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F'S rather a bad lot, 1
Kl wrote Bucks to
Callaban, “but 1 am
s tistld of one thing

n't run that yard

with 8 Sunday school

superintendent He
won't mnke you any trooble unless he
Fets to drinking. 1r that happens, don't
have any words with him.* Bucks un
dersconsd three times. “8 mply crawl
into a . r and wire me
Beudlug you elg u loads of steel to-
night [ + of tles Bisir re
ports soct 10 1 ¢ for track iayers
and Mear MLt moving into the Pal
isade can I'usli the stuff to the
front.™

It w © £ Jdark, and Callahan sat
in that p f Denkiecton depot he
called th illing st a muddy
root ! I ut bly hot In
sudiden 1lasln He took the pipe from
bhis mouth g 1 foat on the ta
ble, and <ol at the howl resentfally,
wondering f ther yild be pow
der In that (o tobacen of Rube-
do's 1" uthplece e eyed as
desperate man might ponder a flaal
shir:

The pipe hud originally come from
God's country, with a beautiful am
ber moul a beautiful bowl,
but it was a present from Lis sister
and had Iw ught at a Jdry goods
store. Ouce when thinking—or, If you
please, when not thinking—Callahan
bad bheld a lighted mateh to the beau
tiful amber u plece Instead of to
the toha ) 01 e fire thiat ensued
they had hard work to save the depot

Caliaban never wrote his sister about
it He thougl ly about buyiug
pipes at Eood o8 and nbu::!:'
being, when they explodel, n thousand
miles frog the g vho sold them
There w plenty n that to think
about. What be now brought hils teeth
reluctantly together on was part of
the rubber t of 0 diamantied ato
mizer, In happler post-Christmas dey
a tollet fixtgre. But Callaban had

abandoned 1he use of bay rum after
sbhaving. His razor had gone to the
scrap, and on SBunday wmorning he mere
Iy ran a pair of sclssors over the high
Joints—for Callahan was railroading—
and on the front.

After losing the mouthpiece he would
bave been completely in the alr but for
Mttie Chris Oxon. Chris
section gang His name wa Ol
Ochaner, but that wasu't ih Benkleton
Callaban was hurried when he made up
the payroll and put
better United States |

was

Calinhan's

It Uxen

Btates because ( Intian
Btates In prefepom to kEng

Chrls had b n Ameorica only
years, but he Lod been in o
and in ! t ¢ had learned many
wars of gt q tiething out of noth
ing W thie d halred d teher,
after the oy slon, enst away with bit
terne=s the remalns of ) viper, Chirls
plcked It up and bis itious action l
on the izer fim a new
mouthplece no worse I

Aual
for, while the ’
of rubber, It wus
waciets

Chiris presented

seconid

Hke the first, was

not of the --\pt..v.-u.-]

the remodeled
to Callaban us n surprise. Callshan,
& burst of gratitnde, promoted bim on

OOt

the spot He made little Chris fore
man. It didu’t bring aoy advance In
pay, but there was the honor. To be
foreman was sn honor. and, as little

Chiris was the only man on the yard
force, lie became by promotion foreman
of bimself

Bo ian sat thiuking of the in-
genuity of Chris, reflecting on the sting
of construction tobaceo and studying
over Bucks' letter

The yard was his worry—not that It
was much of o yard; Just a dozen runs
off the lead to take the construction ma-
terin| for Calluban to distribute fast as
the grade was pushed westward., The
trouble at the Benkleton yard came
from without, not from within.

The road was belng pushed into the
eattle country, and it was all easy till
they struck Benkleton. Benkieton was
Just a bard koot on the Yellow Grass |
trall, a squuily, sandy cattle town.
There were some bad men in Benkle-
ton. They didn't bother often. But |
there were some men In Benkleton who
thought they were bad, and these were
& souree of constant hideviiment to the
raliroad men.

