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COHAPTER XIII
INTO THE BIERRA

Why the deuce you should be in
such a hurry to get away, Lloyd I
don't understand.”

It was Armistead who spoke, in no
very amiable tone, as he sat on the
pide of his hard, narrow bed in the
room the two men occupied to-
gether, and watched Lloyd's prepar-
ations for departure.

“It you don't understand, it's not
because I haven't told you why I'm
going,” Lloyd replied, rolling up,
with the deftness of long practice, a
few necessary articles on the zerape
which wae to be carried behind his
saddle. ‘I have nothing to do here;
and, not being fond of idleness, I
am going out to Urbeleja to look
after some prospects.”

“There might be a good deal for
you to do here, it you were not so
confoundedly disobliging, and would
do it.”

‘* As for example—?"

“To assist me in getting poeses-
gion of the Santa Cruz Mine."”

“ I've told you that I can not pos-
pibly assist you in that matter, I
made that plain to you before we
left San Francisco.”

“ I didn't believe you would really
be such a—um—er—"

“ Don't hesitate to use the term
you consider applicable. I am not
thin-skinned and can stand it.”

“ Well, you must acknowledge that
no sensible man would act as you
are doing.”

* According to your definition of a
sgensible man, probably not.”

“And I consider that you are
treating me very badly besides.”

* You haven't the faintest right to
think so, in view of our positive un-
derstanding; but it you do, tvhe
remedy is eimple—we'll shake hands
now and go our different ways."”

“ And how about those prospects
in the Sierra ?”

Lloyd shrugged his shoulders as
he pulled the straps of his roll
tighter.

“The prospects will remain pros-
pects,” he said; “nt least I ghall not
expect you to sell them.”

Armistead frownsd as he looked at
the other.

“You are without exception the

| tween the crowuning cliffs,

most pig keaded and impracticable
man I have ever known,” he gaid. |
*You are ready to throw up a for

tune, it halt what you say of those |
prospects is true, rather than help
me in a matter that does not con
cern you in the least.”

* It concerns me to hold fast to my \
own standarde of conduct. I don't |
impose them on any one else, but |
they are essential to my sell-re-
spect.”

“Oh, hang your self-respect.”
Armistead rose, moved impatiently
acroes the room, then turned sharply
around. " When are you coming
back to Topia ?” he asked.

“1 don't expect to return to
Topis,” Lloyd answered. "I have
no business here. From Urbeleja I
shall go to San Andres.”

“Well, of all—" Words failed
Armistead for a moment, as he stood
with his hands in his pockets staring |
at the other. “ Haven't you busi-
ness with I am not going to
give up those mines because you are
& quixotic idiot.”

*In that case you can meet me at
San Andres, where I must go to see
about the titles. I will let you know
when I reach there, and you have
nothing to keep you here.”

“ You are mistaken ; I have a great
deal to keep me here. To get pos-
session of the Santa Cruz Mine is my
firet business in the country, and I
find this is the best place from which
to direct operations. Then, since
you have failed me, I must depend
on the Caridad people for help in
certain maiters. By the by, are you
going away without bidding Mr. and
Miss Rivers farewell ?”

" Certainly not. I shall call to see
them as I leave town. And now "—
glancing quickly round— "I belisve
I am ready for the road. Good oye,
old man! I'm sorryl can't wish you
succees in the Santa Cruz matter,
but I hope you'll come to no personal
harm over it.”

Armistead lifted his brows.

“To what personal harm could I
possibly come?” he asked. “ Good-
bye. Look oat for yourself in that
fearful Sierra!"”

“Oh, the Sierra and I are old
friends !” Lloyd laughed, as he went
out to where his horse waited for
him,

In the saddle and riding up the
gtreet, the stimulating freshness of
the morning, with its diamond-like
air and brilliant sunshine, seemed
to brace both body and spirit like a
tonic. And so it was a clear.-eyed,
gelf.contained map, with mouth and
chin resolutely set, who presently
rode with the ease of old familiarity
into the patio of the Caridad house,
snd uncovered at s'ght of Miss
Rivers, who was basking in the sun
ghine on the corridor.

