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T0ST LOCOMOTIVE NO. 67.

THB SUPERIN TENDENT'S STORY OF
ADISAPPBARANOE. £

ANew Eogine Thst Just Threw Ite Eu-
gloeer and Vaoisbed—Afidavits Toat it
Left ® Ghost Which Ran Over the Coun-
wry—Fate of the Engineer.

«One of the most beautiful traits of my
character,’ began the division superintend-
ent, *is an _overwhelming love of trath.
For that reason your demand lor a siory

sme in an unpleasant predicament,
since the only story I know is one which
no one has ever believed. But you shall
bave it.

«Some years ago I wag yardmaster at
(Great Plains, Neb., then the western term-
inus ot the Missouri, Nebraska and west-
ern Railway. Along in December we re-
ceived three new engines from the Bald-
wins. Oone was a yard engine, another &
twelve-wheel freighter, and the third & big
compound to haul the California and Chic-

ago express. Sixty seven was the number

of the last engine, and she was & beauty |

For a week or so she was put st jerking
the big freights beiween Great Plains and
Millersburg just to get ber wind, and
then—Dec. 24, it was—she was fired up in
the aiterncon preparatory to making her

first trip with the express from the West

An engineer of the name ot Gabbert was
- to take her out, and & young Irishman,
Tom Brine, was to fire. Bill Gabbert was
an 0ld hand and one of tae best on the
road, and we knew that it any, man was
capable of getting the best licks out of an

engine he was that man.

“There was quite a crowd in the round-
house tbat night when the time cam3 for

running 67 out and down “to the station

She stood, with ber brass work shiniog
brightly in the dim light, humming snd
stewing as though eager for the road.
Bill Gabbert looked her carefully over
from pilot to coupler, and then stepped
abeard and disappeared in the cab. A
moment later we loiterers outside saw him
stagger out ard fall back against the tend-
erand stand there looking ahead with

terror on his face.’

« ‘What isit, Bill P’ I cried. He turned
toward us, his features drawn and ghastly,
ed his hand across his face, and stag-
gered to bis feet. He moved as though
to leave the engine, and then, pulliog
bimselt together, stood there looking

down, dazed and white and trembling.

¢« ‘What's up, Bill? cried a doz:m

voices. He shook his head ; then said :

«Boys, I've seen my death,’ be said, in &
voice low and hosrse. ‘I was studying the
uge when all of & sudden I seemed to be

Jooking out of 8 cab window, and to see
gomething on the track abead. Ijerked the
whistle cord and tried to down brakes, but
couldn't. Then the engine was over the
thing, and 1 saw that it was me. It was
all as plaia as day. There wasa mile post
pigh, and the pumber was 126 I tried to
yell and couldn’t make a sonnd, and then—
then—it all went awsy again.’ He passed
his band across his tace. ‘Boys l've seen

my death.’ .
‘Nobody spoke for a minute Th:n

¢Aw, chase yerselt Bill. It's indigestion
you've got,' cried one of the boys, and
“‘Brace up, Bill’ critd another, ‘'twas

dramin® ye were.’

«Bill, said 1,, ‘you're not feeling fit. Go
home and lie down and let me scnd an-
other man out this run. Brioker here will

morning. But Gabbert shook his head.

« \No, sir thanks. 1'll take her out. I'm

the window. Where’s Brine sir P’

‘He's not back irom supper yet, Bill.
He said to tell you you'd find him at the
switch ? Gabbert noddcd and waved a

hand.
«Good bye, lade’ he cried.

¢4Good-by." we snswered, without en- | turned to me with a white face.
hen 67 gave a twang of her
bell, her drivers slowly revolved, »nd re- | ghout her.’
|glandent in new paint and polished metal
‘ she ran slowly out through the big door-
way on to the two glistening rails which
curved away into the darkuess to the left.

thusiaem.

house the big wheels bit at the rails,

shower of sparks shot off into the nigkt,

shop, which, after a moment’s talk with
the foreman, 1 leit just as the whistle ot

Under the shadow of the water tank,

ure hurried past me.
« s that you, Brine ?' I called.

«Yes, mr. Where's 67, pir P . They

came down ten minutes ago.’

+So she did ; Gabbert took her out.’
« *"We can't find her.’

««Can't find her! Nonsense! What's

that down on the switch P’

Some one said she went by the station
while ago running thirty miles & hour.’

{A/ ndsor,
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0, eh?

