'AUDUI!ON'S JIYMN IN TIIE AM-
KRICAN FORLESTS.

I keep my haunts sithin the
Jand goleming
My chartered comrade is the stain-
lcsa beuny;
My bed is made beside some old oak's
colutnn;
t My goblet is the streom.
- Whole years arc mine in this majestic
dwelling,
Where Nature yet frowns back the
sounding mart;
What waves of life forcvermore are

wood-

r"‘,:, swelling
R Their rapture through my heart!
N pard
N,
) ‘ sof: But not for these T wander o'er the
: mountains,

" And not for these I dare the hurri-

can
ud snot for these I quaff the virgin
fountains—
« A prince of hill and plainl
> Ol mighty meanings from the moun-
tain hoa:y!
. All natural objuct
roll;
fShese give the longed-for prize and
sacred glory
Unto my pilgrim soul

2er me solemn

mid the beautiful, the stmngc, the
g lioly places,
What foy 1s mine to mecasure all the
spaces
-~ And imd the prints of Him!
Yon loug, long 1iver, like an anthem

Ym\l thou;,htful sileice of the lonely
mere;

onn eaglc. to the sun dwmcly soar-

{3

All, all have mcanings here.
} 2 To lmd smd read them is my joy and

'l’hm luul. ye boundless scenes! for-
evermore;
How well I drink and drink your per-
) fect boauter
Upon the virgin shorel
Oh! give me weclcome, every wood-
ﬁ:md solemn,
And long swcct plain and mountain-
piling so
For I pass by cach stately forest-col-

umn
To.learn the thoughts ot God.

+
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. l‘l‘he Color Blindness
of John Macartney

Se o¥s %
g0 ogs o

It came upon him suddenly one tar-
black night, when he was pulling a
special  train  of “Raymond-Whit-
combs' with the Five-nought.seven,
and the effect ofthe visitation was
to smash his nerve for the renafnder
of the run.

The special had been fifteent minutes
Jate out of Grand Butte, the division
k' station, and Macértney was cracking
B (1c whip on the curves with the rear!
P pullman  in the endeavor to make
fi\kwonck junction on time. Maverick,
% vas his meeting point with a stock
«Yimited,” and whosoever delayed a

* live stock flyer on the C. and G. R.
B was likely to lear from the train
) despatcher in language wore forcible
£ than polite.
' Macartney had regained all but two
of ‘Yo lost fifteen minutes when her
F hurled the so7 at the long grade up
the Crow Hill. From the top of the
xrade the lights of Maverick would
f be in sight, and with a minute to the
good at the summit he would make
" the meeting point on time.

“Keep lter hot, Tomi" ne shouted

tned
> dee

Delee \

sperio:
"g ' across to the fireman, and Tom, hav-
ing three good namcs at stake — his
';;'."‘“‘ own, Macartney's and the 507's —
shoveled the coal with a willing hand.
' So it came about that the hill was
nt " topped in good time, and with the
& K . lunge over the summit Dlacartney
ploma, _ eased off on the throttle and lcancd far

; f _out of his window to matk down the
lights at the junctlou.

Everything was as it should be.
Ahe stock train was waiting on the
ﬁding and the switch lamps on the
. n lite blinked yellow-gyed in the
hy darkness. Macartney felt  for
whistle lever, and in reply to
s bellowing calt the semaphore eye
the station -winked twice, the
s mcaning “No orders for you”
 giving the train the right to run
ugh the yards without siopping.
11 clear!® sang out the firemn
n his side, ahd Macartney reacheu
(thc throttle and sent the tourist
cial thundering acwn the grade.

i t was when the flying special was

Pwithin twice its length of the nearest

switch for “he siding where the stock

. ain stood—‘hat the appalling thing
rasnee Flappened. For a certain dizzying in-
y taees | Atant the yellow eye of the switch

1i~%. burned a ghastly blue, then it
lickered suddenly to red, and Macart-
was down’ from his box and fight.
:‘mldly with the big eight-wheel-

: not. to, mtkvthe»impoulble stop,

EL: - 'ut to lesgen, ll 50 hie might, by some
pewmder i fcw wheel turis the. crash of the in-}

Favitatle collision with the stock traln

ARD. jon the alding.

Momger, k .Miraculously enough thére was no

)ls pollisior, The So7 banged over the

.- witch-at foll twenty miles an hotir,

i drivé wheels aliding in the grip of

ituated. - windjams ehd ¢ stream of fire

. ng _from every brake shoe on. the.

prietey 3 train of Pullmans; but never &

heel lelt the-strajght track of the
maint line. The atnluing engine came
. a.stand just opposite the stulon.
i and in a twinkling Macarthey was
Edown and buratlng into the telegraph
,~omce. plctnre of handsotne youu;
"~~¢iut in .a fosy.