0, Mr. Lloyd !" she cried, looking
up as his horse’'s feet rang on the
pavement, ‘“‘How delighted I am to
gee you! Oddly enough—nnd yet
not oddly at all,—I was just thinking
of you.”

“ Not anything ill, I hope?”’ he
gnid, a8 he dismounted and went
toward her; thinking, when he met
the smile on her lips and in her eyes,
what a face to match the morning
sunsghine hers was.

me ?

| how

““Not unless it were for slipping
away so mysteriously at the San
Benito the other evening and not
coming near us since,” she answered,
“1 wae just wondering if I should
have to send and ocompel you to
come and be thanked for the beautl-
ful sketoh of the quebrada you have
gent me."”

"I am glad if it is what you want-
ed, It did not satisfy me at all,”

“ One always finds it difficult to
be satisefled with one's work, does
one not ? Ioan account in no other
way for your not being satisfled with
this. You must pardon me for say-
ing that it seems to me much better
done than any of your other sketches,
of which Mr, Thornton has shown
me & good many."”

“Has Thorpton kept those frag-
ments ? Well, if this is much better,
it must have been with me as with
old Picot, the French carpenter : you
put a epirit into us to make us do
our best for you.”

She looked at him for & moment in
silence before she said :

" 1 should like to put a spirit' into
you to make you do your best for
yourself,”

“I am eure you would,” he an-
swered, smiling at her -they had by
tbie time sat down in two large
chairs facing each other. "I have
never seen any one who evidently
possessed more strongly the desire of
helping lame dogs over stiles. But,
you gee, sometimes the dog is un-
grateful—"

“You are not that, I am sure, Mr,
Lloyd.”

" And sometimes he is incapable of
profiting by the assistance of the
kind hand beld out to him, That ie
my case. The time has gone by
when I could care to do anything for
myself. It is long since I have even
particularly cared about making
money, which is understood to be
the first duty of an American. But I
am going to mend my habits in that
particular, at least. I am now on
my way into the Sierra to take up
some prospects.”’

“You are on your way into the
Sierra!” She glanced at his horee
and then across the valley at the
eastern heights, where a trail wound
upward like a thread to the pass be
“1 wish
1 were going with you.”

" Needless to say that I wish so,
too.”
“That is more polite than true,
I'm afraid. But I am determined to
go some day. I shall make papa
take me.”

“You are going to see Dona Vie-
toria some day, you know.”

“I hope 80; but''—she lsaned sud-
denly and eagerly forward—' are

you going to see Dona Victoria now, |

Mr, Lloyd? Oh, you don't Eknow
much I have been thinking,
wondering how you would contrive
to warn her!”

“This seems the only way,’ he
said. “Of course I am not going to
see Dona Victoria, 1 shall simply
call at the mine and warn Don Mari
ano to be on his guard against pos
gible surprise.”

“How good, how very good of you
to undertake such an errand !’

“Don’'t give me more cradit than I |

deserve. | am going to Urbeleja, a8
I told you, about some progpecls;
and to call at the Santa Cruz will
not take me very much out of my
way."”

“I must believe you, I suppose ;
but I have my suspicions that the
prospects come in very conveniently
just now. And if you see Dona Vie-
toria—"

" May I tell her that she owes the
warning to you ?”

“ 1 would prefer that you did not.
I could not give the warning without
betraying confidence, you Fnow. As
it is, my conscience is not at all easy
about the matter.”

"It should be, then,” said Lloyd,
stoutly. ' You have told me noth-
ing; in fact, I know nothing of Arm-
istead's plans. 1 only suspect what
his course of action will be ; and I
shall merely, in & general way, offer
some advice to Don Mariano, which
he may or may not heed.”

“Will he not think that you are
taking a liberty, and perhaps resent
it, it you put She matter that way?’

“ Possibly ; but that is strictly his
affair,”

“No, no: it is our affair also ; for
we are thinking of Dona Victoria
and her mother, and we don’'t want
them to lose their mine. Take my
advice, Mr. Lloyd—perhaps I ought
not to give it, but I will,—and make
your warning emphatio. Let Don
Mariavo understand that it rests on
knowledge.”

" But Don Mariano would be quite
justified in wondering why I should
betray tHe confldence of my friend
for the sake of strangers, That is
kow it would look to him, you see.”

