
tie, but gratefully. "Mother wor-
ries about him continually. She
hears a great deal about his reck-
less ways. He does not seem to
appreciate that her life hangs up-

on a very slender thread."
"Believe me,Myrtle, I shall do

all I can to direct him aright,"
said Walter with deep feeling.

The theme was a grave one
with Walter. Wild, reckless Les-
lie Forbes had no better friend
than this sterling young fallow
student. But for him he would
have been twice expelled from
college. Many a night had Wal-

ter sat up assisting his chum to
prepare at the last hour for a crit-
ical examination.

Walter gave his friend a great
talking to after arriving at the
college. He worked double time
posting him to keep up with his
classes. Leslie seemed really on
the mend. Then some graduates
visited the town, there was a
riotous time and some broken
windows at the village tavern,
and Leslie was in the black books
of the professors again.

One afternoon Walter started
out for a walk. It was not until
he had ended a good long sprint
at a little railroad station that,
placing his hand in a pocket, he
discovered by some cards that by
mistake he had put on Leslie's
coat.

Walter sat down to rest on a
bench. He heard the distant roar
of a coming train just as the sta-

tion agent came rushing wildly
out of the depot. He was white
as death.

"Wire from Hampton 1" he 1

gasped. "Bridge around the curve
gone down. Semaphore won't
work must stop the limited!"

The man ran down the track
in the direction of the semaphore
three hundred yards distant. He
stumbled, started on again and
then sprang aside, for the ap- - '

proaching train was fairly upon
him.

Walter took it all in at one
swift glance. Then he tore off his
coat. Near at hand was the mail
crane.

A mighty resolve came into his
mind. He ran up the steps, placed
one hand on the extended hook
and posed, breathless.

There was a blur, dizzying and
nerve racking. How he did it he
could not later realize but he
gave his body a swing and landed
inside the mail dar. Only that he
was hurled on a great heap of
mail bags he would have been
killed.

"The bridge around the curve
is down!" he just managed to

gasp to the astounded mail men.
Then he lost consciousness, to re-

gain it with the train at a stand-
still, its crew grouped ahead,
where a great gap showed the va-

cant bridge chasm. Painfully he
lifted himself from the car. A new
sickening sensation overcame

'him. He crept to some bushes
and sank into new unconscious-
ness.

How he found his way back to
the. college he could only dimly
remember, but some one was
rousing him in his bed, a fellow
student.

"Tried to get you. up before'


