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The Wreckers

By FRANCIS LYNDE

— ———

“YOU'D BETTER NOTIFY THE UNJDERTAKERS"

Bynoptie —Orabam Noreross, rallrond manager, and hia seoretary, Jimmy
Dodd ire miroonad Kt Bund Creoek slifing with & youneg lady, Shella Macras
and her smnll cousing Maisle Ann. Unpeen, they witnoss a pecullar train hold-
U, in whi a sperial cur s carried off. Noreross recognizes the ear as that
of Juhn Chadwick, fnandin) magnnle, whom he was to mest nt Portal Cliy |
He and Diwlds rescue Chadwick The Intter offers Norcross the managemeont 1
uf the iMoneer Short Ldno, which s in the hands of eastern speculators, headed
by Dreckhantidge Danten, president of the line Norcross, learning that Bhelln
Mavene ls stoppilng at Port iy, wecepta  Dodds avérhears conversation bes
T Mufus Haweh and ddoxteve Haoekesl, Yortal ity Anonciera, tn whion
they admit complivity In Chadwick's kidnaping, thelr object bwing to kesp
Chadwiek from atiending s meeting of direciors W reorganizse the

Ponver
would jwopardize their Intevestn, To curb the monopoly eon- Ji
trolled by Hateh and Henckel, the ted Tower corporation, Noreross forms the
Clitlgena’ Blorage and Warehouss compuny He bLegine 1o manifast n desp
Mmterest In Shelln Mocras.  Dodds learns thit Bhelln In married, but livifg
spart from her hosband. Norcross does not know thin, The Boss disappenrs;
report hans It that be has resigned and gone east, Jimmy turne slauth, suspacts
he has bean kiduaped and sflectn his roscus Noreross resumes contral of the
Ploanser S8hort Line, refusing ta give pluce o Dismuke, whom Dunton has sent
to take charge as gonernl manager. Jimmie follows an emissury of the Red “
Towar people, spying on Norcroas, to & coal yard, where he overhenrs a plot
to arrest the Hoss on a murder charge. He frusteates it and thereby drivaes
hils snemies to more desperate measures, At the home of Bheila Mocras Dodds
In witness of stringe notlons of & man whom he Iater recognizes as Howard
Collingwood, nephew of Presldent Dunton, A seties of wrecks, Impossitile to

Bhort 1Ane, which

explain, causa alarm to the Pose

—_——
CHAPTER X|—Continued,

"Good Lord!" exclalmed the little
willlonalre; “yon don't have to tell
me that! If we can't stop "em, Uncle
Dunton will have plenty of good rea-
sgons  for cleaning us all out, lock,
wstock, and barrel! T was talking with
Carter, In the clulm otllos, this morn-

fng, Our luss aml damage nccount
for the past month Is  something
frightful t*

“IC I8 sald the boss gravely, And
then: “Upton, we're not altogether ax
bright ns we might be. Hos It never
occurred to you that we nre having
too mueh bad luck to wureant us in
chairglng It all up to the chapter of
necidents ¥

Mr, Van Britt blew his cheeks out
until the stubby, eropped mustnche
bristled Hke porcuplone guills,

“Bo you've been getting your polinte
er, too, have you?" he threw o

Mr, Noreross didn't auewer the ques-
tion directly.

“Put Tarbell on the Job, and If he
needs help, let him pick his own men,”
he directed. “We want to know why
that boulder tumbled down aliead of
Number Seventeen, and 1 want (o see
Tarbell's report on it.  Keep at It
night and day, Upton, The infection
s getting into the rank and fle wnd
it'e spreading Hke o slckness, I It
becomes peychologienl, we shall huve
all the trouble we nesd” .

“I know,” npodded the superinten-
dent, 1 went through n slege of that
kind on the Great Southwestern, one
whiter, It wus horrible.  Men who
had been running tralns year in and
yeur onl, and never knowing that thuy
had uny nerves, went to ploces |If
you'd spip your fingers ut them.”

