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dead." In inubt cases the cunduciur wuuld

make no reply, but wiien he handed the urdcr

up to the j.-ngincer, he wouUl say, as the opera-

ti)r liad saitl to liim, "I'oni Potter's dead."

•' No !
" the eiJt;iiKinan would say, turning

to watch the conductor, who was already taking

his way sadly bac k to die caboose to break the

news to the brakcnicn.

' What 's that? " asks the fireman.

"Tom I'otter's dead." And then the en-

gineer would oi)cn the throttle slowly, and if

she slipped, he gave her sand and lunnored

her and he did n't swear.

The other captain, who has also made a

name and a place for hinisclf, is still witii us.

He is the "si)lit-trick " in llic prosi)erons law

firm of Gleed, Ware and (jlced, of Topeka. lie

is the wholesome, happy two-hundred-i)ound

poet of the Kansas capital whose pen-name is

" Iron Quill ;
" and if you doubt this story it is

probably because you have been reading

romances and have lost confidence in the

simple true tales that from time to time appear

in print.

hi

Ji

, A