#\Who's running that stock train?®
fie exploded, in white-hot wrath.

¢ Halsey, enginecr; Iogan, conducte
or," sald the operator. **Why? What's
the matter with you, Jack?"' Macart-
ney had the seputation of bemg the
best-natured man on ‘the division,
and it weas a new thing to hear him
rave and swear lke a buccancer.

“Somebody was monkeying  with
that switch!” he stormed. “I went
red on me just befora I hit it,  Who
turncd it?”

Just then Logan himself came in to
ask gruffly why Macartney did not
pull his blanked dude over the switch
to let the stock train out. Explana-
tions followed—hot ones on Macart-
ney's part. There was already bad
blood between these two for Phemie
Tredwell’s sake.

“Youre drunk,' sncered Logan.
“I'here was nohody ntar the switch.
Get a move on your varnished cars
and let me out of here.”

“I say there was!' insisted Macatt-
ney; but now other witnesses canie to
refute itun.  The yardmaster, the
engineer of the stock train, they had
all seen the switch, and it had shown
a white light, as it should.

“By the Lord Harry! I don't care
who saw it,"" Macartuey was begin-
ning again, when his own fireman
drew him aside

“Let up on it, Jack,” he muttered.
T was all right; T saw it just as you
jerked the air on. ILat's go.”

John Macartney took his place in
the cab of the big elght-wheeler and
the special was presently storming on
its westward way again, But for
that one night the engincer’s nerve
was gone. He stood down on the
footplate to run and his hand nevet
feft the throttle.

The next time it happened he was
“dead-heading’ over the division in
the caboose of a freight train. Not
liking the company around the red
lobster of a stove—Logan was of it,
dead-Heading  also—Macartney had
climbed to a seat in the caboose look-
out. Being off duty he fell asleep,
and wihen he awoke the train was
running into Rockton. He started up
and rubbed his eyes. While you might
count five every light in the Rockton
yard glared at him with a fiery red
eye through the glass front of the
lonkout v.indow. Then the curious
hallucination passed and lie saw  the
lights as they ought to be.

“Good Lordl® he groaned; ‘I've
got it ugainl If this thing goes
on"'—— He stogped shott, thinking of
the lives that he held in his hand ev-
cry time he climbed to the cab of 507,
and belng deep in the pit of trouble he
did not hear a stealthy step on the
caboose top or the slumming of tta
rear door a ninute later.

Three days alter the ‘‘dead-head-
ing' trip Macartney went on the fast
mail run, He had objected, as most
of the men did, for the run was a
hard otte. But the objection was only
on general principles and at heatt lie
was twice glad, for the mail run gave
him a clear twenty.four-hour lay-ovtr
at Lone Pine, the western cnd of the
division, and Phemie Tredwill's fa-
ther was the station agent at Louc
Pine,

By that time there was a pretty
fair understanding between the hand-
some young engincer and Phemtc the
brown-eyed, though as yet it paused
short of housekeeping talk. Macartuey
was more than willing, but Phemic
had a way of changiny the subject
on him at the critical moment, and
far .this Macartucy feared in the cal-
ous corner of his heart that Barton
Logan was responsible.

To add to his disquietude on this
head Phemie was always ‘‘rubbing
Legan in on hna,' as he phrased it,
and she did it again on that first mail
Tun lay-over evenings when Macartney
was sharing Phemic’s watch in the
telegraph office while her father went
to supper.

“How is Mrt, Logan now?" she
asked, sweetly. “We don't see wuch
of him since he touk 16 and 17."

These were “doubling® trains, with
no lay-over for thc crew at Lone
Pine, a fact for which Macartney wis
devoutly thankful.

“He's all tight, I guess. I don't
see much of him .myself,” ssid Dla-
carttiey, wishing that the lit le might
be still-less.

I am afraid you don’t like him
véty well," said the brown-eyed maid,
all innocence.

Now, Macartney was a hag fellow,
with wide open blue eyes, a thick
mase of ted hair and a skin as white
under his clothes as a woman's. Such
men-ate not adepts in concealment,
likes me, and that's precious little. I

“1 like him about as much as he
hear he has been making his brags
that he will Tun e off the C. and

me, ‘
"Whv.deu' mel
wers eumiea."

£ dida’t know you

Mguruuy llughed-—the‘hugh os af

g\.od-nntnred giant. “I'm not aa

‘enemv  but I-guees he is."
twWhat is. ‘the -trouble?"