*That's it” sald the boss. “We
don't want o fall Into that ditch,
Things are gquite bind enough, as they
e,

Thix ended It for the thne, 'The
Petrolite Canyon wreek was  pilcked
up, the track was clenred, and
IePe our rMny were moving on time,
But anybody could sée that the entire
Short Line hod a case of “netves,™
Kirgnn, Kirgan the  colidblooded,
showaed It one afternoon when 1 went
over to his office to return o bunch of
Mue-prints sent In for the boss™ ups
proval, The blg masteranechoante hnd
n routd-house forvmnn “on the cnrpet”™
nnd was harryving him ke the dickens
for letting an engine go out with one
of her truck safety chalng haonglog
“Jooso,

Ever ginee we hnd gone together on
the regeue mun 10 Thober Mountain,
Muart uud 1 bad been sort of chuminy,
and after the foreman had gone away
with his foot In his hand, 1 jJoshed
Kirgan a lttle nbout the way she hod
bnmmered the round-house man,

“Hadl medicine” 1 told him,  “It's
worrying the bosses, too. What's do-
Ing It, Mor ¥

*Maybe you enn toll,” he growled.
“It's n howloo—that's what 11 s
Seven englnes In the shops In the last
nipne dpys, and three more that haven't
bewn Oshied out-a the diteh yet, T wish
Mr, Van Britt 'd fire the whole Jumpy
outng !

It didn't seem ax though firing wans
niedisd so much ng o dose of nerve
Ttonle of some sort,. Tarbell wns work-
fug hoard on the problem, quietly, and
without meking any talk about it, and
Kirgan was giving bilm all the men he
nsked for from the ghops ; guick-witted
fellows whe were up In all the me-
detulls, and who made bet-
ter spotiers than outsiders wonld be-
ceouse they kpew the rond apnd the
ropoes Iut It wns no use, 1 saw
some of Tarbell's reports, and they
didn't show  any  erookedness, It
seemed to be fost had laek—one land.
glide afver soother of it

Meanwhile, New York had walied op
aguin, Fresident Dunton bnd been off
the Job somewhere, 1 guess, but now
he was bonel, nnd the things he wired
to the bosy were enough to wake your
Dbule stand on end, I looked every day
o seo Mr, Norcross plteh the whole
shooting-mateh into the fire and quit,
cold,

He'd pever taken anything lke Mr,
unton's abuse from anyhody hefore,
and he conldn't seem to got hardened
to It. But he was loyal to Mr, Chad-
wick; nnd, of course, he “mew that
Mr. Dunton's hot wires w e meant

chtinlenl

to nng bim Into resigning. Then there
was Mra. Bheiln. 1 sort of suspected
ghie was holding him up to the rack,
every day and every mioute of the
uny.

It wne one evening after he had
been out to the mnjor's for Just a
e while, gl hind come baek to the
office, that he sent for Mr. Van Drltr,
who was nlso working Inte. There wis
blood on the moon, and | saw It lo the
wiay the boss' jow wus working.

“Upton,” he began, ns short ns ple-
erust, “have you thought of uny way to
break this wreck hoodin yeir”

Mr. Van Britt sat down and crossed
s solld Hitle logs,

“If T had, T shiouldn't be losing sleep
at the rote of fve of glx hours o
nlght," he rasped.

“There’'s one! thing that we haven't
tried.” the shaot back, “We've
bevn ndvertising 1t ns bad lick, keope
Ing our own susplelons to ourselves
and letting the men belleove whnt they
pletsed,  We'll change atl that. 1
want yon to enll your troinmen In ns
fust s you can get nt them. Tel
them—from mw, If you want to—that
there fsn't any bad lock about It;
that the enemles of this management
are making an organized rald on the
property itself for the purpose of put-
tog us out of the Nght. Tell them
the whole story, If you want to: how
we're trylng onr best to make n spoon
out of n spolled horn, and how there
Is an army of grafters and wreckers
In this state which s doing lts worst
to knock us out of the hox,