Bouthwest of the yard, whero the riv-
er breaks sheer Into the hottoms, there |
hived and still hives a colony of rall- ‘
road laborers, Russians. They have
squatted there, burrowed into the face |
of the bench like sand swallows and
seraped caves out for themselves, and
the name of the place is Little Russia.

This was in the troublous days when
the cowhoys, homesick for evil, would
ride around Little Russia with rope
and gun and scare the ploneers cross
ayed. The cattle feliows spent the en-
tire winter months, all sand and son-
shine, putting up schemes to wWOorry
Callaban and the Little lRussinns, The
headquarters for this restless gang
were at Pat Barlie's place, across from
the postoffice. It was there that the

ecowboys loved to congregate To Cal
lahan Pat Barlie's place was a wasps'
Dest, but to Chris it was a den of
wolves, and of a dreader sort than
Russian wolves, for Burlie’s pack nev-
or slept.
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ton yard was like smoking a volinio]d!
pipe—you npever could tell whea It
would go off !
Cowlys shot nway the lamps faster
mis could be drawn for

Lthey shot the signgls off

i the lights from the

ving trains Whenever n

@l a2 flicker two cow-

alting to suuf it. If they

u Inmp, they winged the
br: . 1t vompelind Bucks after
awhile run tralus throogh Benkle-
ton without showing ever a light. This, |
th gh, could ' managed, but |
to 1 i the yard at night with
no to gt a switchman willing
to | g T 2 lleynolds’
wil an f time was
IS At 1 Bucks, on whom
vllected]l ar headguarters,

1 ild fight them with fire
ar t Shookley Callaban =till
st g 1 what be would be

up agains n Bhockley arrived.

The I 0 Bucks' letter gave
him ng Bucks to be frugal of

; ~ shocklay would rise

g his ears and
bo nghing from his watch

Laio I'e live in fear of the cowboys
wWas « f . but to live In fear of
the o W the one hand and In
terror rdmaster on the other
Neer sidered, confus-
Ing, pmrt irly If the new nlly got to
dr | fire scattersd Just

o whisthed Pat Barlie’s
corner began to sputter its galute. Cal
In} iround behind his bomb
proof, it his powderborn and, looking
dow W riwl whether
Slockley might be on that train

It waus not il the next night, though.,
that a tnll, thinnist ¢ i withoat wis
ble reasons for nlighting, got off 50 and
walked tentatively down the platform
At the ticket o L asked for the as
sistant supw lent

*Ouat there plutform talking
to the conductor.”

The thin rello'w wrged und beaded
for Callaling Callnban noticed ounly
his light, springy amble and his hatchet
face

.‘slr. "&J:. nr

“Yes™

*Bucks scut me up to take the yard.™

“What's your oume?™

*Bhockley

*Btep upstairs. I'll be up n & min.
ute.”

Shockley walked Lack fnto the depot,
but bhe left the copper balred assistant
s intendent weria is Lo whether
It waus really orf. whether Shockley

d tually As Cal

i giant's Inollen
glve n . B way he rath
r r that
itu i i 4 Dy
er 1

Ne ~ YA ol
ter took i yacd tim wl
that the night alr the yard, It being
b wy | WS smatie and 'r'..ﬂl
&) ' betler try r..rl

his switching in the day
=t «fore the appointesd hour
in the maorping the arsistaut had look
ed ot on hils woky yanmd, Lle thought
to himeseif that if that yard dido't drive
S man o ink nothing ever would
Plled shanty Ligh with a bewlldering
srray of aterial. It was enough to
take the Leart out of a8 Denver gwiteh-
Ing crew
While he stood at the window he saw

thelr plug switch engine tbat bad been
kicked ant of every other yard on the
system wheewe out of the roundhouse,
saw the new yardmaster flirt his hand
at the engineer and swing up on the
foothoard. Lut the swing—it made Cal-
laban's heart warm to him Not the
lubbwerly jump of the hoboes that bad
worried the life out of him all summer,
even when the cattiemen didn’t bother.
It was the swing of the sailor into the
shirouds, of the Cossack into the saddle,
of the yacht into the wind It was like
falling down or falliug up or falling on
—the grace of & mastery of gravitation
—thiut was Shockley's swing on the
foothoard of the yard engine as it shot
snorting past him

