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BUD’S FIRST RUN.

Or the, Hero of No. 22. Bv Maitland Leroy
Osborne.

Bud is superintendent of motive ; ed furtively to wipe his hand upon heard a low rumble like a coming
power now, and when he speaks 
things happen: but what I have in 
mind took place a good many years 
ago, when he was only a wiper in 
the round-house at Fair view, with 
hair like an October sunset, a snub 
nose and many freckles—though 
the latter were not often in evidence 
owing to the dirt. For wiping en
gines can, by no wild stretch of 
imagination, be classed as clean or 
easy work. It meant crawling like 
a rat under the bellies of the great 
iron horses; with a bunch of waste 
and a long-snouted oil can, having 
his face and hands smeared with 
soot and dirt, ears full of ashes and 
hair full of grease, oil down his 
neck and a general sensation as of 
being rolled alternately in a dust 
heap and mud-puddle for twelve 
hours a day.

For exercise he was expected to 
break his back straining at the 
turn-table and helping the machin
ists to juggle heavy castings, and i 
for recreation was allowed to do 
all the dirty and disagreeable work 
about the roundhouse that every 
one else shirked.

There were compensations how
ever. When “Bud” was not too 
tired to indulge in visions of future 
glory, he dreamed of some day hav
ing the right side of an engine and 
being spoken to respectively by the 
master-mechanic and looked up to 
with awe by the frowsy-headed 
wipers who had sunk beneath his 
notice. And occasionally after he 
had labored diligently many weary 
months, the good-natured fireman 
of the fussy little switching engine 
would allow “Bud” to darner up 
on the gangway and spell him for 
a half hour.

He began to find out the differ
ence between an injector and a 
piston rod, absorbed intuitively the 
mysteries of the quadrant and the 
throttle, and at last—happy day!— 
was allowed to get his yearning 
clutch on the levers of a wheezy 
old freight engine and run her from 
the round-house down the track to 
the watering tank and when she 
had drank her fill, back her care 
fully up to her waiting train.

“Bud” was eighteen when he 
commenced wiping, bright and ob
servant, strong and active, -espect- 
ful to hi» superiors, and not given 
to needless talking. In eight 
months he had become thoroughly 
familiar with the outward and vis
ible parts of a locomotive, under
stood the construction and working 
of a locomotive, understood the 
construction and working of the 
slide valve, iniectors and air brakes 
and bad begun to study the train 
sheet, the surest sign of the out- 
croppiug of ambition. Mason, the 
foreman of the round-house, had 
come to look on"Bud” as his re
liable and most inteligent helper, 
and favored him accordingly.

Mason’s dinners were usually 
brought to him every noon either 
by his wife o»- one of the younger 
children. But there came at last a 
red letter day for “Bud” when 
Nellie, the foreman’s oldest daugh
ter, tall, slender and brown-eyed, 
came picking her way daintily 
over the tangle of tracks at noon to 
the round-house with her father’s 
dinner pail.

“Bud,” crawling from beneath an 
engine, with oil can in hand, felt 
that the smoky, dingy place had 
suddenly become transfigured. 
Half-hidden behind the engine, he 
stole shv, wondering, glances at the 
bright, liappy face of the girl, at 
her neat, cool-looking dress and her 
soft white hands. She r?moved 
her wide-brimmed straw hat and 
seated herself by her father’s side 
on the bench, after he had spread 
a bunch of clean waste to protect 
her dre-H from the dust and dirt, 
and “Bud’, watered, fascinated, 
while they talked.

A few days ater she came again 
and “Hud” being near at hand, 
Mason called l<> him good-natured
ly, “Come here, ‘ Bud” and meet my 
girl.”