“Yes, I see. It's rather a difficult
matter, isn't it ?"

“Very, said Lloyd, a little dryly;
‘g0 difficult that the part of wisdom,
if not altruism, would seem to be to
stand apart and let the opposing
forces fight it out alone.”

*“Oh, but I can't’ — I really can't!”
said Miss Rivers,distressedly. " When
I think of that man in San Francisco
and those poor women in the Sierra,
I feel that I must take part in the
fight, if I have to go and warn Dona
Victoria myself.”

“You couldn't possibly do that;
but it might, perhaps, help matters if
you were to give me a credential.”

*In what from ?"

" Well! the form of a line or two to
Dona Victoria, asking her to heed any
warning I may give.”

“Doyouthinkshe would heed that?"

“I am inclined to think so. I
know that you won her liking and
trugt during your journey up the
quebrada.’

¢

| the top.

“I am very glad to hear it, Tell
me, then, exactly what you want me
to say."

‘'Something like this, I think:
that you feel deep interest and sym-
pathy in her struggle for her rights,
and that you hope she will give atten-
tion to any advice I may offer her.”

Miss Rivers rose eagerly.

“Come into the sala and help me
write it,” she said, " My Spanish is
not faultless, and atter ' Muy apreci-
able Benorita’ I should be at & loss
how to proceed.”

Lloyd followed her willingly
enough into the room she had made
80 pretty and homelike. He was not
sorry to carry awey & picture of her
as she sat at the desk beside the win-
dow and wrote her note, with the
light falling on the softly piled masses
of her golden-brown hair and the
gracious curves of her falr cheek.
The few lines which he dictated
were, however, soon written, the
pale gray sheet, with its stamped
monogram and faint violet fragrance,
was put intc an envelope, addressed
to the Senorita Dona Calderon, and
handed to him., And then it was
time to go. He rose to his feet, slipp-
ing the note into an inner poocket:
and as he did so his glance fell on
his own sketch of the quebrada,
which was placed above the desk.
Isabel's glance followed his.

“You see I have it there,” she said,

—"not only to admire, but to remem- |

ber how near I was to being ocarried
down into those dark depths, That
is why I wanted the shadows of even-
ing—the impression of awe; and you
have given it 5o well. 1 can never
look &t it without thinking of the
moment you snatched me away and
the bpulder crashed past us, brush-
ing my dress a8 it went.”

He could not resist the temptation
to say :

“I am glad you have it, then; for
[ shall know that you remember ma
sometimes, if I should not have the
pleasure of meeling you again.”

She looked surprised.

“But surely you are not going to
stay in the Sierra!’ she exclaimed.
“You will be back soon ?”

“Not very soon, 1 fear; and it can
not be that Topia will keep you very
long.’

“You are as bad as papa. Topia
will keep me for a long time yet;

and, besides, I am going out into the |
prevent our |

Sierra, What
meeting there ?"’
“Nothing, except that the Sierra is

is to

very wide, and, like the sad-hearted |

Moor of ‘L& Golondrina,’
Voy a partir a lejanas regiones.”

“Well, I am going into the ‘lejanas |

regiones’ also,” she said, nodding
determinedly. “‘Some day when you
have climbed a high mountain, you
will find that I have been coming up
the cther side. We ghall meet on
You will say: ‘What! you
here!" AndIwill answer: 'l told you
I would come !'”

“Hasten the day !” said he, smiling

“ I shall look for you now on the top |

of every mountain I climb.”

“l am eure we shall meet,” she |

said confidently ; ' but meanwhile I

hope you will come back and tell me |

how you have fared with Dona Vie
toria. I trust she will heed your
warning.”

“B8odo I, for her own sake, And
now "-—he held out his hand—"good
bye! I suppose I will find Mr,
livers in the office ?”

“If be is not at the mine.
bye!” She laid her hand
" And—what is it they say here ?—
Vaya Vd. con Dios I"

“Go with God!” The
parting words still rang in his ears
after he had climbed the
heights and paused an instant at the

Good-

summit of the pass for a last look at |
Topia, lying in ite green valley three |

thousand feet below ; and then rode
onward into the fair, wild, sylvan
ways of the great Sierra.

