Il For the —=-

Boys and Girls

A RUNAWAY TRAIN

BY LOVEL

*Close the door, Alex, or the lamp
will blow out!"

The young night operator at the
Foothills station laughingly flicked his
rain-souked cap towurd the day op- |
erator, whom he had just come to
relieve,

“Is it raining that hard? You lauk!
like u drowned rat for sure,” observed |
Baunders as he reached for his hat |
and coat. “Why didn't you stay nt‘
home and 'phone down? I would have |
been glad to work for you-—maybe!” |

“Wait until you are out in it, and
you'll not luugh,” declared Alex, strug-
gling out of his dripping ulster. “It
is the worst storm this spring.”

“And wait until you see the fun yon
are going to have with the wire to-
night, and you'll not indulge in an
over-abundance of smiles. | haven't
had a dot from the despatcher since
six o'clock. Had to get clearance for |
Nineteen around by MQ, and now
we've lost them.”

“There is someone now,”
as the telegraph
clicking,

“It's somcbody west. IC, T think.
Yes; Indign Canyon,” said Saunders, |
pausing as he turned to the door.!
“What is he after? He certainly can’t'
make himself heard by X if we can't.” |

“X, X, X,” rapidly repeated the'
scunder, calling Exeter, the despatch-'
Ing office. “X, X, X! Qk!” |

Alex and Saunders looked at one an-
other. Several times the operator at'
Indian Canyon repeated the call, more
urgently, then as hurriedly began !
calling Imken, the next station east of
him,

“There must be something wrong,”
declared Alex, stepping to the instru-
ment table. Saunders followed him.

“IM, IM, IC, Qk! Qk!” clicked the
sounder.

“IM, IM—"

“I, 1, IM,” came the response. The
two operators at Foothills listened |
closely.

“A wild string of loaded ore cars
just passed here,” buzzed the instru-
ments. “Were going forty miles an
hour. They'll be down there in no
time. If there’s anything on the main |
line get it off. I can’t raise X for
orders.”

The two listening operators ex-
changed glances of alarm, and anxi-
ously awaited Imken’s response. For,
a moment the sounder made a succes-
sion of inarticulate dots, then ticked
excitedly. “Yes, yes! OK! OK!” and
closed. H

“What did he mean by that?” asked
Saunders beneath his breath. “That
there was something on the main track '
there 2

“Perhaps a switch engine cutting
out ore empties. We'll know in a
minute.”

The wire again snapped open, and

said Alox.'
instruments began

whirred, “I got it off—the yard en-
gine! Just in time! Here they come
now! Like thunder! . .. “There—

they’re by! Ten of them. All loaded.'
Going like an avalanche. Lucky thing
the yard engine was—"

Sharply the operator at Indian Can-
yon broke into hurriedly call Terry-'
ville, the next station east.

“But the runaways won’t pass Ter-l
ryville, will they?” Alex exclaimed.
“Won't the grades between there and
Imkem pull them up?”

Saunders shook his

head. “Ten|
loaded ore cars travelling at that rate’
would climb those grades.” |

“Then they will be down here—lndl
in twenty or thirty minutes! And
there’s the Accommodation coming
from the east,” said Alex rapidly, “and
we can't reach anyone to stop her!”

Saunders stared. “That's s0; I had
forgotten her. But what can we do?”
he demanded helplessly.

Terryville answered and in strained
silence Alex and Saunders awaited his
report. The sounder clicked. “Yes,
they are coming” it spelled. “I thought
it was thunder. . . . Here they are
They're past!”

They'll reach us,” gasped Saun-
ders. “What shall we do?"

Alex turned from the table, and as
the Indian Canyon operator hastily
called Jakes Creek, the last station
intervening, began striding up and’
down the room, thinking rapidly.

If they only had more battery—
could make the current in the wire
stronger! Immediately on the thought
came remembrance of the emergency
battery he had made the previous year
at Watson Siding. He spun about to-
ward the office water-cooler. But only
to utter an exclamation of disappoint-
ment. This cooler was of tin—of
course, useless for such a purpose.

Hurriedly he began casting about
for a substitute. “Billy, think of scme-
thing we can use to make a big bat-
tery jar!"” he cried. “To strengthen

| fire?

{ flung open the door.
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Lluertone? | ured the last yesterday!"”
Alex  returned to the table, and
threw  himself hopelesdty into the

chair

At the moment the Jakes Creek op-
erutor answered his call, and received
the message of warning.