“Bud” came, feeling the eyes of 
the world upon him, and suddenly 
he was conscious of hi- dirt-smear
ed face and hands and his torn 
and oil-stained clothes. But th- 
girl appeared not to notice. She 
smiled frankly into his eyes and 
held out her hand. “Bud” stopped 
abruptly, blushed hotly under the 
coat of sLot and grease and atVmpt-

a bunch of waste.
“Never mind the dirt,” said the 

girl smiling'y, still holding out her 
hand, and soon after a brief hesita
tion he grasped it.

Her white, soft, yet firm fingers

train, then the hind-lights of a 
caboose flashed into view and a few 
seconds later a string of cars shot 
past him in a shower of dust and 
cinders. Instinctively he counted 
them as they pa-sed. Six coal cars 
and the caboose, headed East to

lay in his own black ones for an jaeet the Express and going at ter- 
instant, while their eyes exchanged rjfic speed.
a greeting. The coal train had broken

Being a railroad man s daughter two on “the summit” and the 1 
her earliest remembrance was of end was running wild! 
great shining, snorting iron horses Under “Bud’s” fiery locksO
that her 
heart she

father cared. In her' was
; the brain of an ideal railroad man. 
i When seconds mean lives the manheld the traditions of 

railroading secretly enshrined and j ” '^tionTust aTby‘instinct “and 
perhaps under the outer coat of think afterwards. With a bound 
dirt and grease on the face *
youth into.whose eyes she

of the 
looked, he was back in the round-house 

and had looked at the clock. Ifshe saw something of the clean soul. ^ Express was 0D time it would
W1 in" just be pulling out of Weston ville.

She talked to him brightly, with j already too late to receive a warn 
a frank kindness that went straight j ing from the operator at Fairview 
to the lonely heart of the orphan i As no night operator «vas stationec. 
boy who had grown up in the hard ! at either of the intermediate flag 
world of labor and had had no | stations, there was now no way to 
sister. | warn the Exyress of the danger it

From that time forth “Bud” j was running down the mountain to 
watched tor her coming every day I meet. The heavy coal cars and the
and studied the train sheet with re 
newed earnestness. It was not 
long before Mason asked him to 
dinner on Sunday. “Bud” went 
gladly, and for the first time Nellie 
saw him with a clean face. The 
home-like air of the neat cottage, 
the motherly welcome of Mrs. 
Mason, the clamorous greeting of 
the younger children, the hearty 
hand-shake of their lather and the 
trank pleasure in Nellie’s look 
brought moisture to his eyes. After 
that a plate was laid at “Bud’s” 
place at the Mason table every 
Sunday.

The C. N. E. & W. is a single 
track road, winding deviously over 
two mountain ranges, with a long, 
easy curve across a valley midway 
of which lies Fairview. To the 
eastward are two small flag stations 
on the mountain side several miles 
apart, and then comes Weston ville, 
fourteen miles away. To the 
westward , four mihs beyond Fair- 
view, lies Adajjns, and midway be
tween is “the summit” at Pine Bluff, 
pitching off to either side a five per 
cent grade, a stumbling block or 
fall heavily loaded freights.

There came a night when “Bud” 
alone in the round house, was giv
ing the last finishing touches to 22 
before taking her down to the west 
end of the yard to run extra to 
Westonville with a half a dozen 
cars of delayed perishable freight, 
after the passing of the Express at 
10 o’clock. The Express did not 
stop at Fairview, and ahead of it 
would be a coil train that would 
take the siding at Adams to give 
the Express the right of way.

No. 22 was a big ten-wheeled 
Baldwin, with 56 inch drives and 
cylinders large enough for children’s 
playhouses. She had a record for 
fast running also, and was the ob
ject of “Bud’s” special pride. As 
he gave the last careful wipe to a 
connecting rod, he glanced at the 
clock on the wall. Past time for 
the coal train, he thought, and as 
he listened heard a strident whistle 
and the rumble of the train entering 
the eastern eud of the yard.

