisters, we are hoping
you all will attend the annual meeting at
Mossback for the spiritual strengthening
you will get from it. As Matthew says,
chapter four, seventeenth verse, ‘It is
good for us to be there” But how are
we to get there? "

Sol stopped and looked around and
waited for an answer, but “echo”™ was
not onto his job.

“1 repeat,” continued Sol, “how are
we to git there? Them are the practical
things that we have got to think about.
And what does the good Book say about
them that can't take the time and look
into these things? Mark, four, chapter
nine, ‘ You that have ears to hear, let 'em
hear.’ :

“ And what does that mean, brethren?
It can’t mean anything else, only that
some of us has got-to look into these
things and tell the rest of you; and,
hay'n’ ears, you must hear. It is in the
blessed Book just that way. And, then,
about gittin’ the best there is — ain’t it
plain as day in First Thes-
salonians, chapter five,
verse twenty-first: ‘ Prove
all things. Hold fast to
that which is good.’

Slakesthe (@ 2t and. VD,
road that leaves here at
three o’clock every after-
noon, and only one change
at Dismalville; and there
you are at Mossback the
next afternoon at five,
three hours before dark.
Time enough to make all
arrangements. And you
get a delightful daylight
ride through the Looloo
Valley.

*“I have heard all the
railroads tell what they
have to offer us. I have
‘proved all things,” and
I am ‘holding fast to that
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what is good." I am taking the Q. and
D. ‘You that have ears must hear.’
Let us pray.”

After services the congregation would
gather in clusters, in a brotherly, hand-
shaking commingling, and Uncle Sol
would tell about the elegant service and
merits of the Q. and D., and round them
up -and extract promises and work and
sweat to find out to a certainty just how
many he could count on for the Q. and
D. He would iron-clad and rivet the
prospect by taking the names.

Then he would be horrified to find that
another member was pulling for the B.
and X. road. Personalities would be in-
dulged in. Dark hints would be made,
and the congregation would divide up
into two camps over the merits of the
(). and D. and the B. and X.

Sol and the other one were bell-wethers.
Back of each were the traveling passen-
ger-agents of the two roads.

On the following day the two worthies
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would drive to town, and each would
meet by appointment at some sequestered
spot a dapper young fellow, to whom the
outlook would be reported. The young
fellows were the traveling passenger-
agents of the two lines.

The party would finally go only after
the expenditure of a vast amount of di-
plomacy, intrigue, and cunning.

Of course, the bell-wethers would have
the usual tickets along with the rest.
They got them by shutting their eyes and
holding their hands behind them.

Maybe you have heard that remark
about the *“ power of the press.”” That
is a typographical error. .The correct
reacdiing was the “ power of the pass.”

Hundreds of people in those bygone
days were misled over impossible routes,
bad connections, and into all possible in-
conveniences of travel because the leader
was secretly deadheading the trip.

The traveling passenger-agent had to
be a resourceful sort of a pirate. He
had to deal with the cupidity and gulli-
bility of the people, and it was up to him
to reckon to a certainty just how mlany
paid fares could be produced for a cer-
tain number of passes.

The most cunning criminal of the lot
usually got the business.

It used to be a proud moment in the
life of the exalted ruler of the Independ-
ent Order of the Hoopoos when the or-
der’s annual gathering brought all the
passenger men groveling at his feet. For
then he knew that he and the secretary
and the past grand would get all the
road had except the ties and the good-
will.

Not that way any more these days.

People have legislated themselves out
of all these grand gift distributions.
Everybody pays but—so does father.

For even William Taft, before he
could distribute that celebrated smile
over valley and dale, hillside and moun-
tain, prairie and desert, had to have an
appropriation from Congress to “ pay the
freight.” Jones doesn’t come across with
it any more.

“It is a mystery to me,” spoke up
Chauncy, * why the people don’t sigh for
a return of those golden days when gra-
cious railroads distributed with free hand
and lavish hospitality that greatest of all
blessings—the pass.

THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE.

 People demanded railroad legislation,
and they got it just where the Plymouth
Rock got the implement of the wood-
man. Then the representative from Posey
County handed over his annual, the edi-
tor of the Clayville Clarion his mileage-
book, and the newest minister of the new-
est sect his half-fare permit, and the
railroad was enjoined, prohibited, and
forever restrained from giving away its
goods.

* Brains,” continued Chauncy, puffing
up a little, *“ and the real merit of your
line, are what sells transportation in these
practical days.”

Recently there died the prince of dead-
heads. He earned this honored title, and
maintained it proudly to the end.

Twenty or thirty years ago he was
known all over the land as “ The Immor-

M

“tal J. N.”

He went from the Atlantic to the Pa-
cific, and from Mexico to Canada, and
recrossed and back-tracked through every
State on every railroad, and some time in
his life visited every town of importance
in America and never paid a cent of car
fare.

He was tall and majestic. His hair
fell over his shoulders in long ringlets,
He was neither clairvoyant nor astrolo-
ger, but always in reserve he carried the
occult power to *remove the pressure ™
and ‘‘ raise the veil.”

He adorned the hotel registers with a
distinguished flourish, but he never paid
a cent for keep.

There were pomp and circumstance in
his presence. He knew all the railroad
officials and conductors throughout the
broad land. 2

He never begged a favor. He was
never cowed or confounded, humiliated
or disheartened. He arose and stood su-
perior to all surroundings and to all per-
sonalities.

In his hand he carried the mystic
cryptic scroll, containing the secret of the
universe, which solved all the riddles that
make the existence of man a puzzle, and
wherein was the power to dissolve with a
gesture and a word the sun, moon, and
stars into comet’s tails.

When he rode on a train it was a faver
to the road, and a matter of congratula-
tion to the management to be able to
extend the courtesy of travel.



All railroaders, great and small, knew
the * Immortal J. N." and the mys’uc
power he carried.

He was a restless traveler, never stop-
‘ping longer than a day in one town.

Now and then a new conductor would
hold out a witless hand for a ticket or
cash fare, and the “ prince of dead-
heads ” would arise and thunder :

“Avaunt! I am the Immortal J. N.!
Lay one hand on me,
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the word in connectlon with the ticket

business."”

“So I did,” replied Chauncy. *“I in-
formed you that all the business we get
now is by direct dealing and by correct
information. There isn’t anything done
like it was ten or twenty years ago. Did
you see me sell that ticket to the young
lady? Didn’t you notice the elegance
and polish of the transaction?

and F will ‘ remove the
pressure!’ Dare to
molest me, and I will
“raise the yeill’™"

There are not many
conductors that want
the wveil raised; and
knowing that that was
the Immortal J. N.s
specialty, and that he
could deliver the goods
on the spot, they passed
him up.

No conductor ever
had the nerve or hardi-
hood to put him off
the train.

A few years ago the
S e ol el o N
joined all the prophets
who have gone before.
There were no convul-
sions of mnature—mno
cataclysms when he
went. No peals of
thunder — no quaking
of the earth—no dark-
ening of the sun’s splendor. One day
the anchor-chain broke, the bark drifted
away and went over the hazy horizon,
and that was all.

Then a strange impulse seized the
people.

The power and privilege of issuing
passes was taken from the railroads, and
all the deadheads—high or low, or of
whatever degree—perished from the face
of the earth, and the tribe was no more.

And the cause?

Known to philosophers and railroad
men only.

The “ Immortal J. N.” had at last
“ removed the pressure.”” He had finally
“lifted the veil.” He had made good !

“1 think you mentioned brains,” said
I to Chauncy, after a little. * You used
8 R R
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““AVAUNT | T AM THE IMMORTAL J. N.!"

“ When you were selling tickets, you
would have thrown the ticket and loose
change on the counter and shove it over
to her like dumping garbage. You no-
tice I did not do it that way. T held the
ticket and change between my fingers and
dropped them into her gloved palm as
delicately as if I were giving a little child
a pretty flower.”

“But you spoke of brains,
sisted.

“So I did,” rejoined Chauncy. *1I
mean this: A man to run the ticket busi-
ness, under the new order has got to seize
every opportunity to stimulate travel,

1

I per-

arouse interest in places and events away

from home, and have the instinct to fol-

low up a hint, or a show of interest that

may be developed into business.
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“You do not seem to catch my mean-
ing, I have gotten beyond you. As good
luck has it, here is a chance to illustrate
what T am trying to make clear to you.
You see that man out in the waiting-room
looking at the map of Florida?”

I had looked out through the ticket-
window, and there was a man looking
and tracing with his finger either a road
or river in the State of Florida. He was
the only passenger.

1 gsee him,” said I, * but what about
2"

“ Don’t tell you anything, does it?”’
asked Chauncy. “To my discerning
mind it tells me he is interested in Flor-
ida. Now, I will go out and talk to him
and interest him, and before I am done
he will know all about our line and our
connections and our through service.
Some day his interest will take him there.
He will remember me and he will come
straight to me again, because I have
shown an interest.”

Chauncy went out to the stranger and
delivered his line of talk.

I followed him out and
about with a desultory interest.

The stranger gave Chauncy a friendly
nod ; and at once, on this bit of encour-
agement, Chauncy launched forth:

“ Ah, looking at the map of Florida, I
see. Beautiful country! Land of flow-
ers! Why, man alive, the possibilities of
that country are.just beginning to Dbe
known! All that land down there is the
futnre garden-spot of the world. Now
is the time to invest. ~After a while it
will be too late, and people up here will
wonder why they didn’t see it before.

“* Yes, that’s the town of Kissammee
where your finger is. I’ll tell you a
story about it. ne of our railroad stories.

““A woman from the North was riding
on a Plant train one day, and behind her
in the next seat sat a Southern gentle-
man ; very gallant, you know.

sauntered
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“*Going to Kissammee?’ says he to
the woman.

“She grew red in the face, but made
no reply. ; 7

“ Thinking she hadn’t heard him, he
leaned forward and repeated somewhat
louder:

“*“Pardon me, but I say, are you go-
ing to Kissammee?’

‘ By this time the woman was enraged,
and finally snapped :

HiiNol sinl!

“*Pardon again,” said the man very
coolly; ‘I thought you were going to
Kissammee.’

“ This was more than the woman could
stand. She sprang from her seat. She
called the conductor and, frantically sha-
king her umbrella in the man’s face, de-
manded that he be ejected from the train
for repeatedly and persistently insulting
her. :

“‘ What did he say, madam?’ politely
asked the conductor.

““He has asked me to kiss him two or
three times within the last mile, and I
demand that he be removed.’

“* 1 meant no offense,” apologized the
man very humbly. ©All I asked the lady
was if she was going to Kissammee.’

“ Then the conductor explained te the
lady that the next station was Kissam-
mee, and made everything satisfactory.”

Reaching the climax of his story,
Chauncy chuckled gleefully.

On the other hand, the stranger did
not lift his eye from the map. Nor did
he show the faintest sign of any emo-
tion whatsoever,

But, stepping over to the ticket-win-
dow, he took a pad and pencil from his
pocket and wrote:

“ When a train for Kokomo?

He was deaf and dumb.

“ I thought you said brains,” said I to
Chauncy, as he slid for the office and I
for the open.
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Roll-Call of Veterans.

A Glance at the Glorious Roster

of Railroading to Its Present-Day
Crowning Point.

ENTWISTLE CALLED HOME.

Stephenson’s Fireman, and Afterward Engi-
neer of the Rocket, Passes Away,
Near the Century Mark.

OME time ago we published a short

sketch of Edward Entwistle, the man
who fired the famous engine Rocket on her
epoch-making run. We have now the mel-
ancholy duty of following up that sketch
with an announcement of the death of the
distinguished veteran, which occurred Octo-
ber 31 last, at Des Moines, [owa.

Mr. Entwhistle was born in Tilsley's
Banks, Lancashire, England, ninety-four
years ago. At the age of eleven he was
apprenticed in the Duke of Bridgewater’s
machine shops at Manchester.

It was in these shops that Stephenson’s
engine was built, and the boy took such a
keen interest in the locomotive that the
man whose name was to rank first among
the inventors of the world took notice of
him.

When the time came to make a choice
of a man to help him in the running of
the engine, young Entwistle found, to his
astonishment and delight, that Stephenson
had chosen him. For three trips he fired
the Rocket, then he bhecame éngineer, and
was engineer for two and a half years.

A2
STILL ON THE RAILS.

Wildoner Is on the Active List Yet, and
Claims the Distinction of Being Oldest
Working Engineer.

ACOB WILDONER, who, according to
the Railroad Employce, is the oldest
locomotive engineer in active service in the
United States, still answers to his name on
the pay-roll of the Central of New Jersey.
True he.is not hauling flyers over the road
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any more, nor even way freights, but he

has charge of the air-compressor and sta-

tionary engines at the famous “ Fiddlers "
shops of the company at Jersey City.

Mr. Wildoner began his railroad ecareer
in 1847, nearly sixty-three years ago, on the
Switchback Railroad at Mauch Chunk,
Pennsylvania. The line was then owned
and operated by the Lehigh Coal and Navi-
gation Company, which in turn was after-
ward absorbed by the Lehigh Valley Rail-
road. '

Young Wildoner’s first duties consisted
partly in driving mules and partly in brak-
ing cars by the exciting and unecertain
method of pushing a “sprig” between the
wheel spokes. To quote the Emplovee:

“In 1848 Mr. Wildoner was transferred as
fireman on the stationary engine located on
Mount Pisgah, and in the following year
he took charge as despatcher of operations
at the head of the Mount Piseah plane,
having supervision over the train runners,
remaining in that position until 1855, during
which period he ran the first passenger-car
over the line.

“In November, 1835 Mr. Wildoner en-
tered the employ of the Lehigh Valley Rail-
road, which at that period extended between
Mauch Chunk and Easton, Pennsylvania, as
fireman of one of the five locomotives
which composed the motive power of the
road.

“In 1857 he was advanced to engineer,
in charge of the locomotive Robert H. Sa-
ger in the South Easton yards, which posi-
tion he retained wuntil May 1, 1858, when he
accepted service with the Lackawanna as

fireman and extra engineer. His first as-*

signment was the camel-back locomotive
Connecticut, running between Secranton,
Pennsylvania, and Hampton Junction, New
Jersey. '
“He afterward ran the Wilansing, a
wood-burner, from Canademus to Delaware
Station, hauling wood for engine supply.
“Mr. Wildoner remained in the Lacka-

wanna service until December, 1865, when
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he entered the employ of the Central in
the year 1866.

“His first work for this company was
setting up two new locomotives of Grant
make, known as the Green Mountain type.
These engines weighed thirfy-six tons each,
were equipped with eighteen by twenty-two-
inch cylinders, and were the largest and
most powerful owned by the company at
that time., Mr. Wildoner was given charge
of one of these engines and ran her to
Hampton.

* At this time wood was the universal fuel
for locomotive use and wood stations were
located along the Central at Bloomsbury,
Asbury, and Clinton (now Amnnandale), and
workmen were employed continuously at
White House and Green Brook cutting. up
old ties for engine supply.

“Mr. Wildoner ran a locomotive on the
Central continuously until December o, 1803,
when, on account of losing the sight of one
of his eves from an engine spark, he was
compelled to accept other employment, and
has been located at ‘ Fiddlers’ in his pres-
ent capacity since, a position created by
former General Superintendent Olhausen, in
recognition of long and meritorious service.”

%

OLDEST EAGLE-EYE DEAD.

Tatem Parsons, Engineer of the John Bull,
Was In from the Beginning of
.1 American Railroads.

ATEM PARSONS, the oldest engineer
on the books of the Pennsylvania,
died at Camden, New Jersey, on the 4th of
November last, at the.age of eighty-nine.
Parsons was famous by the fact that he
was the engineer on one of the pioneer loco-
motives in America, the John Bull, which
ran on one of the earliest roads—the Cam-
den and Amboy.

He was probably also the oldest locomo-
tive engineer in the country. Commenting
editorially on the passing of the veteran, the
New York World says: .

“The frst rail of the first American rail-
road was laid July -4, 1828, by Charles Car-
roll of Carrollton, then the only living signer
of the Declaration. As President Hadley
wrote in 1883, ‘one man's life formed the
connecting link between the political revolu-
tion of the last century and the industrial
revolution of the present.” One man's life,
again, joined the beginnings of the railway
with to-day.

“There are many people in America who
can remember 1830, though possibly none
who in that year worked on the railway.

THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE,

Tatem Parsons's one life covered the growth

of an industry whose tracks in the United

States alone are long enough to run one

hundred and twenty lines from New York

to San Francisco, whose *train mileage’ for .
a year would encircle the earth fifty thou-

sand times, and whose capital almost equals

the total wealth of the nation at the be-

ginning of the Civil War.”

a2
THE OLDEST OPERATOR.

F. H. Zimmerman, Who Retires on a D.
and H. Pension, Seems to Have a
Distinct Title to the Honor.

FTER over fifty-three years of service,

F. H. Zimmerman, of the Delaware

and Hudson, and probably the oldest active

railroad telegrapher in America, retired on

a pension on October 1, last year. Mr.

Zimmerman has been night ticket-agent for

the Delaware and Hudson at Binghamton
since 18go0.

He was born in 1837, and entered the rail-
road service in May, 1856, joining the Lacka-
wanna as track laborer.

He afterward spent two years in the train
service, and became operator at Henryville
in 1830.

He remained there for three years, when

.he was transferred as joint agent of the
New Jersey Central and the Lackawanna to
Hampton Junction. In his next pesition,
with the American Telegraph Company, at
145 Broadway, New York, he was brought
in constant contact “with Professor Morse,
and Cyrus W. Field, the father of the At-
lantic cable.

On June 2o, 1864, Mr. Zimmerman was
employed as operator in Syracuse, New
York, and was employed at different points
until December 1, 1865, when he accepted
service at Great Bend, Pennsylvania. He
remained there for six years, werking on
both the Erie and Lackawanna roads.

On November 21, 1871, he went to Corry,
Pennsylvania, with the A. and G. W. Railway,
where he remained until May 1, 1872, when
he resigned and went back with the Erie at
Great Bend, where he worked until April
6, 1874.

He then joined the New Jersey Central
as operator at Elizabeth, New Jersey, and
on May 22 he for the second time became
stationed at Hampton Junction, where he
worked as operator and ticket-agent for
fifteen years.

