. could

OUR HOME COMPANION

K pain; but his groans were nothing in comparisonl «¢ This is too horrible?” gasped the young man
g with those of tho unfortunato around him. Several |atlast, I can't behiovoit. I won't beliove it.”
¥ peoplo woro killed, while nearly every one was, *‘Can't believe wof, consarn you?! It's true

a  seriously injured. enough Good land a'mighty, I'm glad I bought

*¢ Curgo my luck!” muttered Charley. **I'min, that ar ticket; but, durn me, 1f T wouldn't sooner
a nico fix now. Why the deuce didn't T buy that  Lev a hall skin onto me tlus blessed minute, than
insurance ticket 2 It would have brought me intwenty dovllars a week.” o
twenty dollars a weck till the ductors patch me up | On licaning these words, and the voice in wluch
again. My legis broken I'm surv. If I have tu|they were spuken, Cliarley Morton starteu vio-
lose it I don’t want to Jive.” i lently, and & sickeuing sensation crept over his
Ho shuddered at the thought, as any young man | entire frame.

similarly placed would naturally do. “TheYauk'salive,” hie said tohimsell,as the cold

““Ah™ "he exclaimed, suddenly, ‘““a thouglt, perspiration Lrohe vut on lus forchead. **Ive
strikes me. That yellow faced Yank bought a, taken the tichet from the wrong man! My lead's
ticket. I wonder if he's killed outright.” all in anust. There's some 1afernal mistahe about

Charley managed to sit up, but the movement it. AL! vhe papers!” he suddenly esclamed,
caused him to groan in agony. He lovked up and | * Perliaps they will help to explan. |
down the track, and saw some men carrying lan He touk the papers from lus pucket, and held
terns, moving about among tho frightful wreek. | them to the hght.  They were letters uclosed 1o
Peoplo wero calling to cach other—some wi.dly, , envelupes.  Une glance at them was sitheient,
some feebly; women werc shrieking, children  Theo first eny elope Charley lovked at wasa ddressed

-crying, men shouting, and all was in confusion. to
¢ 1 wonder if I could reach that Yank 7" thought ¢ Philiy Morton, Esq.,
Charley. Dry Goods Merchant,
* He exerted »ll his strength, and freed his leg. Woodstock, Qut.”
It was then a comparativeiy easy matter to move My father.” gasped the wretched young man.
from his exceedingly painful po:ition. { My own father!”
*¢ The old Yank sat a few seats ahead of me,” he | Ho started up into a sitting position, apd tried
said to himself. ¢ I'll try and get at him.” to gut off ihe stretcher.  But next moment he fell

He felt his way forward, groaning as he moved, | back senseless.
-and soon came to tho body of a man. Near bis|* A
~ héad lay a crushed ‘stove-pipe” hat, which| TWhen Charley Morton returned to consciousness

. Chaneg gicked up. Ho felt around the band, but | he was lying onabed, in a room which was entirely

nd no ticket. strange to him. He tried to move, but found him-

¢ I'll swear this is the Yank's bat; and he cer- | self so weak that the slightest exertion caused hum

tainly stuck the ticket in it. But it isn’t here intense pain. At the same time he made the
now. There was another man with the Yankee, lstartling discovery thatone of his.legs was .. 9!

but T couldn’t see his face. Perhaps this is him. | It would be uticriy useless to attempt to deserive

Or perhaps the Yank put the ticket in his pocket | the unfortunate young man's feehngs on becoming

after getting aboard the cursed train.” aware of the dreadful truth. How bitterly he re-

He felt about the clothing of the motionless body, | pented his disobedience to his father’s parting in-
and soon found the pnckets. In one of them were ; structions is beyond the power of pen and ink to
some papers and two small pieces of paste-board. | express. And then came the thought of the let-
Charley beld the latter up toward an approaching | ters he had taken from the dead man's pocket, and
lantern, and saw that one was a ticket for Detroit, , of the cold, mutilated face and iron-grey hair of
and the other an insurance ticket. the motionless form on the stretcher in the freight

“It’s all right,” he muttered. I thought I|car.

‘couldn’t be mistaken. This is good for twenty | ¢*Oh, my poorold father!"” cried the young man;
dollars a weok—for goodness knows how long.” “my punishment is greater than I can bear.”

He would have replaced the papers and the, ‘“Why, Charley!” exclauned a vuice at his bed-
railway ticket in the dead man’s pocket, but the  side. ' Thauk goudness youre alive agamn, We
man with the lantern was then so close to him | were afraid yuu wouldn't puil through. -
that he might have observed bis movements, sohe| ¢ Is that you, Tom?"

- * » * -

put them into his own pocket instead, (. “Yes, it's mesafe enough. But dea't be talk-
Two or three hours later Charley Mortun and | ing, old feluw. Youll hurt yourself.
the rest of the wounded passengers were lying on| ‘‘But where am I, Tom 2 I dun't understand.”

stretchers mﬁgcd along the ceatre of a freight car, ‘“Oh, you're here 1n London. Tlus 18 a room m
which 'was moving slowly on towards London. | the Tecumseh. There goes that confounded old
There were lights in the car, and Charley could sce | Pacific express —fifty winutes late, as usual.
the pale aud, in some cases, disfigured faces of his | You've been here nearly a week. Woodruff bad
unfortunate fellow travel'ers. There were dead as l to cut off your leg, you know. It's too deuced
well as wounded people in the car, and one of the | bad, but it couldn't be helped.”

former was next to Charley Morton—the body of = Charley groaned, and rocked himself from side
an clderly man, with iron-gray hair, and dressed  to side in the bed, like an angry child.

in black clothing. The face was horribly gashed, I ¢ They found an inusurance ticket on you," went
and the man's most intimate acquaintances might , on Tom Fenwick, ** but some how or other it isn't
have been pardoned for not recognizing his features. | going to do you any good. Seems to be some
And yet there was something about the unfortu. | uregularity about it. They found two railway
nate man which caused Charley Motton to gaze { tickets on you—one for Detroit and one for London.
at the cold and mangled face in horror—some- i They don’t exactly understand it; but of course
thing which seemed to 1nfluence such a fasvination | you'll be able to explain all right.”

over him that his eyes wero riveted on the sicken- | “Explain!” said Charley. ~‘‘ Never, Tom—not
ing sight for fully five minutes. 1 even to you. I've done something that——. Why,