He stepped out beside the track 
and the glow of the head-light 
swept down upon him. Sparks 
were flying from the wheels of the 
great Mogul as they gripped the 
rails, and the train shot by him at 
a much faster rate than the six 
miles laid down in the rules for 
speed within yard limits. They 
were late, and Sandy McPherson 
with his head stuck out of the cab 
window and his eyes fixed on the 
switcblights in the van , was evid
ently in a hurry to make his siding 
at Adams and get out of the way 
oi the Express. “Bud” watched 
the tail ligh’s of the caboose disap
pear in the darkness, then stepped 
back into the round-house and 
glanced again at the clock. The 
Express would oedue in twenty 
minutes. He climbed into the cab 
of No. 22 thiew a shovelful of coal 
upon the grate and looked at the 
water gauges and the steam dial 
which showed a pressure of 118 
pounds. Then he pulled the door 
of the fire-box ajar, swung lightly 
down from the cab and went out
side to get a I reath of the fresh 
night air.

Suddenly, to the Westward he

long train of Pullman’s would meet 
with a crash at the foot of the 
mountain and nothing could save 
the sleeping pàssengers from a hor- 
ible death.

Yes, there was something. The 
coal cars had not cleared the yard 
before “Bud” was stooping over a 
switch. A moment later his hand 
was at the throttle of No. 22 as 
she glided out into the main track. 
One thought only had flashed 
through his mind. He must catch 
those runaway cars. Catch them 
and pull them out of the way of 
the Express. Had there been time 
to discuss the situation, any engin
eer on the road would have told 
him that it couldn’t be done single- 
handed. They would also have 
told him that to make the attempt 
meant certain death. But “Bud” 
did not stop to figure on the chanc
es, he acted—like a tight coiled 
spring suddenly released. He lost 
a few precious seconds of time in 
stopping the engine and running 
back to close the switch, then 
climbed back into the cab, pulled 
the throttle wide open and No. 22 
leaped forward like a race-hcrse. 
As he flashed by the station in a 
swirling cl ml of dust he caught 
a momentary glimpse of the night 
operator, hatless and coat less and 
white-faced, standing upon the 
platform. A few seconds more 
and he was beyond tha boundary 
of the yard and the level track 
stretched ahead into the dakness.

No. 22 was swaying and bound
ing now so that he had to cling to 
the levers to keep from being 
dashed headlong from the cab. 
She was increasing her speed with 
every lap.

If he overtook the coal cars 
while going at that terrific speed, 
and could not stop in time, No. 22 
would plow hilf way through them, 
but with the express rushing down 
to meet them he dared net shut off 
.tnd feel his way. He could only 
hang halfway out of the cab 
window, with the wind cutting his 
face like whip lashes, and watch 
with straining gaze the path of 
light dancing ahead on the shining 
rails. He felt the engine swerve 
under him as she rounded the 
curve, and knew that the foot of 
the mountain was less than two 
miles away. Then the coal cars 
came into view, so suddenly that 
he involuntarily shut off the steam. 
They were still running east but at 
diminished speed.

Pulling the throttle partly open 
again, “Bud” picked up a coupling 
pin, crawled from the cab window, 
and cling to the handrail like a 
bulldog at the flank of a frenzied 
steer, made his way slowly along 
the footboard to the pilot. The 
swaying of the engine all but threw 
him off" a dozed times and he was 
cruelly bruised and battered as he 
was dashed resistleeslv against her 
iron sides. No. 22 was gaining on 
the coal cars at every leap, and 
when he had reached the pilot only 
a few feet of space were between 
them. Bracing himself as firmly 
as possible he raised the heavy 
coupling bar with both hands and 
waited.