In 1862 the joint salary at Hampton Junc-
tion was $30 per month, In 1863 it was
advanced to $35.



"THE DAM-BUILDERS.

BY BANNISTER MERWIN,
Author of ‘“The Girl and the Bill,”” ‘“ The Sword of Tarroloys,’”” ‘* The Corner.’"

Fate Chooses for Thekla, and She
Rides at Night Out of the Valley.

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

ARRY SMITH and Jack Marly, being in possession of some valuable water-rights,
are building a dam, Smith being the engineer and Marly supplying half the
capital. The other half of the capital is supplied by a Denver capitalist named Briggs
and another man named Garth. Briggs comes to view the work, and while there he drops
half of a broken shilling, which Marly picks up. The capitalist is interested as a
money-lender, and not as a partner, and he holds a mortgage on the dam and all the

rights, subject to a time-limit for the completion of the work,
Jack finds that Garth, Briggs, and Murdock, the contractor, are playing a double-
cross on Larry and himself. A walking-delegate tries to organize the men, and Jack

orders him off the place. It is evident that he is paid by Briggs.
in-which the walking-delegate loses considerable dignity and some skin.

There is a serimmage,

Jack falls in love with Thekla Wist, daughter of the head man of a Norwegian settle-

ment. ]
they are very bitter.

The Norwegians are suspicious that the dam project will flood their farms, and
Wist opposes Jack, and Thekla is compelled to choose her father.

CHAPTER X.
The Stampede.

HE Saturday which saw the
pipe completed was a hard
day for Jack, and it fol-
lowed a night of emotional
stress. He had come to see
clearly—first, that he loved

Thekla Wist so greatly as to make every-

thing in his life secondary to that love.
He realized, too, that she loved him.

Else, why had she wavered when he made

his appeal to her? And with a fineness

of perception that was almost feminine
he discerned the reasons why she had, at
the last, turned to her father.
Self-reproach for a dissatisfaction
which she had., perhaps, regarded too
tragically was surely in part responsi-
ble; but more than that, she had been
she must have been—Irightened by the
strangeness of her suddenly discovered
passion. Therefore, she had sensitively
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thrown herself under the protection of
a love which was as old as her own years
—the love of her father. Her father’s
call had aroused in her the maiden in-
stinct of flight to a shelter which might
be rude, but was, at least, safe.

And how well Peter Wist had said just
the right words! The old Norwegian
had spoken from an insight that was a
high credit to his understanding of his
daughter.

He must have recognized the painful-
ness of the contrast between her life in
the valley and her life when she had been
out in the world, acquiring the wider
view which he, doubtless, had wished her
to have. If his demand upon her seemed
selfish, it was nevertheless dictated by
sentiments that appeared to be worthy.

Peter Wist was not a father to be
ashamed of. The faults of crudeness
that had made her suffer when she re-
turned to him. fresh from an environ-
ment where that kind of crudeness was

not known, had taken on exaggerated im-

3
s

y
=L
. % it
ﬂ,}
s




694 - THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE

portance in her mind for the very reason
that they were so foreign to w hat, for
several years, she had been accustomed to
see. But the man’s rugged qualities were
too strong for him to be in any sense
contemptible.

Jack even found himself excusing the
stubborn suspicions which Wist held to-
ward himself and his assoeciates. A lit-
tle community of foreigners whick had
wrested a home from the deseri might
well fear the advance of industrialism.
The lies had come from fellow-country-
men—men whom it was most natural for
them to believe.

Thekla, in time, would  realize this
fact, and she would, moreover, forget her
father’s faults in her 1ec,ogmt10n of his
worth. That would be when she was
not bound to the dreariness of a life in
“ Sweden " ; when, with Jack as her hus-
band, she would live in the larger world
of the opportunities she most desired,
giving to her father only so much of her
time as a husband might be expected to
surrender to him.

For Jack had mot the least belief that
Thekla and he were not to come to-
gether again. The issue was sure to
broaden until it included both her father
and her lover.

He longed to go to her that day, but
common sense held him back. She must
have time herself to work the problem

out—to accustom herself to the recog--

nition of the new yearnings of her own
heart.

About the middle of the afternoon,
Murdock’s men came straggling up from
Klingerman Pass, bringing their outfits
with thém. Larry, who had been spend-

ing several hours in an inspection of the

completed work, was not far behind
them ; and after his arrival, in the midst
of the confusion which attended the re-
arrangement of the outfit in its old quar-
ters, Jack found him estimating with
thoughtful eyes the work that remained
to be done on the dam.

“Well? " queried Jack.

“Well, we are close to the end Four
days more!”

“ And those are the days of our great-
est danger, Larry. Briggs will try his
best to choke us now."

“ Yes.” admitted Larry.

“ Bill Murdock will surely keep on

S - - Gt

wasting our spare time,
to strangle him a dozen times lately.”

“ Keep cool, Jack:

“Obh, T will,” Jack laughed, “ But I
haven't had your chance to learn patience
through experience, Larry.”

“It will be a queer irony,” muttered
Larry, “if those few courses of the dam
prove our undoing. The simplest, easiest
part of all.”

“Qur agreement with Briggs shouldn’t
insist on those last few feet of the dam,

Larry. We can supply more power now

than we can sell for the next year.”

“ But you remember that the agree-
ment reads: ‘ All the construction-work
complete as specified.” However, that
isn’t thu. thing that’s bothering me just
now.”

(33 NO ? "

“I'm wondering how those fellows '—
he nodded toward the workmen’s tents
—“will take the order to work to-mor-
TOW: !

“Sunday?

“ It won't be safe not to make them—
and it is risky to ask it of them in their
present mood. There’s the problem.”

* Offer 'em deuble pay.”

“Of course!”

“ Triple pay!”

‘i ‘I\]_—)res.”

Murdock approached, glancing at his
watch as he came, *‘It’s four o’clock.”
he began. * Hardly worth while to put
the men on the dam to-night.”

“What’s that?’’ snapped Larry.

“I say it's hardly worth while to put
the men on the dam now. By the time
the engines get a goin’ an’ the cement’s
mixed, it’ll be about time to quit.”

“You put those men on the job at
once,” said Larry firmly. * More than
that, you work them to -morrow—double
time:. Do you hear?”

“Yes, I hear, Mr. High-and-Mighty,"”
sneered Murdock. “ But when you've
handled hobes’s long’s I have, you'll be
a durned sight wiser.”

“ Don’t waste time talking to me. Get
your men to work.” _

“ All right—all right. Just as soon
as McGuire finishes payin’ 'em off.”

* Paying them off2” Larry stared at
the contractor with —angry surprise.

“ Why, in the name of Heaven, are vou
paying them now? ™

I have wam’ted‘ .




e f’thelr pay Saturdays You

well enough.” Murdock

sp _ He was kicking at a

‘pebble on the ground. “1 didn’t sup-

pose you'd insist on their doin’ any more

~. to-day, an’ I thought they'd feel a lot

- " better about things if I gave ’em this

dy '_-. hO"i;lr—”

: Larry had suddenly become strangely
~calm. “Put them on the job, Mur-
dock,” he said quietly; and there was

) that in his voice that made the contrac-
tor hurry away toward the tents.

Larry turned to Jack. “It's com-

J ing!"” he said.

Jack nodded.

. “If we had tried to worry things
along,” continued Larry, ‘ they would
have raised Hades with us later on. Bet-
- ter have it over with!"”

“* Right!"” said Jack.

-~ ° Suddenly they heard a low roar from
the tents—the sound made by the col-
lective human animal when it is angry.
Out into the open swarmed a hundred
men, Murdock battling in the midst of
them, fighting his way to the outer edge
of the crowd.

He got free, and, running to one side,
stood looking at the turmoil with a ma-
licious smile. There was no more to fol-
low him. The men had not turned on

him; but he had been caught in their,

rush, and those nearest him had handled
him roughly.
At first, Jack thought that he and
Larry were the object of this angry ex-
citement. He expected an attack, and
braced himself, resolving to go down
fighting ; but a glance at-Larry caused
him to relax his tense muscles. The en-
gineer was standing in the easiest of
poses, a faint smile on his brown face.
And now the men were forming in a
. dense group about a cement barrel. A
y ; man was climbing upon the barrel —a
Tl stocky man, whose face, as he struggled
3 to his feet and turned to face his ex-
- cited audience, was made peculiarly sin-
ister by the gleam of his prominent up-
per teeth.
“O'Neill | exclaimed Jack.
o Jack and Larry had not known that
- the walking - delegate was among the
- Blll Murdoek must have

tains ﬁung aback the smmd for theg"
would have none-of it, so roughened was
it byeanimal passions. Then the rleln—
gate began to speak.

His appeal was altogether to their
greed. He contrasted their condition
with the condition of the men who em-
ployed them, and urged them to u

now, at the ‘time when their Inastérs
most needed them. - 1
“Youse can win!” he shouted. :

“ Youse can have what you ‘want, if you 1
act together. These bloodsuckers can't
get along without you, an’ youse can
make em treat you right.” -

Murdock, meantime, had not budged
from his position. It was plain that he
had no intention of interfering. Jack
reasoned that Murdock had made his
own arrangements with the delegate.

" These fellers shows that they needs
youse when they tries to make you work
Sunday. Men, don't you do it! Let
‘em find out what it is to get along with-
out youse.

*“ Come with me to the hall at Larkin
City, an’ I'll organize ,youse to- -night.
Mouday vouse can tell 'em your terms.
Don't give in now, men. Youse are all
together. Now’s the time to show what
youse are made of.”

“That’s right!"” They were shoutmg
“ That’s the stuff! Give it to ’em again,
O'Neill 1"

“Hold on!” Larry had stepped to
the outer edge of the group, and he
raised his hand to get O'Neill’'s atten-
tion. “Hold on there! Let me say
something !

“Don’t you listen to him, O'Neill,”
cried one of the crowd.

“ Make him shut his mouth!” yelled
another.

But O’Neill hushed them all.
ning smile appeared on his face.

“ We believe in fair play, even if the

A cun-

other fellers don’t,” he said. * Ain't
that right? "

“Right you are!” “Good boy, =
O’'Neill! ” came the answers. A silence 4

fell upon the crowd, which the moment
before had been as restless as a herd of ’
Laltlc at the edge of a stampede.
ow, then"—O’Neill turned
Larry— what you got to say to :
“ Just this,”” Larry was still
‘“if these men have any grievanc
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lie between themselves and Bill Mur-
dock, the man they work for. You have
been talking as though they were work-
ing for the company. You know very
well that the company hasn't anything
to do with their wages. That's Bill
Murdock's affair.”

“ (Get” it straight, friend — get it
straight,” O’Neill broke in—and Jack
edged nearer to Larry as a murmur.ran
thruu'rh the crowd. ‘ The men are work-

for Bill Murdock, you say? ™

Lal ry nodded.

“ A’ Bill Murdock’s
you, ain't he?”

* Yes;' replied Larry.

(O’Neill shrugged his  shoulders.
“ That’s all T got to say about fiat,” he
remarked.

The men, as they felt the force of the
rough logic, laughed. Their champion
had scored.”

But Larry had not finished. * Your
point, then,” he said, “is that the men
are really working for the company.”

“ That's about it!”

“ That being so "—Larry spoke slow-
ly, distinctly—*‘ that being so—and I am
sijmkmt, not for Bill Murdock, but for
the company—I offer them double pay
from now on if they finish this dam be-
fore mext Thursday. Is that fair?”

The men were silent, - O'Neill lost
his smile.

“That,” continued Larry, * means
bigger wages than have ever been paid
around here before. What do you say,
men?” He turned to the crowd. * Will
you stand by the company?

“You have labored hard to see this
job through. Are you going to quit
now, a few days before the finish, just
because that cheap skate tells you to?  If
you have not been satisfied before, you
can blame Bill Murdock. Has ke ever
offered to double your wages?”

“ He couldn’t, at the rate youse pay
him,” exploded O'Neill.

“What do you know about that?"”
demanded Larry with a swift, stern
clance at the delegate. * Bill Murdock
has mever complained to the company
that we weren't giving him enough for
him to treat his men right.

“Now, the first time the cofmpany
hears a complaint, it offers vou men a
square deal.

a workin’ for

That’s all you want, isn’t __on to Larkin City, boys.

it? - A square deal! DMen, it's really
snore than a square deal.”

*“ He's bluffing!” yelled O'Neill sud-
denly.
bling wages when there was plenty of
time and to spare? An' how do youse
know he’s got money? He ain’t the only
member of this company.’

“I'm the man in charge-of this job,”
said Larry.

“If youse take his word for this,
youse'll be sorry. He’s trying to gain
time. Listen to his fine words, an’
youse'll be lookin' into the muzzles of
Pinkerton revolvers nex' Monday morn-
in’."

“ Double wages,
firmly.

The “situation hung in the balance.
Among the men, opinion was obviously
divided.. The more thoughtful of them
knew that they had no grievance against
the company, but all of them were in-
toxicated by the newly inspired con-
sciousness of their own power. Larry’s
offer had, for the moment, put a check
on the delegate’s influence; but even
Jack, who had never witnessed such a
stene before, knew that O'Neill would
not give up easily.

As for Murdock, he had slowly backed

men! ' said Larry

away. His action might have been

ascribed to fear; but the partners, at
least, realized that the contractor’s chief
purpose was to keep out of the discus-
sion. Presumably, his part in the game
was, by arrangement, to be entirely pas-
sive.

O’Neill went at the men again. He
cited instances in which employers had
broken promises. He insisted that Larry
could not be sincere in making so high
an offer.

“He's trying to keep vouse from or-
ganizing,” he said. ‘ It's cheap for him
to offer double wages for four days when
he knows it will help him to gouge youse
on the next job.”

“We don't object to the men organ-
izing,” Larry interrupted. = * Organize
‘em here—now—if you want to.”

‘“He knows I can’t organize youse
here,” screamed @'Neill. * He knows
youse have got to come to the Stone-
mason's Hall at Larkin City, where the
ritchool can be carried through. . Come
Come now!

“Who ever heard .of ’em dou-

»



_ = :an 1f yuuse demde to ac-
gpt_th company s offer an’ go to work
; ow, you can come back. That's
fair —eh, Mr. Boss?"” He leered at
= larry. - That's the square cleal all
- around, boys—no harm done, an’ a good
- time thro\m in.
"~ The effect was magical. Silver
~ chinked in a hundred pockets, and, with
a shout, the men rushed to the tents for
o - their hats and coats.- Within five min-
ST utes they were streaming down the road,
e calling to one another, singing—acting
: like boys out of school; and in the midst
of the procession was the triumphant
O’Neill, surrounded by those who were
most tager to drink of his promises.

i S CHAPTER XL
The Beat of Horse’s Hoofs.

T'S all over,” said Larry grimly as
—the last man passed them. He had
tried fruitlessly to stop several of them
and induce them to listen to him.
“ They won’t come back,” replied Jack
gloomily.
- “No, they won't come bacL O'Neill
“will spread the rumor that Aaron Garth,
who is known to be half of our com-
pany, won't stand for my offer. Whis-
1 ky will do the rest.
=1 . “There might have been a chance if
| Garth hadn’t the name of being so close-
s fisted. H1s character will bear out the
; rumor.” -
& Where are Jones and Armsbv and
Ives2 "
~ “TI had to send them to the city on
business.- Somebody has to look after
 matters in our office there, and I didn’t
dare leave the work."
“ And the machinery men?
5 'L‘hey:went thls noon. Two of them

besules .OiiIselves there isn't
camp,, except old Mad-

Larry with a curmus srmle. SN
“I'm going to settle with Bill Mur =51
dock.” #
“Let him alone.” Larry s'e_ize_:d
arm. ‘“It won’t do any good.
sooner he leaves, the better.”
Presently Murdock walked tow
them. He looked worried and embar
rassed — assuming the manner of hemg x
ashamed of his own incapacity. .
“You done fine,” he said to Larry
“\ob(:rdv could *a’ done more. If I'd gone = =8
among ’em, they’d have murdered me.” %
Jack turned his back. Seeing Mur-
dock, and knowing his contemptible
trickery, it was hard to keep his hands

off the man.

“T’ll take a run down te the city an'
see what I can do about roustin’ out
some more men for Monday. I won't
take any of those hobos back.” He made
a show of bravado; but when Larry did
not answer, he beat a quick, silent re-
treat.

They saw him go to the corral and
get a horse and take a slow pace down

_the canon—slow enough to avoid com-

ing up with the rear of the marching

men.

“That’s the last of Bill Murdock!”
exclaimed Larry.

“ He'll be back! "

“ But we shan’t deal with him any
more.”’ !

They stared gloomily at the unfin-
ished dam. Massive, strong, it lifted it-
self from the canon floor, a gray wall
from slope to slope. It was a thing of
Larry Smith’s mind—an embodied ideal
of a triumph over nature.

Deeply founded was its mighty con-
crete base. Its sluices were marvels of
nicety. Three times the water that =
would normally fill the reservoir might
push against it, and it would not yield.

But, along the top, those unlai
courses! The work of a few days, la
ing! And for want of those few da

of labor, the labor of two years d
count as nothing for Larry Sma.t’h and
Jack Marly. 3
chectedly they chmhed‘ up
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cheer, but smiled gravely in greeting.
“7 saw it all)” she said. * Was it a
strike? ”

“ Something like it,” sighed Larry.

“Will they come back?”

i ND ! " -

¢ Sit down—-here, where it's cool ; and
I will bring you some tea.”

They threw themselves down on the
ground before the shack, and she brought
them steaming cups.

““T'o-morrow,” she said, ** you will be
going down to Larkin City to get more
men.”

“We can't,”’ replied Larry. f* There
are no men to be got. Our friends, the
enemy, have seen to that.”

“Then you will telegraph ‘to other
cities for them—even as far as Denver,
if you have to?”

Larry was silent.

*Tsn’t that the way?”
cheerfully.

W¥es, that’s the way. We shall try
it, of course. But it’s only about an
even chance that we shall get them. It
goes without saying that no union man
ever will come to us—mnow.”

“Why not, dear?”

“O’Neill, the man who made the
trouble here, will keep them back.”

Jack took the broken shilling from his
pocket and eyed it ruefully.