“Suy,"” said  Saanders, “p»rhnpdl
some of the other fellows on the wire
have bluestone and the other stuff,!
and could make a battery!" |

Alex uttered a shout. “That's jt'”

e cried, and springing to the tele-
graph key, as soon as the wire closed, |
called Indian Canyon.

“Have you any extra battery mn-
terial there?” he sent quickly.

“No. Why-"

Abruptly Alex cut him off and called
Imken. The Imken operator also re-

sponded in the negative. But from
Terryville cams a prompt  “Yes,
Why?"

“Have you one of those big stone-
ware water-coolers there?”

“Yes, but wh-—-"

“Do you know how to make a bat-
tery?”

“No.”

“Well, listen—"

The instrument suddenly failed to|
respond. A minute passed, and an-,
other. Five went by, and Alex sank
back in the chair in despair. Undoubt- |
edly the storm had broken the w!roi‘
somewhere, !

“Everything against us!” he declar-
ed bitterly. “And the runaways will
te cdown here In fifteen minutes or,
twenty. What can we do?” |

“I can't think of anything but
throwing the west gwitch,” aid Saun-|
ders. “And loaded, and going at the
speed they are, they’ll make a mess of
everything on the siding. But that’s
the only way I can think of stopping
them.” |

“If there was any way a fellow
could get aboard the runaways—"

Alex broke off sharply. Would it
not be possible to board the runaway
train as he and Yack Orr had boarded
the engine on the day of the forest
Say, from a sand-car?

He started to his feet. “Billy, gat
me a lantern, quick!” |

“I'm going for the section-boss, to
see if we can't board the runaways’
from the hand-car,” he explained as
he began struggling into his rain coat.
“I did that once at Bixton—boarded
an engine,”

“Board it! How?”

“Run ahead of it and let it cau-h‘

us.

Saunders sprang for the lantern
and lit it. Alex caught it from him,
sprang for the door, and was out and
off across the tracks in the direction
of the section foreman’s cottage. Ha
darted through the gate, ran about to
the kitchen, and without ceremony
The foreman was
at the table, at his supper. He started
to his feet. |

“Joe, there is a wild ore train com-
ing down from the Canyon,” explained
Alex breathlessly. “The wire has fail-
ed east, and we can’t clear the line.
Can't we get the jigger out and board
the runaways by letting them catch
us?" |

An instant the section-boss stared. !
With the promptitude of the old rail.|
roader he reached for his cap and coat.

| incline Alex began

“Whero did they start from? "ovl
many cars?™ asked the foreman as!
they ran, |

“Indian Canyon. Ten, and all qud-‘
ed” !

The section-man whistled.  They'll
be going twenty-five or thirty miles an |
hour, will be taking u big chnnen.‘
But if we cun eateh them just over the
grade beyond the sandpits 1 guoss we |
can do it.  That will have slackened
them. Here we are.” |

As they halted before the -eﬂlnn-’
house door the boss uttered a cry, “I
haven't the key!" |

Alex swung the lantern about and!
discovered a pile of ties, “Smash it,”|
he suggested, and dropped the lantern '
One on either ride they eaught up a
tie, swayed back, and hurled it agninst |
the door. There was a crash, and thrl
door swung open. |

Recovering the lantern, they dashed
into the toolhouse, threw from the
hand-car its collection of tools, placed |
the light upon it, ran it out, and |
swung it on to the rails, i

“Do you hear them?” asked Alex as
he threw off his coat. The foreman!
dropped to his knees and placed his|
ear to the rails. He listened a mo- |
ment, and sprang to his feet. “Yes!
Come on!”

They pushed the handcar into mo-
tion, ran it a few yards, and sprang
aboard. One on either side, they be-
gan pumping up and down with all
their strength. Rapidly the car gain-
ed speed.

As they neared the station, the door
opened and Saunders ran to the edge
of the platform. “The wire came OK
and I heard Z pass Thirty-three,” he
shouted, “but couldn’t make them hear,
me. He reported the superinten-

‘dent’s—" \

They whirled by, and the rest was

“Did you catch it?” shouted Alex|
above the roar of the car. |
“I think he meant,” shouted the
foreman as he bobbed up and down, |
“superintendent’s car . . . attached to'
the Accommodation . . . heard he was

coming . . . make®it bad . . . . We
need every minute. . . and Old Jerry
. . .. the engineer. . . . ’ll be break-
ing his neck . . . to bring her ... .