“If you give the foree something
tnngible to Iny hold of, 1-will work
the necided mimele. It 18 only the
mysterious that terrifies. Rnllrond em-
ployes, ns o whole, nre perfectly In-
telligent human belngs, open to cons
vietlon, The mnnagemont whilch doesn't
proft by that fact s lame. If you do
thig and nppenl to the lovalty of the
men, you will make a private detee-
tive out of every man in the trealn
sorviee, and every one of them kean
to be the frat to entch the wreckers,
You can ndd a bit of n rewnrd for
that, If you Uke, and T'H pay It out
of my own bank ncsount,"”

For n full minute our ecaptive mil-
Honalre didn't say a word. Then he
grinned  lke o  good-natured Mlitle
Chinese god,

“Who gave you this iden of taking
the pay-roll Intoe your confdence, Gru-
ham¥ he asked softly,

For the first time In all the weeks
and months I'd been knowing Lilm, the
boss dodged ; dodged just like any of
us might,

“I've heen talking to Major Ken-
drlek,” he sali. “Ho s o wise old
mnan, Upton, and he hears n good mnny
things that don't get printed In the
DWW NP Pers."

I could ¢ that this excnse didn't
fool Mr. Van Britt for n single In.
stant, nnd there wns a look In his
¢ye that T conldn’t quite understand.
Nelther could 1 make much out of what
he sald,

“Wo'll go Into that a ltlle deecper
gome day, Graham—ufter this epllep-
tie attack has been fought off. This
fden—which you confess lsn't your
own-—i8 a pretty shrewd one, and 1
shonldn't wonder if It would work,
If we enn get It In motlon before the
hoodoo hreaks ur wide open, And, ns
you sny v atcusation Is Justifinble,
even If v.. can't prove up ngalnst the
Hateh outfir, That turned-over rall In
Petrolite Canyon, for example, might
have been helped nlong hy—*"

It was Kelso, Mr. Van Britt's sten-
ographer, smashed In with the Inter-
ruption. T, was In his shirt-sleeves,
ns If he'd fust got up from his type-
writer, and he rushed In with his
mouth open and his eyves llke spucers,

"Thoy—they want you In the dis-
phicher's office!™ he panted, Jerking
the words out at Mr, Van Britt. “Dur.
gin hos lot Number Flve get by for a
head-tnder with the ‘Flyer,” and be's
gune crugy ! .

hans

CHAPTER X1
The Halplesi Wires
When Bobby Kelso ahot hlg news at
us we nll mfide a quick break for
the dispateher’s offtce, the boss in the
lond, Durgin, the night dispatcher,
had been alene on the traln desk, and
the only other operstors on duty were

the ear-record man and the young fel-
low who acted as a rellef on the com-
mereinl wire, When we got there,
we found that Tarbell had happensd
to be in the ofice when Durgln blew
up. He wne sitting In st the train
key, trylng to get Crow Guleh, the
one Intermedinte wire statlon hetween
the two traloe that had falled to got
thelr “meet” orders, and this way the
first 1 knew that he really was the
expert telegraph operator  that his
poy-roll description sald he was,

Durgin Jooked Hke a tortured ghost,
e was n thin, dark man with a sorg
of weattering beard and lmp  block
timir; one of the clearest-hended” dig
patchers In the bunch, and the very
lust man, you'd say, to get rattled In
n thogleup. Yet here he was, hunched
In & chulr at the car-record table In
the corner, a staring-eyed, pallld.
fuced wreck, with the sweat standing
in blg drops on his forchesd and his
hands shoaking us If he had the palsy,

Morris, the rellef man, gave us the
porticulars such as they were, speak-
Ing In n hushed volee s If he was
ufrald of breaking In on Tarbell’s
stendy rattling of the key In the Crow
Gulch station enll

“Number Four"—Four wns the ojst-
bound “Flyer"—"ls five hours off
time,” e expluined. “Asx pear 1
enn get It Durgln was golng to make
her ‘meet” with Number Five at #he
Ilind siding st Sand Creek tunk.
ought to have hod her arders some
where west of Bauxlte Junction, and
IFive oughit te have got hers at Banta.
Durgin says be stinply forgot thai
the 'Flyer' wis ronning late: that she
was stiil out and had a ‘meet’ 1o make
somewlhere with Five" d

trlef ns Morris' explanation wns,
It was clear enough for anybody who
Lnew the woitd wnd the sehedules, The
fegular mecting-point for the two pas-
senger tralns was at o polnt well enst
of Portal Clty, Instend of west, and
w0, of conrse, would not eoneorn the
Desert Division crew of elther train,
ginee all crews were changed at Portal
City. From Banta to Bauxite June-
tlon, some thirty-odd miles, there was
only one telograph  stptlon, namely,
that at the Crow Guleh lumber enmp,
seven miles beyond the Timber Moun-
tuln “Y* and the gravel pit where the
stolen 1016 had been abandoned,