“T've a good mind to throw you
away,” he said to it. "I thought you
were lucky, but now I believe you are
a hoodoo.” He drew back his hand to
fling the bit of metal far.

“Don’t throw it,” said Mrs. Larry.
“ Do you honestly believe in luck, Jack!”

“1 believe in believing in luck,” he
answered. * Believing in luck is what
makes luck.”

“Then keep your piece of coin.”

He returned it to his pocket.

And so they talked on, and gradually
it came about that their situation did not
look so Dblack. Larry remembered the
name of a Denver contractor who
worked with non-union men. He might
be able to come. It was worth trying.

They figured, too, how the completion
of the dam could be hastened by putting
on night-shifts. By that plan, three davs
might suffice, and, at a pinch, the work
need not start until the following Thurs-
day morning.

she asked

~would be partly full.
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Oh, they would beat Thomas Briggs
yet! When he, or his representative,
came to view the work, on the thirtieth,
the dam would be ready, "the reservoir
More ,and more
hopeful the pariners became; and it is
doubtful if either of them realized how
well their spirits had been ordered by%
the persistent influence of Mary's steady
sanity. =

The afternoon waned into evening,
and the evening darkened into night.
A gorgeous sunset had been blotted out
by purpling clouds, which slowly inked
the sky and hung, low and sultry, above
the cafion. So dark it was that when
Larry and Jack avent down the path to
look at the dam, and to see that Madden
had found food for himself, they took
a lantern.

“I'm coming, too,” said Mary. * To-
night the darkness seems so awful, so
portentous, that I don't want to be left
alone.”

Larry helped her down, while Jack
swung the lantern for them; and after
a few words with Madden, who took his
sitnation as became an Irishman and a
philosopher, the three of them walked
back past the empty, ill-smelling tents
and the squat power-house, which nestled
in its hollow below the dam, and up the
incline at the right to the top of the
dam itself.

“BSee,” said Mary to Jack, “this is
built to succeed.” She tapped the gran-
ite top of the dam with her foot.

But Jack was: thinking of Thekla. He
strained his eyes into the darkness, stri-
ving to picture her as she had looked
in that moment when she had been so
nearly ready to come to him.

Mary turned to her husband. * Jack
is moony abont something,” she said.
“Do you know where he has been ri-
ding almost every afternoon lately? ™

“I've been too busy to notice,” re-
plied Larry, lighting his pipe:

“Don’'t you think it odd,” she went
on, her eyes twinkling, * that he should
take an extra saddle-horse when he goes
up the canon?”

“Does he?” Larry showed surprise.
““What have you got to say to that,
Jack??”

But Jack was raising his hand to si-
lence them.



~said Larry. He was lean- -
peering into the darkness
he canon; and while they wondered
- lﬂ:m, he scra.mbled to his feet and
- went bounding away from them along
~ the top of the dam.
. Then, startled, they heard what he
‘had heard. Out of the distance, from
far up the canon, came the 'sound of a
horse’s hoofs, beating in a steady, rapid
. rhythm. Louder it grew, and louder.

CHAPTER XII.
A _Sini'sier Roll-Call,

HER face pressed close against her
father’'s coat, Thekla Wist dared
: _ not change her position until she heard
E Jack Marh s footsteps die away; heard
] him, a moment later, mount his horae and
start back down the road to the Bend-

water. 0=
Had she looked again into his eyes,
; she ~could not have abided by her de-
cision to let him go alone. In turning
: from him, she felt that she was facing
_ away from the attainment of every true
: _ longmg of her heart. Every true long-
- ing, that is, which affected her own hap-
_piness; for it would be unjust to suggest
T3 ‘that she did not wish to insure her
~ father’s happiness even more. Yet she
‘had turned from Jack, because her
father’s call to her had seemed to de-

- mand the full sacrifice.
+  Then, too, there was a dread of her
- own outrush of passion. It was so
strange to her, so new and unsuspected,
‘that, after her first acceptance of it, she
- feared it—feared even the happmess it

_ _promlsed

As with Jack, ‘the knowledge of her
~ love had come, not by a slow unfold-
‘ment bnt: with a sudden, blinding rush
It seemed to expose her soul
' h- it could not support :
-it, So, ‘when Jack

: ngulsh
ather was slowly detaching her

sleeve.  He was press-
rom his coat.

Now -

squarely into her 2ye '

Long he gazed. He must have prohed =3
the startled, frightened, shrmkmg AL b R
He must have seen the difficult loyalty =
to himself. For at last he releas B eh
gently, and returned to his work w;t»ha
a single word. :

She had expected some sign from him,
and his silence hurt her, bhc went slow-— v
ly back to the house and to her own

room, and she looked far down the road “"ﬁ.‘.
and saw the duost-cloud that was rising ‘;
behind the disappearing horseman. He =
was taking her heart with him. Soon 3

he disappeared.

The following day, fortunately for =
her, three cases of slight illness in the
valley took much of her attention, and
until late in the afternoon she awent
busily from house to house, caring for
the ailing women with a sympathetic ten-
derness that mingled, to an unusual de-
gree, emotion with science and skill. Not
for an instant, however, was Jack Marly
out of her thoughts. f

His big, boyish manliness, his gentle
comprehension, his strong, straight hon-
esty—her mind dwelt on these things,
and always there was an ache in her
heart. She would not see him again;
or, since she could not say ‘‘never,” at
least not for a long time.

The dam would be completed and he
would go back to the East, and the
dreary routine of her own life would go
on and on indefinitely within its narrow
graove. She pressed her red lips close
together, and tried to hide the suffering
that sought to show itself in her eyes.

Peter Wist went about his work that
Saturday in a manner of abstraction
which the girl naturally associated with
her own case. Had she thought, she
might have known that his recognition
of her state of mind did not account for
his frequent conferences with neighbors
ing farmers, who, one by one, made their
way to the field in which he was work-
ing. Nor could it account for his ob-
vious communication to John Peter
_of some errand which sent the n
mounted on his gaunt mare, post.
to Willow Canon and down the
road to Larkin City. £
Indeted the valley humme :
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busy undertones of rumor. The morose,
silent men were nodding to themselves,
some of them muttering aloud as they
trod their fields. Their somber eyes
were lighted by dull flames. Their bony
hands were shut into hard fists.

For this was their wvalley; this was
their home. Nature had made it a waste
place, but they had caused-it to be a
garden spot. By the sweat of their
strength they had forced it to serve them,
and they would not stand idle while
strangers robbed them of it. They would
fight, if need be.

At the evening meal, Peter Wist hard-
ly spoke. His preoccupation went vir-
tually unnoticed, however, for Thekla
herself was looking inward, and her aunt
was condemned to silence by her deaf-
ness. An hour later, after Thekla had
gone to her own room, she was startled
from a reverie by the sounds of wheels.

She went to her window. The dusk
was just coming on, and from under the
wall of mountains at the western side of
the walley the shadows were creeping
across the fields. Drawing up in the
dooryard was Ole Knudsen’s wagon.

It was crowded with men of the val-
ley, and behind it was Fred Seip’s hay-
cart with still more men—thirty-five
sturdy Norwegians in all. Every able-
bodied male dweller in the valley was
there at the door of their recognized
leader. They swung to the ground and
formed in a semicircle, ready for the con-
claye which in serious crises it was their
rule to hold. Powerful men they were,
and under their stolidity was a gleam of
something like madness.

Instinctively, Thekla had drawn back
behind the shelter of the muslin curtain
at the window. She knew what this
gathering must mean. The significant
goings and comings during the day, the
nods, and shakes of the head, the whis-
per of rumor—she had not given these
things a thought; but now, in a flash,
she lost her self-absorption, and her
heart leaped with the dread of impend-
ing danger—danger to her father and to
the man she loved.

Peter Wist had opened his door. He
was standing on the step. Thekla could
look down at the tousled- gray of his
hair, a few feet below her. Now he was
speaking, '
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“ Men of the valley,” he began—and
his voice stirred them with the Norse
words that they loved — ‘““men of the
valley, yesterday the word -came that the
dam on the Bendwater is almest done.
To-day, John Peterman rode to Larkin
City for news of the scheme by which
our fields are to be flooded and we to be
driven from our homes.

“ He was told by persons who know
that within a month the water will en-
croach on us. He was told by men of
our own race that the company which
has-made the dam has no intention of
rebuilding for us the road through the
Bendwater Canon, but we are to be
forced to continue to use the long, rough
road through Willow Canon. These are
the things which we have heard before.
Now they come to us with full assurance
that they are true.”

He paused, and the men shifted rest-
lessly from foot to foot.

“ For several weeks,” he continued, “a
man of the company has been spying out
our valley. He has been riding around
its edge. He has "—the speaker’s voice
trembled—'“he has been winning the
faith of my daunghter, Thekla.

“ Yesterday 1 talked with that man.
He denied that his company would flood
our valley. He offered to show us maps
and plans ‘which, he said, would prove
that they would do nothing to harm us.
But our own friends in Larkin City tell
us that all the time the company has
planned to befool us with maps and

“plans.

“ We cannot understand their papers.
What would they mean to us? How
could we put trust in them? They
would say that the dam -is to be built
only so high—and that its top” will be
lower than the elevation of this valley.

““ But what is to prevent them from
building the dam higher when they
choose? And that is what they plan to
do. , They would lull us in false security,
and then some morning we should awa-
ken to see the water in our fields.”

The tense, earnest faces of the listen-
ing men, and her father’s clear, relent-
less words, filled Thekla with terror.
Plainly enough, she foresaw what was to
follow ; and she hardly needed to listen
as her father's voice went on:

““Men of the valley, this is our home.




bbed of them i1 orde1
~are already rich may be-

& Shz{]l we permlt them LN

‘process of law to get it back?”
5 N --Nio!t'”

“They would beat us in the courts.
‘They could afford to pay skilful lawyers
~ to weave cobwebs over the eyes of the

judges. We could not. In the mean-
~ time we should be homeless. What if,
e after years of law wrangling, we won a
decision? "

~ “What if they were made to lét the

Would our farms be again what they
were? Would the money pay for our
- sorrow? "’

“To the dam!? shouted Ole Knud-
sern.

silence.
= “fWait! " he said.
thought about this matter.
less to go over the old ground.
shall we do about it? "
“Ta the dam! To the dam!” ‘A
S dozen voices took up the cry.
S " We cannot destroy the dam, but we
- can destroy the sluices. A little dyna-
- mite will do it. If they rebuild the
- sluices, we will destroy them again.
~ Now, men, listen!

“Qur friends at Larkin City have sent
~ word to us that this afternoon the work-
. men at the dam would go on strike.
~ There will be no one there to-night to
~stop us. Men of the valley, shall we go
1 nn- to the dam? "

‘Y 'I._ Yea' 445 they cned

“We have all
It is need-
‘What

stared up

land away and leave us only the slow-

water run off and to pay us damages?!

Peter Wist’s hand went up to enforce

father got down
he might face her. ;
brave and strong., Her hps were a ﬁinm :
line. Her eyes shone. = g3
“ Men of the. valley! 0
moment of madness, are you willing t
wreck all your future happiness?
you not see that, if you blow up
sluices, vou will bc punished, even be-
yond your deserts, by forces that you =
cannot. resist? :
“ You have ruled this valley like a tiny '.'-'
kingdom.” She was talking at her father =
now. “ Why have you been permitted to =
do that? Because the men who rule the
State have seen that you kept order here.
“Do you not know that, if you had
not kept good order, if you had not paid
your taxes, if you had destroyed the prop-
erty of your neighbors, the soldiers would
long ago have been sent to put you down?
And if you do this mad thing to-night—"
“ Thekla, be silent!” Peter Wist's
command came sharply.
“ How can I be silent? "
“Your head has been turned by that
young man. You are a woman ; you do
not understand these matters. Men of
the valley, give no ear to my daughter.
John Peterman, you have the dyna-
mite? " 3
“In the wagon,” answered Peterman.
““Then, s light the: lanternsdt " EHe
glanced up at the window again. Thelﬁ-
la had disappeared.

CHAPTER XIIL
Thekla’s Ride.

ER father’s first words to her had
- shown that she could not move
him. The poison of the false story had
been too deeply instilled into the brains
of the men of the valley to be eradlca.te& :
by anything that she could say. Th
men were set in their purpose. |
could not hold them back,
But the horror of what they
planned to do made her frantic
helplessneqs Her father was

Toved. T here might be c’le@ ile
these misled men ¢f the
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It might be shown that they had been
goaded to their action by persistent lies.
But from what Jack had told her about”
his own situation she knew that he could
expect no clemency from the holder of
the mortgage, if the work were not com-
pleted by the thirtieth. The blowing up
of the sluices would set the work back
many weeks.

They were lighting the lanterns now.
In a moment the wagons would go lum-
bering down the road. She had stepped
back from the window and thrown her-
self face downward on her bed.

“ Ohy? she moaned, ‘one woman
against-all thosé men! What can 1 do?
What—can—I—do?”

The hoarse voices without were quiet-
ing down. She could hear the creaking
of the springs as the men climbed into
the wagon. The hay-cart was first to
rattle away, and the wagon followed at
once.

The thought of being alone for hours
while the men were at their desperate
work was insupportable to the girl. She
must do something. She had failed to
keep them back; they were rumbling
slowly toward the head of the canon.

But if she had failed to keep them
back, should she not at least carry a
warning to Jack? It was not too late.

She did not stop to reason, for if the
thing was to be done, it must be done at
once. Hurrying down the stairs, she ran
around the house and across the yard to
the stable.

It was dark now.
covering the sky,

Heavy clouds were:
but she knew where
Freia’s stall was—Freia, her father’s
driving-mare, a nDervous, eager animal,

A here was no time to put on her habit ;
no time even to light a lantern. If the
wagons got to the head of the canon
first, she could not pass them.

Tecllnfr her. way to the hooks where
the harness hung, she lifted down a bridle
and carried it to the barn door. Faint
rays from the lamp in the kitchen gave
her enough light to make the bridle
usable.

By that lamp in the kitchen, Aunt
Marta would be in her armchair, with
her knitting in her lap. Her deaf old
ears would keep her peaceably oblivious
to the drama without,

Thekla made her way to Freia’s stall,
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“ So, Freia,” she whispered. So—so!”
She patted the mare's glossy flank and

“slid in beside her, and took off her head-

stall and put the bridle on.

“So, Freia! So! Come, Freia! Gently,
gently, Freial’ She backed the mare
out of the stall and led her to the yard.

‘“ Steady, Freia! Steady, girl!” The
mare was nervous. The lowering, sultry
night seemed to make her apprehensive.
When Thekla led her to the barrel from
which she wished to mount, the animal
would not be still. _Patience—patience.
Now, Thekla, while the mare is fidgeting.

The girl threw herself upon the mare’s
back. Her skirts hampered her, but she

arranged them as she could, while Freia

minced about the yard.
There! She could do no better. Her
knee’s pressed Freia’s sides at last, and

with a fleeting glimpse through the,
lighted kitchen window—a glimpse that

showed Aunt Marta, busy with yarn and
knitting-needles—she sent the mare for-
ward at a trot, past the house and out to
the road.

There, for a moment, she hesitated.
To ride without saddle, eight miles over
a rough road, in the midst of blackness
like the blackness of ink! No, she could
not risk it without a light. Back to the
barn she rode, and in, without dismount-
ing. She took down a lantern, and from
its place, on a beam, the box of safety-
matches. When she had passed the
wagons she would light the lantern.

Back to the road Freid trotted. The
mare did not understand these nervous
hurryings to and fro. She was not com-
fortable with human weight on her back,
and she whinnied her disapproval.

But Thekla was looking westward.
The wagons had not gone far. TIf she
hurried she might yet pass them before
they got to the head of the canon.

“Oh, Freia!” She brought her hand
down on the mare’s shoulder. Forward
they plunged toward the dancing lights
on the wagons. It seemed as though the
men must hear the thunder of Freia's
hoofs, which pushed the road behlnd her
SO a\\lltl\

The lights were nearer. - Thekla could
make out indistinctly the outlines of the
men huddled together on the hay-cart.
Fortunate that she had realized the
danger of lighting her own lantern!



11 4 he mad Spéakmb
e ma; turned, still galloping,
e fiel d at:the rlght

oad Even e they heard her the men
‘could not see her in that blackness. Their
- horses were walking.

Now she had passed them. Gradually
she swung in teward the road again; not
at too $harp an angle, lest the men detect
her.

Ah! Freia stumbled! She pulled her

until the alfalfa no longer brushed about
them as they flew. Only then did Thekla
_know that she was in the road again, for
~ the lanterns which had given-her a glim-
mer of the way when she first set ous
from the house were now behind her.

A second later Freia's hoofs pounded
on the plank bridge ‘which crossed the
stream by which Jack had found her that
first day. She had not got out of the
field too quickly. Fifty feet more before
turning and Freia would have gone down
among the boulders!

While one might count two hundred
she now let Freia gallop forward, un-
guided into the darkness, trusting the
mare's keen sense to find the way. She

= could not go on without light into the
narrow windings of the canon. When
e she felt that she had gone a safe distance,
- therefore, she pulled up. Freia raised
‘her head and snuffed at the sultry air.
~ Three matches Thekla had to strike
before she got the lantern lighted, but at
last it shome out, and its rays, feebly
though they battled against the night,
~were like a friendly, hopeful word to her.
 Before going forward again she heard
~ the horses behind her break into a trot.
~ Perhaps the driver had seen her light,
té__'i though she had concealed it all she could
by keeping it in front of her. Perhaps
= *t héy were merely getting eager to reach
fdam, and were taking advantage of
' : .downwa.rd slope.
1" The mare bounded to-
edge of the rim of lan-

; nght 'side.

bridle-path that led up to one side o

to her feet, and the mare plunged on,

the road before them.

(To be continued.)

was coming. The wagons s Be. far o
behind. &

Thekla suddenly remembered that, be-
fore reaching the dam, it would be
necessary to leave the 01(1 road ﬁ;r the

masonry and above it. How was -Sli' A
know she reached the bridle-path? How: :.E.“&

was the mare to know?

“On, Freia!®” A new thought surgccl j .
through Thekla's brain. She was going 61,
to Jack! To Jack, whom she had never = =
hoped to see again! L

What now of her decision to abide by
her father? She was leaving him for her
lover, and she could not go back. Vet
it was not too late. Even at this instant
she might rein in, put out her lantern,
find a place where she could, unseen, let
the wagons pass, and return to the valley.

