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Tales of Life on the Rail; 
3._A PEG-LEGGED ROMANCE. 

By JOHN A. HILL. 

' ' Copyright by the S. S. McClure Co. 
Some m e n are born heroes, s o m e b e -

' ^ c o m e heroic and some have heroism 
"-^thrust upon them; but nothing of the kind 
•V ever happened to me. I don't k n o w how 

It is. but. some w a y or other, I remember 
all the railroad incidents I see or . hear, 
and ge t to the bot tom of m o s t of the 
stories of the road. I m u s t s tudy t h e m 
over more than most men do, or else the 
other fe l lows enjoy the comedies and d e 
plore the tragedies and say nothing. S o m e 
t imes I a m mean enough to think tha t the 
romance, the dramas, and the tragedies 

- of the road don't impress them a s being 
a s interest ing a s those of the plains, the 
Indians, or the seas—people are so apt to 
see only the everyday side of life anyway , 
and to draw all their romance and heroics 
from books. 

I helped make a hero once—no, I didn't 
either; I helped make the goMen se t t ing 
after the rough diamond had shown i ts 
value. 

Miles Dis ton pulled freight on our road 
a few years ago . H e w a s a medium s t a t 
ure, dark complexion, but no beauty . H e 
w a s a manly- looking, well educated 
enough, sober and a s t eady-go ing reliable 
engineer; you would never pick him out 
for a hero. Miles Was young yet—not 30— 

! but somehow or other, he had escaped 
matr imony; I g u e s s he had never had 
t ime. H e stayed on t h e farm a t home 

' u n t i l he w a s of-age. and then w e n t firing, 
>8'o that w h e n I first k n e w him he had 
barely got to his goal—the throttle . 

A good many men. w h e n they first ge t 
,there, take great interest in their work 
|for a few months—unti l experience g ives 
[them confidence; then they take it easier, 
look around and take s o m e interest in 

!other things . Most of them never hope 

But . b less you, there w e r e other eyes 
for good- looking girls beside those in 
poor Miles Dis tor t s head, and he w a s far 
from hav ing the field to himself; this he 
wanted badly, a n d ' c a m e to « e t advice 
from me. 

I advised strongly aga ins t w a s t i n g e n 
ergy to clear the field and in favor of 
putt ing it all into m a k i n g the bes t show 
and in g e t t i n g ahead of all competi tors . 
Under m y advice, Miles disposed of some 
vacant lots, and bought a nea t l itt le home, 
put it in thorough order,' and made the 
best of h is opportunit ies w i t h Marie. 

Marie came to our house regularly, a n d 
I had good opportunity to s tudy her. She 
Was a sensible l itt le creature, and, to m y 
mind, just the girl for Miles, a s Miles 
w a s jus t the m a n for her. B u t she had 
confided t o m y wife the fact that she 
never, never could consent to marry and 
sett le down in the regulation, humdrum 
way; she wanted to marry a hero, some 
one she could look up to—a k ing a m o n g 
men. 

My wife told her that k ings and heroes 
were, scarce jus t theru and that a lot of 
pretty good w o m e n managed to be com
paratively happy wi th common railroad 
men. B u t Marie wanted a • hero, and 
would hear nothing less . 

It w a s during one of ,her v i s i t s t o ' m y 
home that Miles took Marie o u t . for a 
ride, 'and (accidentally, of course) dropped 
around by his new house, Induced her to 
look a t it, arid told h is story, ask ing her 
to make the home complete. I t would 
have caught a lmost a n y girl; but when 
Miles delivered her a t our door and drove 
off. I knew that there would be a "For 
Rent" cai-d on that house in a few days, 
and that Marie "Venot w a s bound to have 
a hero or nothing. 

Miles took h is repulse calmly, but it 

ward grates were -bare, the s t e a m w a s 
down, a n d . I w e n t in s e v e n minutes late, 
too m a d to eat—and that ' s pretty m a d for 
me. I laid of f 'and Miles D i s ton took the 
high-roller out n e x t trip. 

