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‘“Next to
myself
I like

‘B.V. D.’ best”

“B.vV.D.”

Union Suit
(Patented Features)

Men's $1.50 the suit
Youths 85c

“B.V.D.”
Shirts and Drawers

85¢ the garment
Men's "B.V D." Underwear

in Fancy Materlals at
Various Priccs

The B.V.D. Company, Inc.
New York

Sole Makers of “B.V.D.» Underwear

Looic g; ore
you leap!

“Looking for the label” after you’re
sorry won't change it to “B.V.D.”!

EMEMBER that no underwear without

the red woven “B.V.D.” label is
‘B.V.D.”

Assure yourself of that Famous Fit, Long
Wear, and Cool Comfort which have

kept “B.V.D.” the world’s most popular
men's under wear,

Toavoid those underwear “regrets” which
rise so sharply with the thermometer—

Get the underwear you ask for!
Insist upon this ped woven label :

MADE FGR THE

© 1

The I8, V. . Cu., Inc.




ADVERTISING SECTION A

owImReadyfir800Men
ho can Earn’1000 a Month

I am going to show you bhow you can mak
) C e from $100 i
cash! You will be your own boss. You can ge to wosrk w;:u‘lém:n?.?%;

In addili&ﬁ tothe big earn-

G|VEN ings 1 have a plan whereby

you can get a Chevrolet Coach to help

you in developing this great business.
Mail the coupon for full details.

NOTICE!

The Comer Manufacturing Co. 1s one of the
most successful busincsses of 118 kind in the
world, with 12 years of experience bnrek of 1L
It owns and occupies a wodern congrote steel
butiding with 65.000 square feet of Noor Apnce
where It suannfactures all of its merchandlse.
The husincan hus been bullt on the palloy of
glving cxcoptionul yaluus Lo custoniers, and
fair, square treatingng to it represontatives.

can quit when you want 1o, You can set your ow
in cash every day. You can start without expe
you can eara from $100 to $1,000 2 month in

nhours You will get your profits
rience, (raining or capial. And
this easy, pleasant work

A Wonderful New Suit!

I have just brought out a wonderful new sui
. suit fi

stylish, fits fine —and wears like iron. It is m::deot:f
::loth that i';unusually durable aod long-
reatment that would ruin an ordina it

wonderful new suits are so stylish gtls:éug:‘is‘:ifg“xethm
selling like wildfire. Huandreds of men in your territo y:ifl
spatch at the chance to buy this most amazing suit. i

A Red Hot

C. H. Mereness made $1

The result is amazing.

greatest clothing value in years.

A Miracle Suit

Think. $12.50 for a good suit of clothes.
You can see immediately that every
man is a prospect, A millionsuits a year
is our objective. Every commupity in
America is swarming with opportuni-
ties for sales. And now il you are in-
lerested in making money we want o
show you how you can make it. Weare
appointing men in every locality to rep-
resent us—to take orders. That's all.
We furnish all instructions. We deliver
and collect. But we must have local rep-
resentatives everywhere through whom
our customers can send us their orders.

Esperienceis not necessary, Wewant
men who are ambitious—industrious
and honest. Men who cao earn $30 or
$40 a day without geuting lazy—men
who can make $1, a month and still
stay ob the job. If you are theright type
—you may be a bookkeeper. a clerk. a
factoryworker. a mechanic, a salesman,
a farmer. a preacher, ora teacher, that

C. 2. COMER,

Please send at once complete
that offers opportunity for a man
as §1.000 & month,

NAME commveremrmemnnameoe
AAAVCSS wanvereiomeme e

Pt PR

In onswaring (his advorilsemen

Amazing Price of

Presidant (he Comsr Mig. Cs., Dupt. Y-184,
dotlailp of your nes $1350 sall prapasition
withaut expertehoe ar mapital
1 understand that this does not obligate ine th any way

men  It's a good sult—
a marvelous pew special
wearing. It withstands

Money Maker

Does that sound too good to be true ? Then 1ead
€ ; th i
ls?:?l.s lnlelI:‘tlhnlaaemlzgnh:’s time Mr. Hamilton soﬁlr:g?;dwzis; It;l g::::'
- H es 6, 8, 10 ordersataclip. B. Mill ites: " Sui

easily—in fact 1 ind iteasy 10 a'v;egnzﬁ c;ne suil or;:rwer:;f—; 'ﬁhseu::n::lt:l';""
C $ profit in bhalf a day. Rob i

in one day and ﬁndq it easy to averape $4 an h:u:"g;::lydﬁ;lxﬁ:neldsﬂ
cusiomers come to his house. He makes as high as $15 an bour. And you
bave Lhe same opportunily to make this big money right in yuur.olm town.

Tremendous Demand

Weare making this wonder suit in tremendo ia i
o us Quantities—not o;

—but by the thousands. All that modern machinery and elﬂdu:le:::(:::
can do to produce big value at small cost isapplied in making the new Comer soir
And finally, we are using the same modern efficiency in selling i1—direct {from
factlory 1o wearer lhrounlh %ur local representatives.

[ : t brings this suit to the wearer at a price that i valu-
tionary—a price that everyonc can afford te pay—a price that mulkl:srfl ll:n

at the

$1250

makes no differeace—the opportunity
is here and we offer it tc you.