Leave Jack unwarned? Let her father
and the men of the valley do that which
they had set out to do, without one final
effort to prevent them? No, she could
not turn back. Fate was forcing her to
choose her lover after all, and she was
glad. Her heart had come back to her,
and she was glad !

On and on rushed Freia. Blacker and
blacker the night hemmed them in.
Thekla suddenly caught herself swaying
in her seat. Her strength was giving
out, but she shut her teeth together, and
Kept her eves on the retreating patch of
lantern-lit road before them.

The mare stiffened her legs, and came
sliding to a halt. Thekla, plunging for-
ward, dropped the lantern and clutched
the animal's mane with both hands.
Barely she escaped a throw. !

Freia stood, trembling. 1In the road
the lantern still burned, and it illumin: ‘
ated grayly a barricade of timbers across 3!
At the right a '
path led up the slope. 1

This, then, was the beginning of the
bridle-path. The old road had been
blocked, and the dam could lie but :ﬂal.-"
short dmtance ahead

bridle- path. w1th long, eager stndes?
“Tack!” cried Thekla.
Then she slid from the horse, mw 1
lover's arms. )




THE PAYMASTER.

BY FREDERICK SANDERS.
Written for ‘“ The Railroad Man’s Magazine."’

E’S a fellow who is never really friendly—
In fact, I never saw him crack a smile;
Never asks you if you're smokin’, never does a bit of jokin
When you pass his private car in single file.
Still we're always mighty glad to know he’s comin’,
The world seems brighter when he is aroun’;
Though there’s none of us that know him; sure, each face in line must
show him
That he’s got a standin’ Weicome to the town.

He's far from bein’ what you'd call a * mixer,”
You never get a chance to learn his name;

Gee! his conversation’s snappy—still he always makes us happy—
The way we crowd arcund him is a shame.

He’'s an interestin’ fellow—for the minute—
We’d hate to hear that he was in a wreck,

For it certainly would grieve us if by accident he'd leave us;

That 1s, before he handed us our check.

The missus, too, although she never saw him;~
Is extra friendly toward him, so to speak;

Just before he comes she’s cheery, and it’s then I'm *“ pet”” and ** deanie,”
I wish his monthly trips came every week.

She’s marked the calendar to show his wisits,
She knows just when he’s comin’ to a day;

He’s the one that brings us all joy, from the old man to the call-boy.
We never kick to give him right o” way.

The president can come and go unnoticed—
He’s the mogul of the road, we all Lnow that—
But for a Genume reception the paymaster’s an exception,
To him we're ready to take off our hat.
He’s the one that really makes life worth the Livin’,
He’s the one that helps to make life’s track look clear;
Glad to take his hand a minute, when he’s got the pay-check mn 1t—
He’s the one that brings the money and the cheer.




Riding the Rail from Coast
to Coast.

BY GILSON WILLETS,

Special Traveling Correspondent of ‘' The Railroad Man's Magazine,”’

A OWN in southern Arizona, where the Gila monster thrives! " That's

where Mr. "Willets_takes us this month. Through the land of the
mescalero and the squaw, the desperado and the painted buck.

These stories have the ring of the desert. They are full of the odor of

that frontier country now fast fading before the great march of progress.

Indeed, there are only a few people Teit to tell suci stories as Mr. Willets

relates here.

No. 11.—OUT IN THE *“GREAT HOT.”

|
T

Espee Men, Who Travel Along the Burning Deserts of Arizona and
the Mexican Line, Tell of Thrilling Encounters of
Bad Men with Outlaws.

A Limited. Running on the ated in the middle of the desert by the
Southern Pacific tracks Colorado River flood — which will not
in  southern California, evaporate in less than twenty-five years,
dropping down to the even in that zone of heat— I took off
far-famed Salton Sea. high shoes and put on low ones. At Tor-

It was a January afternoon. The suit tuga I swapped a high collar for the
of clothes T wore was such as you would lowest. As we approached Yuma and the
wear in New York in spring. When I Arizona line, I shed my waistcoat. While.
boarded the train at Los Angeles that we stood still, within a half - hour of
morning I was comfortable in that suit. Yuma—held up for some excellent rail-
But now, as we passed a station called road reason of safety—I went into the
Dry Camp, I changed that suit for one buffet and shed my coat and rolled up
such as you would wear in New York on my shirt-sleeves. _
the hottest day in summer. The mercury in the car showed one
Series began in March Railroad Man's Magazine. Single copies, 10 cents.

~ 95 R R 705 _’rf_j_".q'

BOARD the Golden State As we skirted that wondrous sea, cre-
‘ﬂ
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“WELL, I'M GLAD TO GET HOME AGAIN."

hundred degrees. We were in what the
railroad men call the “ Hot Country.”

“Is Yuma worse than #kisZ " 1 asked
Conductor Marvin, who was counting up
his tickets.

“Is it? Why this is refrigerated air
compared to anything else.” Just then
Marvin looked up and beheld a frozn on
a man who sat near us. That man was a
traveling passenger-agent of the Espee.

“ What I mean to say is this,” added
Marvin. “I mean that, compared to
this refrigerated air, Yuma is absolutely
arctic.”

Is Yuma Hot?>—Well—!

“Yuma hot?" put in the rear brake-
man, who came in with his: lantern, for
it was about ten at night. “ No, indeed;
the winter climate of Yuma is simply fine.
And a Yuma night—why, a Yuma night
is—well, it's a heap cooler there than it
is in Needles or Pheenix—yes, sir.”

Here I caught a sly wink in the eye of
the Pullman eonductor, who was helping

the train conductor
with his tickets.

to lay over in Yuma,
we railroad men do,”
said Maryin, with an
ill-suppressed chuckle.
“ You know that hoary
old Olanket story of
Yuma, don't you?
There was a chap with
a pen -nanie of John
Pheenix and. a  real
name of Derby. He
was a lieutenant in the
army, and once was
stationed at Yuma.

He said a soldier
died at- the garrison
in Yuma. and that his
ghost came bhack for
his -army Dblankets.
Well, I'm just remind-
ing you of that story
in order to tell you the
latest news. It's a lie.
That  soldier’s ghost
didn't come back after
his Dblankets: mno, sir,
he didn’t.”

And Marvin chuck-
led again, and fairly shook with smiles.

“ The lack of sincerity noticeable in
your speech, Marvin,” here spoke up the
traveling passenger-agent, “ will get you
disliked.

“ Yuma, sir,”’ he went on, addressing
me, “is a God-given climate for the
bringing of crops to a head and for de-
veloping that peculiarly fine flavor that

characterizes the lemons and other fruit

grown in that neighborhood.”

“ That's right,” said Marvin, clesing
his ticket-box with a slam as the train
moved on. “The climatic joke about
Yuma isras dead as a door-nmail all along
the Pacific division of the Espee.”

That I was much mystified by all this
talk goes without saying. But before I
had been in Yuma half an hour that
night I was “ on.”

Weary of the Title.

The first thing I did was to get a
room in the hotel, which is on top of the
railroad station, or should I say that the

“Yes, we just love
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egrees. The th1rd thmg 1 did
_ q around the station below
I nearthed the cause of that phony
f the railroad men on the train.

=~ And h'ere s the great secret:

- town in the country.”

Yuma, through its board of trade,

"-J:nade known to the Southern Pacific that

it was tired of being called the * hottest
The Yumans were
weary of the notoriety gained through
stories of excessive heat. And the Espee
was asked to help Yuma get rid of its
unjust and unwarranted reputation for
high mercurial figures.

Thereupon Traffic Manager Fee, of

'hnmvn 1 AM ADDRESSING BURT ALVORD, HEAD OF -rrgt
¥ . @xne b:r TRAIN-ROBBERS."

to cut out 1ev1ty as app- (
mate in and about Yuma. I
of Mr. Fee's letter, and the ]
will help you, as it helped me, to under-
stand the remarks of the railroad men
board the Golden State Limited.
famous letter reads: L -

Joking remarks concerning  Yuma,
are not only annoying to the people
trying to develop this land of great
possibility but a positive and serious

detraction, mno matter how good-
naturedly or thoughtlessly made. Your

cooperation is earnestly solicited i
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creating for Yuma, and the section
thercabout, the reputation it is en-
titled to, as a region unexcelled in agri-
cultural and horticultural advantages,
and possessed of many attractions, and
to do away with any needless and

unjust references to ancient climatic
jokes which might well have been for-
gotten years ago.

A Climatic Joke.

And I want to add to this the state-
ment, founded upon my own experience,
that the climatic joke as applied to Yuma
is a libel. I was as comfortable in Yuma
as I had been in Los Angeles, and as [
afterward was in Tucson, Benson, and
Deming, farther east on the line. Tour-
ists who fail to stop over at Yuma miss
a lot.

At sunrise in the morning I had al-
ready finished breakfast. Now, I put my
feet up on the rail of the hotel’s Italian
“ gallery,”” watched the sluggish Colo-
rade River flowing below me, watched
the Yuma Indians coming and going on
the iron bridge that spans the river,
smoked, and listened to the stories of
Jared Hilpin, who was one of those rail-
road men who had to lay over frequently
at Yuma and ** loved it.”

“ See they got that greaser that escaped
from the Territorial penitentiary here a
bit" bagk;! ‘said = Jared Hilpin. = He
vamosed in the night, and they tracked
him up the Gila River. They lost his
track, however, and returned, saying:
“Oh, never mind! Either the heat will
drive him back, or else we'll find his
bones bleaching somewhere in the Hot
Country — in due time — just like we
found the bones of that half-breed who
escaped some years ago and starved to
death in this same Hot Country.’

Glad to Get Home.

“ Well, some days later they unearthed
that greaser I was speaking of down
here in a stable not a stone’s throw from
the prison. He had doubled back on his
own trail, thinking he was making a get-
away. Being nearly dead with the heat
and lack of water and food, he didn’t
know where he was going. And when
they landed him back in prison he said:
‘ Well, I'm glad-to get home again.' He

-
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meant, you see, that prison walls were far
better than being a fugitive in the Hot
Country.”

Jared Hilpin looked at the narrow,
sunken Colorado River, and continued :

“That Yuma is the capital of the Hot
Country, the Yumans frankly admit.
What they kick at is folks hinting that
the town is unbearable. We're comf'y,
ain’t we? Well, so's any one else who
comes here and behaves himself. It is
hot .in the country roundabout here, of
course—a simply fierce heat, to be sure—
but right here in Yuma it’s tolerable, as
you'll testify.

“ But when folks come here and insist
upon going for automobile-rides out into
the Great Hot at one o'clock in the day,
they must expect to be brought back dead,
like Spaulding was.

* Spaulding came here from San Fran-
cisco with a man named McCauley. It
was last August, right when we're at the
hottest. Spaulding had a mine out at
Gila Bend that he wanted to show to
McCauley. We warned them not to start
out at one o'clock, but to wait till night.
But they thought we didn’t have sense.

So away they went in the hottest time of

the day and in the hottest month,
Get a Man Quickly.

“Now, let me show you how quick
these burning sands get a man not used
to them. To live in this heat you must
drink gallons of water. We railroad men
know all this, and that’s why track-walk-
ers in this Hot Country drink more water
than camels. But Spaulding and Mec-
Cauley wouldn’t listen to us. They
didn’t take water enough. I said T would
show you how quick these burning sands
get a man not used to them. The two
men I've mentioned started from here, as
I said, at one o'clock. At six wo'clock
that same night our folks at Blaisdell
Station saw a son of a Mexican drive up
in a buggy with one dead man and an-
other man almost dead.

“ The Mexican boy said he had found
the two men lying face down on the
sands, alongside their motor-car, with the
fierce sun beating upon them.
man was Spaulding. The Hot Country
had finished him in less than five hours.
McCauley, too, was in serious condition.

»

The dead

i

&

v
v

dd-. N



yéu come to Yuma,

pt at 1
‘ou spoke of a half-breed escaping

‘ffom the penitentiary here, Mr. Hilpin,”

“What’s the story?
Can’t Live, Anyhow.

“ Oh, his story doesn’t amount to much,
except to show that no prisoner ever got
out of this prison here and lived to tell
the tale. The Hot Country will get 'em
every time. His death occurred in the
desert about four years previous to that

‘time when the railroad ])0}73 here, all

armed, made a rush on the prison to save
the life of the superintendent, Tom
(Gates, and his guards.

“That was the time when there took
place right here in Yuma the most daring
and most deadly attempt at wholesale de-
livery ever made in any penal institution

in America.

“ It was a morning in October, 1887.
T was a kid brakeman working through

g
in an uproar, with folks. calling on usa" il
get a gun quick and make a rush to the j}
o
Yy

prison. At the same time a fnsllladg_ i
shot:; smote my ears, and then cam

LA lntt]e mth Indians or a celebra’tmn'
* W Trouble) @t ithe
prison,” was the reply.
“The whole kit and ca-
boodle of them is prob-
ably trying to vamose.’
“With that I ran
back to the caboose,
seized my gun, and
joined the rest of the
fellows who were scram-
bling for the prison. |
When we got there,
ready to shoot the first
man in convict garb we
clapped eyes on, all was
silence. We found half

AND WE KNOW THE FI
COMES MOSTLY FROM TRAMPS.'

WHISKY,
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a dozen guards lying dead, and about a
dozen wounded.

“‘Outside of the prison lay the dead
bodies of nine convicts. Inside were more
dead convicts and a lot of wounded ones.

“ And there was Tom' Gates, wounded
so that he became a permanent physical
wreck., e killed himself ten years ago,
after years of suffering.

“ Poor old Tom Gates! He came out
of his private quarters in the prison that
morning, to be set upon by four prison-
ers. The tussle took place within sight
of the armed guards on the prison walls.

“ EShoot! ! yelled Gates.

“ ¢ We daren't, for fear of hitting you,’
called the guards.

¢ “Neyer mind me. Shoet, I say!”
shouted Gates. And the guards let fly.
At the sound of those first shots, the
whole prison broke into Bedlam. Twenty
convicts slipped from the shops and fell
upon the gunards and knocked them in-
sensible. T'wenty others broke out of the
kitechen and laundry, and ran into the
prison office and snatched rifles and re-
volvers kept there [or emergency.

“Then the slaughter began in earnest.
Guards and prisoners shot each other
standing so close together that their
bodies fell upon one another. In the
midst of the fray, twelve convicts got
over the walls and started on the run for
Yuma.

Let the Gatling Loose.

“Tt was just then that I arrived in
town on the freight, for then it was that
the Gatling let loose. You see, they had
not been able to train the Gatling on the
men in the prison yards, because they
couldn’t get the proper angle to work the
gun. But, now, you bet the man behind
that Gatling opened up with the most
terrible fusillade ever heard of in these
parts.

“In as many seconds, he had laid nine
of the fleeing convicts in the dust, all
dead as a riddling of bullets could make
them. “T'he other three, scared by the ap-
palling mortality list among their fel-
lows, threw up their hands and marched
back meekly to the prison yard.

* Inside the prison, meanwhile, the
convicts had used up all the cartridges
in their stolen weapons; and now they,
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too, threw up their hands. Tt was a
bloody battle, all right, even if we rail-
roaders did not, after all our rush, get a
chance to fire a shot.”

So much for the morning *‘ sitting "
with Jared Hilpin. He now induced me
to “move on” — “to show me round
town.” When mnoon came, and Jared
pulled out on a freight, I found he had
left me with enough stories of the Hot
Country to keep me busy with my note-
book all through the siesta.

While everybody else in town was doz-
ing through the heat of the day (the mer-
cury now showed something over—well,
never mind!) I jotted down the skeleton
of this story:

Burt Alvord’s H.old-Up

Omne Burt Alvord and his pals held up
a Southern Pacific train in the Hot Coun-
try, down Bowie way, in the spring of
1899. -Alvord and his fellow train-rob-
bers were captured and lodged in jail in
Tombstone. Alvord - escaped, and for
three years lived as a fugitive in the des-
ert just over the Mexican line. And then
Burt Mossman was appointed captain—
the first captain—of the Arizona Rangers.

Now, Burt Mossman’s first work was
to get a notorious bandit named Chacon,
wanted in Arizona for the unprovoked
murder of four or' five peaceful denizens
of the Hot Country. '

Mossman heard that Chacon was hiding
somewhere over the Mexican border in
company with the train-robber, Burt Al-
vord. And Mossman determined to go
alone to the camp of those men and get
Alvord to act as stool-pigeon in the cap-
ture of Chacon.

Alyord, the train - robber, was a des-
perado, of course, and was wanted. But
Chacon was—worse, and was wanted a
good deal more than Alvord. Mossman,
feeling that he could not take both men,
determined to try his hand, alone and un-
aided, in taking Chacon. :

Accordingly, he rode over into Mexico
and hunted through the desert for days
in search of Alvord’'s camp:. At last he
spied an old dobe hut near an arroyo.
Contriving to hide himself from view,
Mossman watched the hut for hours, and,
as a result, decided that the number of
inhabitants of that hut was just one.
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" RIDING THE RAIL FROM COAST TO COAST.
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Riding leisurely, he came to the hut, on the part of the lone inhabitant of the

was confronted by the one inhabitant hut, and then Mossman said:
whom he had been observing, and said *Cut that out, Alvord. I told you I'm
to him: here on a friendly errand. I'm starved
“T believe I am addressing Burt Al- and thirsty, and I guess I'm a bit weak-
- vord, head of the gang of train-robbers ened by heat. A little grub and water
al who held up the Southern Pacific near
Bowie three years ago, and who later es-

\  caped jail at Tombstone.”

Stole to His Gun.

Any man except one with Mossman’s
audacity might have been shot to death

— =
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g e =
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" CHIEF JOSE. YOU ARE A LIAR, FOR YOU ARE NOT KEEPING YOUR WORD,"
: on the spot. The hand of the man ad- would greatly facilitate these proceed-
. dressed stole toward his gun. But Moss- ings.” And with that Mossman dis-

man continued : mounted and walked up to Alvord, say- =

) “Tm unarmed, friend. I am here on ing, “ Where’s Chacon?” ‘\_’.',__JH"
a friendly errand. My name is Mossman. “ Reckon I see your game, Mossman. P
I'm the captain of the Arizona Rangers.” I'm the stool-pigeon, am 127 o
Another stealthy move toward the gun “You certainly are. There’s.a big re= =

=i

A ”.I :fb“j‘-
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ward out for Chacon, dead or alive, as
you know. Deliver him to me, and you
get the reward. Then surrender your-
self, and 1’1l stand by you at your trial.”