“He's all right.” muttered Callahan
It was enough

A man who flipped n tender like that
was uot like to go very wrong even In
that chaos of ralls and ties and string-
ers and coal

“Now." continued Callahan to him-
self. timidly hopeful, “if the cuss only
doesn’t get to drinking'™ He watched
apprehencvely, dreading the first time
he shor’d sec hlm entering Pat Rarlie's
place, but Shockley didn't appear to
know P'at had 2 place. The cow
too, watched him, waiting for his lamp
to gleam at night down In the yard,
but their patience was strained for a
long time. Shockley got all his work
done by daylight.

To the surprise of Callahan, and

probalbiy on the priuciple of the watche
ed pot, the whole winter went without
& brush between Shockley and the cow-
boys. Even Peg Leg Reynolds let him
alone, “He's the luckiest fellow on
earth,” remurked Callaban one day st
MeCloud in reply to a question from
Bucks sbout Shockley. ““There hasn't
& shot been fired at him all winter.,”
“He wasn't always lucky,” comment-
®d Bucks, signing & batch of letters.
“He came from Chicago,” Bucks
went on after a silence. “He was
switching there ou the Q nt the time of
the stockyurds riots. Shockley used to
drigk like a pirate. 1 never knew just
the right of it. [ understood it was in

S

about the shooting

I never set
again till bhe struck
McCloud; then I sent
He clulmed he'd guit drinking.
he bad. Loug as he's behaving
1 believe in giving him a chaoce,

It really wasn't sny a
giving him a chance; ra
they could get on wi
the Colorndo Pacific began
into Denver that summer It
crowd even Shockley to keep the
clean, He saw be would have to have
beip.

“Chris, what do they give you for
tinkering up the tles? asked Shockley
oue day j

“Dollar an* a balf™

“Why don't you take hold of switch-
Ing with me and get $377

Chris was tbhunderstruck.
sald Callaban wouldo't let him, but
Shockiey “guessed yes™ 'Then Chris
figured. To save the last of the bun-
dred dollars necessary to get the wom-
an and the bables over—it could be
done in three months (nstead of eix If
only Callahan would listen. But when
Shockley talked Callahan always lis-
tened, and when be asked for a pew
switchman be got bim. And Chris got
his &, to bhlm a suwm unspeakable.
By the time the woman and the chil-
dren arrived In the fall Chris would

E:
il

Firat be

{ have died for Shockley,

The full that saw the woman and the
stunted subjects of the czar stowed
away under the bench In Little Russia
brought niso the cowboys down from
Montana to balt the Russians.

Oue stormy night, when Chris thought
It was perfectly safe to venture ap to
Rubilo’s after groceries, the cowboys
caught him and dragged him over to
Pat Barlie's,

It was 7 when theyr csught him and
by ¥ they bad put him through every
pace that clivilization sSuggest.
PPeg Leg Revnolds, as always, master
of corewor then ordered him tied to
the stove. When It was done the cow-

could

boys gt into a big elrcle for a dance.
The fur on Chris's cont had already be-
Eun to sizzle, when the front door open-
ed. Shockley walked In

Stralzbt, Iu his ambling, burried way,
be wulked past the deserted bar throogh

the ring owboys ot the rear to Chris
frying agniust the stove and began cut
ting bim loose. Through every knot
that his knife slit he sont a very loud
and very bhad word, and no sooner had

he frev] Chris than he Yo

ed him by

the collar. as If quarreliog with him,
toward the back door, which was
bandy, and before the cowhova Bot
wind be had shoved him through It

“Hold on there! erfed Peg Leg Reyn
olds when It sus just too late. Chris
wns out of It, and Shockley turned
alone

"All right, partner; what 1 1t? he
asked aminbly.