Unluecklly, Crow Gulch was only a
day station, the day wires belng han-
dled by n young man who was holf
in the pay of the rallroad and half
In that of the saw-mill campany, This
young min slept at the mill eamp,
which was a mile hack In the guoleb,
There wan oy one chinnee in a thod-
sand that he would be down at the
rillrond statlon ot ten o'clock ot
night, and It wns on that thousandth
chinnce that Tarbell was rottling the
Guleh el If Five were mak-
Ing her enrd time, shie was pow about
half-way hetween Timber Mountaln
"™ nnd Crow Guich, And Four, the
“Flyer,” bnd just left Bausite—with
no arders whatever, Which mennt that
the two trains would togethoer
somewhere nenr Sund Creck,

Mr. Van Britt was as good a wire
mun a8 anybody on the line, but It
wns the boss who took things In hand.

"“There Is a long-distnnes telephone
to the Crow Guleh saw-anlill; have you
tried (hat ¥ he barked at Tarbell,

The hig young fellow who looked
ke n cowboy=tnd had really been
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“l Couldn't Get Rid of the Idea That
He Was Listening"

one, they sald=glanced up and nodded :
“I'he enll's in" he responded: “*Cen-
tral’ suys she can't roise anybody.”

FFor the next three or four minutes
the tenslon was something flerce. The
boks and Mr, Van Britt hung over the
trnin desk, and Tarbell kept up his
Insistent clatter at the key, I had an
eye on Durgin, He was gtill hanched
up In the record-man's chalr, and to
all appenrapees had gone stone-blind
ernzy. Yet 1 couldn't get rid of the
Idea that he was listening—Ilstening
as If all of his senled-up senses had
turned in. to Ilntensify the oue of heur-
lng.

gr - mbout the time when the sus-
prow had grown so keen  that It
fom A ops I 0t couldn't be borne a
wocor 4 longer, Morrls, who was slt-
e 0 st the office phone, enlled out
= iy | “Long-distance says she lns
Crow Uualeh lumber camp!™

v Van Britt Jumped to tuke the
i and we got one slde of the
tulli=-onr glde—In shot-like sentences:

“Tist,you, Bertram? All right; this
I« Vin hﬂn. ut Tortal City, Take one
uf the mules and ride for your life
dowa the gulch to the station! Get
that? Stop Number Flve and mnke
her ke slding qulck. Report over
your own wire what you do. Huarry!"

B¥ the time Mr, Van Britt got back
to the traln desk, the boss had his
pencll out and was figuring on Ber
tran's time margin, It was now ten-
twelve, nnd Five's time at Crow Guleh
Wik ten-elghteen, The Crow Guleh
opErator had Just six minutes in which
to get his mule and cover the rough
mile down the guleh,

There was nothing to do but walt,
fgd the walting was savage, Tarbell
Il & nerve of iron, but I could see
IT: hand shake as It Iny on the glass-
topped table, The boss was  cool
anvugh outwardly, but 1 knew that In
Bis braln there was a heart-brenking
plcture of those two fast passenger
frains rushing together In the night
Among the hills with no hint of warn-
ing 1o help them save themselves, Mr,
Van Britt couldn't keep still, He had
his hands Jammed In the slde pockets
of his cont and was pacing back and
forth In the lttle space between the
train desk and the counter railing.

At the different tables In the room
the sounders were cllcking away ns
If nothing were hnppening or due to
huppen, and above the sphttering din
nnd elatter yon eonld hear the escape.
mant of the blg standard-time clock
oy the wall, hammering out the sec-
onds that might mean life or death
to two or three hundred Innocent poo-
ple.