“T ain’t hankerin’ after surrender,”
observed Alvord, as he set about supply-
ing Mossman with food and drink, * but
I reckon that reward is worth riskin’ a

1 LIKE THAT

‘“THANK YOU, YOUR HONOR.
) 1 = 11
PRISON BETTER'N ANY I VE PATRONIZED.

gentleman’s say-so when he says he'll
stand by me at trial. Maybe T recognize
the sound of a gentleman's voice when I
hear it.”

Delivering Chacen.

The upshot of the matter was that when
Mossman rode away from the dobe that
night, arrangements had been made to
micet Alvord at a certain water-hole in

- use to you.
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the Hot Country on the United States
side of the line, some twenty-five miles
from Benson, on the Southern Pacific.
At that water-hole Alvord promised to
deliver Chacon.

Mossman, as agreed, joined Alvord.
and Chacon at their camp, Alvord intro-
ducing Mossman as a fellow bandit and
fugitive who wished
to join with them in
a train hold-up which
Chacon himself had
planned — this ac-
counting for his pres-
ence within Arizona.

During the first
night in camp Alvord
awoke Mossman and
whispered : ** I've kept
my part of the con-
tract. You've got Chacon. Don’t forget
that T get the reward, together with your
stand-by at my trial-—if I surrender.”

Alvord stole away into the silence of
the desert night.

Next morning Chacon awoke to find
himself gazing into the muzzle of a six-
shooter.

“ Throw up

-your hands, Chacon!”
commanded Mossman. “And don’t
move! Your rifle and revolver are out
of reach, and they won't-be any further
Sorry I can’t tarry for you
to have breakfast, but we've got to move
on to the railroad to catch that limited
to Benson. Now, stand up, keep your
back to your weapons, mount vour horse.
and ride in front of me in a direct line
for the Espee tracks.” :

During that ride to-the railroad Cha-
con tried several times to throw himself
from his horse. :

“TIf you fall)” said Mossman, * I'll
drag you to the railroad by your neck.”

At one of the desert water-tank sta-
tions, where the two at last arrived, Moss-
man flagged the limited, put Chacon
aboard, rode with his prisoner to Bensom
and later watched Chacon hang by the
neck until dead.

“ Train-robbers,” observed Jared Hil-
pin at the conclusion of his stery, * have
thus their uses in this Hot Country. The
way Mossman used that train-robber to
capture a worse outlaw caused the cap-
tain of the Rangers to be highly respect-
ed by all the outlaws along the Espee in




' ozen Yuma squaws, gaudﬂy blanketed,
Py ~w1t11 wares to sell.

Like Our Coin.

“ The squaws are all right as far as
they go,” said a station man, ‘ because,
through trading with white people, they
have learned to like us for our coin. But,
= while the squaws sit there selling their
woven baskeét wares to travelers, the bucks
: sit on yonder fence and leer at the whites
o - with truly racial hatred.

“ Look at those bucks there now. Why,
' when a train comes in and a white man
speaks to them, they will treat the stran-

ger with downright discourtesy.
“ Yes, the bucks hate us, and they hate
2 especially the men connected with the
. railroad, because they hold us responsible
for the bringing in of strangers. One
time one of the bucks got into an alter-

| : cation with a track-walker here, all be- -

_ cause the track-walker wouldn’t give the
v buck a swig of whisky, Giving whisky
to redskins is forbidden here, as every-
i where else in the country, and the rule
makes us lots of trouble. The Yumas
manage sometimes to get whisky, and we
know the fire-water comes mostly from
tramps who pass through here by the
himdred.
. “Well, in the altercation the buck
- stabbed the track-walker — and immedi-
ately a lot of folks here, including men
with authority, got after that buck. They
caught up with him ; and when he showed
ﬁght they shot h1m dead—* killed while
resisting the law.’ S
““ Gee! There was more trouble. When
~we held the body for the necessary in-
Mt the Injuns thought they were to be
ﬂle rlght to Teceive the buck’s body

fflba"l rites. So they preparecd
' ‘a hundred of them turned

to wipe the white man off the
s_e_nd L raﬂroad men here«

arms, as it were, and let us W ,;_::es ]J.Ve a.
while longer.
ft \Iow that squaw  who addres

the 111d1a11 ~mhool over there —-thatf mr

nice, cool-looking, brown-painted build-

ing across the river. One of us went to &

her and asked what she had said to her .'_"';i

kinsmen. ]
“* Common sense,’ she replied. ‘T told

them you white men would send them the =~

way of our Amigo Powder-Face, whom ..'T

you killed for 1‘c:‘»isting your law. And

I promised that you would give them

the body of our Amigo when you were

through with your legal proceedings.

Will you? Because if you won't, I'm to

be killed and buried mvacit in Amigo's

place. Yes, I promised them my own Tife

if T failed to secure the body of Amigo

for them.’

Fearless Miss Egan.
¢ The Indians that live nearest to

Hades.’” That's the way I heard the
Yuma Indians designated—mnot in Yuma,

-be it said—because, I suppose, they live

in the hottest area in the United States.
But there’s. one woman, at least, in that
Hot Country who would not so designate
the tribe. She is Miss Emma Egan, head
of the Indian school to which the station
man had referred.

““She’s the bravest woman in the whole
Hot Country, I was told, and, in cor-
roboration of that statement, listen to the
incident that made Miss Egan famous.

“It was last April,” said the station
man, “The Yumas were holding what
will doubtless be the last mourning feast
that we'll ever see here. Our road had
brought a lot of tourists and sightseers
and professors and ethnologists and
Smithsonian boys and photographers a
all like that into Yuma from east
west to witness the mourning.
Heaven, how the Indians hated fe
the strangers pouring in ! -
“The mourning feast includ
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They were headed by Chief José, one of
the worst haters of the whites.

Just before the battle was to take
place, Chief José comes down to the In-
dian school and asks for Miss Egan, the
superintendent. She weighs about a hun-
dred pounds! But then weight hasn’t
anything to do with bravery. For here’s
what happened :

“ Chief José takes one look at the di-
minutive boss of the school, and then
grunts contemptuounsly and says:

“fHim white man must all go away.
Him white man not welcome.” And more
talk to this effect, during which time
scores of bucks joined their chief, all
grunting and backing him up with ‘Yi!
Yi!’ in everything José said. From all
of which Miss Egan finally gathered
that the Indians actually wanted every
white person to withdraw from the res-
ervation during the battle and the feast.

“Was Miss Egan frightened? 1 guess
not! Miss Egan can have anything we
railroaders have got, and all we've got
any time, including our last drop of blood
in fighting for her, if ever she needs our
backing. When Chief José got all
through with his demands for the with-
drawal of the white people, Miss Egan
folded her arms and said :

“¢Chief José, youre a coward for
speaking to a woman as you have spoken
to me. There’s a number of United
States government men on this reserva-
tion. Why didn’t you go to zkem with
your demands? You didn’t darve. So you
came to me, a woman. Also, Chief José,
you are a liar, for you are not keeping
your word. ‘You promised to give this
sham battle for the whites to witness.

Was She Frightened—Nix!

“ ¢ These white people have spent lots
of money to get here, paying their money
solely on your word to give this exhibi-
tion by the members of your tribe. Now,
then, you just get back in the field and
shoot off your guns, and go right on
with this battle for which the whites
have paid. Scat! Away with you!’

“ And Chief José and his scores of
braves slunk away from that little school-
ma'am like so many whipped curs.

“Yes, we railroad men regard Miss
Egan as one of us; and, if ever the In-

THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE.

dians give her trouble, she'll find the boys
of the Espee hereabouts fighting for her
to the last.”

After the siesfa, that afterncon at
Yuma, I meandered through the railroad
yards in quest of anything in the story
line the gods might grant.

“"He’s back—Will Douglas is back!”
I heard one of the men say to a comrade.

“ What's he been doing now? " asked
the comrade.

“ Robbing the Espee depot at Tue-
son,”’ was the answer.

At this point I joined the freight train-
men, for such they were, and asked:

Best Jail on Earth.

* Who's this Will Douglas? ”

“Oh, he's a boarder at the Territorial
pen here. He has boarded here before.
He likes the life. He's spent twenty-
three out of the last twenty-five years in
one prison or another. He was here two
years, and the boys here know him well.

“ We didn't think he'd rob the railroad
that’s treated him good and kind, though;
for many’s the time we've given him a lift
in the short periods when he wasn’t in
jail. Yes, besides his terms here, he has
spent eleven years in California prisons,
two in Colorado, and five in New Mexico.

“Well, when he swiped money from
our depot at Tucson not long ago, he let
himself get caught, and then pleaded not
guilty, telling the judge he did so be-
cause he knew he would get a longer
term in prison than if he pleaded guilty.
The judge took him at his word, and gave
him fifteen years in this pen here.” 3

“*Thank you, your honor,” says Will
Douglas. ‘1 like that prison better'n any
I’'ve patronized. They treat you Dbetter
there than they treat prisoners anywhere
else in this country.’

“ And now Will Douglas is home once
again. On the way here on the train, he
told Conductor Hayes — so Hayes tells
us — that his great ambish is to be the
official photographer of this pen.

“ You see, Will Douglas is a Hot Coun-
try criminal. He works his games only
where the heat is at its greatest. And
he says the prison here is a nice eool place,
and that the mess-room where the prison-
ers eat has got the broiling sun of the
desert skinned to death for comfort.”



‘“sav,
CONVERSE WITH ME, YOU'LL HAVE TO
DO IT IN UNDEFILED ENGLISH."

PERFESSOR, IF YOU WANT TO HOLD

- WHAT DID DUGAN DO TO HIMP?

BY E. FLORENCE.

a5 ; He Fell Asleep in Signor Aviati’s Balloon

was held by a washout
which had weakened the

:- bridge piers. The repair
AR gang had arrived, and
= their work was nearing

) completion. Meanwhile, the passengers
5 were fretting at the delay and indulging
=) in caustic comments about mismanaged
railroads.

an; the fireman, was seated on a
r, enjoying- the solace of his dhu-
when the college professor strolled
; d borrowed a match. After light-
he seated himself on another

Y P at Darley’s Gap the train

=

and Did a Marathon Athwart the Sky.

dently productive of a disposition which
ignores the annoyance incident to events
of this character.”

“ Hey—wot? " asked Dugan quizzi-
cally.

“I remarked that you were probably
accustomed to such delays as this,” re-
iterated the college pl’t:f&‘abor i

“Say, perfessor.” continued Dugam,__- »
“if you want to hold converse with me, =
you'll have to do it in undefiled Englis
and cut out your linguistic accon phs,h_
ment. I understand your proposition as
stated last, and I wish to remark
you don't see me losing any
the delay.

“ There are some on ‘board
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'‘"HE TURNED LOOSE A VOLUME OF \f‘
LANGUAGE THAT MADE THE
EALLOON Sway."

pressed express who are, no doubt, even
now hankering for the mirth-marts of the
metropolis, but when you put me in ad-
jacent juxtaposition to a scene like this
yvou place me in what I consider the me-,
tropolis of the universe.”

“ Drawing an inference from the sen-
timents you express,” said the college
professor, “ I should hazard the opinion
that you are attuned with the infinite in
nature—er—that is, you are, no doubt,
a lover of nature.”

“You threw high ace on the second
throw, perfessor,” replied Dugan. “It's
me for nature, every time.”

“ Communion with nature,” continued
the college professor, ““is commendable,
in that it develops the intelligence. When
man awakens to the grandeur of mature,
he metamorphoses from a barbarian, bat-
tling for existence, to a living, thinking
intelligence—er—that is, I should say,
nature-lovers are alwavs men of more
than average qualifications.”

tl

" Say, perfessor, just eliminate the im-
pressionistic word-picture prelude from
your next observation,” cautioned Dugan.
“When a man puts in most of his time
shoveling the resurrected carbonized re-
mains of primeval forests into the capa-
cious maw of a hog-back, the opportuni-
ties for extending his vocabulary are
necessarily limited.”

3 “Do you never tire of the
monotony of the same mode of
locomotion? ” queried the col-
lege professor. \

“T'ire of it? " asked Dugan.
Why, perfessor, it's the diver-
sification of the business that
makes it alluring. FPve trav-
\ “eled in almost every kind of
!) conveyance contemporaneous to
railroading. I've been an un-
willing passenger on a run-
away freight, bumping down
the mountain ; I've raced ahead
of a forest fire that would have
made Dante’s Inferno crack
an auroric blush for paucity of
caloric, and I've traveled in-
cognito as chaperone to a lot
of bellowing bossies on board
an Atlantic bafeau, but the
tour de résislance in the trav-
eling line was when I took a
trip through the trackless at-
mosphere with Signor Aviati in his big
balloon.™

“ Was it a dirigible? ” asked the pro-
fessor.

“ No;” replied Dugan,
“ It was a discourageable.”

“ Aeronautics and the science of avia-
tion are making rapid strides in the con-
quest of the realm of space,” continued
the college professor. “ Do you realize,
my friend, that this is the age of air?”

“ Hot or. cold?” questioned Dugan.

The professor ignored the irrelevant
remark, and continued: “ This balloen
experience of vours—what was it like? ”

“Well,” replied Dugan, “it had its
incipiency at one of the big county fairs
that are held annually in different sec-
tions of New JerSey. I was heaving the
bituminous on the Jersey Central at the
time, and, on one of my off days, [
thought I would take in the festivities
and mingle with the exponents of the
‘ Three Acres and Liberty’ theory.

with spirit.



,ezg t' 'f an. obesmﬁed hog

1 my mca] ticket.

2 Flind recannoltenng for a cozy
ook in which to take my postprandial
~ siesta, I ran across the balloon, inflated
- for the ascent of Signor Aviati. The
‘basket looked inviting, so I climbed in
when nobody was looking, curled up on
the bottom, and was soon sound asleep.

“The next thing I knew was that

some one was shaking me, trying to
awaken me. Opening my eyes, I recog-
nized Signor Aviati, and in my half-
dazed cond1t10n I imagmecl he was serv-
ing a writ of ejectment.
) “T started to climb out of the basket
s when he grabbed me and turned loose a
ey volume of language that made the bal-
- loon sway. With my chin and one leg
7ol thrown over the edge of the basket, I
i - looked down, and promptlv dropped to
the botfom of the basket.”

““What has happened,
asked.

“*You fell asleep in the basket, and
I only discovered you after we had start-
ed up,” he replied.

““Are we going up?’ I shrieked.
‘See here, signore, just you jam on the
air, and let me off at the next stopping-
place.’

“ ¢ Impossible,” replied the signor. 1
cannot let you ent without descending,
and if T descend I shall not have enough
gas to rise again. You may as well ac-
gl cept the inevitable and get what enjoy-
3 ment you can out of this experience.’

“ Well, Signor Aviati finally convinced

g me that there was no use getting.up in
& the air, so I concluded to keep my feet
on the ground, or rather on the bottom
of the Dbasket. I looked over the side,
and was soon lost in the enjoyment of
the novel sensation. We appeared to be
suspended in mid air, while the scenery
below floated by like a huge panorama.
As we gained a higher altitude the build-
eemed to grow smaller, but the
e of the scene was magnifi-

signore?”’ 1

Signor Aviati said we were floating
d, and very soon he pointed to
- Delaware River shone in the

; 'and trymg.l

“ * Say, sagfwre, i remarked 2 dnmt
suppose there is any danger @f runnmg ,
into an open switch or mdulgmg IR
rear-end collision?” : Sy

&k No,” he replied; ‘you are as-.isafe
er(. as in the cab of your locomotive.!

telestmw SIJOt"s when sudduﬂy the bal-
loon started rapidly downward., I asked
the signor if he couldn't slack up a little,

as I had no desire to knock a dent in the
landscape.

“‘Here—get busy !” he replied. ‘We've

got to get I'ld of some ballast’ He
picked up a bag of sand and emptied the
conternits over the side. [ did the same.
The throwing out of the ballast seemed
to check our downward course, and I
noted we were approaching a manufac-
turing town, judging from the number
of great high chimneys.

“ After floating along for some time
that blooming air-ship started downward
again at a fast clip. We sprinkled some
more sand over the landScape, and I
must confess I was rapidly losing my
stock of the same substance.

“‘“There must be something wrong
with the valve,’ said the signor anxiously.

“* Got a monkey-wrench aboard?’ 1
asked. “Maybe I can fix it.” Then I
realized, from his grin, that I was dis-
playing my superior ignorance.

“ Well, we got rid of all the sand, but
still continued to descend. Signor Aviati
looked worried. _

“*Say, signore,” T remarked, ‘if you've
got anything heavy on your mind, you'd
better get rid of it. We seem to be
carrying too much weight as it is.’

“The signor made no reply, and we
continued to descend toward that busy °
burg, while the chimneys rushed up to
meet us. Suddenly we banged into some-
thing, and came to an abrupt stop. ¥

“*“What's up?’ I asked, as I suddenly
sat down in the bottom of the basket.

“The signor gathered himself tog
and looked over the side. * Well, T’
blowed !’ he ejacunlated.

“I arose and took a peep o
what do you suppase had happ

“I presume you had 1and
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branches of a tree,” ventured the college
professor.

“Weorse than that,” replied Dugan.

“In our swift drop downward we had
shot straight for one of those tall chim-
neys and had struck it plumb center, and
there we were, our basket stuck in the
top of that blooming chimney like the
corrugated cork in thc. top of a tal] cham-
pagne bottle.

“ The signor got busy, and climbed up
the ropes to the gas-bag.

“¢Say, sport, I called after him,

‘ you've got your nerve with you all right.
What you going to do?’

“¢You keep quiet,’ he replied.
going to fix that valve.’

“ Well, he climbed to the top of that
swaying gas-bag, and I lost sight of him.
Pretty soon he came down, and said he
had hAxed the valve all right.

