
THE LAST SPIKB

Ikying gang. The foreman called Casement's
aUen,.on,o the ne,. man, and Casement watched
nim for five minmes.

Two days later a big teamster, having found a^ttle of fire-water, became separated from hi,reasomng faculties, crowded under an old dump,
cart, and fell asleep.

^
"Say young fellow," said the foreman, pant-ng up the gtade to where Bradford w,^ placing

a rail, can y du skin mules ? "

mean," was the reply.
'

"How many?"

J
We,, "said Bradford, with his quiet smne.

when I was a boy I used to drive six on the
Monit,.-,ier stage."

So he took the eight-mule team and amazed
the multitude by hauling heavier loads than any
other team because he knew how to handle hiswhp and hues, and because he was careful and
determmed to succeed. Whatever he did he didtwuh both hands, backed up by all the enthusi-asm of youth and the unconscious strength of an
absolutely faultless physique, and directed by a
remarkably clear brain. When the timekeeper