Miles didn't rant and write letters or 
poetry or marry some one else to spite 
himself, or take the first s t eamer for 
Burraga or equatorial Africa, as ' re jec ted 
lovers In stories do. --It- hurt, and he 
didn't' enjoy i t , ' b u t he ,bore up all right 
and w e n t about h is business , just a s hun
dreds of o t l i ersens ib le 7 men> do every day. 
H e g a v e up entirely, however, rented his 
house , and said- l ie couldn't fill the bill—-
there wasn ' t a hero, in h is family a s far 
back a s lie could remember. 

Miles had been m a k i n g t ime w i t h the 
Black Maria..for about a w e e k w h e n the 
big acc ident happened in our town. The 
boilers in the cotton rnill b lew up and 
kil led a score of gir ls and injured h u n 
dreds , more. Miles w a s a t the other end 
of the. divis ion and they hurried h im out 
to take a car load of doctors down. They 
were g i v e n the right of t h e road, and 
Miles t e s t e d the speed of that m o g u l -
proving that a pony truck would s tay 
on the track a t fifty mi les an hour, which? 
a lot of u s "cranks" had disputed. 

A few mi les out there is a coal ing s t a 
tion, a n d at that t ime they were build
ing the chutes . One, of the iron drop 
aprons fell jus t a s Miles w i t h the mogul 
drew up to it; it smashed the headlight, 
dented the stack, ripped up, the cas ing 
of the sand box and dome, cut a sl it in the 
jacket the length of the boiler, tore off 
the cab, struck the end of the first car, 
and then tore itself loose and fell to the 
ground. 

The thrott le w a s ' knocked wide open 
and the mogul w a s flying; Miles w a s 
thrown down, his head cut open by a 
splinter and his fopt pretty badly hurt. 
H e p icked-himse l f up instantly and took 
a look a s lie closed the throttle. Every 
thing Was "coming" al l r ight; he r e m e m 
bered the emergency of the case and 
opened the throttle again. A hasty inspec
tion showed the engine in condition to 
run—she only looked crippled, j Miles had 
to stand up. H i s foot felt" numb and weak, 
s o h e rested his we ight on the other' foot. 
H e w a s afraid he would fall off if he be
came weak, and he had Dennis take off 
the bell cord and t ie it around his waist , 
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t o g e t above running, and so s i t down 
more or less contented, g e t married, buy 
real es tate , gamble or grow fat, each a c 
cording to the dic tates of h is own con
sc ience or the inclination of his m a k e - u p 
Miles figured a litt le on matr imony. 

I can't explain it; but w h e n a railroad 
m a n is in trouble he comes to me for 
advioe. jus t as he would go to the com
pany doctor for kidney complaint. I a m 
a special is t in heart troubles. Miles came 
t o me. 

Miles w a s like the res t of them. They 
don't come right down and say, "Some
thing's the m a t t e r w i t h m e ; w h a t would 
you do f o r i t ? " No , sir. Theyi hem and 
h a w and laugh off the symptoms , until 
you come'r ight out and tell them j u s t how 
they feel and explain the cause; then they 
will do anyth ing you say. Miles hemmed 
and hawed a little, but soon c a m e out and 
showed his symptoms—he asked m e if I 
had p \er noticed the "Frenchman's" girl. 

"The Frenchman," be it known, w a s our 
b o s s bridge carpenter. H e l ived a t a 
smal l place half w a y over m y division—I 
w a s pulling express—and the freights 
s topped there, changing engines . I k n e w 
Venot . the bridge carpenter, very wel l ; 
m e t h im in lodge occasionally, and once 
in a whi le he rode on the engine w i t h m e 
t o inspect the bridges. H i s wife w a s a 
Canadian' w o m a n and good looking for 
her forty years and ten children. The 
daughter that w a s kill ing Miles Dis ton , 
Marie Venot, w a s the eldest, and h a d jus t 
graduated from some s isters ' school. She 
w a s a %ery handsome girl, and you could 
read the romantic nature of her be ing 
through her big, round, gray eyes . She 
w a s vivacious and loved to go ; b u t she 
w a s a dutiful daughter, and a t once took 
hold to help her mother in a w a y that 
m a d e her all the moro adorable In the 
e y e s of practical men like Miles. 