* “That will I,” growled Brinker, just in ;
from & long teight run. *Go bome, man,
and rest a bit. Yell be all right by :

‘What! Come on; I'll telephone down
to the east tower. Look out!”
‘We stepped aside and the express went
by, her shoes grinding the w as
slid down the iroﬂt{ track to the platform.
Two mioutes after [ was io the bsggage
room telephoning to the esstern switch
tower.
+Yes,’ came the answer. ‘67 went east
runoiog light at 7:04  What you mean 1
dou't know, but 1t you're goifig to run any
more wildcats around here let me know
and I'll resign. There’s an extra freight
at——. I banged the receiver into place
and ran to the platform. Brine, with a
scared face, met me at the door.
‘They've founi Bill Gabbert, sir, down
thetrack with his head knocked open.
They’re bringing him up. What's it mesn
sir® 1 shook my head. Down the track
o Vttle bunch of lights flashed to and fro,
coming nearer.
«Take a switch engine.’ I said, ‘run up
to the house and bring down 84 or 37. Tell
Brinker be'll have to take the run.
Brinker's not there, find someone else.’
Then, as Brine rushed off, I turned and
sprang upstairs to the despatcher’s room.
A minute or two later all traffic to the east
was stopped and side tracked. Then the
despatcher wired Millersburg, sixty miles
sway, to dilch 67 ina good soft bed and
tor God’s sake to keep tghe track clear.
+The California and Chicsgo express
pulled out of Great Plaios four minutes
late, drawn by engine 44  Brinker at the
throttls and Tom Brine firing. Bil! Gab-
bert, with a cracked skull, lay, in the hos-
pital two weeks before he spoke Then it
was little enough he told. He had o ned
the trottle for a spurt down the yard and
when about 300 feet shy of the station bad
put his band out to slow down when a fit
of dizziness seized him. He clatched at
the side of the cab, felt as though some
one was pushing bim from the cab, found
bimself falling and knew no more. That
was all he could—or would—tell us. The
blow bad left him not quite right in the
head, it was thought, and two months
later he was made foreman lof section 12
and went down the road to live in the sec-
tion house. His engineering days were
over.
‘Engice 67 was mnever again seen—at
Jeast not in the flassh. Somewhere between
Great Plains and Wilson's, twenty-three
mi'es east, she disappeared as pletely
as though she had suck into the earth or
flown away through the sky. Never was
there a more astonished set of officials than
those of the M N. and W.’
«But she must be somewh:re.’ shouted
the general superintendent. *Of course
she must,’ shouted everybody else. ‘She
bad no wings,’ growled the traffic manager.
‘Nor legs,’ grumbled the chief d%avpbtcher.
‘Between Great Plains and Wilson's,’
the dvision superintendent went on ‘are
two branches, cne leading north and con-
necting at Centre City with the A. N. O.
and G. for New Orleans. and another run-
ning northwest to the Black Hills. The
sgent at Byer, distant from Great Piains
nine miles, reported that a light engine had
passed through a little after 7 ot the night
of the 24th. He had been in the sta'ion
at the time and did not see her number.
A few minutes later a trackwalker
on section 13 saw her pass, observing
ber number plainly. He saw no one in
the cab. There al trace - ended.
No. 67 never reached Wilson's. She
had not left the track nor jumped the one
bridge on the way.. Sne might bave
broken a switch and gone south or north-
west, but no one on either branch saw her.
Inquiries were sent to all connecting lines,
and two car hunters travelled the country
for a month, at the end of which period 67's
disappearance was was as great a mystery
as ever. Of course, during that time we
heard plenty of stories ot light engies
ruoning about the country. A letter-from
a place in Kansas bore the signatures of
eight reputable citizens who swore before a
no-ary to baving seen ap engine number
67 ruoning west over the main line of the
Kansss Pacific Railway at 12 o'clock at

lights burning. Youog Burns, who was
then assistant freight agent, made quiet a
scrapbook out ot rhe stuff that came by
mail and wire, until the general superin-

bought a beer for him,
+For God's sake, sir, con't say notbin

‘Look here, Bill," I contioued.

8 | me again, said, ‘I know this, sir; 67 i

here before you.

she | from home

: . 5 900 selt- P pe to
the rate of a mile a minute and with all .A. T. Elder, Mansger, 218 Michigan Ave. Chicago,
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tendant borrowed it—and burned it. For | 79877 " ** ' ___———— oo
better already. 1 dare say L wasa bit tb;:‘ou:g;n;i';estw;i%::c:g:de' o:riﬂn::g Fon s l A VALUABLE PROSRE
dizzy bke. Maybe there's pothing in it.’ got bold of it to any sxtent pap N. 8, ki
Ho ‘went back to tke cab and leaned out | ®".0pg day— 67 bad been gone then nearly | can be essily conyerted
two months—I mat Bill Gabbert in towo, i d

and dragging him into the Brunswick, :::::&n;{:v(ng?o :\lanowng  excalentopen:

ill,’ said I, where in the name of 8 | i %
A 10| 8 Apply to H. E. Jeflerson orW. V.
cow’s horn, is 67°° The old engineer's np:nr?ﬂalﬂgk..Non Scot!