CHAPTER XIV,
AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE

On the day after Lloyd's departure
from Topis, Armistead, in fulfilment
of his expressed intention to obtain
the assistance he needed from " the
Caridad people,’ paid a visit to Mr,
Rivers and formally asked this as-
sistance. The Gerente of the Cari
dad leaned back in his chair and
looked grave.

“Well, you see, Armistead,” he
said, " with every disposition to
obliga you personally, it is rather a
delicate matter for us to touch, We
are living and doing business in this
country, and we can not afford to
antagonize the feeling of the people.

Now, I suppose I don't need to tell |

you that there's a pretty strong feel-
ing about this Santa Cruz matter.”
armistead shrugged his shoulders.

“That is to be counted on of
course, where the claim of an alien
and one against—er—women is con-
cerned,” he replied.

“ Rather more than simply against
‘ women ’ in this case, you know, my
dear fellow,” Mr, Rivers guggested.

1 understand perfectly .that it
wouldn't do for you to give open
aesistance, and I am not askingany-
thing of the kind,” Armistead went
on; "“but I am left in rather a diffi
cult position by Lloyd's defection.
He has such scruples, or such fears
for himself, in the matter that he
has refused to give me the help I
need in getting together a force of
reliable men to take possession of
the mine; for I'm sure you'll agree
with me that that is the best and
quickest wey to end the matter,”

Mr. Rivers picked up a ruler and
tapped meditatively on the desk be
fore which he sat—for this conversa-
tion took place in the office of the
Caridad.

‘' Perhaps 80, he said guardedly.
‘It is & point on which I hardly feel

in his. |

beautiful |

steep |

qualified to give an opinion. It's a
peculiar situation,—very peculiar ;
and there are—er—many things to
take into consideration. I would like
to oblige you in any way possible,
Armistead ; but I really don't think
it possible for us to take any part in
the business.”

"My dear sir,” replied Armistead
earnestly, " I don't msk you tn take
part in it further than to recommend
some men for my purpose.”

" But that's impossible, don't you
see ?—because the only men for
whom I could speak are the men in
our employ, and it would never do
for any man connected with the Car-
idad to be concerned in this matter.”

" In short,” said Armistead, stifly,
“it seems that I can not count on
any friendly services from the Cari-
dad, It's not exactly what I looked
for—to have the cold shoulder
turned to me by the representatives
of an American company.”

"I think that we have proved that
there is no cold shoulder turned to
you personally,” Mr, Rivers answered;
“and it your business here where of
an ordinary character, the Caridad
influence and help would be with
you, But you must recognize that
that what you are engaged in is not
an ordinary business, but is one in
which so much feeling is arrayed
againgt your claim, that I should
geriously injure my company with
the peopleit I lent you any assistance,
You could not expect me to do that
even it my own sympathy were with
you—that is, with Trafford—in the
contest; and, frankly, it is not. "

Armistead rose to hie feet, more
angry than he wished to express.

"I see that I have nothing to expect
in the way of help here,” he said, ‘so
with apologies for having troubled
you, I'll bid you good-day. "

Mr. Rivers rose also, and laid his
| hand upon the other's arm.
| “Be reasonable, Armistead!” he
| urged. “You are a man of the world

and you certainly must know that
Trafford’s conduct in this matter is
inexcusable. We all like you but we
| ean't possibly let our personal liking
| lead us into lending a hand to as
dastardly a business as any man—
again I am speaking of Trafford—
ever engaged in. But don't go off
offended. Come into the house and
see Isabel,

