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Cities are - sometimes astounded.
Fowng ‘aré, amszed. “Municipalities’ are
Parred. But seldom, indeed, is a camp
paralyzed as was Last Chance in the
matter of Jase Hackett.
 Chicag'da¥es sverything from “the
Hre;”" Massachusétts from “the: land-
Ing;” California from :749;” and so: oM.

Wast Chanee marked (in red letters the

@ay when Jase climbed onto the water-;

wagon. -

No inconoclast ever so ruthlessly dis-
3llusioned &' confiding people or dealt
Bn enthréned ‘tradition such a solar-
plexug blow: The thing was utterly
munpracedented, - It struck at the
foundations of Tast Chance soclety,
Bnd resentment ran neck and neck
twith bewilderment:

«what!"”, exolalmed Last Chance,
whenithe. fifst Hint of the extraordinary
pccurrence  was’ breathed. Then when
the hint was “made more certain,” as
the lawyers would say, Last Chance
exprassed itself thus wise:
be—1"E

Last Chdnes ‘was a bit incoherent.
Dust what it safd might have been
one thing and it might have been an-
pther. But it sounded like “jammed,”
or “rammed,” or something of that
Bort.

'Why, if every other man {n the.camp
had sworn off, Jason would have been
relied upon to hold out manfully to
ghe last. Hadn't that Harvard chap
that eame out here to get back to na-
gure dibed him “Hic Jacet” instead of
Pase Hickett, because it could so often

be said, as one stood in the barroom !
bf the, Golden Fawn, “here lies” Jason '

Hickett?

When it became known that Jase had
refused to drink, the news circulated
with the rapidity of a stray bottle of
tanglefoot among & bunch of marooned
cow-punchers. Sickness was so rare in

fLast Chance thet nobody had any idea. ,

pf “first aids to the injured,” or any
Interestiiin therapeutics.

We all kriew that Jase must be in &
bad way, but” there wasn’t any doctor
mearer than Geeeley, unless you would
rall the veterinarian up at the mine,

whose specialty was epizootic, a doctor. |

NWe didn’t think Jase had that, but Bud
MWilson set off post-haste for Greeley,
while I hit the trail for Jase’s cabin,
mentally wording the funeral oration
which 1.expected to call upon him to
Keliver, -

“What's the trouble,
msked as tenderly as I could. “Do you
geel an ingrowing flatulency, & difficulty
in breathing, loss of memory, and blue
gpots before your eyes?”

I had read something like this out of
B patent medicine advertisement I
gound on the stage-coach one day.

“Now don’t you get gay, Bill,” ex-
plaimed Jase, flaring up. He din't ap=-
pear to bé sick at all. On the other
harid he fooked better than I had ever
geen him before. The cabin was
gtraighenéd up and tidied until I
harly ‘knew it.  There was an incipient
ppruceness about him himself that was
guspcious. He had washed up and his

air was combed.

«f don’t want none ¢’ your almanacme.

“Well, T'll

old man?’ I

jokes 'sprung on e, he’ declared
fiercely, ““This” the the straight goods.
I'm on the water-wagon for good' and
sufficent reasons. Did I ever speak
to you about Norah Higgins?’

“I sort of remember such a name,” I
replied, “but I have forgotten whether
it was a woman, a race-horse, or a
mine.” o

“well, “it’s a womat; the best little
' woman on God’s earth. She must be
all that and then some more, to be
true to an ordinary rounder like me.
Don’t you think so?”

Jase loked me squarely in the eyes.

“We've always been friends, Jase,”
I replied evasively.

“I don’t want any prospecting around
the outer edges of the truth,” snapped
Jase. " - “When I came out here five
years ago I had the makings of a man
in me. Now I haven’t got the makings
of a cigarette. I was fresh from the
farm, and I came out West to make
my fortune and go back and get
Norah.,
| “She kept on teaching school and I

drilled a few holes in the ground, blow- (

ed in what little I made, drank and |
caroused around, and throwed myself |

away. If I had been worth a stick o,

powder I'd have worked for her and |
. done what lots of the boys have done.