A Few Hours Spare Time
Will Convince You

If you feel you wani to devote only
spare time to the work, that is satinfac
tory to us. You can earn $ Qo .
day in a few bours. Yoo will 6od in g
lew days that it will pay you to qive
this work more time—far your carnings
will depend entirely on how inany men

YOu see.
wnITE Tob‘ Territorics will be
fAlled Taplidly
ders are now cuing {n & Rond.  Men are
making money faater and easior Lhan they
evon bope).  Ra don't delay, Wrile today
for complote descriptions, samnples of cloth
and tall intormation. Daltnow Don't send
any moncy. Capital {s not reguirad. Just o
out the coapon and mail It for all the facin

C. E COMER, Prea., Comer Mfr. Ca.
[ S Dept. Y-184, Dayton, Ohio

MAJIL NOW FOR FULL DETAILS

Oagten, Ohle

to camn sa much

sosnmsemueens

-

et e ————

t (¢ {a desirable (hal wou mention (Ais maparine



ARGOSY-ALLSTORY
W E E K L Y

VoL CLXIX CONTENTS FOR JUNE 27, 1925 Numnun?\\

The calire o this ine are prolecied by copyright, and must not be repnnted without the publishen’ permission,

THREE CONTINUED STORIES

The Call of Shini'ng Steel Don Waters
A Theee-Part Story — Part One

Flight to the Hills Charles Neville Buck

A Six-Part Story — Part Three

Throw Up Your Hands George F. Worts

A Four-Part Siory — Pat Four

NOVELETTE AND SHORT STORIES

Crooks Welcome . Walter A. Sinclair 833
“Man Coming Out” L. Paul 883
“We Want Mabel!” Fred Maclsaac 920

Hopalong Cassidy's Pal Clarence E. Mulford 929
IX—THE MAKIN'S

Background Gordon Stiles 940
The Point of the Needle Joseph Gollomb 949

Radio Razz Jack Woodford 957
POETRY

o

Three Kisses . . . Glen Vischer 852 | Peanut Combinations Charles livin Junkin 894
TheLong Trml  Frederick Schenck Schlesinger 882 | Soldiers of Fortune . Betton Braley 928
The Divorcee Sonia Ruthéle Novik 939

OUR FOURTH OF JULY NUMBER

next week, will carry two Complete Noveleltes, one a very unusual tale of the Canadian
wilderness,

LURE OF THE WILD
By Robert Pinkerton

. Co-Author of * Herdsmen of the Air”
the olher, “ Caplain,” a dog story thal cannol fail to charm, by Beatrice Ashton Vandegrilt.
There will also be another breath-holding experience of “* Hopalong Cassidy’s Pal,” by Clar-
ence E. Mulford, and a nolable piece of work by Henry Holl, entitled * On Jeweled Allars.”

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 280 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N. Y.. and
HOPEFIELD HOUSE, HANWELL, W. 7, LONDON, ENGLAND

FraNg A. Mrreey, President Ricuaro fl. TITHERINGTON, Becrutary Crmstoringn H. Porg, Treasurer

Single copies, 10 cents. By the year, $4.00 In United Stales, Rs dependencles, Mezico snd Cuba ; $6.00 to Canada, and $7.00 to Forelgn
Countries. Remittances sheuld ba made by chech, express money erdar or posial money order. Currency should not be sent unlais registered

PUDLISHED WEEKLY BY TNV FRANK A MUNSEY COMPANY. COPYRIGIT 1028
Entered as sccond-class matter July 16, 199, at the Post-Office at New York, under the Act of March 3, 1879

COPYRIOUTED IN URFKAT DHITAIN



ADVERTISING SECTION

Cuts Gasoline Cost

See Objects Miles Away!
to 10 Cents a Gallon 2

A

James A. May of 427-H st, Sioux Falls, S. D, has
perfected an amazing new device that is enabling car
owners to cut their gasoline bills in half by doubliog
their mileage from gasoline used. Many owners have
made over 40 miles on a gallon. It also removes car-
bop, increases motor power and pep, prevents spark
plug trouble and overheating. Apyone cao install it
in five minutes. Mr. May waots agents, and is offer-
ing lo sead one free to one auto owner in each local-
ity. Write him today.

% 1
ECEIVED! Limited gnantity GENUINE imported French
t?mll Go-rm:n Al;my 8n1c;|eru' glnnvulm 8Power Aclhir
b | Lin. matic lenses, Premlere Quallte—Genulne I'rismes: wide objroe-
e‘:]‘-'.:'ﬁ""_'_‘l'-'s :::z':;‘::&’f:n“t:__‘a";:‘r’uﬂr"; oy tive; same used by fumous Europenan Army Commanders. We
store, thenlre, garage, shop, school. automa. have supplied handrens of them w U. S, Army and Navy (m-.
bile, ;:tc. Cuénpt-.qb ll;'u |lro'uctlon '.'.““b“ cers. Such powerful Binoculars usually aell for $40 to

850. Our price (while they last) complete with genu- 3
today. Within reach of all. {ne leath
1 qt. size $5.00 2'qt. size $7.50 ne leather case and cArTYIOR SITAPA..ccareeciceranriianncms

Arsastug 20 comind. demthrarestion. AoCnes, gau~sact. us 10-DAYS’ FREE TRIAL

sold aolls othars Territory gning fast. Write at onca for
wonderful proposition that will make you blg money, SEND NO MONEY! NOTHING TO PAY POSTMANI Seo them!

THE NATIONAL FORMETAL CO. Exumnine themt! Try them! If satislied. after 10 DAYS' TRIAL.
£31 Si. Clailr Ave. ME. Cleveiand, Ohloe you may pay at rate of 84 A MONTH o).

s {/ you
wrish to pay cash, afler 10 DAYS, lake 3180 Discovnt $ 1 9-50
and senvl check or money order for

N BRDAIIII‘E'P:I{mr ﬂpld'nl ‘I‘-)Ianl"gon'l:]ve’ m [ enn:-:— ) areal e MTI

:’: lhinl::lg:u‘::e::‘l. anl-: g:n‘,n. \ﬁ::-“ (‘.::n;- af :CI"I’?\N

llihmu.lhl right to your fcet! The joys of ootdoors are 0ol complele withoul

. % em. The greatest plensure giving INVESTMENT one can make. lndia-

o / " Renn_-hl. for sparts:—haseball gamee. motaring, camping. Iuhltnl‘

GROPI"G ralillﬁnh”llklll-lnl races. bird snd nature stody, etc. Sent on 10 days
AC ! QUANTITY IS LIMITED!