If he failed to guide it into the 
jaws of the draw-bar he would be

the deadwoods. If they struck 
iard enough to throw him off he 
would be instantly ground to death 
beneath the relentless wheels. But 
îe did not think of this. He 
thought of the light that bad been 
in Nellie’s eyes when she stood 
waiting for him at the gate the 
Sunday before, and of dead faces 
staring up at the midnight sky if 
he failed to make the coupling— 
and set his teeth hard. Then No. 
22 butted her nose into the end 
of the coal car with a vicious jar 
that nearly shot him into space, 
but he clung, somehow, and guide- 
ed the bar true to its place. Cling- 
to it with one hand, lie reached 
forward and dropped in the coup
ling pin, then, dizzy and bruised, 
made his way back along the 
swaying footboard to the cab.

As “Bud” shut off steam, put on 
the driver-braker and applied the 
sand, the coal cars struggled madly 
to pull away, then sullenly slacked 
up with heavy chugs as the burn
ers cradled together.

Then he dropped the reverse 
lever down in the corner, pulled 
the throttle wide open, and as No. 
22 gathered herself in the back 
motion for a headlong rush, he 
heard the Expess whistling for 
the croseing at Stony Lonesome 
less than a mile away.

Anyone who has ever ridden in 
the cab of a locomotive running 
backward at approximately a mile 
a minute, with half a dozen heavy 
cars tumbling after her, can appreci
ate “Bud’s” sensations for the next 
few minutes as he raced madly 
ahead of the Express—none others 
can. Rounding Cape Horn in 
cat boat would be a mild and pleas
urable excursion in comparison 
The tremendous strain had pullet 
the steam down alarmingly and 
he found it ncessay to attend to 
the fire. After narrowly escaping 
being pitched headlong from the

“SCARRED
FOR LIFE”

•kin diseases in many cases 
may need the “inward” ap
plication to remove the taint 
from the blood.
But many a once handsome countenance 

Is “ scarred for life " for lack of using such 
S healing agent as Dr. Agnew’s Ointment. 
Only needs a few applications of this magic 
healer to any skin disease to clear away all 
Signs of outward disorder and leave the 
affected part as smooth and soft as an in* 
tint’s cheek. 39
For sale by F. B. Dalton, Newcastle, N. B.

Palatable ns Cream.—“The D. & L.’ 
Emulsio'i of Cod Liver Oi', for those suff
ering from severe coughs and hemorr
hages. is used with the greatest benefit. 
Maun fact u red by the D ivis & Ltwrence 
Co. Ltd.

A CERTAIN REMEDY FOR CORNS.

And one always to be relied upon is,. 
Putman's Painless Corn Extractor. Safe 
sure and always painless. Nearly fifty 
imitations prove its value. Beware of 
such. Get Putman’s at druggists, or if 
you cannot get it we will send it to you 
by mail upon receipt of 25 cents, post paid 
to Canada or United States. N. C. Poi
son & Co., Kingston, Ont.

Children Cry for

CASTOR I A.
Poisons In the Blood

Bring Pain and Death
Uric Acid the Came of Serions Or

ganic Channel, Fatty Heart, 
Bright’» Disease, Enlarged Lit
er, and Brain Diseases.

Foul poisons left in the blood by de
fective kidneys form what Is known as 
uric acid. Its presence may be detect
ed by such ailments as dyspepsia, asso
ciated with irregular bowels and 
scanty, highly-colored urine. There 
are pains of a neuralgic nature in the 
back and in the Joints, sleepless nights, 
dizziness, headache, depressed spirits 
and Impaired memory.

Fatty heart, dropsy, apoplexy and 
heart disease are the usual termination 
if uric acid is left in the blood. It is a 
serious matter to neglect these symp
toms. The home treatment prescribed 
by Dr. A. W. Chase has proven suc
cessful In many thousands of cases.