“But I was just naturally shiftless.
There must have been a streak of yel- ;
low in me. Anyhow, I haven’'t made '
anything of myself. Do you know wof
a lazier, good-for-nothinger, ornerier |
galoot in the camp? Honest now, do i
you?”"

I could see that Jase was in the
slough of despond, which ; comes to
Veyery ' right-thinking man when he
' wakes up among the swine and the
husks of life. Some - worm of self-
respect on which he had been tramp-
ling had turned. He did not spare
himself and he was terribly, in earnest.

“Do you know: a more no-account
{ bum in this camp than I am?” he re-
peated fiercely.

i 1 thought a little plain talk would be
best.
i “Well, Jase,” I replied, ‘since you
| press me for the truth, the whole truth,
and nothing but the truth, I will con-
! fess that you are about the limit in the
i way of neglected opportunities and
general good-for-nothingness. You've
got good stuff in you, but it has never
come out. But what's all this got to
,do with your sudden reformation?”’
“She’s coming here,” he replied
! morosely, "

“Coming here!” I echoed. ‘“What in
the name of goodness is she coming
here for?”

“well, you see, I have been writing
stuff about this camp that would do
credit to’ a chamber-of-commerce
boomer from Denver. I've cautioned
her that it is a wild western camp and
all that. But I didn’t have the face
to admit how worthless I was. I cared
at first. God knows I care now.

«But the backbone of my self-
respect got bent after a while, and I
cared enough to realize that it wouldn’t
do to tie her up to me. I thought she

I would meet somebody else and forget
But she was as true as steel, as

true as the sunflower to the sun, true
to the memory of what I was. I never
dreamed she would visit this town, but

it seems that some teachers’ associa-i
tion is coming to Denver on an ex-

cursion, or to a convention, or some-
thing of the sort, and she is going to
shake the bunch at Denver and come
here. I have tried to keep her away,
but I can’t.”

“But why don't you go to Denver
and stave it off I’ll stake you.”

“Well, you see, I've told her what a
prominent citizen I am. My official
Guties keep me working like a mine-
mule about fifteen hours out* df the
twenty-four.” .

“Your official duties?’ I queried.
We had no town offfcers—not even &
marshal.

“You see, I am the mayor, and ex

{ officio justice of the peace, and town

marshal.”
1 whistled.

“Well, you have been going it pretty |

strong, haven’t you? Last Chance
hasn’t got enough people to make a
village of the fourteenth class.”

“Colorado law she won’t know any-
thing about,” replied Jason. ‘It won’t
be any surprise to her to find a full
set of municipal officers in good work-
ing order,

“She is te stay at Jim Brodie’s Pal-
ace Hotel. Mrs. Jim will see to her
;vhlle she is here, and I'm to grubstake

er.

“She will ind me sober and clothed
in my right mind and a suit of cordu-
roys, with a biled shirt on the side—
that is, on the back. She will find me
delving into the bowels of the miser
mountains in the daytime, and presid-
ing over council meetings in the early
hours of the starry nights. She will see
me arrest a few of you tough galoots
just for the preservation of the public
peace, and then, next day, it will be
back to the mines for me.”

I listened in bewilderment.

“But how are you going to work all
this?”

“You fellows are going to help me,”
he said coolly. “You have elected me
mayor, you must know, and this posi-
tion carries with it the judicial wool-
sack, I shall allow ‘you to select your
other officers, and, for the space of two
days, unless I can shunt her back to
Denver by the next stage, we are go-
ing to have a first-class little moun-
tain city that is just about to vote
bonds for water-works and electric
lights. How would it seem to be decent
and respectable for two whole days?”’

“It might do all right, just as a good
joke,” I replied, as the humor of the
situation dawned slowly upon me,

“] ghouldn’'t ask you to make the
sacrifice,” said Jason apologetically, *if
there was any other way of saving the
situation. It is up to Last Chance to
make good for all the stories I have
written about her.