IN THE DARK e ORDER TODAY! Send NO Money!

— I T _—=
B': tyo 0;';::"5 ‘g::_ 5 2 Generations of Honorable Dealtngs. Imnen}
L)

Unusu8! opening for live agenta In overy lo-
cality. DMake $500 or more a year—easily.

MAKE GOOD! ASH l“‘““ "'E';"

All men-women, 18 to €5 wanting to qusalify for Govern-
Order

ment Positions, $140-§300, traveling or stationary—Write
Mr. Oxment, 216 St. Louis, Mo., immadiately.

365 Washington Street. Boston, Maasa. |

For prompt atiention addrras Import Depr. P. I

Rangers5aMonthosa® (| | .. rormto s imorsoi 2 =

3 seod
maney, and NOTHING to Poatman. Il | am sstisfnd af*er 10
DAY!' TBlAt'l hmve the privileme of paying for Uirm st the l'l|1 of
.00 _month) ¢ of deducting $1.50 and sending $19.50 in FULL
ETTLEMEN F Otherwisme, | ahall retoro them.

T e
Fnest blcycla bullt—44 Styles, colors and (il " v
7

slzea. Factory-to-Rider prices. FREE delivery, ex- {RIVH
preas prepald on 30 Days Free Trial. Cash or easy %
payg:en(s. Bicycles, $21.50 and up. T

e — i ——— — — —

lamps, wheels and cquipment at half $i) ’.‘;-‘\."'\',' WM mie wrns wm w8 5085 6 B8 EE B b e § l
usual prices.Send no money- Write today NN [IREAA I
for blg catalog, epccial factory prices, free trial k‘ \—’ |- . AJAPeRS o v eirveninserasssitstanteriotitotintcatvotanen
plan and marvelons offers, v """N“ AL l
rite today for free  RWA
mm m l;r..ﬂ.l:‘ClﬂlBI‘. fac. . \‘“‘\ ......................................................
e ml 1-30 CHICASO |II.: L:-;u.:vul?un:\; !

casa writs PLAINLY t Tear this reapon out NOW ¢ 1 you wish &
I_uﬁ'ul o thing sbout yaurscll. it will be sppreciated. ARIN.B7 l

You Should Read— . . ‘
MUNSEY’S ||| Cleaing Up BIG Sitov
| a0 TR N S

MAGAZINE |||[5

| 007 to150% PROFIT!
=——=FOR JULY —=
192 Pages of the Finest Fiction

Ehvlénﬂllll §5.000 firsl your wiling ¢ loaning
Available at Any Price.

EADVS-then heeping amsrcimnte oy
plled with (amoms brand salted poannte. Daily
orofita. Our con ¢ with big afr. furmmhae

plomien sbiee, Vi ubiess
In“: “n:.- éVEN‘I‘A DY. Ouly 63.38 aseded to
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THE INTERSTATE COMPANY
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Cassified Advertisin

The Purpose of this Department

Classified Advertising

'8 (0 put the rcader

diatcly with the newest neediuls for
the home, office, farm. or person;
to offer, or scck, an vousual busi-
Necas opportunity, or to sugfcst o
service that may he serformed satis-
fncu!rily through correspondence.
It will pay a housewife or business
Man equally well to read these
advertisements carelully.

m touch imme-

Rates in the Munsey Magazines:

Line Rate

Muosey's Maguaine - $1.50 sz-.ﬂilll::l

Argosy Comb. Comprising l.-s:p 00 "
> . [ 1)
Aryosy-Alisory - } 260 2 25 cs

Flynn's . . .
Minimam epace four llnes.
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= ME—AS_A Photographi
URSELF—AT HO v Thotouranhio
TUDIOS, Deph. 1455,

ESTABLISH YO
Expert, 75 & week while learnin
TEMPORARY offer. INTERNATIONAL
3601 Michlgan Ave., Chicago.

HELP WANTED—MALE
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MISCELLANEOUS

YOU read theso little advertisements. Perhaps you obtain
through them (hings you want; things you might never have
known about if vou lLad not looked here. DId It cver strike
sou other people would read your mcssage—that they wog]ﬁ
buy what you hose to sell: whetber It ls a bieyclo 0
no longer uced. s patented novelly you deslre to push, er
naybo your own services? Our Classificd Scrvice Bureau will
gladly show you how to use s sectlon most profitably
and at the least cost. Writo to-day to tho Classificd Manager,
The Argosy Combiuation, 280 Lircadway, New York

PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENTS. Write for our frce Evidence of Invontion Blank
and Quide Book, ‘Tlow to Get Your Patent.”” Send model or
sketcli of sour luvention for our Inspection and Instructions Free
Terms Reasunable. Itandolph & Co.. Dopt 410, Washington, D.

PATENTS. BOOKLET FREE. Highost references. Best re-
pults. Promptness pssured. Send drawing or model for ex-
amipation and opinion 8s 10 patcntabllity. Watson E. Coleman,
044 G Bt, Waskington, D. C

PATENTS—Write for FREE Guide Books and °* Hecord of
Iovention Ulank '’ lbefore disclosing inventlons. Scnd model
or sketch and description of inventlon for Inspection & Instruc-
Uons free. Terms Newsonable. Prompt Attention. Highest
Refervncea. Viewor J. Esuns & Co., 762 Ninth, Washington, 1. C.