Mr. A. W. Parson, Martin ville, Que., 
writes:—"I was a sufferer from kidney 
disease and bladder trouble for 13 years, 
and had a constant desire to urinate 
with its accompanying weakness. Medi
cine prescribed by a skilful physician 
only gave me temporary relief. The 
trouble would recur at very awkward 
times. I was persuaded to try 1 
Chase's Kidney Liver Pills. I obtaini 
relief after one dose, and before I hi 
finished the first box felt better than I 
had for many years.” Dr. Chase’s Kid. 
ney-Llver Pills, one pill 4 dose, 25 centf 
a box, at all dealers or Edmansûn, 
Bates Se Co.. Toronto.

crushed like an eggshell against

gangway, and scattering severa 
shovelfuls of coal nil over the cab 
he finally managed to get a little 
into the fire-box. Then the lights 
of Fairview shot into sight. The 
night operator stood on the plat
form, lantern in hand, waved an 
“all right” as No. 22 went reeling 
and plunging past, shaking the 
heavy coal cars as a dog shakes a 
rat, then “Bud” hanging out of the 
cib window, saw him throw the 
signal to red to stop the Express, 
which staggered to a standstill 
a half a minute later, with a wond
ering blast of the whistle aud 
protesting screams from the wheels 
when the brake shoes clutched 
them. The conductor, immaculate 
and severe in his faltless blue 
uniform and shining silver buttons 
dropped to the platform with his 
lantern swing from his arm almost 
before the wheels stopped turning, 
foiled by the baggage master, engin
eer, Pullman porter and a couple 
of brakemen, all ot them firing 
questions at the operator like the 
rattling of a Gatling gun.

The operator explained, brieflv 
and after the wires glowed hot 
with curt messages for a few 
minutes, handed au order in dupli
cate to the conductor and engineer 
who compared their slips of yellow 
paper in the light of the letters 
lantern. Then the engineer clam
bered back into the cab, a brake- 
man raced down the platform, 
lifted up two fingers to the con
ductor, who swung his lantern, 
the whistle gave a süarp toot-toot, 
and the Express glided away into 
the night with five minutes lost 
time to make up.

On a side track at the west end 
of the yard No. 22 hung her head 
and panted heavily after her race 
with death, while a hundred and 
fifty passengers, having been 
within a half minute of eternity 
slumbered on tu blissful ignorance 
of the fact that they owed their 
several lives to the quick wit of a 
red headed snub nosed wiper who 
was just then gingerly rubbing a 
bruised elbow and thing of anything 
but that he was a hero.

But “Bud’s days of wiping 
engines were ovea. The first train 
in the morning brought no less 
august a personage than the gener
al manager himself to Fairview, 
and before night “Bud,” somewha 
to his own bewilderment, found 
himself on the right side of an 
engine with the best freight run 
on the division. A few months 
later Nellie Mason who was now 
Nellie Mason no longer, might he 
seen standing every afternoon at 
the same hour, in the doorway of 
a certain neat little cottage, where 
a bed of pansies glowed in the yard 
and morning glories clambered 
riotuosly over the windows, listen
ing for the three sharp toots from 
the whistle of No. 22 that told her 
that “Bud” was “on time” and think
ing of his wife.
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►of Cod Liver Oil
(Trade Mark.)

WillGIVE YOU AN APPETITE ! 
TONE YOUR NERVES I 
MAKE YOU STRONG ! 
MAKE YOU WELL!

Dr. Burgees, Med. Snpt.ofthe Prot. Hoapitel 
for Insane, Montreal, prescribes it constantly 
and siren ne permission to use bis neme.

Miss Clark, Snot. Grace Hospital, Toronto, 
writes they have also used it with tha beat results.

OOc. and 91.00 Bottles.
DAVIS & LA WHENCE CO., Limited.
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I AFTER SHAVING
ÜMDmiRACTl

easily tour and generally 
contain “wood alcohol,” a 
deadly poison.

COOLS, COMFORTS AND 
, HEALS THE SKIN, ENABLING THE MOST TEN
DER FACE TO ENJOY A 
|GLOSESHAVE WITHOUT 
F UNPLEASANT RESULTS. 