«When 1 first heard that Norah was
coming, I told her that bobcats roamed
the streets at night, and that rock-
slides in summer and snow-slides in
winter kept us busy dodging retribu-
tive justice. Then I told her that a
sporadic case of the cholera had got
married to a yellow fever germ from

{ New Orleans, and they were spending
their honeymoon here, ;

“But I had written so much boom
stuff that she just thought I was
working overtime as an amateur
humorist, and advised me to send some
of my jokes to a Sunday supplement.

“But say, Bill,” he said with sudden
seriousness, ‘“this isn’t to be a mere
flim-flam game on a dear little woman.
Tf you boys just help me out, 'm go-
ing to brace up, put a good, strong
stope under the falling walls, timber
up generally, and when she goes back
home I'm going ta work at that little
old hole in the ground out there that’s
! got a good bunch of coin in it if it is
only worked right. I mean it, every
word of it. The first step I took was
up onto the lower step of the water-
wagon.”

I grasped Jase's hand and wrung it
heartily.

“I’ll help you, Jase,” I exclaimed,
feeling sort of solemn-like, just as I
had done when I saw ‘“Hazel Kirk”
down at Denver. “The boys ’'ll chip in
on the game, and if Last Chance
doesn’t fulfill all the promises you’'ve
made, it will not be our fault.”

Last Chance wasn’t such a terribly
tough place, but the idea of being re-
spectable according to the law books
was just a trifle humorous. The Car-
roll gang was not looked upon with
any great favor, and that was a couple
.of points for us, for the Carroll gang
was made up of a half-dozen maverick
card-sharps and suspected claim-
jumpers who had come into our midst
a month or so before. The gang had
kept pretty quiet, but it was chiefly
because the fellows knew we had the
drop on them.,

The boys fell in with the humor of
the plan proposed by Jase, and when,
one bright morning, the stage from
Glenwood dashed up in front of the
post-office and the old shack which
was called the Palace Hotel, I wish
you could have seen and heard the re-
ception which was tendered Miss Norah
Higgins. I had prepared her as well
as I could on the way over, taking the
fine edges off some of the things Jase
had written.

I didn’t blame Jase a bit for being
ashamed to own his dereliction.
Rather, I marveled how any man could
run down at the heels morally and
physically when he had such a sweet
little woman waiting for him back in
the States.

There was quite a little bunch of
fellows hanging around the stage sta-
tion, and when the stage stopped, Jim
Brodie, proprietor of the Palace, and
who acted as postmaster on the side,
stepped out with his best bow and
saluted Miss Higgins with a sweep
that would have done credit to Claude
Duval.

«Miss Higgins, I presume?” said
Brodie, with a delicate rising  inflec-
tion which was especially noticeable
when he had a few extras under his
belt,

«If you will pardon the informality
of your reception, let me bid you wel-
come to Last Chance. Last Chance
greets you with open arms’’—this was
true in principle, so far as most of the

fellows were concerned—*and I am
requested by his honor the mayor to
express his regrets that an important
council-committee meeting prevents
his immediate presence, but that he
will call upon you within an hour.”

With these words Jim escorted the

Young lady into the Palace Hotel,
where Mrs. Brodie met her and at once
took upon herself the duties qf hostess
and guardian.
\Jason, during these proceedings, was
'playing checkers, with his nose on the
'window-panes in the barroom of the
hotel, but it was thought that the bluff
of his being occupied with city business
would have a good effect.

“If you will permit me, I shall in-
troduce you to asfew of our prominent
citizens,” suggested Jim graciously, as
Miss Higgins blushed prettily at the
warmth of her reception. “This is our
city treasurer, Mr, Simson; this is our
street commissioner, Mr. Wilkins; this
is Alderman O’Neil; this is our city
assessor, Mr. Junkins; and this is our
deputy sheriff, Mr. Walker. I have the
honor to act as city attorney. Allow
us on behalf of our little city to wel-
come you to our midst and wish that
your stay may be long and pleasant.”