‘¢ Say, signore,” 1 inquired, ‘are you
in the habit of doing this Santy Claus
act ;in your aerial flights? This trick
we've just pulled off may give the na-
tives the impression that we're in the
habit of hitting the pipe.’

“ ¢ Dugan,’ he replied, ‘ this is no joke.
We're stuck, good and tight. Look at
those natives down there.

“ 1 looked down, and saw a lot of men
gesticulating wildly. ‘What appears to
be the matter with the wildly waving
working men? " I asked.

“ <1 guess they want us to get off the
chimney,’ answered Aviati.

“ ¢ Why should they be so anxious to
have us vacate our snug harbor?’ I ques-
tioned.

“ ¢ Can’t imagine,’ replied the signor.

“ That they were extremely anxious
that we should depart was evident from
their actions. They stood there and
waved their arms and shook their fists at
us, and even tried to shout their desires.
One fellow even got a megaphone and
pointed it our way, but his voice failed
to reach us.

“ Then I noticed one of the grimy
mechanics running toward the fields, car-
rying a flat, oblong object. He skir-
mjahul around for a while, and I realized
that he was trying to raise a kite. Final-
ly he got it up, and it dawned on me
that hc was trying to send it our way.

“ ¢ Looks as thouth there was 4 mes-
sage due here .‘\hOI’ﬂ}, I remarked.

‘T'm

“CWell, I guess we're equipped for
taking care of that kind of wireless,” com-
mented Aviati.

“ That fellow was certainly an expert
in the art of kite-flying, for we could see
it coming directly toward us. We waited
until that aerial epistle-bearer got within
reach, then Aviati grabbed it, while I
held on to his coat-tails. On the face of
the kite avas written:

If vou don’t want to be roasted alive,
get off the chimney, quick. We pull our
next blast in half an hour.

§ TaeE ExcINEER

“The information was startling. We
looked at each other in dismay.
we were, marcooned on top of a fiery
volcano that was likely to go into execu-
tive session shortly.
that the bottom of the basket was getting
hot.
“ ‘Say, signere,” 1 remarked, ‘ don't you
feel the heat coming up the chimney?’

“ “Yes,” he replied; * I've noticed it
for some time, and it has given me an
idea. If we can cut a hole in the bottom
of the basket, and let some of that hot
air into the gas-bag, it will make the gas
more buoyant, and we will be able to rise
again, Of course, it will be necessary
for you to get out on top of the chimney
and loosen up the basket.’

“*Yes,” I replied, °‘that's all very
pretty; but how are we going to steer
that superheated oxygen into that pran-
cing gas-bag? Signore, suppose you ap-
point yourself a committee on ways and
means to devise a scheme for escorting
the eager air to the waiting bag.’

“¢1 have it!’ he exclaimed exCitedly.
‘I have a scheme for getting that hot air
into the gas-bag. Have you a knife?
Good! Take off your coat and cut the
sleeves out at the shoulder, and we will
put my plan into execution.’

“1 got busy. and ruined my best coat.
The sigmor handed me his coat, and I
cut the sleeves out of that also. Then he
put them together like a stovepipe, fas-
tening them with pins. That gave him

a sort of tube about ten feet long. He

took one end of it and, climbing up into
the ropes supporting the basket, he man-
aged to reach the neck of the gas-bag,
which extended down three or four feet.

There

Suddenly I realized



ed our improvised tube
into the basket. )

I got to work and cut a hole
. three inches in diameter in the bot-
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YARE YOU IN THE HABIT OF DOING THIS
SANTY CLAUS ACT IN YOUR AERIAL
FLIGHTS ? "'

‘the basket. As the piece dropped
e chimney a blast of hot air shot
rough the hole. The signor grabbed
ose end of the tube and held it in
¢ opening.

e cried. ‘ Get out on top

“of the chimmey
Tloosen the basket.”

protested,
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and see. if you can't

“1 didn’t relish the assignment, and
“Suppose I fall off, or sup-
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climb back?’ I cried.

“The signor evidently didn't 1
objection, for he let loose a lot of
words in his native tongue. Hi:
tinctured language seemed to have
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tive effect on'me, for I got out on top of
that stately stack and pulled at the basket
with all my might.

““The balloon, meanwhile, was sway-
ing and tugging like all possessed. Sud-
denly I felt the basket loosening up and,
giving a last tug, I sprang in just as we
pulled away from the chimney's loving
embrace and went soaring skyward.

“We didn't make our get-away any
too soon. From a safe distance we saw
a volume of flame suddenly burst from
the chimney. which would surely have
cremated us had we been there.”

““ A very narrow and sensational es-
cape,” commented the college professor.
“"T'he necessity of quick action invariably
calls into play the latent resources of
man."”

“ Yes, but our troubles were not yet
over,” continued Dugan. ‘ Signor Avi-
ati announced that we could not possibly
land for some time, owing to the rough
and wooded nature of the country over
which we were traveling.

“ Counting the time we were stuck on
the chimney, we had been up in the air
about three hours. The sun was sinking
rapidly, and if we did not effect a land-
ing pretty soon we would be compelled
to remain up in the air all night.

“f Signore, 1 inquired, ‘ have you a
buffet-car attached to this outfit?2 A
club-sandwich and a Dbottle of ale would
be going some just now.’

“ For reply the signor produced a flask
from the region of his hip and handed

it to me. Unscrewing the stopper in
gleesome anticipation, T said: *Well,
here’s how, signerc. Prosit!’

“71 took a long pull and handed the
flask back. *Say, signere,1 spluttered,
“that stuff isn't spirifus frumenti.

“tNo, he chuckled; ‘it's tea. The
Aeronautists’ Union prehibits the taking
of spirits into balloons.’

“ 1 shouldn’'t think you’d be afraid
of the walking-delegate up here,” I grum-
bled.

“We continued floating over the
wooded country, and presently our bal-
loon developed a new trait. We appeared
to be sliding down hill—that is, we
went forward and downward at the same
time. Our anchor was swaying at the

end of the rope, about a hundred and -

fifty feet below. Suddenly we stopped

THE RAILROAD MAN’S MAGAZINE.

with a jerk. The anchor had caught in
the branches of a tree.

““ Well, signore,” 1 observed, ‘1 guess
we're safe now.’ E

““ No, he replied, ‘ we can’t make a
landing among those trees. We've got
to get that anchor loose somehow.’

‘Do you think it is caught good and
tight?’ I inquired.

“*It's caught too blamed tight,” he
replied.

““Good!’ T exclaimed. ‘T’'m going
to shin down that rope. You may con-
tinue your journey, if you wish, but it's

‘me for the haunts of man,” and I climbed

over the edge of the basket, and started
down that rope like a jolly Jack tar.

“1I had descended about three-fourths
of the distance, when I felt the anchor
break loose. We started ahead once more,
with a frightened coal-heaver hanging
onto that rope like grim death, and swing-
ing in the breeze like the pendulum of an
aerial horologe.

*“We raced along for some time, when
suddenly T heard the shrieking of a loco-
motive whistle. It was a familiar and
welcome sound, but not very reassuring
to one in my position.

“ Looking down, I noticed that we
had cleared the wooded country, and
were traveling along over a railroad. A
fast freight was approaching in the same
direction., The balloon continued to de-
scend. As the locomotive passed beneath
us the anchor barely missed hitting the
smoke-stack. The train passed by with
a roar, and suddenly. as the last -ear
passed, there was a jerk on the rope,
which nearly dislodged me, and we went
sailing along in the wake of that train
like a hungry hawk chasing a plump
prairie pullet. 3

“ The anchor had caught in the brake-
wheel of the rear car. ;

“I hung on like grim death, while
the scenery rushed beneath me. ¢ This
is all right,) I mused, ‘so long as that
towing engine don’t go under a bridge
or into a tunnel. I wonder whether that
engineer has recently passed the eye-test?
He don’t seem to notice the local color-
ing that I am giving to the oecasion.’

“I was beginning to give up hope,
when that thug at the throttle whistled
‘down brakes,! and the train quickly
came to a standstill. T megotiated the



famqus shde for life.
% The crew came runnin g back over the
- tops of those cars to see what kind of
I game they had landed.
" Say, you durned sky-pilot,’ growled
the engineer, ‘ don't you know better than
to hold up a freight-train?’
= “*¢ What'’s eating you, you consarned
' engine-pushér!’ I sassed back. ‘I hap-
pen to be a railroad man myself, and if
you know your business you won't have
to work very hard to make that hog-back
make up the little time we delay you.’
“Then I gave them the signal of dis-
tress, and they took me into the caboose
and administgred to my spiritual needs.
When we emerged I found that the
signor had let the gas out of the balloon
and effected a landing. We gathered it
up and loaded it into an empty freight-

““Need any firemen
up there?’ I asked,
““Yes,” he answered.
‘Old Hinchman wants
a man to fire on the
through express. You
might land that.’
“Well, I saw the old
man, and got the job
I'm now holding
down. Not often a
fellow can catch -
onto a job as I

did. Hey, per-
__ fessor? ”

“ No,? replied g
" the college professor.
“ You have entertained
me with a highly inter-
esting and extraordinary
recital of almost incredible
’ adventure, for which I am your
#  dehtor. Judging from the activity
of the attaches of the train, I would

" SWINGING IN
THE BREEZE LIKE
THE PENDULUM
OF AN AERIAL
HORO-

LOGE."

- ’haza.rd the opinion that we are about

u

to proceed.

“ Before we start, I wish to re-
mark, aptopos of your dropping into
a situation as you did, that man, in
the pursuit of his avocation, is often
handicapped by a plethora of power
and a paucity of opportunity. The
mills and the marts of the world are
crowded with workers; and when a
man can descend from the ethereal
void and figuratively land in the lap
of opportunity, it is. to

say the least, remarkable.
“The aerial flight which
took you from one posi-

'car. Then the signor and myself climbed
_into the caboose and _continued our
g.ourney
; ** Where you bound for?’ I inquired
R of ‘the brakeman.
B J)Iltoena,’ he replied.

tion and deposited you
into the arms of the
waiting Hinchman, was
certainly taken at the psy-
chological moment.”

“ Well,” remarked Du-
gan, “old Hinchman isn't
throwing any bouquets, s
I don’t know whether or
not he regards me as a
heaven - sent emissary to fill a vacant::y!
All T know is I landed on the job, and
I’'m holding it down. I guess now I'll
get busy and make steam, so we j
have any trouble pulling your v
lary. Orry war, perfessor.”

[
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THE SEATS FOR THE DRIVER ARE

THE SHADED PART OF THE DRAWING INDICATES THE CAB AS IT

FITS OVER THE MACHINERY.

AT BOTH ENDS OF THE ENGINE CLOSE TO THE DOORS.

Largest
Electric
Engine.

Its Unique Drive and Simplic-
ity of Control— To Be
Used for the Penn-
sylvania’s Under-
ground Service.

N untrained eye, glan-
cing at the cut on
this page, will
doubtless be puz-
zled for a moment
to decide what
definite class of machine the mon-
ster belongs to. At first sight, if
it were not for the aid of the _
dotted diagram, it might be mis-
taken for a track-laying machine,
or a wrecking engine, or almost
anything but a high-speed, power-
ful electric locomotive.

That is what it is, nevertheless.
It is the last word in electric lo-
comotives, and it is spoken by the
Pennsylvania. The larger of the
cuts opposite represents the chassis
of the first electric locomotive to
be uvsed in the New York tunnel
extension of the Pennsylvania.
The smaller cut is the complete
locomotive.

When work was first started on -
the Pennsylvania tunnels and sta-
tion the engineers of the railroad
company, cooperating avith those
of the Westinghouse Electric and
Manufacturing Company, toek up
the problem of designing an elec-
tric locomotive which would cope
successfully with the heavy grades
necessary in the Tiver tunnels.
Since then - electric locomotives
have been designed, constructed,
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anﬂ tested, and special recording track

sections have been laid and electrified.

Number 3998, the locomotive shown,
weighs 330,000 pounds. It will develop
4,000 horse—power—about three times as
much as a giant freight locomotive—and
could pull a heavy freight - train at a
speed of some sixty or seventy miles per
hour. In appearance, it is similar to two
passenger coaches, with huge driving-
wheels and rods,

The cabin conceals the giant motors
with which the driving-rods connect, but
a view of the chassis gives an excellent
idea of the intricacy of the machines,
which are soon to haul some one thou-
sand trains in and out of New York sta-
tion every day.

— The “ Pennsylvania "’ type locomotive,
as the design is named, is built in two
sections ; that is, there are two cabs and
two running gears, jointed at the middle.
Each section has eight wheels, four of
which are drivers, sixty-eight inches in

ek}

‘diameter, the other four being truck

wheels, thirty-six inches in diameter, con-
stituting in their arrangement and weight
distribution what in steam locomotives is
called the “ American ™ type.

Two pairs of drive-wheels are coupled,
not to the customary cross-head and pis-
tons, but to a crank-shaft, called a jack-
shaft, in line with the driver-axles, which
in turn is coupled to a motor crank-shaft,
to which a single motor delivers all its

.

power. The cranks are ninety degrees
apart, so that there can be no “ on-cen-
ter ”’ position. The motor-crank revolves
uniformly and at constant effort.

The single motor weighs, without gear,
forty-five thousand pounds, and in weight
and power it is the largest railway motor
ever constructed. It projects into the
cab and, in fact, fills a large part of it.

The main control apparatus is in a
bulkhead centrally located so that there
are ample passageways along the sides.
At one end is located the electrically
driven air-compressor for operating the
air-brakes.

The controller on the ‘ Pennsylvania ™
type is scarcely as large as that on a Hoe
printing-press. None of the main power
passes through it, as it is really a switch
corresponding to a telegrapher’s key,
operated by electro-pneumatic means.
With a lever, which can be moved with
one finger, the engineer can admit to the
locomotive a current equal to that avail-
able in a hundred trolley-cars.

The total weight of the locomotive is
166 tons, 103 tons being mechanical parts
and 63 tons for electrical parts. The
maximum speed is from 60 to 70 miles
an hour under load. The maximum
draw-bar pull is 60,000 pounds, and a
mechanical shock without injury can be

sustained up to 600,000 pounds. The

total wheel-base is 56 feet, and the weight
on drivers 14 tons.

PENNSY GOES

TO FARMING.

HE Pennsylvania Railroad has bought a
farm of fifty acres at Bacon, Dela-
ware, on the Delaware Railroad, to operate
as an experiment station for the farmers of
Maryland;, Delaware and Virginia.
President James McCrea made a trip
through the peninsula and saw thousands
of acres idle, with the adjoining farms flour-
ishing. Knowing the success of Long Island
experimental farms, which have now been
in operation four years, Mr. McCrea sug-
gested the present experiment.,
- The cooperation of the farmers of the

= penmsula in this enterprise is already as-

and the State agricu!tural co]leges

This peninsula is favorably situated.
Fruit and vegetables are delivered in one
day in Maryland and Pennsylvania, and
fast freight trains are run to all points.
east of the Mississippi.

The demand is greater than can now be
met, and the railway is taking steps to
aid in increasing the number of farmers to
supply it. H, S. Lippincott, a graduate
of the agr:cultural college at Cornell Uni-
versity, is superintendent of the farm. A

He will visit the granges and farmers®
institutes on the peninsula and will be pre-
pared to make addresses. He will mak""exf-

the farm.




“Uncle Holly’s” Record Run.

BY SAM HENRY.

HE TRUE STORY SERIES. Many people believe that the

fastest time is made by limited trains.

This is true so far as long

distances are concerned, but frequently a local train running between
small towns will make faster time than those having the right of way.
This is a story of a race between that famous train known as the Sunset

Limited and No. 19, a local passenger.
local made the best time under pretty difficult circumstances.

That is, it is a race 'in so far as the
The train had

one hour to make the distance between Rosenberg and Houston; and, all
things taken into consideration, it is a pretfty slick run.

Holly Pierson, on No. 19, Was Ordered Out Under the Rule of First

In First Out.

He Had a Hot Time Keeping Ahead

of the Limited.

TRUE STORY, NUMBER FORTY.

OLLY PIERSON, whom we
lovingly called *“ Uncle
Holly,” had been with the
Southern Pacific ever since
the old Galveston, Harris-
burg and San Antonio

Railroad had reached Alleyton, Texas,

and was running trains from Harrisburg,

Texas, to Alleyton.

As many as ten of the Southern Pa-
cific’s best living engineers, now classed
as old-timers, with possibly as many more
gone over the “ Great Divide,” had shov-
eled coal to make steam for * Uncle
Holly's " engine.

Men in all walks of life were better

citizens for coming in contact with this
grand old man, not from any counsel he
gave them, but from his splendid ex-
ample.

He observed all rules strictly, never
exceeded a speed limit, always had his
train on time to the minute if there were
no delays—but when late, he would make
up very little time.

It was said that if the despatcher or-
dered him to make an wunusual run,
“ Uncle Holly " could be depended upon
to carry out the order; and, never hav-
ing had an accident, the officials had un-
limited confidence in him.

Up to the writing of this story, I had

Eprtor’s NotE:

All the stories published in this True Story Series have been carefully

verified by application to officers or employees of the roads or companies concerned who
are in a position to be acquainted with the facts. Contributors should give us the names of
responsible persons to whom we may apply for such verification, in order that fruitless
inquiries may be avoided. This condition does not imply any lack of confidence in the
veracity of our contributors, but is imposed merely to give greater weight and authenticity
to the stories.

Series began In the October, 1906, Railroad Man's Magatine. Single Copies, 10 seats.
724 :
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nd:mg as a mail-clerk for twenty-

8 five years, right behind the engine, and

I believe that no one can better judge
the merits of an engineer than a mail-
clerk, because he gets the full force of
an engineer’s action.

During those twenty-five years of serv-
ice, the most exciting run I had was be-
hind “ Uncle Holly,” in 1894, between
San Antonio and Houston, Texas.

At that time the Southern Pacific was
running their Sunset Limited three times
a week, due to leave San Antonio at 2.15
P.M., arriving at Houston 7.45 p.m., mak-
ing only three stops in the two hundred
and ten miles.

No. 19, originating at C. P. Diaz,
Mexico, was due to leave San Antonio at
11,20 a.M., arriving at Houston at 7.15
p.M., but on this particular day we were
very late, arriving at San Antonio at
2 p.m., the Sunset Limited at 2.05 p.n.