Miles made the m o s t of his opportuni
t ies , 

hurt. H e told m e that Marie w a s hunt 
ing for a different kind of m a n from him; 
said tha t he thought perhaps if he would 
enlist and go out to fight S i t t ing Bull , and 
come home in a new brass-bound uniform, 
wi th a poisoned arrow st icking out of his 
breast, she would fall a t his feet and wor
ship him. She told him she liked h im be t 
ter than any of the t o w n boys; b i s cal l ing 
w a s noble enough and hard enough; but 
she failed to see her ideal hero in a m a n 
w i t h blue overclothes on and cinders in-
his ears. If any of Miles' competitors, 
had rescued a drowning child or killed 
a boar wi th a penknife, a t this juncture, 
I'm afraid Marie would have taken him. 
But, a s I have indicated, it w a s - a dull, 
season for heroes. 

About this t ime our road invested in 
some mogul passenger engines , and I drew 
one. I didn't like the boiler s t icking back 
between me and Denni s Rafferty. I 
didn't l ike s ix whee l s connected. .-1 didn't^ 
like e ighteen- inch cylinders. I w a s op
posed to solid end rods. And I a m afraid 
I belonged to a class of ignorant, short
s ighted, bul l -headed engineers w h o didn't 
believe that a railroad had any right to 
buy a n y t h i n g but 15x22 eight-wheelers—-
the smalle rthey were the more men they 
would want . I got over that a long t ime 
a g o ; but a t the t ime I wri te of I w a s 
cranky/'about It. ^ h e . moguls .were high 
and short and jerky, a n d they tossed a 
m a n around like a rat in a corn popper. 
One day, a s I w a s chas ing t ime over our 
worst division, holding on to the arm rest 
a n d watching , to see if the main frame 
touched ' the driving boxes a s t h e y rolled, 
Denn i s Rafferty punched rrte'in the smal l 
of the back and said, "Jahn, for th'e love 
a v e Vargin, lave up on her a minit . Oi 
does be chas ing that dure for the lasth 
t w i n i t y minits* and d a n g t h e wan's t h a s 
I hit i t f a i r . She's the div i l on th' dodge." 

D e n n i s had a pile of coal j u s t inside 
a n d jus t outs ide of the door, the for-
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Is to love children, and no 
home can be completely 
happy without them, yet the 
ordeal through which the ex-
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throwing a loop over the . reverse l ever 
as a measure of safety. The right s ide 
of the cab and all the roof were gone, so 
that Miles w a s in plain sight. The cut 
in h is scalp bled profusely and in trying 
to wipe the blood from h i s e y e s , h e merely 
spread it all over himself, s o that tie looked 
a s if he had been half murdered. 

It w a s this apparition of wreck, ruin 
and concentrated energy that Marie Venot 
s a w flash past her father's door, has ten
ing to the relief of the v ic t ims of a worse 
disaster forty mi l e s away . 

H e r father c a m e home for h i s dinner 
in a f ew minutes from his l itt le office in 
the depot. To his daughter's eager in
quiry he said t t i er$^ad^}been s o m e b ig 
acc ident in t o w n a n d \ t h e ••> ̂ x tra '? , . w a s 
carrying doctors from up the road. B u t 
w h a t w a s the mat ter w i t h the engine, he 
didn't know; it w a s the 170; so it w a s old 
m a n Alexander, he' said—and t h a t ' s ' t h e 
nearest I ever c a m e to be ing a hero. 

Marie k n e w w h o was running the 170 
pretty well; , so after dinner she w e n t to 
the te legraph office for information, and 
there she learned -that the '•-'special had 
struck the new coal -chute-at Coalton, and 
that the engineer w a s Kurt. I t w a s t ime 
she ran down to see Mrs. Alexander, she 
said, and that afternoon's regular del iv
ered her in town. 

