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The Open Track

PHE GRAIN GROWERS' GUIDE

By George Randolph Chester -

i e was clear ties te¢ 1t Gor n Junet ! Wit wel have tried to reserse t vielone
R - all g r a o S connection, and PDeath was there, grinning and spitting
e & ¢ juite -anx 1s tha S I dn 't v odown anuch as it us,-and there was no eseugm

ther nal i Stranger met cas Wi the Edgarville 1y It s ‘1t isn't the hissing of the stean
br n the ! z r, sl i st there, sharper than nor the elang an of 1ron that |
8- ser 8 ! _’ i t ¢ ! H ¢ now, with not enougl hear when | thin t awful minute,

t far a g e nod of My t ¢ road bed, and with trees but the horrible grind, grind, grind!

n betore | nut on ni rht to the signal tower, so It was all over in a flash 'he two en

I ; § the nrst 1 I ! ! t ddn 't see_u foot' Leyond gines seeed to heave up bhe svoloano,

T € route ( gnt s 1 t v they had put a s¢ !.Ai"n‘!' ind then I was numb some place or
ind that was -tier eur 1 O [ I It was the sen aphore that killed ither, I couldn’t tell just where, and |
<sumed When 'l { T4 e this passengers, not me, for that morn seemed to float very gently- down upon
A I always travel | niy t this e it was ¢lear We never heard of the ground, out in the field |1 SUppose |
t S When we e semapl ¢ man avain: he eut right must have been unconscious for min
! e 'm not going 1 ross country, and 1 suppose he ate or two after.] lit, but it wasn 't for
dow \ ¢ T atived his longer than that I think the shrieks
( 1oht | should His Ipping out that way he Ii"'l te ind moans around me must have waked
I red reo fifty ear me, and ag soon as I cot out of me up. ™ I odidn't know I was hurt |
! On I he | al the company offered me my lidu't even wonder why T had <o muel
dren AV-HHOANINY, Or Wors nt t i b =i but | ’ ouldn 't take 1t .l trouble in getting to my feet, nor why
quiet And it wasn’'t n fault 1 HewW 1 HOTVE Was grone 'hey shifted when Iowalked, I limped, and et oy
Oniprdl exanerated me after they |} ne to the St Louis branch and gave ma left arm hang straight Alu\\n‘, tned held
nvestivated., The semaphore was elear their best train, but 1 couldn’t make my other hand upon my back; nor did
it |t _\'.:n this very train, toe They Bredule I had mv hand on the lover I know that there was an ugly eut upon
| her Number Eight the nd she's rembling, ready to reverse her, all the my forchead AL T thought abiout in

rht now I am ne tiny time, and [ eouldn’t even pull in a slow that first moment was the scemaphor

too much whén | s | VIS A train within a half-hour of her time | ind 1 looked Ups. It waus still elear

rood engineer in those da \ " ad o strealk running thria me the size SHave vou any ddea what it menns
!_:nvi to be, to run Nuinilbe aht: for of a tel graph 'mlu- and the color of a to he rvﬂ-wlwll»!.- for the death of l|l|‘\
at that time she was th . t in the banana, and I couldn’t fight it down. |1 cight people? - Of course you haven’'t.
world, and a man with 1 af vellow was all in, and T had to step down and I hadon™t even then, until | began to

any p!:uﬂ in him had
no right to elimhb in
to the caub of he
engine,  Up grade or
down grade, curve or
straight away or
shaky track, she had
to o b [»il-’lul along
with t hie throttle
wide apen, and m)
fbreman Jimomi
[l he's  running
Fhis triovn todina

fll"!‘ll,’ ]u} every
Jup I hadn’t
nerve nomy o bhody
those davs and |
foved my seat in the
cab just next to oy
love the old wooder
rocker i@t home, witl
thie w f and the
bhabies ;uulxruf e
I loved the sweep

the wind, 1he [PI.:} (
the curve the o
ward rush of t)
Srarght level streteh
ven ‘il' "l.‘. ~.(.1.
nd rock of her. u
ld Four Hund

.t'|-| l wWo spun « “r
crooked  beds  and

rotten ties and kink

cd rail but all that
wits before T lost m
n the Ha
‘ ile o the 8
| ¢ Irak
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we  str
§ f Fduar ’
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4
'

or The
thie
| v |
‘ r !
4 ' [
" . tal'
’
! i
recrnt e
i | r

BREAKIN ; AMONG THE BLUFFH
A scene on the farm of Mr Page near Gladstone Man

ompany wa o1 el e move among then I s ot Ee b
Ve me o prood i no1he ' o what 1t looked ik Y o
i I've held it ever et | mugine 1t for yvourselt, and he than!

