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Bed ‘holding his hand in mine, he said, very gently, but grimly,
* Mary wife, I think you must let me speak to you to-day "

“1 fell to crying as if my heart would break, and he drew a piti-
ful sigh that went like a sword through my breast; yea, I could
not stop the sobs. Then Jack rose up from the little stool where
he hdd sat so quictly that we had almost forgotten he was there,
and came and totiched me.

“ Mother ! decar mother !” he said ; and as I looked I saw his
face perfectly white, but there were no tears in his eyes.

“Mother I” he said again, “ please go away for a little while.
I can hear what father wants to say.

“You will think me cowardly, sir, but I did as the child bade
me. I left the door ajar, and I could hear my husband’s wecak
voice, though I could not understand the words, and then my brave
boy's answers, clear and low ; not a break or tremble in the sweet
voice. And at last Jack said, s thatall, dear father?” and, “ Yes
I will be sure to remember it every word ¥

“Then he came out and kisséd me with almost a smile, and
went through the outer door. But an hour afterward, when I went
out to the well, I heard a little choking sound, and saw him lying
on his face in the long grass under the apple tree sobbing his heart
away. So I turncd about and went into the house as softly as I
could, and never et him know.

“ After it was all over and we had time to look about us, we
found some debts left and very little money. It was a hard thing
for mc, that had had so long a strong, loving arm between me and
every care, to have to think and plan how to makeends meet, when
I could not even start evenly at the beginning. But Jack came to
my help again.

“ Father said that you werc never to work hard, dear mother,
because you were not strong, but that I rhust take care of you some
way. He thought that you could let two or three rooms to lodgers
maybe, and that the best thing for me just now would be to get a
train boy's place. He said the men on our road would be sure to
give me a chance for his sake.”

“] do not know that I had smiled before since his father died,
but when I heard him say ‘ our road,’ in that little proud tone that
he had, I caught him to my heart and laughed and cried together.”

And I spoke to Mr. Withers about it only yesterday,” he went
on, “and he said that Tom Gray is going to lcave, and I can have
his chance and begin next week if I like. What do you say, dear
mother ?”

“O Jack !” Isaid, “how can I get through the long, lonesome
days without you? And ifanything should happen to you, I should
dic.” *“ Don't mother,” he said gently, for the tears were in my
cves again.  But I would not heed him.

“ And you to lcave school,” I cried, “and all our plans to come to
naught.”

* Father thought of that too,” he answered. “ But he said that
the whole world belonged to the man that was faithful and true.
And I promised him. You can trust me mother "

“Trust him! Ah. yes! he had struck the right cord at last, and
I lifted my head and xiried my tears. Whatever unscen dangers 1
might fear for my boy would be of the body, not the soul. “Faithful
and-true!” I thanked God and took courage.

“ It was wonderful how he succeeded with the books and papers,
and the other things he sold. There was something in him that
made him a favorite with everybody. 1 have been told by more
than onc that thesightof his frank, handsome face was like sun-
shine, and that people bought of him whether they wanted anything
or not.

“Well, the years went by, and he grew up—working his way
from onc position to another, on the road—trusted everywhere.
He was my own boy still, though he was so tall and. strong, with
his bright curls turned chestnut brown, and a silken fringe shading
the lips that kept their old, loving kisses for me alonc.

“ It was not very long that he had had the placcof engincer,
which he had wanted so long. He had a day off, and was doing
somc little things for me about the housc and garden, when one of
the depot-hands came running up the path calling for him.

“Mr. Harding wants you instantly, Jack,” cricd the man. * The
Jerscy express should have left the depot five minutes ago, and the
engineer has just fallen- down in a fit. Curtis and Filch are both
off on lcave, and Mr. Harding says-there’s nobody left but you that™*
he'll trust with the train.

“I1" cried Jack in a maze. The Jersey express: And I never
drove anything but a freight train' 1"

* Well! well ¥ cried the man, impatiently, ‘ don't stop to arguc!
Orders is orders, and here's a mittute and a half gone already !

