
THE LAST SPIKE

"It is justice, stem justice ; to you, my dear,
to myself, and tliis fine young fellow who has
stolen your heart. Let him show himself worthy
ofyou.and you have my blessing and my fortune."

"Is he going soon?"
" He is gone."

The young woman knelt by her father's chair
and bowed her head upon his knee, quivering
with grief.

This stem man, who had humped himself and
made a milUon, put a hand on her head and
said :

" Ma-Mary "_ and then choked up.

II

The tent boy put a small white card down on
General Dodge's desk one morning, upon which
was printed

:

J. Bradford, C. E.

The General, who was at that time chief en-
gmeer in charge of the construction of the first

Pacific Railroad, turned the bit of pasteboard
over. It seemed so short and simple. He
ran his eyes over a printed list, alphabetically