Avoid dangerous, irritât

Thos. Russell,
Auctioneer and 

Commiss on Merchant,

Goods stored and sold on smallest margin. 
Sales in country promptly attended to 
Household furniture a specialty.

Prompt returns.

Office and warehouse opposite Masonic 
Hall.

Newcastle Aug. 28th 1901.

“Care-Alls” Didn't Care
Only a Kidney Specific of* the 

genuine merit of* Soutl» 
American Kidney Cure can* 
ever hope to cope with insid
ious kidney diseases in all 
its forms.
“ For two years I was greatly troubled wjth art- 

affection of the kidneys—frequently unfitting me 
for work. I tried many patent medicines and 
“cure-alls," without getting any relief, for I had 
intense pain almost constantly. South American- 
Kid nev Cure was recommended to me. A few 
hours after commencing its use I got great relief, 
Fuv.r bottles cured. It is worth its weight in- 
gold.”—Franks. Emerick, Alvinston, Ont. 38.

For sale by F. R. Dalton, Newcastle.

WANTED.
*»n%*vn.<vw.

\The Q*£At-West Life aseur* 
ANCE CO.

require a

First Class Local Ageet
for Newcastle and vicinity. Excellent 
contract to a first class man, both 

salary and commiaaion.

NOTE—The Great-Weat Life have ’ 
juat closed the beet year in ite history. 
Agents who can offer the public lowest 
rates into highest guarantees, toge
ther with highest interest earning», 
secure the best business, you can only 
offer the above with a Great Weefc 

Agency. Apply naming references ta

ALBERT. J. RALSTON,
Manager Martime Province Breach, I 

ST. JOHN, N, B.

OR. n. W. CHASE'S OR 
CATARRH CURE... ZP,C-

ls sent direct to the diseased' 
parts by the Improved Slower 
Heals the ulcers, clears the ru- 
passages, stops droppings mV. 
throat and permanently 
Catarrh and Hay Fever. IV >■>

, h—e. All d-alors, er Dr. A 'V

KXPF.iilENCE

Trade Marks 
Designs 

Copyrights Ac.
Anvone sending a sketch and description may- 

qulckly ascertain our opinion free whether art- 
invention Is probably patentable. Communica
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patents 
sent free. Oldest agency for semiring patents.

Patents taken through Mann * Co. receive 
special notice, without charge. In the

Scientific American.
A handsomely Illustrated weekly. Largest cir
culation of any scientific Journal. Terms, 13 & 
rear ; four months, $L Sold by all newsdealers.

o.oetBroadw,,. New York
s. 625 F SU Washington, D. C.

Tinware,
Enamelware,

Ironware,
I have just received a large stock of the- 

above goods and am prepared to sell, at 
prices to suit cash purchasers.

All kinds of tinware made up at short 
notice.

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY.
FRANK MASSON.

HARDWARE,
TINWARE.

I

nv

8A8H DOOR FACTORY.
The subscriber is prepared to supply from 

Lis steam factory in Newcastle,

Windows, Sashes and Frames, Glased, 
and Ungiazed.

HORS m DOOR FUMES, MOILIIIIS,.
Planing and Matching, etc.

a. C ■;

PREVENTION IS
SETTER THAN CURE.

Dr. C. H. Shepard of New York curedi 
5000 cases of Rheumatism alone by Vapor 
Baths. His charge is 75 cents per bath, 
but you ca.. take one every day of the year 
at a cost of 2 cents, if you buy one of our 
up-to-date Fibre Cabinets, 31 in. sq. and 42: 
in. high for $7. Best vaporizer and ther
mometer “free.” “NATURE’S METHOD. 
—Address.

M. R. BKNN, 
Maritime Gen. Ag’t, “StandardDictionary 

Douglastown, N. B.

I have a large stock 
of shelf and heavy 
Hardware at price* 
that defy competition.

Also the usual stock 
of stoves, tinware, etc,

ü. H. PHINNEY,
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