If Armistead had been capable just
then of emiling, he might have emiled
at the tone of the last words. ‘“‘Come |
into the house and see Isabel,” Mr.
Rivers said, much ag he might have

| offered a sugar-plum to an angry
child; and with an absolute confidence |
too in the eflicacy of the sugar-plum. [
But Armistead's feeling where too |
| much ruffied to sllow of his accepting
the invitation. He curtly declined
to paes into the patio, toward which
Mr. Rivers' gesture invited him; and,
turning his back on its possible se
ductions, walked out of the front
door into the street —or, rather, into |
tha road which became presently the
main street ot Topia,
Before he reached the first houses
of the village, however, he met
Thorrton, who, followed by a mozo
| with a bag of coin carried on his
shou ders as if it were a bag of grain,
| was on his way to the office; for this

was pay-day ab the Caridad, and on

such days the merchants of Topia

were frequently called upon to give |
| up all their silver in exchange for |
drafts on Caliacan and Duarango.
They were very willing to do 8o, since
| the drafts of the mine supplied an
exchange which there was no bank |
to supply; and since the coin with 1
which they parted quickly found its
way back, through the hand of the
| miners, into their tillers.
“Hello!” gaid Thornton, as he met
the man swinging at such a rapid
pace down the road. “The express |
ien't due for flve minutes yet.
Dreaming, werent you?’ he added
| with a laugh as Armistead paused.
Thought you were in the Land of
| Hurry again, I suppose, with a trans

action of a million or so to be settled
| in five minutes over the telephone.
See how much better we do businees
here!” And he waved his hand to
ward the mozo, who haulted patiently
with the heavy bag of coin on his
bent shoulders.

“Sendthatfellowon!I wanttotalk to
you,” said Armistead, impatiently.

“Go on to the office, Dionigio,
and tell the Gerente that I will be
there in five minutes,” said Toornton
in Spanish, “He'll not be surprised
it he doesn't see me for half an hour,”
the speaker added as the mozo went
on. “'Sach are the blessings of being
in what scoffers ocall the Land of
Manana. And now what can I do for
you ?"”

“A great deal, if you liks,” Armi-
stead answercd. “In the first place,
what will you take to sever your con-
pection with the Caridad and enter
into my employ? "

Thornton stared for an instant.
“You aren’t in earnest ?” he said.
Do you suppoee [ ever jest on bus-

iness?"’ Armistead demanded. “ You
have been so long in this wretched
country that you've forgotten how
men do business—at home. Of
course I'm in earnest, and to prove it
I'll make a definite offer., If you
come to me I'll double whatever
salary you are getting from the Cari-
dad company, for as long a time as
we remain in Mexico; and I'll take
you to California with me when I go
and find you a good position there,
How does that strike you ?

“Rather overwhelmingly,” Thorn.
ton replied. "In faot, the effect is g0
great on a system which, as you re-
mark, is somewhat debilitated by the
methods of business of this country,
that I—I think I'll git down.”

He sank as he spoke, with an air of
one quite overwhelmed, on the
spreading roots of a Jarge tree by the
pide of the road; and Armistead,

|

frowning at this misplaced levity,
followed his example,

“Dont be more of an idiot than you
oan help,” he said, with the frank
incivility of an old classmate. “This
isn't & time for jesting, I want a man,”

"l thought you had one. What
has become of Lloyd ?

“He hae gone off into the Sierra.”

“But isn't he coming back ? "

" Not to help me in the business I
am here specially to transact.”

“And that ie—?"

“To get hold of the Santa Cruz
Mine, You must know—it appears
that everybody knows that.”

“Ah!" Thornton looked meditatively
ot the great heights towering before
them, “ And why will not Lloyd
help you in the matter? "

“For some private reason of his
own-—probably he is afraid.”

Thornton shook his head,

TO BE CONTINUED

BUCKS, DESPATCHER

By Frank H. Spearman

"1 see a good denl of stuff in print
about the engineer,” said Callahan,
dejectedly. " What'ss the matter
with the despatcher ? What's the
matter with the man who tells the

that Bucks couldn't get mad : but it
took more than a cyclone to start
him,

No. 69, the California Express, was
late that night. All the way up the
valley the wind caught her quarter-
ing. Really the marvel is that out
there on the plaing such storms
didn't blow our toy engines clear off
the rails ; for that matter they might
a8 well have taken tha rails, too, for
none of them weighed over sixty
pounds, Fify-nine was due at 11
o'clock ; it was 12:30 when she pulled
in, and on Oallaban’'s track. But
Bucks bung around until she stag-
gered up under the streaked moon-
light, as frowsy a looking train as
ever choked on alkali.

There was alwaye a crowd down at
the station to meet 59, But it was
not o that night. The platform was
bare, Not even the hardy chief of
police ventured out.