Pateals Procured: Trado Marks Registerad—A comprchensive,
experieuced. prompt service for the proteotion snd development
of your ldeas. Preliminary advice gladly furnished without cbarge.
Bookiet of information and form for dlsclosing Idea free on re-
quast. Bichard B. Owen, 68 Owen Bldg., Washington, D. C., or
41-1 Park Row. Now Yourk

_ PATENTS AND INVENTIONS

INVENTIONS COMMERCIALIZED on cash or royalty basin

Patented or unpswented.  In busincas 24 ycars. _Complete
facilities. Brferences. Write ADAM FISHER G. e
240 Bnright. St. Louls, Mo.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS

NEWFOUNDLAND Caribou 4 and G cenls, catalog 30 cents,
parket of over 50 different stamps, cnulos $1.07, scale, perfo-
radon gauwge. ruler, priee lists, nll for cents to Introduco
approvals,. FENNELL STAMI® CO., Dept. F, St. louls, Mo.

WANTED TO BUY

Mail Us Your Discarded Jewelry, Gold Crowns and Brldgoes.
Watches, Diatnondn. Silver. Platinum, snd old Fnlxo Tooth. Moooy
sort Iy oreturn inall  Packages returned If our offer In refused.
U. 8. 8Smelting Wurks (Thoe Old Itellable), Dept, 20, Chicago, JIL
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By DON

CHAPTER 1.

AN AMBITION,

figures worked slowly across the cen-
ter of the few stump ridden acres
surrounding timber.
e quiet except the

FAR up on the steep hillside, three

cleared out from the
Not a sound broke th
dlicking of their hoes, chopping the joint
grass and sorrel weed that covered the
ground between the sttaggling stalks of

corn.

1A

WATERS

The sun standing almost straight over-

head, was so hot that even their big straw

bats made but litle shade. The perspira-
tion streamed down the faces of the work-
ers. They moved along the corn rows in
a sidewise shuffle, occasionally lifting one
foot or nopping up grotesquely as the rocks

dislodged from above rolled down to-
ward their bare feet. A cloud of gnats
their

swarmed thick in a buzzing knot over

heads.
With one accord, they stopped where

801
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the com row ended in a patch of locust railroad, a twin path of wheel polished

[routs.

steel, could be made out in a half dozen

Zed White straightened his back, wiped places as the tracks curved around the

his forchead and exclaimed bitterly:

“*Tain’t right, I say! °’Tain't right fer-
we'uns to be workin’ and strivin’, agommin’
around, layin’ by this yere corn while pap’s
a froggin’ about down at the depot.”

His two sisters stood with- uplifted hoes,
amared at the effrontery of any one who
dared to criticize their father.

« Here is you’uns,” went on the boy, for
he was scarce turned eighteen, big, raw-
boned, the promise of a powerful man.
“ Here is you'uns, and me and maw, bad
off. We ain’t got no clothes much to
speak of. We cain’t go to the protracted
meetin’s nor to the preachin’s, nor the
frolics, caise we don’t look like nothin’ and
folks snigger at us. I cain’t go to the
school fer no more lamnin’ caise pap, be

mountain sides, spanned the creek on spin-
dling trestles, or where the mica in the
broken rock of the cuts glinted in the sun-
shine.

“Thar,” he said, * thar|
somewbares.”

He turned his gaze along the crooked
corn row and over the rock strewn, ragged
field.

“This yere don’t go nowhare,” he com-
plained. ‘ Breakin’ and plantin’, hoein’
and Jayin’ by, toppin’ and fodderin’, gather-
in’ and huskin’, shellin’ and grindin’—
that’s all fer makin’ corn meal. And what
fer? We'uns git a smidgeon of hit, jest
bare enough to_make hoe cakes and corn
bread, while pap, he takes all the rest down

That goes

to Pink Case's still. Cuss Pegleg Case and,
his corn liquor that we'uns a holpin’' to’
make! I'm a goin’ down to the railroad
whare folks do something better than work

Nows as low I must holp him work his
craps, and that he is a loaferin’ about and
none of us cain’t get what we wants, caise 0’

him. ’'Tain’t right, I says.”

“ But, Zeb, we all cain't holp hit. Pap's
allus been thataway. We'uns must jest
gom along and sorter make out somehow.”

“ Cain’t holp hit, cain’t we? I'll make a
dart that'ull show you’uns! I'm goin’ to
from, that’s what I'm a p'intin’ to joust at.
I'm a goin' to from this yere place. I'm
goin' to the public works, to the railroad!”

Then to make more dramatic effects of
his words, he pointed his finger down to-
ward the litUe station of Ecclefechan whose
red shining roof could just be perceived,
a blur though a gap in the green foliage
of the trees.

“Thar’'s whar I'll be goin'.
he announced. “ Listen]”

A faint * Whooo-whooo ” floated up to
them.

“Thar's Sixtcen a comin' now,” and a
shining glitter came into Zeb’s eyes. “I'm
a goin’ to pull Sixteen myself some day!
We'uns won't be pore no more. And youall

ull heve all the fine clothes youall hankers
for, and maw, too, and pap.” He stopped.
“He's jest a no account, triflin’ loaferer
and too sorry for we'uns to own. I ain’t
gonna heve no more dealin’s with him.”
Zeb gazed longing down to where the

Listen!”

and live about like blind steers so some

one else can get corned up, lit higher than

the burnin’ bush.”
Picking up his heavy, hand-forged hoe,

Zeb twirled it around his head and pitched

it clattering far down hill. He watched it
tumble into the sassafras scrub that fringed
the field, then turned and strode up to-
ward the cabin with its stick and mud
chimney on one end, its tumbling lean-to
on the other.

One shabby room with the big, black
fireplace, two beds on one side, and a
“pallet,” a couch made of a few worn
blankets in the corner, a half dozen fire
blackened pots setting on the stone hearth
before the smoldering fire. Not a picture
on the bare log walls. Not a rug to cover
the rough floor. This was Zeb’s home.

