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Reinstatement of Dolan
By FRANCIS J. DICKIE

DOLAN, chief train despatcher of te G. T. P.
at Edmonton, woke ta agonizing soberness.
He lad been drunk for a week. Crawling
out of lied lie sliuffled across the floor ta

thle wasli-stand and hlf ernptied the lotel pitdher
of luke-warrn water.

Witl tlrobbing liead Dolan finished dressing,
walked downstairs and eut ai the liotel, ta the rami-
shackle temporary buildings oi the new railýway's
division leadquarters, whicl lay just across the
track.

Entering the outer office of the superintendent's
twa-roomn shanty, Dolan was greeted by Stanley,
t'le chief clerk.

"The aid man's inside and lie wants ta see you,"
Stanley remarked, in a low voice.

After a precautianary knock Dolan entered -and
stood just inside the door, and for a long moment
the superintendent eyed the despatcher in silence.

Tley were aid timers, tlese two. For the iast
ten years now wlerever lad been a new "front"
there lad came superintendent Dennis and always
Dolan lad been upon thie division. It was a part of
their lives now, thîs following ai new uines in a
dozen parts of the continent.

Tagetler tley lad seen the U. P. grow, and wlien
the work was done and the "front" no langer
existed tley lad lied themselves on ta the Western
Pacific and then on again once mare ta this new,
big Canadian road xhicl was f ast throwing its
bandýs of steel acrass a continent.

"Well, Dolan, it's lappened again. Now, I think
a couple of montîs up at Butze will just suit you."

Dolan nodded in silence and breathed a lîttie sigli
of relief. At least lie was at work again, wlich,
in lis present financial state, was a great deal.
Dolan was a good railroad man, and the associa-
tions af the past went for sometliing even with so
stèrn a man as Dennis.

Sa Dolan took the nigît train ta Butze, and the
liglits and life ai Edmonton and the soft voice ai
Hazel King, the train master's daughter, were leit
behind.

If you look carefully an the map ai the great
transcontinental railway you will, after a little time,
find Butze. It is a mere point of the road lying
mîdway between divisions of -the prairie section
mast westerly toward the mountains. Just a side-
track and a dismantled box-car are there, thie latter
made, habitable with added windýows and sundry
boards, for the lone man wlo acts as nigît and day
operator, ticket, freiglit and baggage agent, in fact

the one and only representative of tlie road.
SThe second week of Doian's exile had drawn

almost ta a close. Darkness lad f allen and as he
sat lîstlessly smoking, lie was very lonely, sick
already of the monatony of this littie sun-scorched
spot. Being roasted by day, mosquito-pestered by
niglit, always alone, lad brougît quick realization
ta hirn of tlie value of lis late lield position in Ed-
monton. And, too, a strange longer was on lim,
a liunger for the sound of a voice and a little
rippling laugli. And tlie days were more utterly
void now tliat Hazel King liad passed ont of lis lii e.

Suddenly tlie clattering af tlie keys cauglit bis
attention. Q.D... Q.D.. ..... the keys clicked
ont. It was Artland, first station east, calling
Chauvin, another flag stop. twenty miles westward
from Butze. To an experienced telegrapher tlie
key's clattering is more tlian mere unemotional
sound, and in that quick, repeated calling, Dolan
ýsensed danger and listened.

"Flag No. 1- and sidetrack lier. Liglit engine
running wiid just passed lere rnaking sixty miles
an liaur."

For a minute there was silence, tlien the operator
at Cliauvin pounded back: "No. 1 just gone tlirough
hitting the grit forty miles an liaur."

With a perception quickened by years of train
despatching Dolan grasped the details aimost before
the sounder ceased.

The passenger lad passed Chauvin on time, and
running on lier scliedule was due ta pass Butze in
thirty minutes, while the runaway under lier own
steami and aided by the long, graduai drap in grade,
whicli existed between Artland and Butze, would
caver the ten miles bettveen these points in twelve
minutes at the outside, and passing meet tlie pas-
senger almnost halfwaybetween Butze and Chauvin.

And as Dolan grasped tliese facts lie- realized
with horror tlie lelplessness of lis own position.

Had bis sidetrack been clear the simple throw-
ing af the East switch would bave deflected thie
runaway into the sidetrack, where in ail probahility
it would, after running the iength of thie siding,
derail up striking the closed points of the West
switdh. Bu~t standing upan this track were two
cars of dynamite for the One Girl mine, and Dolan
shuddered at the thougît of the liavoc that would
lie created should the engine strike these. Endless
yards of bathsiding and mainline woul be twisted
and torn, and -lie, too, wouid lie hlown ta pieces.
And the upcaming passenger train, uriwarned,
wouid rush into this twisted steel and derail witli
perhaps even mare fearful resuits than the lead-an
collision that now portended.

For a minute Dolan sat striving for sorne solution,
some way ta avert the danger, but there seemed
none. TIen suddenly lie leaped ta bis feet, set
the board against No. 1, and grabbing a hammer
tlat lay on the near window sill, rusled out and
started down the track in the direction of the
app raaching runaway.

