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44 ELEGRAM, sir !"
Carl Glover swuug round on the pedestal

To f his chair in the rotunda of Toronto's
biggest hotel and grasped the yellow slip.The typewriting was for a moment illegible. Then his

hasty glance cleared, and hie read:
"Wreck on Northern near Scardon. Uncie hurt.

corne at once."
R. R. GAINES.

Glover jurnped with an impetuosity that sent the chair
skidding along the tiled floor. He was at the elevator
shaft in an instant and inside his room the next. It
took but a f ew moments to tbrow some necessary articles
into a grip, to dash for the street and catch'a car. Thenews had spread, and many people crowded about theý
bulletin boards.

Glover iooked at.bis teiegram. again, when someone
plumped in beside him.

"He4llo!1 Carl !" roared the leonine voice of jerry Bland,
"beard of the spill ?"

For answer Carl passed the telegram.' jerry's mens-trous tone subsided inito a muffled, "?hewl hurt, eh?
Likely serions, when they want you. Who's Gaines ?""Roadmaster. Hie must have been on the train. What
one was it, did you hear ?"

"The Express frorn North Bay. It struck a freight.""Ah! And she runs fast. I wonder if it's very bad."
"Tbink a lot of bim ?" Bland interrogated.
"You've bit it, Jerry. He's done evcrything for me.Wby, I'd be like those," pointiug to a group of street-gamins, "if it hadn't been for bim. When I was leftan orpbau dowu in that little village by the Humber-

youi know it, jerry-be was the only living relative. JustOld Jake Graham between the Children's Home and me!IBut bie did it, Jerryt That was before bis strike inCobalt-and they were hard days for him. Yet he sentme tbrougb coilegiate and university wltbout a murmur.Now, I'd bate to ]ose him just as 1 arn getting my first
chances at real life."

"Carl, 1 can't picture you as a waif. At Varsity wecalled you 'The Prince,' and yeu seemed te fit the naine
always."

But Carl's tbougbts were roaming far, backward andforward, even to the little village by the Humber.
They shouldered it into the Union Station, and dis-covered that a special train with doctors, nurses and offi-ciaIs was being sent out. Tht tclegram from Gaines wasCarl's passport te it.
"Good bye," was ail Jerry said, as he Ieft him to get

his own train.
"Go-'d-bye, old man," came back in an equally husky

voice.
CHAPTER I

EVENING lay in soft sbadowsEthe roadbed as Glovcr's train
of the diiaster. Gaines was on
could get off.

"It's ail right !" hie said hastily.
worried me. I intended t o say wli
in the rush I didn't. Sec? It's b

;atisraction. A great weight
nd. "Is hie bere ?" bie asked.
North Bay with the first cf
up), too, as soon as possible.

iortly."1
phew, throwing off bis long

"There are plenty cf crews

assez

hundred feet from a fringing cover of rock evergreens
the giaut moguis ploughed together unchecked. Theawful impact bad demolished both locomotives. Ont lay
like a beap of scrap iron, only a twisted, battered mass
of boiler plates, wbeel flange, rod, shaft, guard, and lever,
in place of the perfect mechanical power it had been. The
other seemed to have been beavier and to bave drivencatapult-like, on lifting from the rails at first shock, clearthrough and over the upper works of the lighter. Itlay, with its tender, nose down in the roadbed. A cloud
of steamn was escaping with horrible hiss, wrapping thewhole tableau in a white, fiimy mist. Crushed by thisengine, two cars were splintered to matchwood, and here
rnost of the injured had been found.

Down beside the scrap iron heap another coach was
jammed V-sbaped agaiust a jutting angle of rock withsides and bottom almost cut away by rescuers' axes.
Only three of the passenger cars suffered in the collision.
Two others were jarred off, but having pioughed along
tht ties, stood nearly upright. The express car was
somewbere in the stream beneath and the awful horror
of it struck Carl when he saw where'every car mighthave been. Fate's baud seemed to be in.it. The string
of freight cars lay sprawling down the embaukment a]-most to the river's edge, like a cbild's bi'ocks carelessly
thrown aside aftci' play. Both engineers, witb their lire-men, bad been kiiled at their posts, and the express mes-
senger was buried in tbe waters witb bis coach.