Miss Higgins replied to this stately
welcome in - a becomingly confused
manner, and everybody was at ease in
a few minutes. There were two or three
women in the camp whom we could
permit ourselves to introduce to Miss
Higgins, and before the hour was up
Jase came bustling up, red-faced and
out of breath, apologizing for not be-
ing able to meet the stage and rather
wearily brushing his hair back off the
heated mayoral brow,

Miss Higgins beamed upon every one
of us, and we all swore to lynch Jason
Hickett if he didn’t make good to that
little woman.

What they sald in_ private we of
course did not know. But by dint of
the hardest kind of work, chiefly ex-
pended along the line of self-restraint,
we did our part, and for four days we
united to give Miss Higgins a touch of
high life—and this was not so difficult
as it might seem, for Last Chance has
an altitude of nearly nine thousand
feet.

We escorted her through the mines
when Jase was trying cases or presid-
ing at committee meetings. We drove
her over every wagon-trail that was
navigable, and “jacked” her over those
that could only be traversed by a good,
healthy burro with a pair of first-class
“lamps’”’ and four sure feet.

But one of the funniest things was
the mock council meeting we got up
for her special benefit. Then one of the
boys, just to show that he was‘a good
fellow, stole a mythical set of drills
and a slab of bacon from the city
treasurer’s cabin, Jason presided at the
trial, and the last Miss Higgins saw of
the repentant culprit he was, ostensi-
®ly, on his way to the Canon City pen-
itentiary; actually, he went to Greeley
for supplies.

Little by little the virus of respecta-
bility—possibly the sky-pilot at Greeley
would have called it the leaven of

righteousness—took effect.
1 feel better than I ever did in my

life,” Jason remarked to me one day.'
“If we could just get rid of this Car-
roll bunch, I think we would have a
town that would soon have Jerusalem
using the whip to keep up with us for
enterprise- and general goodness. By
the way, Bill, I heard Bud Wilson make
a remark that set md to thinking. He
was talking with Carrell-at the Golden
Eagle, and I heard him say something
about Wednesday night at the pike.
He said there ought to be three thou- .
sand dollars apiece.”

“What's that you say, Jase?" I ex-
claimed. Bud Wilson was one of the
worst of the Carroll bunch, and the
pike was the worst spot on the road I
had to pass.’ =

Wednesdaey night was my night to
have the pay for the mine boys in my
strong-box, and if the gang had figured
that there would be three thousand
dollars apiece, there would be about
four of the toughtest ecitizens in this
part of Colorada to deal with.

“I guess you have a pretty good idea
of what it means, Jase,” I replied, “and :
I'm much obliged for the tip. Of course |
it’s supposed to be a secret when I car-
ry the pay for the boys, but it seems
they have found it out somehow. I
can count on you, I know.”

“We'll play a lone hand, Jim,” re- -
plied Nase. “I have instructed the
president of the comman council, Mr.
Hickett, to order the town marshal
Jase Hickett, to take such steps as are
necessary for the preservation of thei
public peace. i

“And Mayor Hickett has assured us
both that he will co-operate in every'
way in his power to prevent the rise !
and growth of anything so nearly ép-’
proaching graft in this municipality as
the unauthorized appropriation of the
miners’ pay by a gang of common, |
ornery road-agents.” {

This conversation ‘“took place and |
was held” Tuesday afternoon. When!
it was announced that the Wednesday
night council meeting was postponed,
nobody thought anything special about
it. But I confess that I felt just a
bit more secure in knowing that,
snugly wrapped up in big overcoats !
and disguised as a respectable citizen
and disguised as a respectable passen-
ger, Jase, the best shot in Last Chanee,
was inside my old wagon with the oth-
er passengers,

I suppose my hands were expecting
io go up when they were told to, but
they certainly did go up all-fired quick
when four masked figures stepped out
from under the dead pine about half-
way through the ugly gap known as
the pike.

“Up with your hands!” snarled a
voice that I thought was Carroll’s.
“Get down off your seat and let's see
what you’'ve got,” he commanded.

I climbed down, and, while one man
stood at the horses’ heads, another ap-
proached the stage from each side.