He strode through the door or rather the
opening, for door there was none. It had
been blown off the spring before and Bill
White had never put it back. Zeb went
over to the dark corner where he stripped
off his torn shirt and faded overalls and
put on his “good clothes.” His mother
watched, fearful, apprehensive, at this stir.
She had known for some time that Zeb was
dissatisfied.
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In a timid questioning voice she asked:
“ What ye aimin’ to do, Zeb? Ye’'d better
go along with yer hoeing. Yer pap ull
sclabber ye around ef he comes back and
ye heven't laid by that air corn.”

“I'm a goin’ away,” Zeb answered de-
fiantly. “I'm plumb through yere. I'm
a goin’ down to the public works to get
a job o’ work.”™

“Yere pap ull be fu' wrathsome when
he comes back, Mind ye, Zeb, he has
a heavy hand.”

“So he has,” the boy assented, “but
he’d better not lay hit on me. Ef he tries
to stop me, I'll—I'll sink a barb in him
up to the feathers! I'l—I'Il do fer him!
I'm sore out o' heart wi’ this yere place
and his triflin’ way o’ doin’.”

He finished dressing and stepped to the
door where he half turmned.

“ Good-by, maw. Ye’ll be a hearin’ from
me.” As an afterthought he added: “ Don’t
be a irettin’ and a greetin’. I'm a goin’
to do all right. I'll look out fer you'uns.
I'll take keer of you'uns better than pap
ever has.”

His eyes wandered down to the railroad,
to the village of Ecclefechan, to the glit-
tering steel of the rail that stretched out,
leading into the world, a world that Zeb
but dimly knew of. Then he squared his
shoulders and strode down the rutted, rock-
cluttered road that wound down the hill.

Behind him, his two sisters stood watch-
ing him and talking together in low, hushed
whispers. In a few minutes the clank,
clank of their hoes was heard again. Men
might do as they would in the mountains,
but women must do as their men ordered.

His mother, 2 worn figure in a cheap
cotton print dress, wisps of gray showing
in ber light yellow hair, with the seams of
care graved deep over her thin cheeks, and
moisture welling up in her faded blue eyes,
watched till her black-haired son with long
strides passed around a bend in the road
and was hidden from sight by a clump of
laurel bushes.

Slumping down into a split hickory bot-
tom chair and holding her apron over her
eyes, she moaned: “ Oh, Zeb, ye're my first
borned and ye've done left me!”

Tears that were hard to come, once start-

ted flowed freely and the woman wept,
low, monotonously, without stopping

The girls entered the cabin a half hour
later, cast timid glances at the weeping
figure, silently set the table with the chipped
and cracked dishes and quickly slipped out
of the house, for they feared there would
be trouble when their father returned.

A clumping of heavy shoes thumped out-
side on the hard packed clay of the bare
dooryard.

‘“ Well, woman, let’s have a snack,” was
the order that Bill greeted his wife with
as he came in through the low doorway.

Sitting down to the table, he cleared his
threat, looked around. * Whare's Zeb?”
Then noticing the woman sniffling softly in
the chimney corner he asked: *“ What ye
greetin’ fur, woman?”

“Zeb,” she moaned. “ He'’s done gone
down to the railroad. He's left. He lows
as how he won’t come back yere no mere.”

“To the railroad? He’s bin hankerin’
fer the railroad fer some time,” he an-
swered, heaping a pile of food on to his
plate. “Ye needn’t worry. He ull be
back when his guts gits a growlin’. He'll
soon find out as how thare hain’t nothin’
in railroadin’. Pink Case, he air said mare
nor wanst that he wished to God he'd
stayed up with his pap a makin’ good
corn lickker instead o’ gettin’ a lot 0’ lofty
notions and goin’ down on the public
works.

“Yep,” Bill remarked between mouth-
fuls, “ Pink 'ud heve had twe laigs now
'stead o' one ef he'd 'a’ knowed what lay
awaitin' fer him down thare on the rail
road. Heap o' work and little fur hit. Ef
Zeb’s so bilin’ fur to work, thare’s a God's
plenty fur him right yere.”

Then he added with a snarl: ““ And the
corn not yet laid by! When he comes
a draggin’ back yere, I'll larrup the fiesty
tyke to a queen’s taste!”

At this the woman sprung up. *“Ye
needn’t be a makin’ yere threats at the
boy, Bill, caise he’s gone beyont ye fer
always. Zeb was a good bey and ye ahould
be proud o’ him ’'stead o' growlin',”

Then crying softly: “ Ah, Zebbe, yeT
never come home! Ye'll never come home,
I know!” She busied bherself getting the
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foot off the fire while Bill \White, with
many cuckings and suckings, ate wolflike
and ravenous.
“ 11l see about him arter I eats,” he an-
pounced. * I'll see about him a fu’ plenty.”
But dinner over and the three women
taking their places at Lhe table to make
their meal from the leavings, Bill decided
that he would wait till the cool of the eve-
ning before going down into the valley to
bring his son home. Instead he went up
the trail over the ridge above to where
Pink Case was souring a couple of barrels
of mash at the still, cunningly hidden un-
der the overhanging bank of the creek be-
neath the thicket of heavy twisted rhodo-
dendron scrub.

Bill White lacked the imagination of his
son and he little knew the urge of ambition
that fired Zeb as he approached the sta-
tion at Ecclefechan, bound outward on his
grand adventure.

CHAPTER II.
ZEB MAKES HIS LUCK.

IXTEEN, the noon passenger train,
S when five miles out of Ecclefechan,

passed the way freight on the siding.
A salute from her whistle, a wave from
gloved hands as the engineers greeted each
other, and the passenger rattled along.

John Deering, the cogineer of the Local,
looked back, caught the highball from
Willie Mac, his conductor, and the 128
puffed and wheezed, steam blowing out
from her rod packing, with a rumble from
her stack that told of worn cylinders, un-
even valve faces and blowing piston rings,
haltingly getting into motion. The local
engine was in bad shape indeed. But any-
thing was good enough for the Local. Her
train was not heavy, she was on no regular
schedule, and in consequence the 128 was
a picture of neglect, only being repaired
enough to pass the government inspectors.