- I<ike al l 'other .railtoaderSinot f e t t e r em.-
ployed. I dropped round to the depot a t 
train t ime to talk w i t h the b o y s and keep 
track of th ings in general. The regular 
w a s late, but Miles w a s coming w i t h the 
special and c a m e while w e wene t tally
ing about- it. Mi les didn't reafize how 
badly he w a s hurt until 'he stopped the 
mogul in front of the general office. So 
long a s the exc i t ement of the run w a s on, 
so long a s he s a w the absolute necess i ty 
of doing his whole duty until the desh-ed 
end .was accomplished, so long a s he had 
a reputation t o protect, h i s will power 
subordinated ail else. B u t w h e n several 
of u s engineers ran- up to the engine w e 
found Miles hanging-'to the reverse lever 
by h is sa fe ty cord" in a dead faint. W e 
carried hirn - into .^he depot, and one of 
the doctors administered s o m e restorat ive . : 

Then we got a hack and started h im and 
the doctor for m y house, but Miles c a m e 
to himself and insisted p n go ing to h i s 
boarding, house and nowltere e*la\sr 

Mr,s, :pa.ljey, Miles' boarding-housekeep
er, had been a trained nufae,^b.ut had a 
few years ; 'before inves ted^ in / a rather 
disappoint ing matr imonial venture. She 
w a s one of t h e "best ni irses and' one of the 
"crankiest" w o m e n I ever knew. I b e 
lieve she w a s actual ly g lad to see Miles 
come home hurt, jus t to s h o w h o w , s h e 
could pull h im through. 

The doctor found that Mi les had an ankle 
out • of joint, the litt le toe w a s badly 
crushed . - there w a s a bad cut in the l eg 
tha t had bled profusely, there w a s a black 
bruise over the short ribs on the right 
side, and there w a s a buttonhole in the 
scalp tha t needed a b o u t four s t i tches . The 
l i tt le toe w a s cut off w i thout ceremdny, 
the ankle replaced and 'not bandages a p 
plied and other repairs were made which 
t o * up m o s t of the afternoon. 

W h e n the doctor jjot through he called 
Mrs. Bai ley and myse l f out into the,,parlor, 
a n d f said t h a t w e m u s t no t let/r p&ople 

painful; tha t Miles w a s w e a k -from loss 
of blood, and that his , const i tut ion w a s r y 
not In particularly good conditoin. The 
doctor*, in fact, thought that Miles would t;*j 
b e , in great luck if he got out of the 
scrape wi thout a run of fever There 
after Mrs. Bailey referred all vis i tors to 
me. I ta lked wi th the doctor and the 
nurse, and w e all agreed that it would stop 
most inquisi t ive people to ; s imply say that 
the pat ient had suffered an amputat ion. 

That evening, when I w e n t home, there 
were t w o anx ious w o m e n to receive me, 
and the younger of them looked suspici 
ously, a s if she had been crying. I told 
them someth ing of the accident , how it all 
happened and about Miles' injuries. Both 
of them wanted to go right down and help 
"do something ," but I told them of the 
Hoctor's order and of his fears. 

B y th i s t ime the reporters came, and I 
called them into the parlor and then Jet 
them, pump me. I detailed the accident 
in full, but decl ined to tell anyth ing about 
Miles or his history. "The fact is ," said 
I, "that you people won't g ive a n en
gineer h is jus t dues: Now, if Miles D i s 
ton had been a fireman and had climbed 
down a ladder w i t h a child, you would 
have h is picture in the paper and call 
him a hero and a i l - that sort of thing; but 
here is a m a n crushed and bleeding, w i th 
broken bones and a crippled engine, w h o 
s tands on one foot, lashed to his reverse 
lever for. forty mi les and making the fast 
e s t t i m e ever made over the road because 
he k n e w others were suffering for the 
relief he brought." 

"That's nerve," said one of the young 
men. 

"Nerve!" said I; "nerve! W h y that 
m a n k n o w s no more about fear than a 
lion; and think of the s a n d : o f the man! 
This afternoon he sat up and watched the 
doctor perform t h a t amputat ion wi thout 
a quiver; he Wouldn't t a k e c h o l o f o r m r he 
wouldn't even lie 1 down. ' K v ' • •••**•• •?, 

"Was the amputat ion above or below 
the knee?" asked the reporter. 