In horrible suspense the six minutes
pulled themselves out to an eternlty
for that Mttle buneh of us In the dis-
patgher's office who could do nothing
but walt. On the stroke of ten-elgh-
teen, the time when Five was due ot
Crow Guich on her schedule, Tarbell
tuned his relay to eateh the first faint
thppings from the distant day-statlon,
Another sounder wans sllent. There
wns hope In the delny, and Morris
valeed It

“He's there, and he's too busy to
talk to us" he suggesied, In a hushed
valee; nnd Disbrow, the caraecord
mon, added: *“That's 1t: It"d take n
milnute or two to get them In on the
siding.”

The second minnt® passed, and then
n thivd, and yet there was no word
from Dertram, * “Call Wim," soapped
the boss to Tarbell, but hefore the vx-
cow-boy's hand conld reach the key,
the sounder began to rattle out n
string of dots and dashes; ragged
Morse It was, but we cou d all read it
only too plainly.

“Too Inte—mule threw me and 1
had to crawl and drag a gume leg
Five possed full speed nt tet-nines
teen—I couldn’t make "

I saw the bosg' hands shut up as
though the finger nalls would cut into
the palms,

“That ends I," he said, with n sort
of swenring groan in his volee; and
then to Tarbell: “You way as well
cull Kirgnn aud tel! him to order out
the wrecklng traln,  Then have Per-
king moke up a rellef truin while
you're enlling the doctors, Van Britt,
you go annd notify the hospital over
your own ofice wire, Have my
prisute car put Into the rellef, and
se¢ to It that It has all the necessary
supplies. And you'd better notify the
undertakers, too,”

Great Joash! but It was horrible—
for us Lo be Lbustllng around aod mak-
Ing arrungements for the fusernl while
the people who were to be gnthered
op and burled were still swinglog
along live and well, half of them In
the crookings among the Thober Moan-
tain  foot-hills and the other half
somewhere in the desert stretches bee
low Sand Creek!

Tarbell had sent Dighrow to the
plione to call Kirgan, and Mr. Van
Britt was turnlng away to go to his
own office, when tha chalr Ip the cor-
ner by the car-record tuble fell over
backwards with a crash and Durgio
e stnggering neress the room, He
wns staring straight ahead of him as
if he had gone blind, apd the sweat
wits running down his face to lose It
self In the straggling beard,

When bhe spoke his voice seemed
to come from anwuy off somewhere,
and he was still staring at the blank
wall beyond the counter-ralling.

“Did I—did 1 hear somebody say
you're sending for the undertnkers?"
he choked, with a dry rattle In his
throat; and then, without walting for
nn answer: *While you're at it, you'd
better get one for me , . . there's the
money to puy him™ and he tossed a
thick roll of bank bills, wrapped around
with a rubber band, over to Tarbell
at the traln desk,

Narturally, the little grand-stand play
with the bank roll made a diversion,
and that Is why the muffied crush of
A pistal shot came with & startling
shock (9 everybody. When we turned

to look, the mischief was done. Dur.
gin had erumpled down Into a mis
shapen heap on the floor and the slght
we saw wns enough to make your
blom] run cold,

You gee, he had pot the muzzle of
the plstol Into hls mouth, and—but It's
no use: I enn't tell abont It, and the
very thought of that thing that had
Just a minute before been a man, ly-
Ing there on the floor makes me see
black nnd want to keel over. What
he had sald about sending for an extra
undertaker wos right as right, With
the top of his head blown off, the
poor devil didn't need anything more
in this world excopt the burying,

Somebody has sald, mighty truth-
fully, thut even a death In the family
doesn't stop the common routine; that
the things that have to be done will
go grinding on, just the game, whether
nll of us live, or some of us die, Dis-
brow had jumped from the telephone
nt the crugh of Durgin's shot, and for
just a second or so we all stood around
the dead dispatcher, nobody making o
move,

Then Mr, Norerogs came allve with
n Jerk, telling Disbrow to get back on
his Job of ealling out the wreck wigons
nnd the relief train, and directing
Bobby Kelso to go to another ‘phone
and enll an undertaker to come and
get Durgin’s body,  Tarbell turned
bnek to the troin desk to keep things
from getting Into a worse thingle than
they already were.in, nnd to walt for
the dreadful news, and the boss stood
by him.