I EM A TV STRR R VI Tt b i) vt ot reaet
ould make more maor v n who camne uy
perhiaps, tod I could forget ind sereamed at me furious) b e
: Yo e had Jost her hair her false hinar

o ‘ thre ' 1 ¢ night at er foet iy men, all et

e, und as we turned i t cees hut e : 0. never
f the orade | } acr t ree A\ preat i hrute of a f«
¢'re. A r t ni ith a hire ) neh high an
L L i I ! ‘ r 1 1 ! headd N W o
nd 1 thre bor en to the | i ‘ R 1 cold
v‘\’ ! I ! iy "! 1! 4 sl thrown Ly i Fheq
Jos, € Four Hundred and torwaur ipon the ground and w b
ny 1 tott f G ‘ I, tho he not irt 4
I i r rt ‘ nor had he an a q intanecs

o the grie plain oy | nothe trair A dres ny fellow
¢ this minats. The sus | ¢ bhoon elamned in i wisk
b rber ) y turnid t to be a doctar r th #
( ‘\’. r ! (R thie f L) | ig nd interr irs that

uvit ‘ T I have killed an orainary man at
loor okir i ! ¢ dragped mself around. with

r re i . te face and s jawe clenched, and

vith bot ; e ip one wound after anothe int
‘ ‘ r ! “ e
| ¥l But it wasn’t the men that prippred
ard; 1t w the waormen and el
! ! r re 10 e, | had n sife and three
A 5 at ‘ L You know what that
: N t ! oLt for | waw 151 L Rrouy
! ! le the lid of vaur wateh u Pntte g
’ Mine have al) been taven from me <inee
SR ¥ epa by hen, one at a time, ull four of thern
' nd as enel ‘ v e 1t secined Yo b

somehow  connected “with that) texeible
day out there an the field. 1 took”it as
nosort of punishment, altho God knows |
shouldn’t have heen punished more than
this memory s a punishment, for it
wasn 't my fault The semaphore was
clear, and it wasn’'t  my  husiness  to
know what was bevond it But it was
vy hand on the lever, just the same, andd
it the damned suffer worse agony than
Iodid as T looked from one to the other
of those poor, muaimed, lielpless cren

tures, we have a cruel God It's the
women and children that 1 can't get
over There was one little girl just

the age of m Elsie, with the same
hrown curls, and

His voice choked and ha *l“"[""l, but
the stranger did not look at him I
Lnew that the tears were smnrting upon
the ex engineer’s lower exvelids, and his
oWl eves were moist. There was a little
garl like that in the hid of the wateh
case, and just now she was over o thou
and miles awny There  wus quide o
longs silence.

“You are not to blawme for losing
vour nerve, ' owas the stranger’'s com
monplaee remark, after he had eleared
awny a certamn huskiness that was in
his throat

“1 dost ot One
seeond,” “replied the
other,Funsteadily. ],
thut hud always heen
the coolest man of
the crew inun wree k,
wis no use fhis time
cLike w crazy man- 1
went from one to n
nother of them wher
Iln"\ |n'\ on the
eround, all the hving
and some of the dend
I gness, telling them
over and over again
that it wasn't my
fuult, that the ‘sema
phore  waus  clenr
clenr us aoerystal! 1
made them look to
where both ity use
less  arms,  the  red
and the white, hung
limp in the sunlight
O mian luughed
when I told  ham,
then he cursed fine
and dicd  with pthe
CHrne Hnpon ’li! 'lpl.
Aod it was  his litth
pirl that looked like

mine !’

11

Mo after ke
sped away  and the
two traveler bt silently Jooking out
fthe window and thinking gravely
Fhere was o long stop by and by, and

the strancer spoke of it ‘
CYes, ' ngrecd the ex engineer, we
ought 1o he out of her This is Gordon
Tunetion, and the 8t. Lonis train is n

thead of uw,’

Phe conductor presently eame bustling

nto the ear

| T vou're abourd ":IH‘V,' b

CTimmie Dale

bioa ust taken sick an the _eab, and
u

vou Il have to pull ug in to Yhe end of

he division. 171 report 1o heandguarters

hat you're in eharge. "’

ard, moppang has hrow

'

There was no vehement outhurst of
refusal, wueh aw the stranger had eox
peeted Instead, the ex engineer st
Hent for some time, moistening his lips
nlternately, with a curious, slow deliber
tion
You know where we are, don't you,
Turphy 177 he finally returned, and the
onduector pave a smile of understanding
indulgence, Can’t Jimmie laxt until
to paws the Edgarville curve? 1 won't
ran from there '’

running h

Lawt!" " repented Murphy, ‘' He's in
the baggage car on a cot now, with a
doctar that we got out of the Cineinnat)
Jeeper Acute gastritis, he ealls it
othing to it Billy-——~you'll have to for
Continued on Page 15
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