Pliemie, again. in all innocence.

asked

‘betore fie. eonid take time to eomlder

}z it were the wise thing to sky,
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G. R befon he gets through with |-

“You,' Macartney blurted it out |

The young gh-l blushed very. pretti-
“ly, \md.‘the tover: ﬁouht\thére was,

o

no ncck and chieck in all the world
like & soft brown to color so delic-
foualy under a blush. But {f e im-
agined he had brought matters to a
crisis at Jast, he was doumned to dis-
appointment,

“Do you have any timme at all in
Grand Butte  she asked, with one of
her lightuing changes of the subject,
twaking time, 1 mean.”

©0, yes; I have an hour or two in
the evening before I turn in."

“Will you do a little shopping for
me?*?

“P'l) buy the whole town and bring
it out to you in the cab of the
Nought-seven if you say so,'" he re-
plied, only too cager to serve her.

0, you foolish!' she said, laugh-
ing at him, "I want two yards of
this and a spool of silk to match,”
hauding him a bit of dress goods.
“Do you think you are equal to it2"

He took the scrap of cloth and held
it off, “It's red, isn't it?"

“What a questionl Why, of course
it is—cardinal red at that.”

“I thought it was,” he said, mus-
ingly, and then the father came in
and the talk of possibilities was at
an end,

Macartinev made the purchase of the
dress goeds and the silk the follow-
ing evening, and shen the dlerk said
they were a  perfect match for the
sample, he thought so, too. But the
carrying of the small package to its
destination came within a hair's
breadth of being fraught with disas-
ter.

It was beyond the Divide,
westward down grade. The mail
‘was late, as usual, and Macartney
was pushing the so7 to the limit —
which limit on tha Jack Mountain
down grade was well up to a mile a
minute.

Train No. 7, the regular Overland
Express, was just ahead of him, and
ripping around the curves and racing
free for the siding at the foot of the
mouttain to bet out of the way, for
the mail had the right to track over
all trains in both directions.

Macartney could see the smoke of 7
tising over the dun swells alead, and
he was looking out for ler in a way,
though under the rules it was 7's
business to look out for him, It was
on the last of the curves, where the
line runs down to a long tangent in
the valley, that the crux came. Ma-
cartniey had\a glitapse of a patch of
bunting—gredn, as he would have
sworn—flaunting between the rails,
another of a mun running up the
track and making frantic signals and
a third of the tail end of No. 7, stop-
ped!  Then he went to work.

It was the closest possible shave,
Luckily, all the conditions were favor-
able; a dry rafl, automatic air in
perfect  working  order, good brake
shoes under every truck. Notwith-
standing, the nose of 507 was fairly
under the platform of the rear Pull-
man of the passenger train when the
mail came to a full stop.

As a matter of course there way in-
stant investigation, and profanity
ctough to pale the normal blueness of
the crisp mountain air. Straightened
out, the story of it was this: The
track repairers had found a broken
rail and had flagged No. 7, after
which the foreman had run hack to
flag the mail. He swore by all the
gods kuown to mankind that he had
set up a red flag between the rails to
stop Macartney, and in proof thereof
showed the tattered remains of a flag
which he said the mail had run down.

Now, Macartney had seen a green
flag, or he thought he had and since
green is merely & **slow" signal, he
had done no more than to shut of
the steam uvntil he saw the rear end
of the passenger tain blocking the
way.

There was no time to fight 1t out
on the ground, but both crews re-
marked that after the first burst of
profanity Macartney shut up like a
clam. And when the two trains were
once more speeding on their way Ma-
cartney's fireman noticed that his
mate did not climdb to the box. He
stood on the foot plate, with his left
hand gripping the throttle—a thing
he had been dotug a good deal of late,
as Tom Barkley reamembered.

Macartuey did not tell Phemie how
near licr bit of dress had come to fig-
uring in & wreck on Jack Mountain,
and since he was so preoccupled as
to be almost rude, she was kinder to
him than she had ever bech before—as
is the manner of women. Nevertheless
he went back to his boarding house
shortly after Agent Tredwill returned
from supper and did' not wait to take
Plemie home, as was his ‘custom.
Thete be sotne things that will strike
a man dumb even in the presence of
the girl of his heart, and Macartney
had fallen’ upon one of these things—
Or rather it had fallen upou‘him.

On the next’ lay-over in Grand Butte
Macattney turned np at the office of
the divisioa sutgeon.

"\Vlut'a that:you say, Mac — want
to take the cye test?" said the kindly
‘little gentleman, whom the men on
the division called the “bone joint-
er, "

“‘You're: the first.man on.the road
to .gome in. for ‘that till hé kad to.
"What's wrong with, you?"

on the

“Don’t know- 3. there's- ;nythinz\
wrong:. But‘l thought I’d llh-*tc..be&

puL shrough gain,
make Ithbing."