The fourth man stood to one side,
sort of bossing the job.

Well, there was something doing in
three flips of a coyote’s tail. Both the
fellows who were approaching ithe
stage went down as if they had been
struck with a ton of ore, and Carroll
found himself looking into a gun that

{ the recumbent forms
' and Bud Wilson, and holding an cb-

T'Il bet he thought was four foe.
long.

The fellow that stood at the horses’
hedds somehow got tangled up with a
six-shooter that I happened to have
with me, and the upshot of the whole
thing was that when we ambled into
Last Chance, bright and early the next

morning, Jase was resting his feet on

of Ed. Carroll

long box on his lap.
We didn’t bother about picking up

i the other two fellows. ' There wasn’t

any undertaken in Last Chante, any-
how, and besides, we had a pretty big
load already.

Jase took the boys’ demonstrations
of appreciation modestly, and improved
the opportunity to make a speech.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “in laying
down the honors you have bestowed
upon me, I want to say that you have
done a great deal more for me than

I have done for you or Last Chance.

It gives me a great deal of pleasure to
show you that my administration has
set its foot down on all ofrms of graft,
get-rich-quick schemes, and the like.

“Now I'm going to turn the cares of
state over to some other aspirant for
political honors, and get to work dig-
ging a house and lot on Capitol Hill

) out of this little hole in the ground I've

got here, and, in retiring from publie
life, I propose three cheers for the

' municipality of Last Chance.”

The cheers were given with a will, .
and it was worth a month’s pay to see
how Norah Higgins beamed with
pleasure over it all. Then I made &

« little speech myself.

“Friends and fellow-citizens,” I
sald, “what will you have in yours?

 Now, it seems to me,” I went on after
; a pause, ‘“that it would ill become &
i square sport and a good citizen to re-

sign in the manner in which his honor
has proposed. I have a motion to make,
gentlemen, if I can find a seconder.

“I move that the temporary organi=-
zation of this municipality be made
permanent for the next two years. All
those in favor of the motion say
‘Ayel’

You could have heard the “ayes”
half way to the pike. Miss Higgins
was well posted in parliamentary law,
but she thought that everything went
in Colorado,

She "herself ' stayed, though, in def-
erence to the wishes of the mayor and
other prominent citizens of Last
Chance,

P

 THE MASTER ENGINEER

“Bess, do you want that ‘thriller’ o
yours tonight? Just say the word an’

it's a go—sort of preliminary wedding

trip you know.”

«“Sunny”’ grinned down at his sweet-
heart, his homely, lovable face alight
with eager expectation. On the pay
roll he was “James Gerald, Engineer;”
but his intimates wrought his cheery
pature into a nickname which stuck.

“You don’t mean a ride on your en-,

gine?"’

“Sure thing! I've got orders to take
“old 40’ down the High Line division of
the C. & S. far as Como, to pull the

assenger up grade tomorrow. Now

'yve got you here at Boreas for the
day, we couldn’t ask a better chance.
Béin® 'one o’ the highest roads in the
State we slide down hill from close on
to 12,000 feet at a pretty lively gait, like
the fellow in the Latin book when he
pot started for—you know.”

“0, Sunny, can 3

A freckled face of fresh, Western
girlhood was lifted excitedly, as Bessie
Morgan clasped her hands about the
railroader’s arm, her feminine mind
busy with the proprieties.

“Jj’s up to you, Bess, I said you
could-and we’ll make you queen o' the
cab.”

«gilly! I mean is it proper

“Now, little woman, the track’s clear.
So don’t be calling ‘red light’ ahead
when.it’s. all ‘white’ running for the

L

wedding. 1t’s no fault o’ mine we ain’t |

married, But won't fireman ‘Goodie’
Gorman chaperon us equal to any pet-

ticoat highfiyer? 'Course you'll be wel- |

come to sleep what's left o’ the night
with cousin Jennie, at Como, an’ you
can go on down .to Denver with the
regular in the morning."”