“You've got a ripplog nerve™

*1 know It

“"What's your name?*

“Shockley,"™

“Can you dance?™

“No.™

It was Peg Leg's opportunity. He
drew his gun *1 reckon maybe you
ean  Try 1It.,” he added. pointing the
Buggestion with the pistol.  Shockley
looked foullsh He dido’t begin telp
ping soon enough and a bullet from the
cowboy's gun splintered the baseboard

at his feet Shockley attempted to
shufle. To any one whe didn't know
him It looked funny. But Peg Leg was

& rough davcing master and before he
eald “Enough” an ordinary man would
have dropped exhausted. Shockley,
breathing a good bit qulcker, ouly
steadied himself agalinst the bhar

“*Take off your hat before gentlemen,”
eried the cow boy ?“'lhh'k]!‘}' hesitated,
but be did pull off his CAp

“That's more like it
name

“Shockley ™

“"Shockley ¥ echoed Reynolds with a
burst of range amenitles “Well,
SBhockley, you can't help your name
Drink for once In your life with a man
of bresding—my name's Reynolds Pat,
set out the good bottle—this Euy pays,”
exclaimed Peg Leg. wheeling to the
bar.

“What'll it be? ssked Pat Rarlle of
Bhockley, as he deftly slid a row of
glasses in front of the men of breed-
Ing

“Gloger ale for me"” suggested
Bhockley mildly. The cowboys pat up

What's your

& single yell Glnger ale! It was too
foony

Reynolds. choking with contempt,
poltted to the yardmaster's glass.

“Fill it with whisky"™ he shouted. “Fili
It. Pat!™ he repeated. as Shockley lean-
ed undecidedly against the bar. The
yardmaster held out the glass and the
barkeeper began to pour,  Shockley
looked at the liguor a moment, then he
Jooked at Reynolds, who fronted him
with gun In one band and red water in
the other.

“Drink™

Bhockley paunsed, looked agaln at the
whisky and drew the glass toward him
with the curving hand of a drinker.

“You want me to drink this? he half
lrughed, turning on his baiter.

“] didn’b say so, did 1?7 I said drink!™
roared Peg Leg.

Everybody looked at Shockley. He
stood fingering the glass quietly. Some-
bow everybody, drunk or sober, looked
ot Shockley. He glanced around at the
crowd. Other guns were creeping from
their holsters. He pushed the glass
back, smiling.

“I don’t drink whisky, partner,” said
Bhockly gently.

“You drink that whisky or I'll put a
Httle hole Into you!™

Shockley reached good naturedly for
the glass, ikirew the liguor on the floor
and set it back on the bar.

“Go on!" sald Shockley. It confused
Reynolds.

“A man that'll waste good whisky
oughtn’t t* live anyhow,” he muttered,
fingering his revolver mervously.
“You've spolled my alm. Throw up
your hat” be yelled. “I'll put a bole
through that to begin with.,”

Iustead Shockley put his cap back on
his bead.

“Put a hole through It there,” sald
be. Reyuolds set down his glass, and
Shockley walted. It was the cowboy
who hesitated, L

“Where's rour nerve? asked
rallroad mon. The gua covered hir
with a fash and a roar. Re; ‘
whatever his foults, was a shot.
and the powder almost burned Shock-

Maybe an hour later Reynolds was
sitting back of the stove In a card
' game when a volce spoke at his ear.

“Get up!™ Reynolds looked around
into a pistol. Echind it stood Shock-
ley. pleasant. “Get up!™ he repeated,
Nobody had seen him come In, but
there he was and with an absolutely
infantfle gun, & were baby gun, in the
Fellow light, but it shone like bright
sliver.

Reynolds with visible embarrassment
stood up.