Surgeon  Kinnebrow did wake [t
binding ~ as binding as if the blond
glant were trying to qualify as @
salesman at a ribbon counter. £ was
all to no purpose, so far as any dis-
coverable flaw in  Macartney's eye-
sight was concerned. He could dis-
tinguisk perfectly not only the pri-
mary colors, but all the intermediate
shades to the very blending point of
blue and green by lamphght.

“You're all right,” said the doctor.

'“Yes,” said Alacartnev: but  there
was 1o assurance in him.

“What made yon think you
not?*

“Two or three little things that I
can't ¢xplain; red and white getting
tangled, or seemmng to get tangled,
once in a while

“It's that d—d electric head-
fight,” growled the little doctor
“I've told ‘e it would ruin  every
pair of cyes on the road,”

““VYes, but—-"

“But what?"

"*“The last tune it happened in broad
daylight.”

* Ol ; did, eh? Then tt's your liv-
ery most hikely. Be carcful of what
you cat, and make sure of your sleep;
no overtime, mind you, till the symp-
tom disappears altocether, I supposc
by rights I ought to lay you off, but
I shan't. You know your responst-
bility and I'm going to trust you not
to take anv bad chances.'’

“Thank you, doc,’”” and Macasiney
went to get soms of the permitted
sleep on the spot.

“Por a fortnight aiter thise there
were no more “symptoms,’’ and hia.
cartney began to breathe freer - and
to run less like a man whose ncrve
is evaporating. Moreover, he won
golden encomjumns on his masterly
handling of the fast mail. There was
a $500 government penalty for the
non-delivery of the mail on schedule
time at the terminals, and to sale-
guard against this the company guve
its mail engineer a substantial bonus
for all the lost time regained un any
Alvision sun. Mac's ‘‘bonus fund”
grew with every trip, and as Phenle
seemed to interest herzelf shyly in its
accumulation, Macartney took cour-
age and put in his dead time in Grand
Butte haunting the house furnishing
shope.

But ¢ disappearance of the ‘‘symp-
toms’ proved to be only temporary.
Once .« cain, when he vias passing 2
freight tran at a blind siding, with
the 507 plunging along at a fifty-mile
gait, the nearest switch light sputter-
ed and turned first blue and then red.
But it went white again before he
could do anything morc than shut oif
steam, so nothing worse than an.
other of the terrible nerve-shakings
catne of this.

Vet it was enough to send him to
Phemie in despair, and the next even-
ing, when they were alone together in
the office ut Lone Pine, he male =
clean breast of his troubles cve wise

“'You poor boy!' she said (he was
five years her senior and big enough
to make two such men as her fath-
er), ‘“why didn't you tell me he
fore?"

oI haven't had the heart to tell
anybody. You sce, it mcans a lot
to me, Phemie, If I admit it as «
fact, I've got to throw up v job."

It would inean a lot to any one.
Can't you account fur it in any

And  say, doc,

were

way?"
“No. Doc Kinnebraw said it was
liver," but pshaw! I'm as strong

as a mule and as wcll as any wman
can be and not burst ™

She was sewing on a picce of rud
stuff he had bought for her, and for
a time her needle flew in silence. Then
she said:

“Has it — have you ever thought
that somebody might be playing
trick on you?"

Macartney’s tilted chair came to
the fllor with a crash. “'By George!™
he said; then he shook his head. “I
thought I had a notion, but it wen't
fit all the times.”

sTell mé." ahe conunanded,

“The first time it Fappened  was
when T wwas  passing  Bart Logan's
t-air at Maverick. The next time I
was dead-heading with him on  No.
18. Last night it was his train again
that I was passing at the blind sid-
ing. But he had nothing to do with
the rip up on Jack Mountain. He was
in Grand Butte that day.”

©I am afraid he has a spite at you,
John, and—I know he is a desperate
man. You must be very carcful,”

That was all she would say, but it
was enough to send Macartney ofi
with his heart afire, also with a de—
termination to lay the whole mintter
before the superintendent at the first
opportunlty. So much he owed’ to
himself, t0 the company aid to those
whose lives he held in his hand on the
arrow-flight bursts of the.fast mail.