“«You know, Sunny, I actually wish
we were married ‘cause—"

«Now you're going some, Bess. But
there's the license an’ we've hardly got
tirhe to couple up before—"

“Down breaks, sir. 1 meant just for

tonight,” and she drew away roguishly.
«But when wedding trains are made |

up it's for a long run, girl. You can't
woff agin’ without somebody bein’
wrecked. No, a tie up's a tie up, an’
if e run at all it's on the same track—
an’ plum to the Great Home Station.”

"O,\ Sunny.”

“0, Honey."”

“Don’t be funny! But I'll try a short
run with you tonight and—then we'll
see.”

“I wish you'd take a through ticket,
‘Bess, but I'll try living a night at a
time, for tonight; an’ some day you'll
flag my train an’ then ‘All aboard for
Happiness!” Wear the oldest duds an’
bring your motor goggles for cinders.
‘We pull out at 9.15 sharp.”

“And you don’t think people will say
things?”

«D—— drat people! It's just you an’
me an’ .‘Goodie’ on a helper engine
down to Como, an’ who's to. know?
' You’ll strike Denver with the swells on

the regular—an’ I bet it’ll be tame af-
ter the ride I give you. But if I's you,
Bess, I'd make up my mind what's
right for me, an’ then open my throttle
! an’ run ‘cordin’ to my own schedule,
i whizzin’ through such sooty minded
folk like the lightning express through
cattle. Give ’'em a warning toot for
right o’ way, an’ p'raps a few cinders
left In their eyes'll keep ‘em from look-
in’ for dirt in yours.”

Laughing, Bess blew him a tantaliz-
ing kiss as she hurried away to pre-
pare for the evening’s adventure,

L] ® L3
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A clear Colorado night glinting with
stars saw an eager little figure with
close fitting cap and exhilarating heart-
beat lifted into the cab of “No. 40.”
Safely installed at the fireman’s win-
dow, Bess found the thin mountain air
strangely inadequate to satisfy her
| breathless expectation.

She knew that “No. 7,” another help-
er on the steep grade was to follow,
and behind that an extra train, On ‘7
was an engineer, Bud Wilson, now to
this narrow gauge, sky-scraping line,
and a veteran fireman, Scott.

Sunny remarked casually: “I'd rather
have the greeny ahead o’ me—though
he’s a good man all right. But he
ain’t used to runnin’ so near heaven,
with a slick slide stretching away in
| nasty curves clean to the other place.”

Bess was glad of the bracing air at
the window; for the oil, soot and swel-

tering reek of the boiler, together with
the scorching breath of the fire-box,

made her pant with more than excite-
ment.

Goodie Gorman with embarrassed in-
terest and rough courtesy handed her a
ball of cotton waste, saying:

“It beats a handkerchief on these
runs an’ comes in. handy for a sweat
rag if nothin’' else; but we use ’em turn
about for towels an’ wash rags too.”

“Thank you so much. It's all so in-
teresting, I feel as if I were in a new
world with no end of wonders all about
me.”

Goodie grinned with pleasure, his
face standing out like a ruddy tableau
as he fed big chunks of coal to the
gapirg maw of the firebox and “Sun-
ny” jumped aboard.

“Hello, there,” was her lover's briet
greeting as he stepped to the engine
driver’s box. An arm, sleeved in blue
denim, waved the signal and a cry
“All right!” rang out. A whistle
shrieked an echoing wail down the
heights while with the deafening clam-
or of the bell Bess felt a titanic throb.

“Hold hard, little girl Mind your
head an’ eyes. We're off.”

She saw his strong hand reach for
the throttle, opening it with deft gen-
tleness, and through the almost car-
essing action Bess knew her first rival
in *“No. 40.” The great black throat

cleared itself with guttural hoarseness

as the monster of iron and steel moved
answering to his touch like some
mighty steed as it glided ponderously
forward.