After the limited arrived it was found
that something was wrong which would
cause a thirty-minutes delay. No. 19 was
ordered out at 2.15 p.M., and under the
rule of first in first out, ‘“ Uncle Holly "
and Peter Vahey, due to leave with the
Sunset Limited, were ordered, instead, to
take No. 19.

These two men were the oldest engi-
neer and conductor, in point of years and
service, oif the G. H. and S. A., an eight-
hundred-mile part of the Southern Pa-
cific System.

Several railroad boys, standing where

“Uncle Holly” could hear them, said

that there was nothing wrong with the
limited ; it was only a trick to get him
on No. 19. Being sixty-four years of
age, he was too old to make the time of
the limited, which would pass No. 19
twenty-five or thirty miles out, under the
fifteen-minute rules.

“Uncle Holly ” was a very silent man.
He said nothing until Peter Vahey came
up with orders and to compare watches.
After reading the orders that the Sunset
Limited would run thirty minutes late to
Glidden, he started to climb his engine,
saying: ‘‘ Pete, the limited will never
pass me to-day 1f ‘we are not stopped by
orders.”

I knew that I was about to enter upon
f the most exciting experiences of

foot drivers, and we had six cars.
limited had the same number, only her
cars were of sleeper weight.

We got the signal at 2.15 p.m. On the
start was a heavy hill, a hard pull, where
a good deal of slipping of drivers was
required to get out; but the moment
“ Uncle Holly " touched his throttle the
engine seemed to enter the race with hu-
man interest. She picked up the train
without a slip. When we hit East Yards,
at the top of the hill, we were making
forty miles an hour.

Down a steep hill we went, round a
curve, up another hill—faster, faster, all
the time. The engine seemed alive!

I had my watch and a time-table be-
fore me all the way, and the rate we
were making strained every nerve to the
highest pitch. At Seguin, thirty-five
miles out, we had nmiade three stops and
had gained a minute. From there to
Luling, twenty-five miles, I was certain
we would lose two or three minutes, be-
cause of the heavy hills and many curves
—but on we rushed.

I thought that we would not stand the
curves while going at such awful speed,
but just as we would get ready to hit
with full force we would feel the air-

brake slip on, and around we would go,

easily, witheut much swing.

At Luling we had picked up three
minutes of the limited’s time, made five
stops, and flagged a railroad crossing.
While taking water and oiling around,
I heard Peter Vahey reading a despatch
to * Uncle Holly,” which said: “ Track
is clear for No. 19. We have confidence
in Pierson’s judgment.”

The next seventy-five miles were al-
most from one curve to another, from
one hill to another, with stops more fre-
quent, but it seemed to have no effect on
“ Uncle Holly.”

On! On! He almost flew!

The passengers had caught the spirit
of the race, and, looking back as we
swung around the curves, we saw men
and women waving as if to encourage
“ Unele Holly.”

One hand on the throttle, the other on
the air-brake, he looked straight ahead
—and needed no encouragement.

At Schulenburg, one hundred and ﬁve-_
miles, we were thirty-five minutes ahead
of the limited. Ten minutes for hmc

'[‘he"
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eon was announced. We generally had
twenty minutes for dinner, but the pas-
sengers were so worked up over the race
they declared that they were not hungry,
and protested against even the ten min-
utes allowed for luncheon.

We left Schulenburg twenty-five min-
utes ahead of the limited.

The coal in our tender was getting low
and required double passing; but the
porter volunteered to pass it down until
Glidden was reached, where we could
take on more at the shoots.

From Schulenburg to Houston it got
out that No. 19 was beating the limited’s
time. Everybody was at the station to
wave us encouragement.

We arrived at Glidden twenty-eight
minutes ahead of the limited, loaded our
tank with coal, and received orders there
that the limited would be turned loose
to make up her lost time.

The conductor and others lost hope
when this was announced, but not “ Uncle
Holly."”! His jaw just set a little firmer,
and not a word left his lips.

From Glidden to Houston is about
eighty-eight miles of straight track over
an open country. We left Glidden,
where it seemed our real race began,
twenty-four minutes ahead of the lim-
ited, and I have never heard an engine
worked as that one was. I have often
wondered how the machinery stood the
strain,

The cinders rained upon the top of
my car; the throb of the engine must
have been heard for a mile, and the
noise was so great that I had to scream
to the man in the car with me to make
him hear. At Columbus, where we passed
right through the heart of the town,
there was, for about a mile, a strict six-
mile-an-hour rule, but on that day the
people were out, even to the chief of po-
lice, all cheering us on. ‘‘ Uncle Holly ”
made about twenty-five miles an hour
through that town.

At Eagle Lake, allowing the limited to
make five minutes, we were still twenty-
five minutes ahead. From there to Ro-
senberg, over a straight, open prairie,
with a fine track, I figured that we would
make the run in forty minutes with one
stop, but we only needed thirty-five min-
utes.

I learned afterward that the passen-

gers almost fought for space on the rear
car to watch for the limited’s smoke,
but no smoke was to be seen. At Rosen-
berg it was conveyed to us®that we had
one hour in which to make Houston,
thirty-six miles away, with five stops and
two crossings to flag, also to slow through
the town to the depot.

On that part of the run, * Uncle
Holly " showed the hand of a master.
The run of thirty-six miles was made
in fifty-five minutes. We rolled into the
Houston and Texas Central Depot at
7.45 p.Mm.

In five hours and twenty minutes the
run of two hundred and ten miles, from
San Antonio to Houston, had been made,
including twenty-seven station stops, five
crossings flagged, and ten minutes taken
for luncheon.

The limited pulled inte the depot
thirty-five minutes later, having picked
up only five minutes from Glidden. Her
crew was staring with surprise. * How
did you get here?” they asked. ““Why, we
passed you at Eagle Lake, we thought.”

“ Uncle Holly’s” run has never been
equaled by a local train over this divi-
sion, and, I am told, five hours is the
best time that has ever been made by a
special.

The passengers crowded about ¢ Uncle
Holly " at the depot, and plied him with
questions—but not a word could they get
from him. He went about as coolly in-
specting his engine as if he had just made
his regular time.

His run was the talk of the road for
a number of years, and many railroad
men have had to be shown the records
before they could be convinced. To-day,
with ninety-pouad steel, one-hundred-ton
engines, and a seven-hour-and-twenty-
minute schedule over this same division,
it is hard to make some of the new men
believe that * Uncle Holly’s” time was
made over a track where there was only
one hundred and seventy miles of sixty-
pound steel, with the other forty miles
a lighter rail. ;

“ Uncle Holly™ has been retired on
pension for a number of years, having
passed thirty-five years as an engineer on
this same division.

He is still hale and hearty, and long
past the threescore-and-ten period al-

lotted to man.
L



THE GOLDEN SERPENTS.

BY GEORGE E. HALL.,

Greaser Beans Gave the Prospectors a Tip
Which Led to Something Unusually Exeiting.

EVERAL years ago I was sent
by a syndicate of Eastern cap-
italists to look over a gold-
mining concession in the State
of Oaxaca, Mexico, which lies
toward the southern end of
the land of tamales and tor-
tillas. The claim was in one of the foot-
hills of the Sierra Madre, about twenty
miles east of a little town called Octolan
—a poor collection of flea-bitten huts
and high-flavored greasers. I took with
me five men who could shoot straight
and stood for nothing that wore hide or
hair, because, for some reason or other,
Americanos didn’t stand at par in those
parts.

We made camp, and began to round
up the mnecessary local help. At last we
did manage to rope a cook and a sort of
general help. The first was a queer
little fellow, a new pattern of * greaser ”
to me. He was small, and had a head
and face unlike any Mexican that I had
ever met. That he wasn’t pure Mexican
I was positive, and that he wasn’t the
usual half-breed T was dead certain.

What he really was I couldn’t make
out, and he wouldn’t tell, although I
tried more than once to draw him out
about himself. The most curious thing
about him was his high, sloping fore-
head, and nose shaped just like an eagle’s
beak. He sometimes put on airs like a
prima donna, and served our chile con
carpe as if he was doing us a great favor.
Beans, we called him, for his real name
‘had five syllables to start with and more
to follow.

‘Our other helot, _Tose was just bad
‘half - breed. Lake all of his kind, he
was a thief by nature. He did general

‘chores, carried instruments, loafed when

he could, and ate and slept most of the
time,

Beans seemed to take a liking to me
from the start. His ways of showing
this were various, including queer hot
hashes and soups that he had made for
me only. When work was over for the
day, the little chap would squat content-
edly as close to me as I'd let him, hud-
dled up in his serape, and listen to yarns.
The boys called him my * pet monk.”

Beans when he liked would speak sur-
prisingly pure Spanish, although he had
a fair smattering of good English. Once
or twice, too, I overheard him crooning
a kind of chant in a tongue that was new
to me. When I asked lnm what it was,
he shut up hard and tight as a sun-dried
steer hide.

The boys liked to have fun with
Beans in their own way, and sometimes
they’d go a trifle beyond. Then Beans
would look appealingly at me—and I'd
usunally call a halt; not exactly because I
was afraid he’d get hurt, but because he
was ‘a good cook and I didn’t want him
to quit. He didn’t know this, however,
and so would whisper his thanks in his
musical lingo and stick closer than ever.

Between José and Beans there was
bloody war all the time. The half-
breed was everlastingly trying to raid the
commissariat department when Beans
wasn’'t looking ;: and when Beans would
get wise, he'd go for José like mad.

One evening, when dinner was over,
while Beans was busy cleaning up in a
willow lean-to that served him as a
kitchen and storeroom, José, trying to
swipe some canned stuff, was pounced
upon by the little cook. In an instant
the pair—clawing, spitting and swearmg
—rolled out of the lean-to.
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‘The moon was full—one of those big
Mexican moons that makes the night al-
most-as light as day. So we could see
the little tragedy quite plainly without
the need of footlights.

Suddenly Beans's single upper gar-
ment—the usual shirt-like affair of the
poor Mexicans—was torn from the neck
down by the infuriated José. As the
garment parted, 1 saw Beans’s hands re-
lease their grip on the throat of his op-
ponent and fly to his own throat, covering
it and the upper part of his chest with
a sort of desperate eagerness.

As he did so, however, I caught sight
of something yellow hanging from his
throat, over which his hands snapped
and remained. José, like myself, had
evidently seen the thing; and while, with
one hand, he tried to put Beans’s
Adam’s apple out of place, with the
other he tugged away at the cook’s hands,
evidently with the intention of getting
at what was under them.

At this point poor Beans gave a gurg-
ling cry for help, and I stopped the
fight. José¢ glared sullenly at me, and
hesitated when I ordered him to release
Beans and keep away from him, too.
Then I helped the little chap to his feet.
But his hands remained as they were,
and he hurried away to his lean-to, mut-
tering.

Beans didn’t show up that night, con-
trary to his usual custom. José disap-
peared somewhere in the shadows. and
he, too, was invisible for the rest of the
evening. As for the rest of us, we had
had a heavy day and a hearty meal, and
we turned in somewhat earlier than usual.

Judging by the position of the moon,
it must have been about two o’clock in
the morning when I was awakened by a
shrill scream, followed by another, and
yet another. Swinging myself out of
my hammock and taking my gun from
the tent-pole, I ran in the direction of
the sounds.

The moon threw the shadows of a
clump of mesquit on Beans's lean-to; but
in the midst of the darkness I could make
out a confused, struggling mass, which
separated itself as I came near into two
men, one of whom made tracks in a way
that justified me in blazing away at him.
At the third shot I heard a groan from
the darkness, which told me that one of

my bullets had found flesh. Then I
turned my attention to the man still on
the ground. It wa$ Beans.

By this time the other boys were on
hand; and we took Beans over to my
tent, where we struck a light and looked
him over. He was pretty badly done up.
There were knife-marks over most of his
face and chest, and from one ugly cut in
the region of the right lung came little
bubbles of blood. Beans was nearly
all in.

Y Jose!”
wounds.

“Si, seiior,” he said weakly, throwing
up his hand.

‘“ Allen,” I said to my chief assistant,
“1I think I have plugged the half-breed
out beyond the kitchen. Go look him
ul).”

“ And I'll get a rope,” said one of the
others.

Beans raised himself with an effort
and beckoned me to put my ear close
to him.

He spoke to me in Spanish. “ Sestor,”
he said. *““ask them all to go. I have
something to tell you which no other
must hear.”

“ Mean this, Beans? " I asked.

He nodded, and replied slowly: “I
go—hence—pretty soon. I have no time
for much talk. Hasten; send them
away.”

I did so; and Beans, between hacking
coughs due to his injured lung, began:

‘“ How I came here, seitor, it is no mat-
ter. Who-I am, though, concerns what
I have to tell you. Listen. I am a de-
scendant of the Incas. There are few,
very few of us left, and none of us are
of pure blood. But, nevertheless, we
have that about us which makes us dif-
ferent from these—these Mexicans.”

He spoke the last word with a sort of
bitterness and contempt, while his left
hand seemed unconsciously to stray over
his face and head, as if these could at-
test that he was not of the race amid
which he lived. “You will ask why I

I cried, pointing to his

am here—in this region—or how I came-

here when my people, those who remain,
are so distant?”

Although it is not generally known,
there still live in a radius of thirty or
forty miles of the city of Mexico, a half
dozen or so families that claim descent



from the Incas,

These people are
mighty modest about their ancestors, and

it is only when an outsider knows them
‘more or less intimately, which is mnot

often, that he gets an inkling of the fact
that in their veins runs the ancient royal
blue blood of an older race. You will
understand, therefore, what poor Beans
meant when he said that he was far from
his people.

I wiped the blood from his mouth,
placed him in as comfortable a position

as I could, gave him another drink, and

he continued: :

“You are learned, sesior, and, I have
no doubt, know as much about the past
of our people—the past that was before
Spain destroyed them. When it was seen
that destruction was sure, certain of the
priests—they who guarded the treasures
of our great temples — were given the
golden serpents and told to hide them in

- a place known only to them and the chief

of the temples.

“The golden serpents! What were
they? I will tell you. The worshipers
brought gold in those days in abundance
to the temples as offerings to the priests
and for beautifying the high places.

¢ Much of this gold was devoted to the
gods, and to them only. It was fash-
ioned by skilled workmen into serpents—
beautiful, watchful —having crimson
eyes. The Spaniards were many in the
land, lying roundabout, watching lest
any gold escape them, killing, crucifying,

and burning those who ran counter to

their cupidity.

““When the priests drew near to the
hiding - place, they found that some
traitor had told of it. They hastened
to another hiding-place, but found the
Spaniards awaiting them.

“ Then the priests sent back runners to
the chief, asking counsel. The chief re-
plied, saying: ‘ Go far southward, where
the curse of the Spaniard is yet unknown,
and select a hiding - place. Tell none
where the serpents lie hidden, save three,
chosen by you.

“ ¢ Give each of these three one of the
golden serpents to protect them from the
invaders. If a custodian of a serpent
die, he shall will the serpent in his
charge to another, and so on through
the ages, until the time for the annihila-

_ tlon of the invaders shall come
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“ One of these serpents has been passed
down to me."

Another fit of coughing seized Beans,
and I thought that he would breathe his
last; but he revived, and, extending his
left hand, which all this time had re-
mained tightly closed, opened it and
showed me a little pouch made of what
was apparently golden scales.

“ Open it, seior,” he gasped.

I did so, and inside I saw the snake,
which is now on my fob, and a small,
tightly folded piece of what appeared
to be deerskin.

“ Unroll,” \xluspcred Beans. I obeyed.
The skin was about six inches square,
and on it was traced a rude map.

“The priests journeyed on and on,”
went on Beans feebly, *“ until they came
to a spot about five miles from where we
now are. The map tells.

“It was to get this map and the ser-
pent that José stabbed me. See! Here on
the map. Go east—to the river that wets
the foot of the hill of two heads. And
thou shalt cross the river beneath the
shadow of the heads. So, climbing, thou
shalt pass up to and between them and
descend to the other side, and there rest.

“ And the morning following, rise be-
fore the sun shows above the hills across
the valley, and watch. And presently
thou shalt see the tip of one rock on the
farther side of the valley turn into blood
beneath the sun—one rock and no other.
Go thither—to the rock—and behind it,
and hidden by it, thou shalt find a
stream, because at the point of its issu-
ance it falls into a basin studded with
pointed rock.

“ It is known as the Basin of the Spear
Heads. Now, go up the stream—a
mile or more — until thou comest to
Painted Rock on the north bank. And
in the rock, and hidden, as it were, by a
rock door, is a hole that leads into a cave
—the dwelling-place of the serpents.

‘“Take this, the snake here, with thee,
placing it on thy breast, thus. When my
people ask, give them the gold that you
find there—they will—"

Beans raised himself, touched my
hands, choked, and fell back dead.

Just as I laid the body of the poor

little chap in my hammock, I heard a

slight noise from the other side of the

tent, and, looking up, saw the face of
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José peering through the flap. He dis-
appeared before I had a chance to take
a shot at him; but, as I dashed toward
him T heard the boys returning from the
opposite’ direction.

We put in an hour or two trying to
round-up that half-breed, but were un-
successfuk. T had, though, an uneasy
conviction that José had overheard some
or all of Beans’s talk about the serpents.
Then I told the others what had hap-
pened, and after a talk which lasted well
on toward dawn, we fturned in, deter-
mined to test the truth of Beans’s story.

It took us nearly three days to locate
the hill described by Beans, and another
day in getting at the whereabouts of the
little stream, Painted Rock, and the cov-
ered hole. The stream was low at the
time, and we had no difficulty in wading
to where the tall rock, with its strata of
brilliant color, stood out boldly and
abruptly in the little canon through which
the water ran.

Near the rock, the stream channel
dropped a little, or rather, the rock face
retreated so as to leave a sort of rough
pathway. Suddenly Jack Winstead, one
of our party, stopped and held up his
hand warningly. Then he beckoned me
and pointed to something on the bank.

I could see nothing. '

“Somebody has been here before us,”
he whispered. * See the signs? ™

I looked closely, and saw that Win-
stead’s keen eye had detected some
bruised blades of grass, broken twigs,
and displaced pebbles.