hand shook as he sat down hiss glass and y ‘ E e v o

“You 29, Brantford, Ont.

kiiow more than you've ever told. What Young wan A1 Wellso e

wfit? What did you see in the cab ot 67 m.!:!iu

' t. | atter you pulled out of ths roundhouse that | Life,” free, to any who write.
It was probably a desire to steady his | pight P}

perves that led Gabbert to pull wide the | Buthe only shook his head and turned WA TED RELIABLE MERCHANTS in

throttle as he did, for when clear of the | to go. Then he hesitated, and, facing \ each town_to hm;::% o e

on stikrunning. I've seen her twice—once
and 67 s tender went whisking around the | i the Big Cut; agein on bridge 6. The
curve like & can on & _dog's tail. It was a | next time I'll not live to tell ot it. Good-
good quarter of a mile to the station, and | py, sir.’ i
owiog to the loog curve, 67 was out of
sight when & tLird ot the distance bad been | Jight a fresh cigar, then continued :
travelled. One ortwo ofthe men snd | “«But I'm making a long dog ot & short
mynelt walked down the track to the paint | gail, friends. So for what I have told may
b corrohorated by reterring to the com- Great
A pany’s officials. though they won't care to
the express sounded outside of town. | sy much. What follows was seen by but Ad ances
8 | two men of whom one is dead, the other V

The division superintendent paused to

down to Wilson's in] the afternoon to
take with s friend, and mow,jat
10.30, I found myself some four miles
i the darkness
on my railroad bieycle. No trains were
due until almost midnight, and I paid
small beed to the track ahead or behind,
but buckled tightly down to business and
made the little wheels faily fly. Ttrough
the Big Cut I flew with deatening clatter,
crossed a ltile bridge, and a moment
later sighted the lights of the section
nouse twinkling far up the track.
« Suddenly sbove tbe mnoise of my own
locomotion I distinctly h-ard the hum of
an approaching train behind me. Astound-
¢d. I looked backward over my shoulder.
Nearer and nearer came the sound, and
then a flood ot light rounded the curve
behind, out of the Big Cat came s flaring
headlight, and jnstantly the track became
two long, curving needles of light. It
wss useless to attempt to reach the
section house. 1 applied the brake,
swung my bicycle off tke rails  io-
to s gully, aund, drawing back, watched
the oncoming train. What it could be
I could mot think. Pessibly some be-
lated ftreight, though, for the matter
of that, | was almost certain that all
the trains had passed. Louder and loud-
er grew the rattle and jar, higher and high-
er sang tha rails, and more distinot each
moment came the bing-bang, thump-
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' FROM INDIA AND CEYLON... |
! For Guests |
By badied e 10

offer your guests, or for the
family circle, get

‘b M
Eiephant Brand—of coursethe

more expensive grades are best ¢
—but all are good pure tea, and
:
<

whether you get the goc., 50C.,
6oc., 7oc or $1. per lb. grades
any of them are

BEST OF TEA VALUES $§

Sold at above prices by all good grocers, in 34 & 11b. air tight lead packets.
Always Pure, Always Fresh.
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thump of the great wheals. Then 1 not-

s queer trcmor at my heart I knew that
the engine approaching me was light ;
running light, and at such & terrific speed
a8 th d each t to burl her
from the track. And at the same instant
Bill Gabbert's strangs tale came back to
me. Witha gasp 1 crouched back against
the further bank of the ditch. I felt faint,
and then my sight cleared, a glare of in-
tensely  white light was all about
me, & deafening noise filled, my
ears and I saw quite plainly the
black figures €7 against the light,
caxht a fleeting glimpee of the empty and
dimly illumined cab. saw the tender piled
high with coal, and then found myself run-
.ning blindly down the track in acloud of
dust and cinders in the wake of the mon-
strous swaying nlnre. Nearly opposite the
section house I slackened my pace and
tried to pierce the gloom. The qngine was
only a faint echo ot sound in the back dis-

tance.

