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THE SEED TAPE
By Florence Lillian Henderson

(Copyright, 1916, G Chapman.)
Gladys Robson uttered a scream

f as there was a crash. Oh! why had
1 she ventured down the steep slant of
I the slippery, dangerous railroad em- -
' bankment because it was a short cut

to town? It was true she had done
so several times before, and others
made a practice of it, but who could
anticipate a freight train in wreck
and ruin all of a sudden, not twenty
feet away from her.

Crash!
Her senses reeled. She saw a bulg-

ing, swaying car strike the spot
where she would have landed in
twenty seconds more. Another car
piled up on it Pieces of splintered
wood and iron were raining all about
her. The ascent was difficult. Fran-
tically she strove to get beyond dan-
ger. She grasped roots, vines, bush-
es. A strand of tree root gave in her
clasp.

"I am lost!" she said, and went
sliding down toward the heavy mass

i that seemed bound to engulf her.
"Hold steady!" abruptly spoke a

gentle but firm voice close to her ear,
and closer still a firm-s- et form halted
her descent and a strong, brave arm
encircled her.

"Now then, don't struggle. I can
manage it," and her rescuer began
to pull her up with him, bracing with
his feet, lifting only when he was
sure of the root or bush he grasped.

"Safe and sound!" he spoke with
relief and satisfaction, as he litfed
Gladys over the edge of the top of
the embankment. She slipped from
his arm and sat swaying to and fro
from sheer fright, staring blankly at
him.

"I must see if help is needed be-- 1

low," he said, glancing down at the
clogged roadway, and as he faded
from her view Gladys, even amid her
distraction, recognized him as a new- -,

comer to the town whom she had no-

ticed passing the house during the
previous week. Then a veil stole
over her mind and she sank back
senseless. Thus she was found five
minutes later, when her mother and
sister attracted by the crash of the
wreck, came hurrying to the scene.

As to the young man he was Hec-

tor Morrison he, who coming from
town, also by the short-c- ut route,
had dashed up the incline barely in

"By What Magic Have They Come
Here?"

time to save himself and Gladys, had
gone below to find that none of the
train crew had been hurt Three
freight cars were a mass of splinters
and twisted iron. Their contents had
poured out across the tracks. He
gave the heterogeneous mass a cal-
culating look. Then he loitered about
the spot whither the usual throng
of sightseers was attracted.