“Hold the rest of “the boys together
while T look this thing over.” He pro-
ceeded cautiously to follow the path for
a few feet, nosing it like a hound that is
on a hot scent.

Then he returned to us.

“Tt is an Injun that has been here;
foot signs show that,”” he muttered.
“ Judging by the looks of things ahead,
this is the only path to and from the
hole.”

I saw what he meant. Beyond the
rock the path ceased, and the chff face
extended indefinitely onward, the water

washing its foot as far as we could see.

“Who ever went up there has not
come back,” continued Winstead, “ and
the probability is that he is in the hole
now.”
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He loosened his revolver from ifs
holster, the others followed suit, and
thus we crept cautiously toward the hole,
which was partly hidden by a rock frag-
ment or door and a growth of tall weeds.
As we drew near, we heard, rising above
the rattle and ripple of the stream, a
choking noise.

However, there was no stopping, and
so I led the way. Not without an effort
of will, T parted weeds in front of the
mouth of the hole and locked in.

I shall never forget the sight just in-
side the entrance. José was standing
upright, his naturally swarthy face a dirty
yellow with agony and fear, his eyes pro-
trading, his mouth open, from which were
issuing the rattling screams that we had
just heard. But about his body,~and
from his ankles almost to his neck, was
twined an enormous snake, whose scales
shone with a kind of vivid yellow me-
tallic glitter, such as I had never before
seen on a reptile.

As I looked, José, with a final, des-
pairing effort, got the thing by its throat,
so as to prevent it from completing its
final and fatal coil around his neck. So
they stood, the frightful reptile with its
mouth wide open, hissing and glaring
into the eyes of the man, who in turn
glared back at it with eyes that were
barelv less horrible than its own.

Paralyzed at the sight, none of us
moved for a second or two. Then Win-
stead drew his revolver. As he did so,
José’s arms relaxed, and like a flash
the snake twisted itself around his throat.
We could see a ripple of muscular effort
run through its body. Blood issued
from the half-breed’s mouth, nose, and
eyes. There was a horrible crunching
sound, and snake and man fell to the
ground.

We opened fire on the reptile, but,
with incredible swiftness, it uncoiled it-
self and disappeared in the inner recesses
of the little cavern, apparently unharmed,
leaving the crushed body of its victim
within a few feet of us.

“What is the cursed thing, anyhow? "
Winstead whispered huskily. ‘ The boas
you get in the Brazils and down around
those parts don’t come so far north as
this. That snake, too, ain't any kind
that grows in Mexico."”

We were silent at least a quarter of



an hour or so, each trying to think out

the next thing to be done. One thing
was certain: we had to get the body of
José out of the cave and give it decent
burial.© With the sweat of fear trick-
ling down us, we began our unpleasant
task. The long one with the yellow
scales we knew was somewhere hidden
in the cavern. :

“Well, boys,” I said,
finished planting the
“ what next?"

“ Back to camp for mine,” said Allen,
who was as vacillating a proposition as
ever looked through the sights of a Colt.
“TI allow I ain’t a cravin’ no more
horrors.”

I was rousing glad that the boys
weren’t ardent on going back to the cave,
for my nerves were twittering like a
prairie-dogs’ parliament.

So back to camp we got. None of us
could eat, and we turned in early. Also,
we turned out early, for that night the
heavens opened and the rain descended
and the bottom fell out of a year-ahead
supply of wind, thunder, and lightning,
which we caught all at once.

When the weather did let up, the ﬁrst
thing we did was to start for Painted
Rock. It took us nearly three days to
reach our objective, the delay being
caused by the fact that-a lot of usually
insignificant creeks - and streams had
swelled themselves up to an unfordable
stage. So we had to wait till they shal-
lowed up.

When we finally fetched up to the
point where our streams fell into the
Hole of the Spear Heads, the latter was
chock-full of débris. The bed of the
stream, too, was pretty well chock-a-
block with stuff that didn’t belong there.
The banks on either side showed the
height and the torrential force of the wa-
ter during the storm.

We found the mouth of the hole packed
tight with a tangle of reeds, small trees,
and mud. It took hours to blast the en-
trance clear. I crawled inside. The
others came behind, each with his Win-
chester and a couple of blazing candles.

The cave rose abruptly right from the
mouth of the hole, till we couldn’t see
the roof. It ended as abruptly in a flat
rock face in which were the three open-
ings, or fissures, six or seven feet in

had
man,

when we
unlucky
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height and about three feet in width.
Their floors sloped sharply downward,
and their walls were curiously carved
into all sorts of fantastic shapes, appar-
ently by the action of the water.

Taking a candle from one of the men,
I stepped inside the center opening. A
sparkle came from beyond. It was the
reflection of the candle flame in a mir-
ror of water near my feet.

Allen, behind me, grunted. * Plumb
full of water. No need of snakes to
keep them other snakes safe,” he said, and
stepped back into the cave,

Winstead uncoiled a light lariat from
his shoulders, snared a rock in the loop
and threw it into the blackness. There
was an echoing splash and the line drew
tight.

“ Boys,” he said, ‘ there's twenty-five
feet of moistness in them dq;ths below,
and how many more feet is uncertain.
The total w Jdth of this stray lnnb of river
is unknown.’

It was too true. There was nothing
to do but pack up and get back to camp
to think the matter over and decide on
our future course.

The morning following, three of us
didn’t get up to breakfast. We laid in
our hammocks and gabbled about Heaven
knows what. We had what the Mexi-
cans call “storm fever.” ~It’s due to
cold, exposure, and the miasma bred of
wet and decaying vegetation.

Well, there happened along another
Yankee outfit, bound for a concession
located not far from ours. In this outfit
was a doctor, and he gave me the choice
of dying or getting out of the region. I
chose the last.

A year later, in Houston, Texas, I
was thinking over the possibility of or-
ganizing an expedition to visit Painted
Rock, when, to my surprise, I ran up
against Winstead.

Winstead grinned as he shook my hand.

“I know that you'll ask particulars
about that Painted Rock and them
snakes,” he said. ‘“ But they ain’t ne
more.”

“What!" I cried,

“Nope. The Sierra Madres is al-
ways uneasy in their innards, and a
month or so after you left us, they kind

of spasmed into our neighborhood, sha-
king the circumjacence to smithereens.”
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Recent Railroad Patents.

BY FORREST G. SMITH.

Describing a New Style of Locomotive Frame—New Vestibule Arrange-
ment for Street-Cars—Steam - Heated Running- Board, and a
Car-Fender Lowered and Raised by the Motorman.

HEATED RUNNING-BOARD.

Made Hollow So That Ice and Snow Will
Not Form On It As Steam Is
Blown Through.

DECIDED improvement over the pres-

ent form of foot-board for locomotives
is shown in patent No. 936,786, October 12,
1900, issued to Albert Krutsinger, of Pasco,
Washington. In the present form of foot-
board, snow and ice is allowed to collect,
and on a long run may accumulate to such
an extent as to render it impossible for a
trainman to obtain a safe foothold on the
board.

While it is true that the snow may be
swept from the board, this consumes consid-
erable time, and is not practical when the
train is going at a high rate of speed. Even
when cleared in this manner, there is a
chance of a crust of ice being left on the
board, which will render it more dangerous
than ever. Mr. Krutsinger contemplates
providing a foot-board which will have a
hollow base and which will be covered with
planking or other suitable covering. Exhaust
or live steam is admitted into the hollow
portion, so as to heat it to such a degree
as to warm the covering and melt any snow
which may fall upon it.

2
A NEW LOCOMOTIVE.

Design of Engine Frame That Will Permit
Old Cylinders Removed and Larger
Ones Fitted.

PATENT, No. 036,108, October 5, 1909,

has been issued to Samuel M. Vau-

clain, of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and
assigned to one of the largest locomotive
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works in this country, disclosing a novel con-
struction of bed frame for a locomotive.

In the ordinary construction of locomo-
tives, it is, owing to the present method of
mounting cylinders, practically an impossi-
bility to substitute for the original cylinders
ones of larger diameter, without materially
increasing the width of the locomotive. In
the patent mentioned, however, there is
shown a means for so mounting the cylin-
ders that they may be of practically any
size without affecting the width of the loco-
motive.

The bed frame of the Vauclain locomo-
tive is of composite structure, embodying
main and intermediate frame sections, of
which the intermediate secticn is of much
less width than the main frame sections.
It is upon this intermediate section that the
engine cylinders are mounted, and they are
in this manner so well positioned within
the bounds of the locomotive in general that
cylinders may readily be substituted without
in any way altering the-width of the loco-
motive.

A2

NEW BRAKE-SHOE HANGER.

Device That Will Prevent the Uneven Ap-
plication of Air-Brake Surfaces.

N the ordinary forms of brake-shoe hang-
ers, wear of the parts may cause the
shoes to engage the wheels unevenly. In
fact, this frequently happens. In patent No.
035,831, October 5, 1009, issued to Walter S.
Adams, of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, there
is shown a hanger which will overcome this
difficulty, and which has been adopted by one
of the largest car-manufacturing firms in the
United States.
The ordinary hanger is suspended from a
pivot in such manner that the pivot will soon
become worn so as to cause the non-aline-
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.~ ment of ifhe- brake-shoe and wheel, but in the

patent mentioned the pivot is so arranged
that wear will be automatically taken up.
The pivot disclosed in the patent to Mr.

Adams includes the usual pivot bolt which

is passed through a head having conical or
tapered ends. The hanger arms are sus-
pended from this pivot and support the
brake-shoe, and upon the pivot are arranged
springs which bear against the upper ends of
the arms. These ends are formed with seats
to receive the ends of the head, and nuts
are threaded upon the ends of the pivot
and bear against the springs to hold them
firmly against the arms.

As the wear between the arms and the
tapered ends of the head increases, it is
taken up by the springs automatically, at
both ends of the head, so the brake-shoe
is at all times in alinement with the wheel,
regardless of wear.

O
NOVEL CAR-FENDER.

Guard That Can Be Lifted As Well As
Lowered by the Motorman in
the Vestibule.

N innovation in the line of car-fenders
is shown in a patent, No. 935,828, Oc-
tober 5, 1009, issued to Albert J. Thornley,
of Pawtucket, Rhode Island. The fender
disclosed in this patent is of that type which
are hung beneath the front platform of the
car back of the main fender, and ordinarily
such fenders are supported in raised position
by latches which are mounted beneath the
platform and may be released so as to drop
the fender by means of a foot pedal under
the control of the motorman.

After such a fender has been dropped,
however, and they frequently drop by acci-
dent, they must be returned to normal posi-
tion by reaching beneath the platform. Very
often, when they drop by accident, they will
strike some rough place in the roadway
and will be destroyed. S :

The fender covered by the patent men-
tioned is mounted or hung in substantially
the same manner as the ordinary fender, but
means is provided, under the control of the
motorman, for both raising and lowering it.

A rocker is mounted beneath the car plat-
form and has connection by means of a
rod with a crank upon the shaft from which
the fender is hung, and mounted in the
platform are two foot pedals which rest at
their lower ends upon either end of the
rocker.

The pivots are so arranged that when one
pedal is depressed, the connections will be

i beyond a dead center and will support the
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fender in raised position. When the other
pedal is depressed, however, the connections
move to a position to the other side of the
line of dead center and the fender is
dropped.. As a result, the motorman, with-

out leaving his platform. may raise or lower
the fender.

&2
NEW STREET-CAR DOOR.
An Improvement for ‘‘Pay-as-You Enter.”

Cars by Which the Conductor
Stays Inside.

“PAY-AS-YOU-ENTER " car of such
construction that the conductor is
located within the car is shown in a patent
(No. 922,430, May 18, 1009) issued to
Henry Howson, of Philadelphia. In the
car construction disclosed in the patent
there is a space reserved within the body
of the car to be occupied by the conductor,
and so situated as to divide the entrance to
the body into two passageways.

A guard encloses this space and has a
swinging extension which divides the en-
trance side of the platform into two ways,
which may be closed by a door consisting of
two sections, one arranged within the other.
When the door is moved bodily without
separating the sections thereof, the exit way
is closed, and while the door is in this
position one of the sections may be moved
independently of the other to close the
entrance-way to the car.

The double door is so arranged within
one side of the car-body that no appreciable
room is taken up, and for this reason more
entrance room is had than is possible in
the present constructions of such cars
wherein the door slides both transversely
and longitudinally of the car-body.

&
TO ANCHOR TIE-PLATES.

Ribs That Bite Into the Upper Surface of
the Ties in Order to Pre-
vent Creeping.

ONSIDERABLE trouble has been ex-
: perienced in properly anchoring tie-
plates so that they will not creep, both in
the line of track extent and also in the line
of extent of the ties upon which they are
disposed, and while some of the present
forms of tie-plates are provided upon their
under-sides with spurs, which are intended
to prevent such creeping, they are generally
unsatisfactory for the reason that the
spurs, being sharp and pointed, will tear
through the fiber of the ties and not only
creep but will wear out the ties. '
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A simple construction of tie-plate which
will  overcome these disadvantages, and
which is very cheap to manufacture, is dis-
closed in a patent (No. oz1,724, May 18,
1009) issued to Andrew Morrisson, of Pitts-
burgh. The tie-plate of this patent has
formed upon its under-side and at each
side edge, a rib, and also upon its under-
side, but at right angles to the side ribs,
others which effectually prevent creeping in
the direction of track extent, the first-men-
tioned ribs serving to prevent creeping in
the direction of extent of the ties. It will
be understood that these ribs bite mto the
upper surface of the ties upon which the
tie-plates are disposed, but that they do not
tear the fiber of the tie as do the spurs
usually provided.

&%

NEAT UPPER BERTHS.

A New Construction for Sleeping- Cars
‘Which, When Closed, Gives the
Effects of Paneling.

CONSTRUCTION of upper berth for

sleeping-cars which is very neat in
its appearance when not in use is disclosed
in a patent (No. 922,850, May 25, I009)
issued to Edward G. Budd, of Philadelphia.
The berth comprises end members, which
are pivoted at their inner ends to the side
of the car and are curved in the direction
of their length, and of side members, which
are secured at their ends to the ends of the
end ‘'members, and in connection with the
said end members complete the frame of the
berth.

A stout sheet metal panel is secured at its
end edges to the under edges of the end
members, and at its side edges to the under
sides of the side members, and this panel
is curved to the same degree as are the
end members and presents a plain convex
surface when the berth/is folded, resembling
the ordinary panelling seen in the day
coaches, with the exception that it is reversed.

A mattress is arranged upon the concave
surface of the panel. This berth is ex-
tremely simple in its construction and is
not unsightly.

&t

TROLLEY - WHEEL DEVICE.

Wheel in Two Parts, Allo-wing Pivotal
Movement of the Rim at Any Angle.

NUMEROUS devices have been proposed
having as their object to provide a
trolley-wheel which will not leave the wire
in rounding a curve, but such devices have
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been complicated by the employment of spe-
cially constructed harps, embodying swivels,
which are liable to get out of order in a
short time. .

A device for this purpose, which embodies
numerous advantages not to be found in
similar devices, 1s shown in patent No. 935,-
852, October 5, 1909, issued to Albert M.
Levering, of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. In
this device, the usual form of harp is made
use of, and in it is mounted the ordinary
spindle such as supports the present trolley-
wheel.

Upon this spindle is mounted a hub, and
upon the hub is fitted a rim which is grooved
to receive the trolley-wire. This rim is
pivoted on the hub so that it may have
pivotal movement with respect thereto, and
may consequently assume positions at vari-
ous angles with respect to the hub, although
rotating therewith.

In rounging a curve, the rim will assume
the proper angle to the hub, and will eonse-
quently follow the wire. One of the most
noticeable advantages of the device lies in
the fact that whether the rim or the hub
becomes worn so as to be unfit for use, a
corresponding new part may be readily sub-
stituted for the worn one without the ex-
pense of providing an entire new wheel.

e
SIMPLE CATTLE-GUARD.

Invention with No Moving Parts, which Will
Keep Animals from Track Without
Hurting Them.

AN extremely simple form of cattle-

guard for railway tracks is disclosed
in a patent, No. 032.634, Aungust 31, 1000,
issued to Benjamin E. Mosher, of Pales-
tine, Texas. Ordinarily, cattle-guards are
constructed with a number of moving parts
which have to be constantly kept in repair,
or they are constructed with devices which
are liable te injure the hoofs of cattle at-
tempting to cross them.

The guard patented by Mr. Mosher is not
only devoid of moving parts but is so simple
that it can be manufactured at a fraction
of the cost of the ordinary guard now in
use, in addition to being as efficient. In
construction, the guard consisis of a number
of wooden strips which are substantially V-
shaped, and are spiked to the upper faces of
the ties at the point to be guarded, being
disposed with one of their two broader
faces upon the ties.

These strips are covered with sheet-metal
plates, and cattle attempting to cross will
be unable to secure proper footing owing
to the slippery inclined surfaces presented.




THE TELEGRAPHIC TWINS.

BY CROMWELL CHILDE.

How They Ticked Out Their Verbal Sweet-
ness When They Went to Meet Gussie.

EORGE MATSON, the op-
erator at Mount Savage,
had been * listening in.”
A most promising flirta-
tfion was going on OVEr
the wire.

“No, sir,” the Shelbyville girl was
saying, in a series of dainty, quaverless
clicks—it was evident how delightfully
supple and strong her little wrist must
be—*“ that lumber consigned to William
Patchen’s Brothers hasn’t been heard of
yet. I am so sorry you've been put to all
this trouble.”

“Tt’s no trouble at all,” came from
Hawk’s Nest. ‘The man that wins. in
this world is the man that has a never-
ending grasp on detail, who regards no
effort as too great, no hours spent too
long. That's a man’s place.”

‘ There are so many young men—"
Shelbyville murmured.

*Yes, careless, faithless, thinking only
of their own selfish pleasures. Do you
know that beautiful old poem, Labore est
orare? Got that? It's Latin. It means,
“To work is to worship." An old monk
sings it. Isn’t that a grand idea?”

““ A man should be strong,” the wire
clicked back.

“Yes, his labor is worship. Man is
his own star, you know. He rises on
stepping-stones of his dead self to higher
things."

*“It's just too lovely to find men with
ambitio