"Below" (I didn't s ta te how far)!"' 
"Which foot?" 
'"Left." ''•.-• ': '-:-••} 
"He is in no great danger?" 
"Yes; the doctor s a y s he will b e a very 

s ick man for some time—if he recovers' a t 
all. B o y s , " I added, "there's one thing -

you might mention, and I think you ought 
to—and that is that it is such heroes a s 
this that g ive a road its reputat ion; people 
feel a s though they were safe behind such 
men ." , 

If Miles D i s ton had read the papers the 
next morning he would have died of flat
tery; the reporters did themse lves proud, 
and they made a whole column of the 
"iron will and nerves of steel" shown in 
that "amputat ion wi thout ether." 

Marie Venot w a s full of sympathy for 
Miles; she wanted to see him, but Mrs. 
Bai ley referred her to me, and she finally 
w e n t home, still inquiring every day about 
him. I don't think she had much other 
feel ing for h im than pity.' She w a s down 
again, a w e e k later and I talked freely of 
go ing to pick out a wooden foot for Miles, 
who w a s improving right along. 

Meanwhile , the papers . far and near 
copied the art ic les . about "The Hero of 
the Thrott le ," and the .item about the 
road's interest in heroes attracted, the a t 
tent ion of our general passenger agent 
—he liked the free advert is ing and wanted 
more of it; so he called m e In one day, 
and asked if I k n e w of a choice run they 
could g ive Miles as a reward- of merit . 

I told him, if he. wanted to m a k e a 
show of grat i tude from the road, and get 
a big free adver t i sement in the papers, to 
have Miles appointed superintendent of 
the Spring Creek Branch, where a prac
tical m a n w a s needed, a n d then g ive it 
out Vcold" that Miles had been rewarded 
by be ing made superintendent of the road. 
Th i s w a s afterward done, w i th a great 
hUrrah (in the papers) . 

' T h e second Sunday after Miles w a s hurt, 
Marie w a s down, and I thought I'd have a 
litt le fun w i t h her and s ee how she re
garded Miles. '"•".. 
I "There's quite a romance connected 
w i t h Distdn's affair," siad I a t the dinner 
table, rather carelessly. "There fs a 
young lady v is i t ing here in toWri—F hear 
she is very wea l thy—who s a w Mile& w h e n 
w e took h im off his engine. She sends 
flowers every'4ay/'cairs: hint h^r hero, and 
is jus t crazy for him7 to g e t we l l *so she 
can see him." ir' 

"Who is she, did you say?" asked my 
w i f e / '•'"•' •'• 

"I forgot her name," said I, "but I a m 
here to; tell you that she wil l g e t Miles'if 
there i s a n y chance in the world. Her 
father is a n army officer, but she says 
that Miles Dis ton is a greater hero than 
the a r m y ever produced. 

"She's a hussy ," said Marie. 
I don't k n o w whether you would call 

that a bull or a bear movement on t>e 
Dis ton stock, but i t w e n t up—I could see 
that . 

A w e e k later Miles w a s able to come 
doWn to our house fop dinner and m y wife 
asked Marie to come also. I m e t her a t 
the depot, and after she w a s safe in the 
buggy I told her that Miles w a s up at 
the house. She nearly jumped out; but I 
quieted her, and told her she mustn' t n o 
tice or say a word about Miles' game leg, 
a s h e w a s extremely sens i t ive about it. 

My wi fe w a s in The;kitchen, and I w e n t 
to the barn to put out the horse. Marie 
w e n t to the s i t t ing room to avoid the par
lor and Miles.but he w a s there.I guess .and 
Marie found her hero, for w h e n they came 
out to dinner h e - h a d h i s arm around her. 
They were married a month later, and 
w e n t to Washington , s topping to s ee us 
on the w a y back. 

A s I came home that n ight With m y 
patent dinner pail, and wi th two rows of 
wrinkles a n d a load of responsibil i ty on 
m y brow, Marie shook her fist in my face 
and called m e "an old story teller." 

"Story teller," said I. "What s tory?" 
"Oh, w h a t s tory? That leg story, of 

course, you old cheat ."' "''•' 
"What leg s tory?" ' • " 
"Old innocence; that amputat ion below 

the knee—you know." 
"Wa'n't i t below the k n e e ? " 

I*"Yes, but it w a s the litt le toe ." 
"John," said Miles, "she cried w h e n she 

looked for that wooden foot and only 
found a s l ight ly-f iat wheel ." ; 

"That ' s jus t like 'em." said I. ""Here 
Marie only expected a part of a hero, 
and w e g ive her a Whole man. and she 
kick's—that^s grat i tude for you." 