In the shadow-haunted cab, darkness
gloomed save within the radius of a
small lantern showing both steam and
water gauge and the dial of the chro-
nometer,

As smoothly they cleft the night’s
mystery, Goodie fed the fire, flooding
the place with a ruddy glow as well as
a blistering heat. Looming to exag-
gerated proportions, the girl saw her
lover, master of this leaping, quivering
force, his eyes unswervingly to the
front, a firm grip fast on the steel
throttle, his thought riveted on his
precious freight.

To Bess, a new womanhood was born
as she dwelt on her helplessness, rely-
ing upon his power. With enlarged
vision she looked round the roadbed of
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the future, to see the covering rails of
love and trust meet in a shining track
of faith, which would surely lead to.
the land of Heart’s Desire, with such
a man at the throttle.

The “helper’ had the right of way to
Como, and Sunny was determined that
Bess should not be disappointed of her
‘thriller” as with the controlled reck-
lessness of perfect mastery he gave
“40” a little reign.

The rush of keen air,
mountains shouldering
against a star studded
side and what seemed a fathomless,
night-filled abyss on the other, awed
the girl into shy thoughts of the
Great Terminus.

But Goodie swung wide the door of |
the fire-box on its iron chain, and flit-.
ting ravine and towering' peaks blazed
in the red light of some hellish region
through which they were dashing, '
frantic to escape, the fireman a cap-
tured demon making burnt offerings. |
Then the door slams shut and all is'
obliterated by a darker mystery than
before, while lurid imaginings chase |
in scurrying cavalcades .through the |
night with fanciful Bess.

“Sit tight, girl! We give her some
head here!” shouted Sunny, and the:
iron steed feeling the loosened rein
swings into free action.

Bess clutches the window frame!
tight in sympathetic, excitement as the |
black horse shows his paces, his strong |
breath of sething steam beating in her |
ears and whitening the night, while the '
titanice labor of the giant driving
wheels pounding over rails and frogs |
pulse like lungs fighting for more air. |
Strangely elate, tingling with life, the
hearts of the novice leaped and throb-i
bed with the massive beast she rode. |

The cold fingers of the might ruffied’
her hair, whipping it stingingly across '
her face. Cinders smarting like sharp
sleet rained down as she leaned out,
breathless, exultant eyes glorying in
the belching fire from the stack, with
its backward streaming, spark gem-,
med banner of smoke, J

A startled night bird seemed to stand"
atill in the air, a sculptured thing with
widespread wings. Showers of cinders
clicked with ineffectual force on her

the rugged
one another'
sky on one!

' her fevered cheeks,
' but soundless “Thanks!” was blown

| in her calling.

protecting glasses; but Bess drew back
gasping, in an ice pack above the
waist, while below, in the sweltering
heat of the cab, she felt in a steaming

! foot bath. Her face smarted at the

swift change from frigid to torrid zone
till Goodie, flushing out the coal dust
from behind the fire box with his
hose, reached for her wad of waste:
and soon a deliclous coolness swabbed
while a merry:-

back with the sparks. :
‘She gets to goin’ some now!” yel-

{led the fireman, trumpeting through

his hands. Goodie felt the infection
of her exhilaration and a new pleasure

Back swings the injection lever and
the roar of gizzling steam, water
churning into the pipe coils of the
boiler and dinning clang of metal
pulse sympathetically through heri
young blood. Timidity is stampededl
by a rush of pure elation and delirious .
indifference as to the issue, Her cap,
is whipped from her head with a tear-;
ing “zip!” Lights streak by and |
thoughts soar while the girl thrills|
body and soul, alive every inch of her! !

The man up in front steals a brief!
backward look, his will unable longer |
to resist the compass pointing of his
true heart. In a red glory which
Godie accommodatingly affords, Bess
glows upon him rapturiously, a radiant
tumble of hair, white teeth and great
glinting headlights, through which the
flash of a dauntless spirit fires his
heart.

His eyes caress. her, Then darkness—
and from the heights of love the en-
gineer sees hell open.

His glance, reaching beyond the girl,
catches the drunken rolling of “No. 7's”
headlight, reeling down a steep curve
above’ them. A second look convinced
Sunny that she was a runaway beyond
her driver’s control, hurled with the
rending force of a projectile down upon
them to the utter destruction of all,
with the following freight to pile up at
the finish. “No. 7’ raced about 2,000
feet behind him, eternity seemed but a
foot ahead. .