“Throw your cannon into the stove,
Reynolds; you won't nead IL" suggest-
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ed Shockley nolds looked around,

There uppen v e no bopeful alter-
native The lovked very cold
Not a cowhoy priasasl Under con
voy Reynold sl over to the
stove and thr r Li# gun, but the
grace of the was bad

“Get up tiu 1 the bar and dance
Hustle!”™ urgel =Lockley, They had to
help the coufus ywiboy up, and when
he stood, shau d, looking down on
the scene of L nstant trinmphs and
did a painful » e foot, marking time

with his peg
stood thelr ow

cowbays, who bad
bare of his bullying,
roared Shoci didn’t roar; ouly
stosd with busy eyes where he ecould
cover any man oo demand, vot forget
ting even Pat RBarlle

Peg leg, vwho had daveced so many In

his day. danced, and bis roasting gun
sputtered an accompaniment frowm the
stove; Lut as Shockley, who stood In

front of I, pald no attention to the
fusillade of bullets good form prevent
ed others from dodging. “That'll do;
get down Come here, Chris"” callsl
Shockley  Chris Oxen, greatly disturh
od, Issumd fron

an ohscure corner

m your knees™ exclaim

ed the ¥n aster. Jerking Reynolils
with 2 ot twist in front of the fright
entd  Itus ) et on vour Kknecs
right | threw your whisky " And
Shockles rowding Reynolds down l-rl
his b . dropped for the first
time into range civilities himself. and
the sha uid the abasement of it
Were Vi great

“Toys nid the wrardmaster, with

one re=tless cve on Hevnolids and one on
everyhody olae, as he pointed at Chris,

“this mun's coat was burnt up. He's
A poor devil and his money comes hard
Chip in for a new cont  I've nothing

Against any man that don’t want to
give, hut Hevnokls must pass the bat
Take vou soyote."”

Nearly everyhody contributed as Rey-
nolds went round.  Shockley made no
comments “Count it." he eontinued
when the fallen monarch had finished,
and when the tale was made Shockley

ne

told I*at Barlle to put in as much more
as the cap held, and he did so.

“There, Chris; go home, 1 don't llke
¥ou,” added Shockley insolently, turn-
ing on Reynolds.  “You don't know
what fuu This town won't hold
You and me after tonight. You can
take it or you ean leave it, but the first
time [ ever put eyes on you again one
of us will cush jn.”

He backed directly toward the front
foor and out,

Peg Leg Reynolds took only the night
to decide; next day he hit the trall.
The nervy yardmaster he might have
wiped out if he had stayed, but the dis-
grace of kuceling before the dog of a
Russinn was something never to be
wiped out in the annuals of Benkleton.
Peg Leg moved on, and thereafter cow-
boys took acceasion to stop Shockley on
the street and jolly him on the way he
did the one legged bully, and the lighta
were shot no more.

The railrond men swore by the new
yardmnster; the Russians took thelr
clgarettes  from their mounths and
tonched thelr caps when Shockley pass-
ed; Callnhan blessed his name, but lit-
tle Chris ll-'ul‘ﬂhlped him.

One day Alfabet Smith dropped off
at Benkleton from Omaha headquar:
ters Alfabet wans the only species of
lizard on the payroll. Fle was the
west end spotter  “Who Is that sllin
fellow #* he asked of Callahan as
Shockley flew by on the pllot board of
an englne.

“That's Shockley.™
- “Oh, that's Shockley. is

But he could say I
‘way to make a man prick h

“Yes, that's S8hockley.
Callabian, with a dash

X,

._

“If Lo hathers Shockley,” Bucks sald,
“wetll et lis sealp, that's all. He'd
hettor ok after his conductors and
lenve oy men njone™

i ultiee Shockley isn't keeping his
frog . U wkod,” coatiuucd Bucks, re-
verting o olhee matters, ““That won't
do, [ wout every frog in the yand

blocked. aud Rept Blocked, sud tell him
1 sald =0

But the oo Wincking was uot what
worrisd Shodkles His push was to
Keep the yanl clean, for (he month of
December Lrought more stuff  twice
over than was ever poured into the
frout end yard before. Chris, though,
had developed into a great switchman,
and the two never Jet the work get
ahoead.

So It came that Little Russia honored
Chris and his big pay check above
most wen,  Shockley stood first In
Little Russin, then the ¢zar, then Chris,
then Callaban. Queen Vietorin and
Bismoarck might have admivers, but
they were not lu it under the bench.