The engineer swung out of his cab
with the silence of an abused man,
His eyes were full of soda, his ears
full of sand, his musetache full of
burre and his whiskers full of
tumble-weeds, The conductor and
the brakemen climbed sullenly down,
and the baggegeman shoved open his
door and slammed a trunk out on the
platform without a pretence of sym
pathy. Then the out going crew

engineer what to do—and just what
to do? How to do it—and exactly
bow to do it ? With the man who
site shut in brick walle and hung in |
Chinese puzzlee, his ear glued to a |
receiver, and his finger fast to a key, !
and his eye riveted on a train chart ? |
The man who orders and annuls and |
stops and starts everything within

five hundred miles of him, and holds ‘
under his thumb more lives every
minute than a brigadier does in a
lifetime ? For instance,” agked Cal

lahan in that tired way of his,
" What's the matter with Bucks ?"

Now, I myselt never knew Bucks.
He lett the Weet End before I went
on, Bucks is second vice-preeident
—which means the boss—of a trans
continental line now, and a great
swell. But no man from the West
End that calls o Bucks hag to wait
for an audience, though bigger men
do. They talk of him out there yet.
Not of General Superintendent
Bucks, which he came to be, nor of
General Manager Bucks. On the
West End he is just plain Bucks; but
Bucks on the West End means a
whole lot.

‘' He saved the company just $300,
000 that night the Ogalalla train ran
away,” mueed Callabhan. Callahan
himself is assistant Gupermbumleub‘
now, and by all accounts soon will be |
superintendent. ‘

“1t is & good deal of money—$300- |
000—Callahan,"” 1 objected

“Figure it yourgelf. To
with, fitty pa:sengers’ lives—that's |
$5,000 apiece, isn't it ?” Callahan |
bad a cold-blooded way of figuring a
passenger's life from the company |
gtandpoint. ‘It would have killed |
over fifty paseeogers if the runaway |
had ever struck 59, and iheml
wouldn't have been enough left to |
make a decent funeral. Then the |
equipment, at least $50,000. But |
there was & whole lot more than
$300,000 in it for Bucks.'

" How s0?" ‘

“He told me once that if he hadn't |
saved 59 that night he would never
bave siguned another order anywhere |
on any road.

" Why ?" I asked, a little bit sur
prised.

“Why?" Because, after it was all
over he found out that his own |
mother was aboard 59. Didn't you
ever hear that ? 1 thought tbat by
this time everybody had heard of
that incident. Well, sir, it was |
Christmas Eve, and the year was
1884, Christmas Eve everywhere
but on the West End; there it was
no different from any other day—
just plain Dec. 24th,

" High winds wili prevail for en- |
suing twenty-four hours. Station
agents will use extra care to secure
cars on sidings ; brakemen must use |
care to avoid being blown from |
traing,’

That wae about all Bucks said in
his bulletins that evening; not a
word about Christmas nor Merry
Christmas. In tact,if Chrietmas had
come to McCOloud that night they
couldn't have held it twenty-four
minutes, much less twenty four
houts ; the wind was too high. All
the week, all the day it had biown—a
December wind: dry as an August
noon, bitter as powdered ice. It was
in the days of our western railroad
ing when we had only one fast train
on the schedule—the St. Louis Cali-
fornia Express; and only one fast
engine on the division—the 101 ; and
only one man on the whole West End
—Bucks.

Bucks was assistant superintend-
ent, and master mechanic, and train
master, and chiet despatcher, and
store keeper—and a bully good fel-
low. There were some boys in the
service ; among them, Callahan.
Callahan was seventeen, with hair
like a sunset, and a mind quick as
an airbrake. It was kis flret year at
the key, and he had a night trick
under Bucks.

