
light next day, but he refused to
see it. He was offered a job as
fireman.

''Once an engineer, always an
engineer," claimed Doc proudly,
but he was not sorry that some
kind of a chance offered to remain
with the road if things came to
the worst.

Then, nobody was working one
February

night. It had been a hard day for
railway service. A heavy storm of
snow and slush had set in at day-
break. By night the great South-
western system was tied up tight-
er than a drum. Trains were
stalled all along the route. Noth-
ing was sent out from Crofton,
but at seven o'clock, on regular
schedule, Doc walked into the
doghouse with the business-lik- e

air of a man ready for work and
expecting it.

"What did you wade way down
here in the snow for?" inquired
Foreman Bross.

"I can report for duty, can't
I ?" demanded Doc. "I seem to be
the only one."

"Yes, the others are glad to
snuggle down at home with no
risk of a hurry call this glorious
night," observed Bross.

"Oh, something may turn up,"
retorted Doc, with his usual op-

timism.
Something did turn up the

biggest thing that had happened
in the reckless, impetuous life of
Mr. Doc Newton. It was the un-

expected appearance of the presi-
dent of the rOad. One line only to
the westad been open. He had
just arrived. The foreman recog

nized him and touched his cap.
"Bross," spoke the offieiaf

sharply, "I find from the dis-

patcher that the old belt line, the
coal cut-o- ff running to Spring-
field, is partly out of the storm
belt. Everywhere else the sched-
ules are cancelled and not a wheel
running except on orders from
this end. Wire that a special is
coming and fix me out. I must
make the junction at Clay City in
time to stop the night express on
the Northern. Give me your best
locomotive, a shallow caboose
and a hustler, and do it quick."

"I'm your man," spoke up Doc
promptly, rising to his feet.

The foreman hesitated. There
was no other engineer in call,
however. Five minutes later the
outfit was ready. Facing the
drifting wind and the pelting
snow, No. 101 started out on its
journey.

"You'll have to fire," announc-
ed Doc laconically, taking his
place at the lever.

"I did it once I guess I can
qualify this time," replied the of-

ficial.
Then ran the first ten miles in

fourteen minutes. Then a vital
hour followed. Facing peril, graz-
ing death, the two men accepted
their mission staunchly. The
snow came in great sheets, the g
wheels crunched and, slid, the
pilot threw up ice and slush in
cascades.

They struck a trestle one-ha- lf .

a foot under water and blocked
with driftwood. With a sicken-
ing slew the locomotive swept a
curve. The official piled on Uiq