But the climax came first, us cli-

maxes are wont to come. When Ma-
cartney rcached Grand Butte on his

return trip the supetintendent was
away, and Mac went West again the
following day: with the fast mail

hours late, o stiff head wind blowing

a gale to: still later and everbody
sweating .at the tangle the delayed

train. with. deapot rlghts was bound-
’ hnxhlnx np into his —thcu Lyide

to bring: . about’ o the: dlvlnon
It was.a ﬁaywi peuv dlmtcrs

——

First, a hot box under (o of the
mail cars began to kill time. Then a
freight train jumped the iron on the
main line and threw the mail still
farther »f, with a three-hour wait
while the wrecking crew was picking
up the remama. Jast of all, the <507
slipped an eccentrie, and though Mac
and his fireman worl ¢d like madmen
to set it, another hour went to the
bad.

Taking 1t all 1n all, Macartney did
as well as the best man on the divi-
slon could have done under like hard
conditions, but it was long past dark
when the fast mail thundered nin the
deep mounntamn  valley where T.one
Pine nestles at the end of the moun-
tain.

Two mnles eust ol the station, when
Macartney was getting the last posa-
ble wheel turn out of the 507 i a
final spurt, a red glare sprang up be-
tween the rails less than a hundred
yards in front, lighting up the frown-
ing mountains and turmag the foam-
ing torrent at the trackside into a
river of hlood.

Macartney flung himseli upon the
throttic and airbrake like a man pos-
sessed, and the big flyer groaned and
heaved and buckled, coming to a stand
with the spluttering Bengal Light fiz-
zing beneath her machinery.

“Now, what—"" He did not lin-
ish the objurgation. Jostead, he
whipped out of the cab and sprang to
the ground in geod time to catch
Phemie when she stumbled and would
have fallen. ‘““What is it, Phemie,
dear? Are you hurt?”

She shook her head. No, niot — niot
hurt,” she panted. And then: *‘He's
setting a trap for you, and I-I ran
all the way.”

“Who is sctting a trap for me?”

“Bart Logan. I saw him doing
something to the switch just opposite
our house. I had no lantern, so I got
some of Benny's Christmas fireworks
and ran. Oh-h-hl I was so afraid it
wouldn't turn out to be a red light
after afl! And John, that was a
green flag you ran down on Jack
Mountain, The section foreman told
a=--a story to save himself. I heard
all about it on the wires this riorn.
hlg."

He put her up into the cab without
a word and was stowing her on his
box seat when the mail conductor
came cngineward, swearing piteously
at this new delay. Macarthey ex-
plained in a whispered scntence and
the big conductor climbed to the foots
toard.

“AN right,” he said. “Go on, and
when you get to the switch give her
the air sort 'o sudden and I'll drop

off and nab him. Hewdy, Miss
Phemiel *’
When the switch in front of the

agent’s cottage came 1 sight it show-
¢l a white light, as it should. But
when the 507 was almost upon it, it
turned bluc and then red, and four
pairs of eyes saw {t. Macartney had
the train well under control. and at
the critical moment he checked its
flight and the big conductor leaped
from the gangway fair upon the
shoulders of a man who was holding
a piece of stained glass before the yel-
low eve of the switch lamp.

Macartney ran on to the station,
lifted Phemie down from the cab and
turned his engine over to the hostler
before hie spoke. Then he said: ¢‘May
I take you back home, Phemie?"

She nodded, and they walked up the
track together. Half way to the
winking switch they met the con
ductor of the mail.

s'Confound his picture! he got away
from me after all aud broke for the
Lids. But I guess he took your color
blindness along with him, Mac. Shall
I report it?—or will you2"

“You report it?' said Macartney.
“I'll tell the old man all about it
first chance I get.*

The conductor went on towards the
station, and when they were alone
again Macartney said: “What made
you run so? Were you alraid some of
Uncle Sam's mail boxes might get
stnashed 2"

+0Of course,” she snapped.
san you ask?"

“] didn’t know. But—O, Phemie,
girl! now that he's out of the way,
won't you give e just a little grain
of a show?"

She laughed softly and slipped her
arm in his; this tnough they were
fairly at the cottage gate. *‘Can’t you
come in and let me get you e cup of
coffec and somcthing to eat? Supper
is all over long ago at ™rs. Raf-
fley's.*

“No,*" he said, stubboraly; '‘not till
you, give me my answer.”

“01" with = little stamp o: her
foot «x wo\lldn‘t be as dense 4 o

“Iow

man fnr unythmg in the world! What

do you .want me to say?"
ns‘y “Yes.' !

“But I can't give you &
‘show,! as you put it."

* "Why can't yow?”

“Because 1 gave you all there was
to,give a long time ago—only you
were color blind and couldn't see it.
Now will vou come “fm2"

And he wents stumbling beside her
in & new blinducss—the blindness  of
;love uirdenied thlt’su\\' no light save
Mu.t in the brown eves that were

s
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