"I go t m y hero all right, though," said 
Marie; "you told me -a big fib just the 
same, b u t I cou ld-k i s s you for i t " 
-. ','Don't y o u ^ d ^ o a t r ^ ^ a i a ^ l J b u i t J f the 
Lord-shouia s e d B ^ t ^ ^ f b)es§h^a, and 
a n y of 'em are boys , ; j o ^ m i g h t / $ $ m e one 
after me ." ' '-'^T-^ ' , - " " ' ^ V * . 
- She said she'd do it^-and she dftk 
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train of Ills resulting from con
stipation, to .which 
women are subject. 

so manr 

$2.50 
FOB A CURE 4 

Sent by mail, post paid, with plain directions 
for using. Address, enclosing money order 
for $2.50, 

•AIL ORDER REMEDY C I 
?•;•; MinneapolE*, Minn. - • -%• 

617 6UARAIITY BUILDIN0. ';';" 

IV ER 

TALK I 
T« DULUTH, 

WEST SUPERIOR 
And All InUrmidlatt 

Prints 
•/• OVER THE NEW 

CONNECTING * 
LINES OF THE 

Twin City 
Telephone Co. 

RATIS—— 
From Mlmtaptllt and St. Paul 
II ft V—(0 C«Dtt Ttati Mloatei; 
I I A T U> Cents each a4ditton*l mlnnte. 
H l f t l l T — 2 * Cent* Three Miaaies; 
I I I U H I So eaeh additional minute 

A 1 L E . N S 
U L C E R I N E SALVE 

U a rore cure tor C h r o n i c Ulcere. B o n e Plceifet 
Seroralbne Ulcers , Taricoae tTleer«,MeT<ror« 
l e i Plaerw.Tyrefr BoreM>an grene .BI ood Bot-
•onins; , w h l t * 8 w e n i n a - . P o l s o n e > l W o u n d s ; 
an sores of long Btandlnr.Foifltlvely never ta>te.Qnrei 
also Cute , B n c n s , Bo l l* , FalonSStM^ntti ~ 

ABSOLUTE SECURITY. 
Genuine CARTER'S LITHE LIVER PILLS 
must pear signature o l ^ ^ w ^ ^ / 

GENUINE 
WRAPPER. 

Yevjr aauOl and«« easy 
• svgaxv 

FOB HEADACHtV 
FOR DiaiNESS. 
FOR BlUOUSRm, 
FOR TORPlI LIVER. 
FOR C0MSTIPAT10R. 
FOR SALLOW SKIf. 
FORlHECOMrilJtlill 

tftBU lgaway • f U M i y <$m Jf&fcwC 

-{. -

Ĵ SEE -; 
GENUINE 

WRAPPER 

M 

i l u j f i t i y 

DrittTT, 
. SUITE 3, 4 A N D 6. 

230 Hen. av, Minneapolis. 
The Oldest and Most Reliable 

Specialist In the Northwest-
for the core of 

CHBONIC, KEEV0V8 AHD 
PRIVATE DISEASES. . 

EK suffering from eyil effects of youthful 
Indiscretion, later-excesses, recent expos

ure, nervous debility, varicocele, unnatural 
discharges, lost vitality, failing memory, unfit
ness to marry, blood, skin, kidney or private dis
eases are speedily cured. Dr. Wyatt employs 
the most approved methods, and will attend 
you personally, aod complete a perfect cure. In 
strict eontidV*nce, at moderate expense. 

L ADIES suffering from any-form of Female 
Weakness. Painful ~ or irregular Sickness 

are permanently restored to health. 
Dr. Wyatt has had 30 ytars* experience, and 

been located in present offl<-es 17 yeirs. prov
ing himself an honorable, reliable and skillful 
physician. 

F REE Consultation?4-'•« Call or write for lift 
of questions. Home treatnient «sfe and 

sure. No exposure.^ Xo delay from businesi., 
to 8 p . in. 

i W W * 2 
OFFICE HOURS—9 a. 

Sunday, ,10 a. m. to 18. 

I Defective Page ) 