When the Russian bolidays came,
down below, Chris concluded that the
ecclebration wonld DLe merely hollow
without Shockley, for was not the very
existence of Little Russin due to him?
All the growth, all the prosperity—
what was it Jdoe to? Protection. What
wan the protection? Shockiey., There
were hrakemen who argued that pro
tection came from the tariff, bat they
never wmnde any couverts in Little Rus
sin, where the inhabitants couid be lu-
Guced to vote for president only on the
assurance that Shockley was running

“Well, what’s the racket anyhow,
Chris?" demoanded Shockley lazily after
Cross Eyes, tryinge to rid of the
Invitation to testivitles, had sput.
tered switch English five minutes st
him.

“Ve got Chrismius by vs,” explained
Chiris desperutely

“Christions" repoeuated Shockley grim
lIy. “Christmas.  Why, man. Cheist
mas dJdon't come nowbhere on earth in
Janunry You wnut to wind up your

gt

calendar Where'd you get them
shooes ¥

“Ioliir sefenty-vife”

--\\ Il' e L

“Rulbedo.*
“Amd Jdon't you know a switchman
oughtn™t to put his feet in fatboats®

Dou’t you kunow some day you'll get
Your foat s ¢ ina tongue or a guard ¥
Then where'll you be, Dutch, with a
string of Hats rolling down on you,
eh 7

However, Chris stock for his reguest
He woubdn't take no for an answer
Next <dny he tired St L:c‘)‘ out

“Well for (lod's 2ake let up, Chris.”™

sald the yardmaster at last.
down awlnle after 23 comes In. Get
back ifter supper, and we'll
make up 55 and let the rest go”

“I"li come

oarly

It was o pretty uight; pretty enongh
over the yard for anybods’'s Chrlstmas
Jullan or Gregorian—no sunow, but a
moon, aud a full one, rising carly over
the Arikaree Liuff's and a frost that bit

and sparkled and the north wind asiee)
In the sand bills

Shockley after supper, snug in a pen
Jacket apd a st cap, roede with the
switchh engine down from the round
bovuse Chris. ‘n his asirakban reefer
and turban, wa.king over from the dug
out in Rubedas new shoes, fipped the
foothoard at the stackyurd with almost
the roll of Shockley lumsell

Happily for Christmas In Little Rus
sla 23 pulled In on time, but it was long
and heavy that ulght It brought conl
and and the stafl for the Fort
Rawlins depot and a batoh of bridge
steel they had been waltlng two weeks
for. mostly Cherry Creek stul, eleven
ears of It

The minute the tired engine was cat
off the long traln up ran the lttle
switch engine and snapped at the head-
less wonster like a covote.

Out came the coal with n clatter,

Lies

out came the depot stulf with a sheet
of flame through the goat's flues, shot
bere, shot there, shot youder, fiying
down this spur and down that and the
other, like stoues from a catapult, and
the tough counected, smut faced, Llear
eyeld yard gugine coughed and snorted
and spit a shower of sparks and soot
and einders up Into the Christinas air.
Bhe darted sl dodged and jerked and
backed up and down and across the
lead and never for a fraction of & sec-
end took her eye off Shockley's lamp—
shivering aud clanging and bucking
with steam and bell and air, but al-
ways with oue smoky eye on Shockley's
Jamp, until 28 was wrecked clean to the
caboose, and the switch engine shot
down the main line with the battered
way car in her cluws llke a hawk with
& prairie dog.

Then there was only the westbound
freight, 55, to make up with the Fort
Rawiins stuff and the Cherry Creek
steel, whirh was “rush,™ and a few
cars of tles fuug on behind on general
principles. It was quick work now—
sorting and moving the Lridge steel—
half an hour for an hour's work, with
the porth wind waking at the clatter
and sweeping & bank of cloud and sand
across the valley. Shockley and Chris

and the goat erew put at it Uke black '

ants. There was releasing and setting
and kicking and splitting, and once in
awhile a flying switch dead agalnst the
rubrics, and 4t last the whole traln of
steel was In line, clean as the links of

£

He recovered

g

lightly, but

misstep sent his other foot wide, and
with a bit of a jolt Rubedo’s new shoe
slipped into the frog.