Groaning and complaining to the accom-
paniment of the slam-slam of her brasses,
clanging loudly at each stroke of her rods,
she negotiated the five miles from the Y
where she turned every day and met Six-
teen, to the open front shed that served as a
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freight station at Ecclefechan. A rattling,
decrepit pile of moving scrap, the 128
pulled her string of cars along slowly while
Willie Mac waved his hand up and down,
up and down, * spotting ”’ an open car be-
fore the freight shed.

The Local was a joke on the _railroad,
and well she might be. But eighty miles
was her run and yet it was a touch and
go every trip to make it inside the govern-
ment law that expressly designates sixteen
hours as a trainman’s day. Sixteenhours
and eighty miles—five miles an hour. A
man might almost walk that fast and still
time after time, day after day, the Local
was caught by the law, forced into a sid-
ing while another engine and crew came out
and hauled her into the terminal.

Decrepit and ancientas was the 128, she
could have made quicker time. It was not
because the engine was slow that the Local
lost time. When in motion she could clip
off a good rate. It was the stopping and
starting, the loading and unloading that ate
up the hours. The freight on the Local
must be tallied piece by piece, station by
station, so her progress was a series of ten-
minute runs and half hour stevedoring.

Four brakemen made up the crew, four
men who moved a couple of hundred tons
of mixed goods in a day. The Local is your
true argosy of commerce. Two hundred-
pound sacks of fertilizer, clumsy sacks of
cotton seed hulls, iron drums of oil, boxes
and bales, a gear wheel for a grist mill,
a bundle of goods for a country store, a
couple of thousand feet of dressed lumber,
even at times, a cheap automobile crated,
its wheels inside the body, its top laid flat,
its mechanism bare like a black beetle the
ants have dismantled.

Small wonder that the crew of the way
freight welcomed any one who would help
them. A man who tried to beat his way
on a passenger is unceremoniously dumped
off as soon as he is discovered. On a fast
freight often as not, he generally * hits
the gravel” when a brakeman finds him
aboard. But the uninvited passenger on
the Local is immediately impressed into the
service and to work his way becomes more
than a phrase. It soon is a straining, twist-
ing, pushing, tugging reality.
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The Local stopped at Ecclefechan and
as Willie Mac tugged at the barrel skids
placing them before a car door, a voice
hailed him.

“ Mawnin’, cap!. I reckon youall won't
keer ef I holps ye a bit.”

Glancing up, Willie saw a black-haired
mountain boy, tall and spare, surveying
him inquiringly with a pair of snappy dark
eyes.

“ Help me? Sure, grab a holt, son,” and
together they hooked the skids over the
door sill.

For half an hour, Zeb worked manfully
along with the rest of the crew, unloading
drums of oil and heavy sacks of ground
phosphate rock fertilizer that smelled abom-
inably. The freight for Ecclefechan was
soon out, then a balf car of tan bark and
a dozen crates of chickens were loaded and
checked. The conductor went into the sta-
tion and in a few minutes came out with
a flimsy in his hand, the train orders.

As he walked up toward the engine, Zeb
followed.

“ Cap, I'm a fixin’ to go into town. How
ig it to sorter go along?”

‘ All right, son. Sure thing. You can
come back into the shanty with me,” point-
ing back to where the converted box car
that served as a caboose terminated the
train.

“ But, cap,” Zeb persisted, “ I'm a thank-
in’ youall fer that, but cain’t ye fix hit so
as I ride in the engine?” )

The conductor halted, looked at 'the
earnest young mountaineer for a moment.

Then with a laugh: “ If you will promise
to come back and work at each stop, I’ll
see Johnny and fix it up for you.”

A few words when the train orders passed
hands and Zeb's heart leaped at thelaugh-
ing command from the engineer: *“ Climb
up, bud, and see how you like it.”

A short blast from the whistle, a few
gong-gongs of her bell, and the 128, creak-
ing and groaning, set out on her journey
to the next station below. Zeb sat fasci-
nated on the fireman's seat box, watching
John Deering when he opened the throttle
wide and, feet braced against the boiler
head, eased the reverse lever up toward the
center of the quadrant, The fireman swung
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his shovel into the coal, jerked the chain
on the fire door latch and in one movement
the door opened, his body swung, the scoop
clanged against the opening, the handle
went down and the coal sprayed over the
glowing fire.

He kicked the door closed and taking his
seat behind Zeb, he muttered: “ I'm going
to lay off this run as soon as I get a good
stake. It beats me. Rotten grates, nozzle
too big, draft sheet not set right, leaky
flues. Obh, helll Everything’s wrong with
this scrap heapl I gotta kink in my back
like a measuring worm, trying to cram
enough coal into her craw to keep her
rolling.”

Zeb nodded appreciatively, although the
words “ grates and nozzles,” “flues and
sheets,” meant absolutely nothing to him.
He pondered, listening to the other growling
at his job. God, he didn’t know how well
off he wasl He wondered if the fireman
in the blue overalls with the red handker-
chief knotted around his neck and the thick
leather gloves on his hands, with his well-
shod feet and the heavy gold watch peep-
ing out of his overall pocket—he wondered
if he had ever hoed com on a rocky field,
barefooted, with the gnats hovering in a
thick cloud, biting sharp at the line on his
head where the hair starts and the sun,
hot, smarting and burning on the back of
his neck. Had he ever been. compelled to
eat corn bread and fatback three times a
day and sleep on a bumpy corn shuck mat-
tress at night? Did he know what it meant
to work like a beaver so that a good for
nothing father could keep in liquor, to wear
rough brogans and shabby clothes?