¢ Jack scemed to come to himself at that. He darted one smile
at me, and was off like a shot, drawing on his coat as he ran. In
less time than I take in telling it, I heard the signal of the out-
going train and knew that my boy was trusted wath a task that was
used to be-given only to the most intelligent and careful men in
the service.

¢ They brought him back to me that night, sir, and I laid him on
his father’s bed ; and, by piccemeal, then and afterwards, learned
what had happened that day.

“The train starting out so late they were forced to make up the
time somewhere on the line. So, on that straight stretch of track
through the valley, they were making sixty miles an hour. The
train fairly flew, Jack could feel the air strike his face like a sharp
wind, though it was a baimy spring day.

“ Then an awful thing happened! The great connecting rod of
the driving wheel on the right of the cngine broke. Jack seemed
to live all his life over in that onc terrible instant when he saw the
end of the rod swing upward. It struck the cab under him and’
dashced it into a thousand picces, and he knew no more till 2 hor-
rible agony awoke him where he had fallen senseless on the engine.

“ Burned and almost blind, with the flesh scalded and torn from
hi hands, he remembered his engine, with its open trottle, leaping
on to certain destruction. He seemed to sce the passengers inside
the long train, as so many times in the old days when he called the
morning papers in the cars.

“ He knew how they looked and what they were doing—
the men reading, smoking, talking of the eclections, the price of
grain, or how stocks went up last week : women, with crowing,
dimpled babies in their arms, little children crowding to the windows,
vainly trying to count whizzing tclegraph-poles; young, happy
people going on wedding jourkeys, maybe, and others coming home
who had been long away.

“He remembered that, as he hurried to his place at the front,
that day, a little girl with a cloud of golden hair had leaned from
a car window to give onc more good-bye kiss to her father on the
platform. “Take goud carc of mamma, darling!” he had heard
the gentleman say.

“ The fireman—no coward, cither, was Tim Harbrook, but with
wife and babes at wome--let himsell down from the tender and
cscaped. So might my Jack have done. But he crept along the
side of the leaping cngine, carefully and painfully he swung him-
sclf into his placc, and with every motion of his hands an untold
agony, he reversed the enginc and paut on an air brake.

“ Then the train stopped, snatched back from the pit’s mouth,
and they took my boy from his post—" faithful and true V"

* It was a long time before Jack’s burns were healed. The
road-people came often to sece him—no men could have been kind-
er—and every week his wages came in full. )

“ But onc cvening after he had begun to get out a little, one of
his mate’s came in  * Come, Jack, old fellow, you'll be moped to
decath here!” he said.  “ You wanta change.  There's a big meet-
ing of the road folks over at the hall to-mght.  I'm just on my way.
Comc along "

* “ What sort of 2 meeting ?” asked Jack.

“ Oh, I can't say cxactly—somcthing interesting, they told me,
and cverybody's invited.”

“ He stolc a queer look at g, and I knew he wanted me to
help him.  So, as I really thought it might do Jack good, 1 said :

“ Yes, Jack, go along with Tem.”

“ But I'm not presentable with this face I” said Jack.

“ Pshaw, man! it's cvening and nobody'll notice. Lcastways
they ncedn'’t "

“ With a little more coaxing Jack sctoff with him. I had hard-
ly heard the gate click, when the door opened again, and Jeany
Brown came in like a sprite.

“ Quick, quick, Mrs. Burton! Put on your bonnct " she whis-

cred.
P Where? What do you mean? I said, for I was {rightened.
“ She was tying my bonnct strings under my chin, as she
spoke, and she had the house door locked, and medown the garden
path and out of the back gate, fairly against my will. She hurricd
me across the square, and pushed me through the crowd around
the hall entrance. .

* I wasout of breath with nervousness and fast walking, so we
sat down in a back scat. The roomwas full. There were a great
many ladics there, and on the platform sat the Superintendent and
several of the Dirvectors of the road. Everybody scemed to be
whispering and smiling and looking backwards towards the door,
and I looked too, though I didn’t know why~
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