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THE TRIPPERS

TT was on the Monday afternoon that Brecken-
-i- ridge Ballard made the base-runner's dash
tlirough the station gates in the Boston terminal,
and stood in the rearmost vestibule of his outgoing
train to watch for the passing of a certain familiar
suburb where, at the home of the hospitable Lass-
leys, he had first met Miss Craigmiles.

On the Wednesday evening following, he was
gathering his belongings in the sleeper of a belated
Chicago train preparatory to another dash across
platforms—this time in the echoing station at
Council Bluffs—to catch the waiting "Overland
Flyer" for the run to Denver.

President Pelham's telegram, which had found
him in Boston on the eve of closing a contract with
the sugar magnates to go and build refineries in
Cuba, was quite brief, but it bespoke haste:

"We need a fighting man who can build railroads and
dams and dig ditches in Arcadia. Salary satisfactory to
you. Wire quick if you can come."
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