Callahan claims it blew so hard
that night that it blew mosat of the
color out of his hair. Horses and
cattle huddled into f:iendly pockets
a little out of the worst of it, or froze
mutely in pitiless fence corners on
the divides. Sand drove griing
down from the Cheyenne hills like a
gtorm of snow. The streets of the
raw prairie towns stared deserted at
the sky. Even the cowboys kept
their ranches, and through the gloom
of noon the sun cast a coward
shadow. It was a wretched day, and
the sun went down with the wind
turning into a gale, and all the boys
in bad humor—except Bucks. Not

begin |

| platform watched them recede ;

| asleep.

|-that time.
| It's murder, you know,
| itentiary, it they ghould conviet you, |
| But it's worse than that.

| think about

climbed aboard, and in a hurry., The
copductor elect ran downstairs from
the register and pulled his cap down
hard before he pushed ahead against
the wind to give the engineer his
copy of the orders as the new engine
was coupled up. The fireman pulled
the canvas jealously across the nar-
row gangway between tank and en
gine.’ The brakeman ran hurriedly
back to examine the air connections,
and gave his gignal to the conductor;
the conductor gave his to the engin-
eer There were two short enorts
from the 101, and 59 moved out
stealthily, evenly, resistlesely into
the teeth of the pight. In a minute,
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only her red lamps gleamed up the
yard, One man gtill on the gtation
it
was Bucks.

He came up to the
office and sat down.

deepatcher’s
Callahan won-

| dered why he didn't go home and to

bed ; but Callahan was too good a
railroad man to ask questions of a
superior. Bucks might hsva stood
on his head on the stove, and it red

| hot, without being pursued with in

quiries from Callahan,

“I kind of looked for my mother |
Callahan |

tonight,”” said he, after
got bhis orders out of the way for a
minute.

" Where does your mother live ?

"“Chicago. I sent her transporta-
tion two weeks ago. Reckon
thought ghe'd better stay home for
Christmae. Back in God's country

| they have Christmas just about this

time
Jim,
wind.”

of year. Watch
I'm going home.

out tonight,
It's a

Callahan was making a meeting-
point for two freights when the door |

closed behind Bucks; he didn't even

eing " Good night.” And, as for |
Merry Chri—well, that had no place

on the West End anyhow.

D4, Di, D, Di" came click-
iog into the room.
Once he did sleep.
he told Bucks, he made sure of his
time, only he thought Bucks ought
to know, |

Bucks shook his head pretty hard
" It's awful business, Jim,
(t's the pen

1f any
thing happened becaute you went to
sleep over the key, you'd have them
on your mind all your life, don't you
know—{forever. Men—and—and-—
children. That's what 1 always
-the children. Maimed
and scalded and burned. Jim, if it
ever happens again, quit despatch- |
ing; get into commercial work ; mis
takes don't cost life there ; don's try
to handle trains. If it ever happens |
with you, you'll kill yourself.” |

That was all he said. No wonder |
Callahan loved him, |

The wind tore frantically around
the station; but everything elee was |
go still. It was 1 o'clock now. “D i, |
Di, J,” clicked sharp und {ast. |
" Twelve or fourteen cars passed ‘
here — just — now east — running |
a-a 8" QCallaban sprang up like a
flash — listened. What! “R.u.-n
ningaway!l

iy was the Jackson operator; Cal
lahan jumped to the key. " What's |
that 2 he asked, quick as lightning
gould dash it.

“Twelve or fourteen cars coal
passed here, full forty miles an hour,
headed east, driven by the wi—"

That was all J could send, for Oga
lallah broke in. Ogalalla is the sta
tion just west of Jackson, Aud with
Callahan's copper hair, rising higher
at every letter, this came from Oga
lalla. " Heavy gust caught twelve
coal cars on side track, sent them
out on main line off down the
grade.”

They were already past Jackeon,
eight miles away, headed east, and
running down hill, Callahan's eyes
turned like hares to the train sheet.
Fifty-nine, going west was due that
minute to leave Callendar. From
Callendar to Griffin is a twenty mile
run. There is a station batween, but
in those daye no night operator.
The runaway coal train was less
than thirty miles west of Griffin,
coming down a forty-mile grade like
a cannon ball, 1f 59 could be stopped
at Callendar, she could be laid by in
five minutes, out of the way of a cer-
tain destruction ahead of her on the
main line, Callahan seized the key
and began calling “C-n.” He pound-
ed until the call burned into his
fingers. It seemed an age before Cal-
lendar answered; then Callahan's
order flew :

' Hold 59.

Answer quick."”

ghe |

tal| |

Callahan wasn't |
When |
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