This second walt prgmised to be the
worst of all. The colllslon was due
to happen milles from the nearest wire
#tntion ; the news, when we shouold
get It, would probably be carried back

G’

There Was an Even Thousand Dollars.

to Banxite Junction by the pusher en-
gine which had gone out to try to

overtake the “Flyer.,” DBut even In
thnt cnse ft might be an agonlzing

hour op more before we could hear
anything.

In n little while Disbrow had elickedad
In his enll to Kirgan, amd when the
undertaker's wagon eame to gather up
what was left of the deng dispateher,
the car-record man wns hurriedly writ-
Ing off his list of doctors, and Mr,
YVan Britt had gone down to super-

Intend the mnking up of the rellef
tratn. True to his theory, which,
among other things, lald down the

broud principle that the poblle hnd o
right to bhe glven all the facts In a
rallrond  disaster, Mr, Noreross wns
Just telling me to call up the Moun-
tnineer office, when Tarbell, ealmly
Inking tlme reports upon the traln
sheet, flung down his pon and snntehed
at his key to “break" the chattering
sounder,

Mr. Van Britt had come up-stalrs
ngain, and he and the boss were hoth
standing over Tarbell when the “G.8"
brenk cleared the wire, Instantly there
came a quick enll, “G-8" "G.8" fol
lowed by the slgnature, “B-J" for
Bauxite Junction, Tarbell answered,
nnd then we all heard what Bauxite
had to say:

“Pusher overtook Number Four three
miles west of Sand Creek and has
brought her back here. What orders
for her?”

Somehody groaned, “Oh, thank God 1™
nnd Mr, Van Britt dropped Into a
chalr a8 If he had been hit by a enn.
non bali, Only the boss kept his haad,
ealling out sharply to Disbrow to hreak
off on the doctors’ list and to hurry
snd stop Kirgnn from getting away
with the wrecking train,

When it was all over, and Tarbell
had been glven charge of the dis
patching while a hurry call wus sent
out for the night rellef man, Donohue,
to come down nnd take the train desk,
there was a little committee meeting
In the general manager's office, with
the boss In the chale, and Mr, Vau
Britt sitting in for the other member,

*Of course, you've drawn your own
conclusions, Upton,” the boss began,
when he had asked me to shut the
door,

"] guess ®0," was the grave re
jolnder, “I'm afrafd It I& only too
plaln that Durgln was hired to do It
What becams of the money?*

“I have it here” sald the boss, and
he took the blood-money Lank-roll
from his pocket and removed the rub.
ber hand, “Count It, Jimmle,” he or-
dered, passing It to me,

I ran through the bune™ Tt was
In twentles and fifties, and there was
an even thousand dollars,

*“I'nat 18 the price of & mun's life."
sald sfr. Van Britt, soberly. and then
Mr, Norcross su.d, “Who knows any-

thing abont Durgin? Was he & mar-
rled mun?”

Mr. Van Britt shook his head,

“He lind been married, but he and
hils wife didn't live together. He had
no relatives here, 1 knew him In the
gouthwest two years ngo, He'd had
domestle trouble of some kind, and
didn't mix or mingle much with the
other men. But he was a good dis-
pateher, and two months ago, when
we had an opening here, 1 sent for
him."

“You think there I8 no doubt but
that he was bribed to put those tralns
together tonight ¥

“None In the lenst—only 1 wish we
had a little better proof of It"

"“Where did he Jive?"

“He boorded nt Mrs. Chandler's, out
on Cross street. Morris boards there,
too, T belleve,™

The hoss turnped to me,

“Hmmle, go and get Morrle™

I carried the eall and brought Mor.
ris bnek with me. He wans n cheerful,
red-hended fellow, and everyhody HKked
him.

“It isn't n ‘swent-hox' sesslon, Mors
ris,” snid the boss, quietly, when we
eame In and the relief operntor sat
down, gort of half geared, on the adge
of a chalr, “We want to know some-
thing more phout Durgin, He roomed
nt your place, didn't he?