He decided—no, the firemran never had
known those things. To fire an engine,
to sling shovel after shovel full of those
gleaming hunks of coal on to the red, glow-
ing fire bed, to hear them pop and sizale,
to lean an elbow gracefully on the padded
window sill, to watch the smoke roll out of
the stack, to look ahead at the rails or down
at the rolling drivers, to wave a hand at
boys tending the fields and know how much
they envied you—that was life.

And his mind leaped at the thought, per
haps some time, somehow, by chance, may-
bap, there was the right hand side of the
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b, the drooping whistle-cord in its sway-
ing arc over the head of the engineer, there
were shining brass gadgets and a rattling
thing that stood upright with a grip on its
end, the ™ Johnson bar,” some day, after a
bong time, perhaps, there were all these
things for him.

Dreamily he closed his eyes, and the
hot, greasy smell of the engine stung his
nostrils, the cla-clump, cla-clump of the
rods mingled with the roar of the exhaust
in his ears, his hands resting on the win-
dow sill beside him telegraphed the jolts
and vibrations of the movement of the en-
gine over the road bed. The power and
life of the locomotive throbbed through his
brain and Zeb knew before he opened his
eyes a minute later, that he would pever
be satisfied unless he, too, was a part of
the railroad.

He looked through the narrow pane of
glass in the cab front ahead to where the
tracks wound around the hill. ‘“Dead
Man's Curve,” a bad piece of track. There
bad been more than one wreck on it. The
engine, with many a despairing squeal from
complaining flanges, rounded the curve.
Big Hungry Dip lay right beyond, a
straight, steep run down (o where the low
trestle spanned Big Hungry Creek then up
the sharp grade on the other side to the
station. The engineer opened his throttle
wide, dropped his reverse lever down a
couple of notches and the 128 barked a
louder note and gathered speed for the run
down the short hill to gain the momentum
necessary to carry her over the other side.

Zeb sat thrilled by the noise of the ma-
chinery and the blur of the woods that
flashed by like a magic carpet of browns
and greens close beside him. Running fast,
the engine whipped the train behind it
around the curve and down the hill. The
fireman clanged the fire door open and
shut; the shovel rattled against the coal
in the tender, swung‘n a swift swoop and
the coal slid into the firehox—legerdemain
to Zeb’s eyes.

The fireman stood, legs outstretched, one
on the deck of the cab, one on the steel
apron that covered the break between en-
gine and tender on a jolting platform that

moved sideways, up and down and back
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and forth as it followed the movements of
the swaying, jerking locomotive. The hol-
low, muffled sound of the trestle rumbled
up from the wheels below, the bottom of
the Dip was beneath. The engine seemed
to Zeb to gather herself for the effort to
climb the incline in front.

A jerk as the 128 took up the slack in
the drawbars behind was followed by a
sudden crash like lightning striking a near-
by tree and Zeb turned quickly. To his
amazed eyes, there was a gap between the
engine and tender, a gap that widened,
showing the rails beneath, the cross ties
below them and the rock ballast of the road
bed. Two heavy chains red with rust
stretched out, then with grinding, grating
pops, parted. The steel apron tilted down-
ward, the air hose disconnected with a
wosh, raising a cloud of dust. The fireman
grabbed for the cab corner, yelled an ear
splitting, frantic shriek and toppled back-
ward toward the gap that was fast closing
again as the brakes took hold and the slid-
ing drivers of the engine checked its speed
while the weight and momentum of the
train behind on the hill forced the tender
forward.

Paralyzed for a fraction of a second,
Zeb sat petrified, so sudden and unexpected
had the break occurred. Then even as the
fireman’s body tumbled down into the clos-
ing space between the chafing irons that in
another second would close together, close-.
fitting like the jaws of a vise with a thou-
sand tons pressure, Zeb moved. A quick
step and he jumped on to the apron, one
arm around the corner post of the cab. His
right hand swooped down, closed over the
fireman's jumper collar, his body curved
and as he had often slung a sack of meal
over his shoulder, one handed, he heaved
the fireman clear.

There was a metallic clang when the
tender struck chafing iron to iron, the rat-
tle and patter of tumbling coal. A thick
cloud of dust flew up and settled. Zeb
looked back over the train. An involun-
tary cry arose from his throat. The Local
was wrecking herself. Car after car would
hesitate, buckle in the center, jump and
crash over the car ahead. Like sheep jump-
ing a fence, the box cars stopped almost
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still, then urged on by the slant of the
hill and their suddenly checked speed, with
the crash of breaking.wood and the sharp
rip and clang of ruptured steel, they top-
pled over and collapsed. The noise died
down. The dust settled and a jumbled,
splintered litter of wood and twisted metal
blocked the right of way.

In the all absorbing sight of the wreck,
Zeb for 2 moment forgot the fireman, A
shout attracted his attention and he turmed
his head in time to see him scrambling out
of the thicket of blackberry briars that
fringed the roadbed where Zeb had pitched
him. Slightly bruised and bearing a few
red scratches across his face where the
thorns had raked him, the fireman limped
up to the engine. B

Looking up at Zeb he spoke: * Fellow,
I sure do owe you a heap. And as sure
as my name is Jim Brown, I won't forget
you for many a day. Come on down here.
I want to speak to you.”

Zeb wondering and trembling a little,
jumped down, stood hesitant before the
fireman who was fumbling at a braided
leather thong that led from a button in his
jumper to the watch pocket. Zeb watched.
He really hadn’t any idea of what had hap-
pened, so quick, so stupendous was the
smashup. As for the hand he had lent the
fireman, ‘shucks, t'warn’t nothin’,” he
heard his voice mumble.

Jim Brown unsnapped the leather thong
with trembling fingers and drew a gleaming
gold watch from out his breast pocket.

‘‘ Here, take this, old head!"” Zeb heard
the words and before he could mdnage his
fluttering tongue, the fireman had shoved
the watch into his hand and climbed up
into the cab.