+I stumbled over some obstacle, and fell
to my knees. With fingers that trembled
I drew forth a match and lighting it. held
italott. A man's body lay directly across
the rails. As the little flame brightened I

white and ghostlike, and the black figures
on it stood forth distinctly, 126. Gathering
courage, I dropped my gaze and looked
into the wide, unseeing eyes of Bill Gab-

bert.’
WANTED.

jced a strange unsteaiiness ot the bead-
light. From side to side it swayed, likea P I Y
mast head light in a heavy swell, and with

looked about me. A few feet distant within | you i :
the dip circle of light, stood a milepost, zery‘f:w“;"fi‘;’;“d sall, o wetve na,

NETTING,

WIRE FENCING,

36 and 42 inches wide We have a large stock of these goods and if

and we will be pleased to quote you

Emerson & Hlisher.

St. John, N.

B.
P. 8. The “Willett' Washer is acknowledged to be one of the best in use.

Have you seen one P

Heirs of Charles Colvin,
George Tipper, Abraham Tup-
per, Mrs. Ann Ressiter. And
600 others for uficlaimed
money. Write us.
McFARLANE & CO. Truro, N. S

————————————————
OONDENSED ADVERTISEMENTS.
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Announcements not

‘Bve lines (about 86 words) cost 26 cents each
insertion. kivecentsextrs for every additional
line

§ Pack, May L C. U. Home; 1 Pack, Es.
5 PACKS OF @ @ ;011 1 Pack, Blimution; 1 Pack, llold
to the Light ; 1 Pack, Our Sofa, ust hol
Caros FREER 1.5 samplo beok: fal of Hoveltios:
Vi

Send 5e€. er_for postage.
A, W. KINNEY, 8 J ¥ Yarmouth, N.8.

By an Old Established House—High
wa“TEDGmde Man or Woman, good Church
standiug, wiiling to learn our business then to act
as Manager and State Correspondent Eere. ‘Bnhry

bought for cash. Btate mze of
collection or send list. For particulars address
Box 858 8t. Jobn, N. B.

s A“Ps COLLECTIONS and old stamps

in the growing town of Berwick,
. 8., known as #Brown’s Block” and contains
three stores all rented, aiso two wnemants which
into & Hotel, O:chard and
siable in rear. Berwick is & noted health resort

nere i8 an excellent open-

ing here for & Hotel. Terms $400 down remainder
for good farmip|

wants one or two honest and ia.
ustrious representatives for this section. Can pay
» hustler about $13.00 s week to start with. DRAWER

the cause. pa{n

copy of my little book, *Your Place
Rev. T. 8. Linscott,
Brantford, Ont.

100! Water Paint. Five
S United States last year. VI
49 Francis Xavier, Montreal.

2t Rotuesay for sale or to rent
ES' E.GE jor the Summer months. That
) situated house known as the Titus prop
erty :‘:ilmom n:nh balf miles from Rothesay Sta-
tion within (]

Rent reasonable. Apply to H. €. Fenety,
e e e Parsioy Dullaink. 84 64

R EOFOD,

Have recently been made in methods of tea“h-
ial bjects—t ookkeeping snd

¢ [t was the anni y of 67’ d

Christmas eve. The pigbt was cold, dark,
telephoned trom the roundhouse that she | and still, and smelt of snow. Ihad gone

ing )

Correspondence especially.
Our wethnds are not those of five or even two

years ago, but the yerv.latett. embracing the

latest festures attae close 011807,
Our Shorthand is also the best——the Isasc
Pi‘man.

: Catalogues
”""«'g'}c‘ to any ‘i?ld-

Tess.

8.KERR& SON

Free

BICCGEST

OFFER
YET
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EVERY FARMER WANTS

The Celebrated and Popular work, Entitled

Manning's lllustrated Book

Cattle, Sheep and Swine.

300,000 Sold at $3.00 per Copy

g2 READ OUR GREAT OFFER.&3

‘.l'hll great work gives all the information concerning the various breed d aracterist
Breaking, Training, Sheltering, Buying. Relling, Profitatile l;u. snd Gr:.ur'ﬂnén:?‘:'-m all :ﬁ: 3
Disesses to whi fec Know and What to Do given in plmimylo
erstood, pplied, snd
=]

] t—the Causes, How to
‘l% but scientfically correct; an

Re are
hods for the Care of Btock, the Prevention of Diseass,
p&‘::j'md to outdo all offers ever vet made. we have

new subscriber u”:-? paper.

OUR OFFER s ib.3ee Ml T e

MANNING S BOO

Think ING S B
OLRY rurte

with Directions thut are Easily Und

bracieg

Basily A
ost Approyed and Humane Met=

toration to Health,

d
within the Reach of the People; givin wtn

K‘
$3.00

is celebrated work, the mosticom-
sold at $3.00 per copy, snd offer A apy'l’ru to every

subscription to the BSS is

All for Only
$2.00

Send by Postal Order or Postage Stamps $2.00
at once and secure this unrivalled and useful premium;
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