
The Mountain Divide

"My name is Bucks and I am the new night
operator."

"You look new. And you act aU-fired new.
My name is BiU Dancing and I am the telegraph
lineman."

"Why, you are the man I am looking for."

"So I thought, when you pushed me out of
here with the rest of your visitors."

"Why didn't you speak up, Bill?" demanded
Bucks calmly.

A quizzical expression passed over Dancing's
face. "I didn't want to break the cahn. When
I see a man walking around a powder magazine
I hate to do anything that might set it ofif.

"So your name is Bucks," continued Dancing,
as he walked through the wicket and threw his
wet hat among the way-biUs on the freight desk.
"WeU, Mr. Bucks, do you know what was most
likely to happen to you any minute before you got
through with that crowd, just now?"
"No, I don't know. Why?" asked Bucks,

busy with his messages.

"Have you ever seen a shooting mix-up in Medi-
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