through on time! Do you hear . .
runaways yet?”
“No.” !
At increasing speed they rushed on|
through the darkness, bobbing up and |
down like jumping-jacks, the little cat |
humbling and screeching, bounding as
though it would leap from the rails, |
The terrific strain began to tell on
Alex. Perspiration broke out on his'
forehead, his muscles began to burn.;
and his breath to shorten, |
“How much farther to the

grade?” he panted. t

“Here it is now. Six hundred yards
to the top.” |
As they left the resistance of the
to weaken and
gasp for breath. Grimly, he clenched
his teeth, and fought on. At last the

| section-man suddenly ceased working,

and announced, “Here we are. Let
up.” With a gasp of relief Alex drop-
ped to a sitting position on the side of
tke car.

“There they come,” said the fore-
man a moment after, listening, Alex
heard a sound as of distant thunder.

“How long before they'll be here?”

“Five minutes, perhaps. And now,”,
said the section-boss, “just how are
we going to work this thing?” |

“Well, when we boarded the engine couldn’t have worked it alone.”
explained Alex, getting his |

at Bixton,”
breath, “we simply waited at the head
of a grade until the train was within
about two hundred yards of us, then
lit out as hard as we could go. As
she bumped us, we jumped for the
cowcatcher.”

noon appeared. He and Alex st onee
turned toward the station,

Just beyond waus a long black siuke-
like object shooting along the rails
towards them,

The runaway!

On it swept nve\ the glistening
Irons, the ~umble quickly inerensing te
u roar. With an echoing crash it
flarhed by the station, and on.

Nearer it came, the cars leaping

and  writhing; roaring, poundinz'l A Story of Scouting—Con'd,
sereeching. Nor does the boy who rieks Lis life
“Ready!” warned the f""’“""! lack for recoguition. To his surprive

springing to the ground behind the]h» recelves u bronze or sliver medal
handear. Alex joined him, and to-| g, Headquarters, and a letter which
wether, watching over their lh""“le'-[nwnns even more Perhaps, It his
they braced for the shove. bravery has been particularly remark
The runaway reached the incline| uhie ax was that of a Scout in Cobalt,
und swept on upward. Anxious'y the/ont, the whole community turns out
two at the handear watched. Wouldl ¢y deo (he Mayor pin it on his jacket,
the incline check the train? Ho 1s a sixteenyearold boy, t
“l don't belie they're slowing 8} Ontario Honor Scout, but all the yoay
bit,” said Alex nervously. ‘hn been studying Scouting without
“They won’t until they are half-way| missing a meeting. Like other mem
up,” declared the section-man. “But,!bers of his troop, he was rushing
get ready. We can’t wait to see!” around the lttle silver mining town,
“Go!" he cried. They ran the car for-| doing what he could to help with relief
ward, leaped aboard, and again were| work at the time the great Temiskam
pumping with all their might, ing forest fire was roaring almost at
# For a few moments the roar behind' the northern entrance to the town,
them seemed to decrease. Then sudden-! when he learned that a specfal train
ly it broke on them afresh as the, was to be sent to North Cobalt to en-
head of the train swept over the rise. deavor to bring to safety some hun-
“Now pull yourself together for an!dreds of people who had been all but
extra spurt when I give the word,” trapped there by the fire demon. Run-
shouted the foreman, who manned the ning to the railway yards he fouud
forward handles, and faced the rear.| that the regular fireman for the only
“Then turn about and get ready to &vailable locomotive was missing ana
jump.” | Do one was on hand to take his place,
Roaring, screaming, clanking, the Immediately the Scout offered his ser-
runaways thunderad down upon them.! vices, elimbed fnto the cab before they
“Hit it up!” cried the seetion-man.' Were accepted, and helped the en-
With every muscle tense they whirled 8Ineer away with the train,
the handles up and down like human| The Scout was so young that the
engines. | work of stoking the big fire box was
“Let go! Turn round!"” | too much for him, 30, he took the en-
Alex sprang back from the ﬂyingigln-ﬂr’u place at the throttle while the
handles, and faced about. The fore- driver used the shovel. The trip was
man edged by them &nd joined him, |@ most dangerous one, as great clouds
Nearer, towering over them, rushed ©f $moke made it :mpnulhle. to see
the leading ore car. any distance ahead of the engine. In
“Jump high and grab hard,” shouted P!aces telegraph lines were down