T le remembrance of the deserted gravel pit,
whicl joined the mainline a littie over a mile east-

'-And tnere ho Iay, haif-conolous of the rushing locomotive."

ward f rom Butze, had corne to him. And lie prayed
that there was time.

There was now littie more than ten minutes left
before the runaway wauld pass the gravel pit. As
lie ran lie wandered if lie couid make it. Caver
tlie mile and a quarter tliat lay between lir and
the aid abandoned switch.

For haif a dazen telegrapli pale lengtlis lie ran
easily, light-footed. Then lis breatli sliortened.
The vocation of operating daes flot tend ta make
a man' s wind eitlier lasting or sound and lis late
debaucli had weakened liim, left lis tissues flabby.

A littie farther an lie slackened lis pace. Tliougli
every second was preciaus lie realized tliat lie could
nat last tlie distance at tliis speed.

It was black dark. At first lis legs liad responded
easily, bis strides -were long and lis feet lifted
higli, but as the yards diminislied lie grew heavy-
f ooted and stumbled of ten. Tlie larger. Ctnes tliat
were mingled with the new-placed gravel liurt lis
feet and uneveniy tamped ties tlirew hirn out of
step sametimes, almost averbalancing him.

Dolan got lis second wind, but now the pace was
teiling, and lie breathed in panting gasps. Once lie
feill, and falling, tare lis hanýd cruelly on the sharp
edge of a hlf-driven track-spike.

Befare half the distance liad been covered every
step and quick-drawn breatli seemed to drive lis
iungs painfully against lis shoulder blades, and
his diapliragm was a dead, leaden weight.

A drap of blood feli frorn lis nase, then another,
till the fast-flowing stream choked lis breathing,
forcing hirn ta gulp tlie air t'hrough tlie moutli.
And tlie running blaad paured aver his open lips
into lis mouth and dripped down lis jaws like a
slavering blaadhound.

Fram away down the track carne the rumbling
raar of the engine. Could lie make it? -His legs
seemed impossible of faster movernent, b ut terror
and thie nearness af the goal brought new life and
lie ran on faster.

He did flot think callectively naw.
The switch, the switdli, repeated aver and over in

his brain tilI it seemed almost that the words were
being roared inta his ears.

Gasping, breatling iaba'redily, haîf sobbingly, lie
stumbled sideways acrass the steel. The red switch
stand was reached.

And near, sa near that the liissing exhaust
seemed beside him, was the fasýt-driving engine.

With quivering arrn lie raised the tiglit-clutched
liammer and srnate the heavy padiock. Twice lie
struck before it gave. l'len grasping the switch-
bar and raising it off the catch, Dolan lunged witli
aIl lis weiglt and remainîng strength upan it. Old,,
long-disused and rusty, it stuck. Once mare Dolan
pulled, every last ounce af muscular power despair-
ingly put forth, and it gave suddenly, swinging
clear around ta the notch sa quickly that Dolan
siipped and feil, lands still gripping tlie bar.

And there lie .lay only haîf cansciaus af the rush-
ing locomotive, 5that striking the open switch,
lurched heavily, and stili holding the rails went
tearing, witli screaming of wheels an rusty steel,
down the sharp incline inta the pit below.

Dazed and weak as a dhîld, now that the ordeal
was over, Dolan gat ta his feet, and, resetting the
switch, started slowly up the track for the sliack.

A£ little regretfuily, naw that the danger was aver,
lie remembered tliat the sernaphore was set against
No. -1. Tlie passenger was a mail train, and with
lier, time was preciaus. With this thought upper-
most the operatar quickened bis pace a little,
thougli every step now was agony. His leg muscles
ached with a burning ache that increased with
eadh step.

It was a very heavy-eyed, blood-bespattered crea-
ture that greeted the astonished conductor and the
few passengers frcrn tlie day-coaches wlio were
still awake and walking up and down the platform.
And Dalan, with a little tired gesture waved thern
aside, as they started ta crowd about hirn, and went
withîn the shack ta wire that the line was clear.
As lie entered hie heard lis cali heing rapidly re-
peated andb opening up lie began ta send. It was
a terse message and ta the point, for Dolan was
vel!y tired.

Ta division headquarters lie flashed.- "Liglit en-
gine ditched into aId gravel pit. No. 1 an mainline
here awaiting orders."

And when the conductor had received bis arders
and the train rumbled off into the niglit, Dalan
washed the biood from his face, bound bis' land
and, stripping off tlie claramy, clinging clothes. lie
rolled into bed and f elI asleep with the medley sangs
af rnyriad frogs and the long, mournful whistling
caîl of the niglit birds for a iulIaby.

It was twa days later that the conductar of the
accommodation local brought imi two 0. C. S. let-
ters. One a long, officiaI, envelape, but the other-

1(Conctuded on page '28.)