Up the track he a roll of

i

! band, he walked in

Coolly, first like a confident man in
quicksand, scon with alarm running
!uto fright; but there was time enough,

The bead car was four or five lengths
above the switch aud coming very,
very slowily, beavylike and squeaking
| stiflly under Its load, yet and
he wrenched harder, but his foot stuck.
Then be yelled for Shockley. Shock-
ley had gone over to open the caboose
switch. sShockley couldn't hear, and he
knew it, and he yelled again,

The sweat broke over him as he turn-
el and twisted, The grip of the frog
seemed to stifle bim, Half the time
wus gone. The near truck wheels
y Bereeched two oar lengths away, and
the switchman played his Iast card,
Time nmd tme again Shockley had told
him what to do if that moment came in
the night—had told him to throw his
{ lamp in the air like & rocket. But Chris
bad forgoiten all that till the fiat drop-
'ilml bheavily on the tonguae in front of
{ bim. Then he threw his lamp like a

rocket high into the night.

No belp came. He raised his arms
frantically above his lhead, and his
cries cut the wind. Desperate at last,
be threw bimseif fiat, to le outside the
rail to save all but a foot, but the frog
beid him and erying horribly he strug-
gled backto his feet, ouly to sink again

{ half erazy to the ground. As hils senses
left him he was hardly aware of a
stinging pain In his foot, of & wrench
at his leg, an Instant arm arcund his
neck and his yardmaster's volee In his
cir.

“Jump!” screamed Shockley.

Chris scrambled frantically on the
deadly rails, unpable to jump, felt him-
sclf picked from the ground, heard a
choke in the throat at his ear, and he
was flung like a drawbar through the
dark. Shockley had passed a knife
blade from vamp to sole, slit the Rus-
slan’s ¢lumsy shoe, jerkod his foot
from it and thrown him bodily Into the
clear

Chris staggerad panting to his feet.
Already the steel was moving slowly
over the switch. He bheard the sullen
poanding of the trucks on the contact.
A lantern, burning yet, lay on its side

near the stand It was Shockley's
lsmp. Chris looked wildly around for
bis yardmaster, callel out, called

Bliockley's nume, listend. No seream,
DO grogun, 0o orF, N0 AnSwWer, uo sound,
but just the steady pounding of the
wheels over the contact. Tbhe Httle
switchman screamed again o a frenzy
and, turning, raced stumbling up the
track to the cub. He swung Into It and
by signs made the engineer shut off.
He tried to talk and only stammered a
lingo of switch pidgin and the name of
Bhockiey. They couldu't understand it
&il. but they shut off with faces pinch-
ed and sallow, threw open the furnace
door amd, grabbing their lanterns, ran
back. The fireman, on bis knees, held
his lamp out under the flat that span.
ned the contact.  He drew, shrinking.
back and, rising, started on the run
for the depot to rouse Callaban.

It was Callabhan who pulled the pin
a mowent later, Chris shivering like n
rabbit at his =ide. It was Callaban
who gnve the slow pull ahead order
that cut the traln in two at the frog
and Callahan who stepped, wavering,
from the gap thnt opeued hehind the
receding fint—back from something be-
tween the ralls—back to put Lhis hands
blindly out for the target rod and un-
steadily upon it. Ile heard Shockley
breathing.