the foreman. “You take the brake-| 8¢Toss the tracks, and some of the
’ " railway ties were burning. North Co-
rod. I can’t reach the top !
“Ready! Jump!” balt was reached without mishap
= . . More than a hundred people, were
With a bound they went into the air, | crowded lu the train, and the Scout
and the great car flung itself at them. and the engineer ran it back again to
Both reached their objectives, and Cobalt and to safety
hung on desperately. For a few mo- Ot course, all Scouts haven't a
ments it seemed the leaping car would cpance to be such wpectacular heroes,
shake them off. They got their feet but they go right ahead with their
on the brake-beam, and in another mo- everyday life 1in the same spirt of
ment had tumbled headlong over the bravery. It means as greal a sacri-
low end upon the rough surface of ore. 808 io some to give up a “hike” in
Alex sank down in a heap, gasping. order to belp mother with the dishes,
The seasoned section-man, however, or to close his ears to the whistle of
was on his feet in an instant and at his patrol, when a garden is to be
the nearby hand-brake. He tightened weeded. Some city hoys must watch
it, and scrambled back over the bound- themselves constantly to guard
ing car to the next. - against the profanity they learn al
Ten minutes later, screcching and most unconseionsiy and hear al!l about
groaning as though in protest, ‘hﬂ‘mpm, or must grit their teeth when
runaways came to a final stop. they hear the jeers occasioned by re
Another ten minutes, and the en- fusing the cigarette offered by a one
gineer of the Accommodation sudden- .o "0, )
ly threw on the air as he roundm.i 8 Some adults forget how sensitive a
curve to discover a lantern swinging boy is to ridicule, how he hates to be
across the rails ahead of him. thought different from other fellows.
“Hello there, Jerry! Say, you're get-

., Others are so partial that they encour
ting too slow for a passenger run,"| goo thoir sons to seifishness and lack

said the section foremau humorously of consideration for others. Both boy-,
as he approached the astonished en- iop fayits are mot by the Scout traln
gineer. “We're going to put you back jne which teaches the boy not tc bhe
pushing ore cars. There’s a string agraid 10 do what seems right to them
here just ahead of you.” and niways to remember that a Scout

When he had explained the engineer 15 5 prother to every other Scout and

dropped down from his cab to grasp
Alex's hand. “Oh, it was more the
foreman than 1,” Alex declared. “I

a friend to all e world

————
To-morrow.
He was going to be al that a mortal
shiould be
To-morrow
be kinder

A moment later the superintendent
appeared. “Why, let me see,” he ex-|
claimed on seeing Alc “Are you not,
the lad I helped fix up an emergency No one shouald
battery at Watson Siding last spring?| than he
My bﬂ)’. young as you are, my nnlne'»,‘ To-merrow.

or braver

|not Cameron if I don’t see that you' A friend who was troubled and weary

“G ) “All right. We'll do the same.” have a try-out at the division office,  he knew. el »
© ahead!” he exclaimed, and to- As the foreman spoke, the rain,|before the month is out,” he announc-! Who'd be glad of a lift and who nee
gether they dashed OE“ to l.l}e !'f‘“’lwhich had decreased to a drizsle, en- | ed decisively, “We need men there| ed it, too
and across the tracks in the d”“"“’"‘lire]y ceased, and a moment after the | with a head like yours.” | On him he would call and see what
of the tool-house. e oasia-do
— L —— S ————— = | it
\/ Each morning he stacked up l"lt ot
¥ 7 t he'd write
; fo-morrow
And thought of the folks he would 68U
with delight
To-morrow
It was too bad, indeed, he was busy
to-day
And hadn't a micute to stop on his
way,
More time he would have to give
others, he'd =ay,
o moerrow
The greatest of workers this man

A scene on a prairie farm, which is repeated thousands of times throughout the wn:nv. showing .hh.i RF:'.I:
stooked and waiting for threshing. Canada this year has the largest crop in her history, 470,000,000 bu-l ol:; §
thirty million short of the half billlen mark. The bountiful harvest spells prosperity for the entire Domiuion.

the wire!”
“A battery? What would we do for
g W b % S " s o

would have been
To-morrow

The world would have known h':n had
he cver seen
To-morrow

But the fuct is he dled and he faded
from view
And a!'l that he left here when llving
was through
Was a mountain of things he intended
to do
To-morrow .
From “A Heap o' Living.” by Edgar
A. Guest,
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A cheap comfort in summer is a
shower bath. If you ean do no better,
even the sprinkler head of a watering
pot attached to the bottom of & ten-
wallon keg will serve.