' one thing with a chance of

i and as the pursuing monster seemed to

Then the man thanked God for that
folia\ spurt of speed to startle a strust-

ful girl! Intrepid, resourceful, ex-
perienced, his all at stake, Sunny
formed his plan of action in a second.
Heart one agonized ache for the young
soul behind him, but brain clear and
face steadily to the front, he tried the
life—to
catch the runaway.

To do this “40” must be spurred into
a maddened leap toward a 'probable
death ahead in order that the obliterat-
ing power behind might crash into
her with lessened shock. If alive after
the first impact he hoped to hold “7’'—
gradually slow down—and bring her to
a standstill this side of Windy Point.
The grade was about a 4 per cent. one

be hitting the “grit” between forty and
ffty miles an hour, he knew it would
be all off if she struck before *“40” got
to going.

A throat-racking yell:

“Runaway ‘7’ on us!" electrified the
fireman into telling concertive action
as the throttle of “old 40” was thrown
wide open.

She leaped, quivering into the night,
wise to the chase, and swung steadily
into a mighty, rythmic pace which
rocked the world, while the great yel-
low eye of a death-dealing fate glared
gloatingly upon its flying prey in hot
pursuit.

Snow sheds streaked by as if a con-
tinuous snaking line, and the panie
stricken enginerr of “No. 7" sought in
vain for an interval toward which to
jump. It was his first run, and leap or
stay, would be his last. But veteran
Scott, with straining eyes glued to “0l1d
40" knew a bursting heart swell as he
saw that “Sunny was on,” and hauling
dazed Bud Wilson back into the cab
they stuck to the machine.

“No. 40’ thundered down the grade,
with its living freight, skimming the
rails in her mad flight. Bess had a
woman’s part, waiting, her heart a
pulsing prayer, but her spirit one with
the chase, the delicate body tossed
about and forgotten as emotionally she
lived through her lover’s ordeal, men-
tally crying, ‘Faster!”

Death was Inevitable if this pace
must be held till they reached treacher-

ous Windy Point.

“Old ¢0” took the bit in her teeth snd
bolted.

Bess felt herself and Sunny heart to
heart and soul to soul, with the flesh
swept away with here breath into the
night. Roar, clang, thunderous rume
blings, shook the earth. Another life
dawned to a resigned but exultant soul,
launched to conquest or death with the
one dearest on earth.

Things glared red. There was a hurt.
ling crash! The walls of being knew
the birth pang of a heaven-sent hope
as ‘40" shot down the line like a can-
non ball for fifty feet or more, when
“7" smashed her again, but to feel the
ciamping grip of her master.

Yelling for sand, Sunny reversed ke
one possessed. A 'fiery blaze of protest-
ing color flashed from the tortured
rails in angry display as the steel
shrieked like a thing in the death
throes beneath the grinding wheels.

Clinched with iron hold the huge cy=
clops slid down grade in their death
grapple for fully 5,000 feet, sthough
Goodie threw sand by the bushel and

Sunny had a full head of steam on the
‘“reverse.”

At last, in massive rest, they panted
to a standstill, wide unblinking eyes
yellowing night one hundred feet

this side of annihilation a.
Point. g

An aching peace settled on the three,
while the physical reclaimed their ime
mortal part through the tyranny of
tortured nerves and sore flesh.

From a sooty corner of the cab where
she had been thrown, a bruised but
glorified girl lifted adoring eyes ‘to
Sunny, her stiffened fingers still locked
about a roll of waste,

}\;lth a grating sob, a blackened,
:\1 te-faced man gripped her roughly
¢ him, his throat closed to all words.

“My—Man!”

. S.unny'iihand shook on her roughened
air as his stammering ton
for speech: : gl
“Little girl, it was—the
s — Master
Engineer—that saw us through!”

(Copyright, 1906, by Ruby Douglas.)