Bome carried the headlight back, and
some tore the door off a box car, and
they got him on. They earried him un-
evenly, stumbling. over to the depot.
They lald him on Callaban's mattress
In the waltlng room, and the men
stood all about him, but the only
sound was his breathlug, and inside
under the lamp the recelver, clieking,
clicking, clicking, of Bucks and the
company surgeon coming on a special
shead of 09,

They twisted touiniquets into his

The only sound was his breathing,

slairs, aud Callaban, Tired and skek, had
Eone np=taies, and oniy the operntor sat
under his lnmp at the table, Chris stood
back In the gloow o front of the stove

and poked stealthily at the fire. When
it blazed be drotped blg chunks of
smutty coal in on It and wipad his

frosthitten nose with the buek of his
dirty bhand,

Chiris drew his enp low, pulled me-
chanically from his pocket o time table,
tore off a strip and, holding It carefully
open, sprinkled a fow clipplugs of to-
bacco upon It and rolled his elgarette,
He tucked it between his lips. It was
company for the silence. aud bie conld
more ensily stop the listening. But he
did not light, onty pulled his eap again
a little lower, buttoned close his recfer,
looked ut his bandaged foot, pleked up
his tarop nmd started home

It was dark, and the wind from the
north was bitter, but be made a grent
detour into the teeth of It—around by
the coal chutes, n long way rouml, a
the frog of the east
and the cold stung
his face as he limpad heavily on. At
Inst by thé lee house he turned south
and, reaching the face of the bench,
panssl o moment, hesitating on the
side of the earthen stalrs, It was very
dark. After a bit he walked slowly
down and pushed open the door of his
dugout. 1t was dark inside and cold.
The fire was out. The children were
asleep,.  The woman was asleep

He sat down in & chair and pvt out
his lamip. There was no Christmas that
night in Little Russia.

long way {roan
house track switeh

NEXT WEEK,
ROADMASTER'S
10!
Place for Red Tape.

“There s too much red tape about
your business here,” sald the shopper,
after a long walt for her package and
her change.

“But 1 thought you said
red tape in its pluce?”

“THE STORY.™

you liked
replied the

manpager of the dress goods depart-
ment.

*So 1 do.™

“Well, If a dry-goods store is not

the place for red tape, what I8?"—
Yonkers Sintesman

If the Coat Fits.

See that hen changing her feet to
prevent thelr freezing. Her comb is
frost-Litten already. Here are her
winter quarters Well  ventllated,
Like a summer house. Blizzards sweap
through grandly. See the bare corn
cobs and the ice! Let's colleet the
egEs. Lots of money In egga' Why,

quivering desh, and with the light dy-
ing in his eyes they put whisky to his
lips. But be turned his bead and spit it
from his mouth. Then he looked from
face to face about him—to the englneer
and to the fireman and to little Chris
apd to Callaban—and his lips moved.

Chris bent over him, but try as he
would he could not cateh the worda,

“Block—block,” sald Shockley’s lips.

And Shockley died.

They lifted the mattress into the bag-
gage room. COallahan drew over it a
crumpled sheet. A lantern left burned
on the checking desk, but the men, ex-
cept Chris, went thelr ways. Chris
bung Irresolute around the open door.

The special pulled in, with
shoes wringing fire from heels
she slowed Bucks and a
closo sprang from the step
Callabhan met them; shook

Twenty minutes later 69
the yard, but in the yard all

still, One msan
night. Carrying his little valise
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not one? Chase her, she doesn’t pay.
What, nothing in her crop? Where's
that corn [ gave her yesterday? I'll
bave her for a stew; she's too old and
tough to roast—Orange Judd Farmer.

Frost eats fat from the bones of the

Swelled.
The landlord sald this flat was *
And 1 guess the landlord knows;
For there Isn't a window that opens weil
Or a door not hard to close.
—Cleveland Leader.

Kept His ‘Word.

“Papa, papa! you said that If [ would@
tell you all about it not a hair of my
head should be harmed.”

“Well (whack!) not one will (whack!)
will be. Your head (whack!) is higher
up.“"‘lud‘.-

And They're Not.

Mrs. Jawback—You'll never suceeed
in politics. You're neither a Webster
nor a Blalne.

Mr. Jawback—No, but, by Gum, I'm
alive!—Cleveland Leader.

Infant Terrible.
“Bay, Maw.”
“Well, son?"
“What is environment 7
“Environment, my son, means the
things around you."”