Morrls admitted I, but sald he'd
never been very chummy with the dis-
patcher; that Durgin wasn't chummy
with anybody, Then the hoss went
stralght to the point, a8 he usunlly
aid,

“Yon were present and saw all that
happened In the other room, Can you
tell us anything wbout that money?*
polating to the plle of bills on my
deslk,

RBilly Morrls wriggied himself Inte
a lttle better chalr-hold,  “Nothing
that would be worth telling, It things
hadn't turned out just as they have™
he returned, “But now 1 guess 1 know,
T left Mre. Chandler's this evenlng
nhout eleven o'clock to come on duty,
and Durgln was Just ahead of me.
Some fellow—a man In a snuff-colored
overcont and with a soft hut pulled
down 8o that T conldn’t gee his face—
stopped Durgin on the sidewnlk, and
they tatked together,

“Tdlda't hear whnt wos snld, but T saw
the overcoated man pass something to
Durgin and saw Durgin put whatever it
wns into his pocket. Then the other
man dodged and went away, and did
It 5o quick that 1 dldn't see which
wiy he went or what became of him.
Durgin mwust have run after he left
the comer, for [ didn't see anything
more of him until 1 got to the ofMee.”™

“He wpns there when yon eame In?*
It wids Mr. Norcross who wanted te
know.

“Yes, e had his cont off and wns
at work on the train sheet, 1 don't
think Durgin left his chalr, or sald
anything to anybody until he jumped
up and hegan to walk the floor, taking
on and saying that he'd put Four and
Five together on the single track.”

There wus sllence for a little time,
nnd  when the bogs sald, “Do yon
think you wonld recognize the man
In the snuff-colored overcoat, If you
should see him sgaln?™

“Yes, T might; If he
Bnme nod hat."

*That will do, then, Keep this thing
to yoursell, nnd If the newspaper peos
ple come after you, semd them to Mr
Viun Britt or to me”

After Morreis hind gone, Mr, Van Britt
shiook his hend sort of savagely,

I8 b=, Grabam!” he vippidd oat,
bouncing to his feet and beginuing to
tramp up ood down the room, *To
think thut these devils wonld take the
Chanés of murdering o lot of totnlly
lunocent people to goin thelr end}
What are you going to do about 13"

"I don't know yet, Upton; but 1
am golng to do something. This state
of affnirs can’t go on. The simplest
thing Is for me to throw up the Job
and let the Short Line drop back luto
the old rut. Fm oot sure that It
wouldn't save n good many lves In
the end If T should do it. And yet it
feems such a cowardly thing to do—
to resign under fire,"

Mr, Van Britt hnd his hand on the
door-knob, and what le sald made
me warm to my fngertips,

"We're all standing by vou, Gras
ham ; all, you understand=—to the last
man aud the last ditch, And you're
not going to plteh It up; you're go-
log to stay untll you have thrown the
harpoon Into these high-binders, clear
up to the hitchings. Thot's my pros
phecy, The trouble’s over for tonight,
and you'd better go wp to the hotel
and turn in.  Thygre s another doy
coming, or If there Isn't, it won't make
any difference to any of us, Goods
night."

bad on tha

enat

“Mra. McCrae isn't & widow at

all

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Had About Given Up Hope,

A certaln Dormnont mother Lad oes
cnsion to scold her five-year-old son,
the tud taking the enll-down very much
to heart. After the operation was
completed, son disappeared. His full-
ure 1o reappear cuused the mother to
worry and she begnn looking about
to locote the eulprit. In the bathiroom
she found him. There he was, with
the door closed, talking to himselr,

“Johnny,"” the wmother heard him
say, “you are n bad boy., You are a
very, very bad boy. You are too bad
for this family und ought to be taken
awny. You are n disgrace; you ure a
son-of-a-gun,”

That was enough for the mother,
Soon there was a hugging mateh, and
sounle was assured that he was none
of the thiugs he bhad been ealling him-
self.  Still, It ok some time to cou-

viuce hlm,—Pittsburgh Dispatch,