SIowly the twilight gloomed bluff and evergreen ex-panse, and a new, white moon came trembling up among
wide-eyed stars. Carl clirnbed high into the rocks tilIsounds below became faint; then hie sat watching. Each
cbaotic mass of wreckage .sbowed now but indistinctly
upon and beside the sbattered road. Tlhe auxiiiary laygrimnly waiting with buge derrick arns and wrecking
rnachinery ready for its turu. Moving human figurespassed to and f ro, to and fro, now in shadow, now thrown
boidly into relief by the glare of fires where they were
burning ail useless 'rubbisb beside the line, Iu places be
could sec thern go round and round, round and round in
the one spot, and knew they were jackrng. Crowds of
people surrounded tbem, ofteu impediug and interfering
with the work,' and Carl saw these tbrongs ordered back-more than once by some officiai. It was a strange, wildpanoramawith the stoiid gray crags and vistas of green
ridges for a setting. The littie stream rau as a silver
dribble, mi rroring 'ts width of sky pure-clouded over
quiet blue.

Getting impatient, Carl wandered clown again andhunted up Gaines, wbo was directing operatiens. Theyhoped to be through in a few minutes, hie said, if theNorth Bay train would only corne ini as soon. Thereproved, bowever, sorne delay, and it was haif an hour
before the pleasing blast of bier whistle sounded up theroad. When she slid down the cuts, the remaining
wounded were made comfortable in berths, and Cariboarded the caboose. Quickly tbcy reversed and glidcd
north while the wrecking cars drew up, begin'ning their
throb, roar, rattie, and clank as they tore away eacb
blockading mass f rom the track.

CHAPTER III.
TAKE GRAHAM la y in the private ward cf tbe Gen-Jeral Hospital at North Bay, witb bis legs and ribsin bandages, yet bis cbeery, ligbt-heartedness belid

the pain hie feit. There was uotbing of compIaint in the
voice that bailed Cari when hie arrived.

"Hello, boy 1" bie said, giving a strong hand-grip. "I' Mused up, you see. Net like sorne poor beggars, tbeugb!
Did you sec thern?"

"Only a few," Carl answered. "Some were pretty bad.But yours-is it a dlean break ?"
"Straight 1-so Doctor King said. Two ribs arecracked, aiso. It means six weeks in bcd and three moreon the crutcb. Exasperatîng delay! 1 don't mind thepain; a littie does oue good, but I've got this mine de-veloprnent rigbt on my bauds. That's why I've sent for

VOU. Do vou understannd hn 'rz.;. --.. 1--- k

OUR NEW SERIAL

The

Wildcatters
A '?1ale of the
Cobalt Country,

By S. A. WHITE
Author of "The Stampeder."

etc, etc.

Love and file ini the mining dis-
tricts of Northern Ontario is the
theme of the new story which is
to run in the CANADIAN COURIER
cluring the next fourleen weecs.
Rita Theodore, "The Lady of
the Clan " is as strong a character
as ever bas appeared in native
fiction, while Carl Glover, "The
Prince," is a typical young Cari-
adian with the bloom of a college
career stili showing. These two
andthe "wildcatters" of Cobalt
are the Ieading figures in a most
original and stirring romance.

A Lover of thie
Out-of-Doors

S. A. White, the author, a
in the first rush to Cobalt and
knows the mining, life fairly weli.
His previcus story " The Stamp-
eder" describecl the rmning life
of the Yukon i its early days.
For a number of years lie bas
been contributing cutdoor stories
to the leading publications cf
Canadians. His first book ap-
peared lust year. His father is
a proniinent Canadian naturalist,
and a brother is lecturer on
Forestry at the University cf
Toronito. ULke W. A. Fraser,
bis literary work is donc ini a
small Ontario village, and fame
is rapidly coming that way. For
a time, he was bath pedagogue
and writer; now he devotes ail
bis time to articles and stories cf
Canadian life.

The Wildcatters
is a strong story and sbould prove
popular witb the readers cf THE
CANADIAN COURIER. h bhas
plenty of sentiment la full of
action. and radiates a sustain.fA