Surprise written on his face, Zeb could
pot frame the words of thanks he wanted to
speak. A watch, a railroad watch! No one
else in his family had ever owned a watch
or needed one. The sun at noon was close
enough for them. They ate when they got
up in the morning, had dinner when the
sun rode above Bjg Hungry Mountain and
their evening meal when the shadows be-
gan to lengthen. And he, not yet two
hours out from home, owned a watch. The
thrill of possession gripped him. He gazed

at the little intricate piece of mechanism
in its gold shell that lay in his hand and
through his mind 2 wordless thought ran
again and again. That watch was the
promise of many other things his people
had never experienced. He forgot all abont
the wreck, so full of pleasure had the gift
filled him.

He looked back to see the conductor and
brakeman hurrying forward, climbing over
the wreckage.

Without a glance at him, they called to
the engineer. * Oh, Johnny, are you hurt?
Any one hurt?”

Zeb heard a reply. * No, we're O. K.”

A mumble of voices followed, through
which he caught the words, “ Draw bar
broke, safety chains parted. Jim putting
in a fire. If it hadn't been for that boy,
he’d 'a’ gone to hell sure. Quickest thing
I ever saw. Slung Jim clear just as bhe
was about to be pinched.”

He felt their eyes on him. Some one
asked: “ Bud, what's your name?r”

“Zeb White,” he answered. Pointing
up the creek, “I come from up thar and
I'm a fixin’ to go to town to see about a
goin’ a railroadin’ like you'uns.” He
stopped. He hadn’t meant to say that.

A flush swept over his face. He watched
the group around him covertly, expecting
every second to hear some one break out
into a laugh at his effrontery. Here they
were, men of experience, railroaders, with
their clean overalls over good suits of
clothes, with their gold watches and money
in their pockets, while he was nothing but
a poor mountain boy without a penny in
his homespun jeans and, he remembered
shamefully, that he didn’t even have socks
on to cushion the insides of his rough
brogans. But no laugh followed. A sen-
ous half circle of faces surrounded him.

The fireman broke the strained silence.
Patting him on the shulder: “ Well, Zeb,
old horse, if you want a job, I'll see to it
myself and put in the right word for yon.”

“Me, too,” spoke up the enginewr.
“ You're the very stuff.”

Came the unanimous chorus: “ Wetl all
see that you get fixed right. We're for
you, kid!”

“ Well, boys, let's get moving,” the con-
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ductor was the first to come back to his
job. fuor the responsibility of the train rest-
ed heavily on him. He sent a brakeman
back to flag and one ahead to the station
less than a8 mile away to report the wreck
and call the “ big hook.”

Hours passed, hours intensely interesting
to Zeb who remained with the wreck till
the last car was lifted and dumped off the
right of way. Finally the track was cleared
and he joined the others in the shanty
car when the wrecking crew pulled back
toward the terminal, towing the crippled
128 and her tender behind them.

It was well past midnight when the yards’

were reached and in the meantime, Zeb had
told the fireman his story briefly—of the
struggle of his family to get the bare neces-
sities of life, of most of the corn they raised
finding its way to the still, of his " trifling,
no account pap,” and his work-worn moth-
er, a pitiful tale that could be duplicated
in-a thousand cases with the mountain folk,
isolated from civilization for generations
and civilization, full born, being thrust
upon them,

“Come on over and stay with me to-
night,” the fireman suggested when at last
the wrecker stopped at her place beside the
“rip track.”

Zeb readily assented since he saw noth-
ing strange in the invitation. “ Come and
spend the night with me,” was a common
phrase to him. Mountain hospitality goes
far back before the days of modern ho-
tels when the traveler in the sparsely set-
tled hill country was a welcomed bringer
of news and gossip.

Zeb was embarrassed and nervous when
they entered the rallroad boarding house
and went up to Jim's room. But the fire-
man was so genuinely thankful that Zeb’s
mind soon became at ease. He was tired,
the excitement of the day had died down
and the other noticed his sleep heavy eyes.
He was glad to hear the words, “ Well,
let's hit the hay!” Once in bed, a few
mumbled words and he was asleep.

It seemed but an hour till he awakened.
It was morning, for the sun was bright out-
side. Jim was dressing and Zeb got up,
started to pull on his clothes.

His new found friend looked at him for
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a second, then broke out: *Say, kid, I
got a shit here, just fit you. Try it on.”

He dived down into a drawer, pulled out
a shirt, socks, underclothes, and unheeding
Zeb’s protests, said: “ All right, kid. I
aimed to give 'em to the Salvation Army
soon anyway. Use these till your trunk
gets here.”

“ But I hain't got no trunk.
is the best clothes I hev.”

‘“Oh, helll Don't tell all you know, kid!
Wear those. Put ‘em on, put ’em on! Get
a curve on you and let’s go down and feed.
That’s my second best suit. Keep it till
you get a pay day.”

Zeb glanced at himself in the dresser
mirror and was startled at the change the
clothes made in his appearance.

Together they went down stairs and Zeb
listened as the fireman rang the call office.

“ Nick, this is Jim Brown. No, I'm not
hurt. Just scratched up a bit. Yeh, he
sure did. I’ll say it was lucky for me!
Say, Nick, mark me off for a day or two.
I’'m sick of that ¢ jerk-along run.’”

Then as he hung up the receiver, he
turned to Zeb. “Let’s eat. We'll go down
to Ring’s and throw in a feed, some real
coffee and ham and eggs. What say?”

These yere

CHAPTER I11.
““ RAILROADIN’ "

OGETHER Zeb and Jim went up
Depot Street toward Ring's Café
with its tattered cloth sign over the

door, “ The Railroad Men'’s Headquarters.”

As they passed in front of the depot
where stood a group of men, a half dozen
dressed in overalls, carrying lanterns in
their hands, one called out: “Oh, Jim!
Come over here and let’s have a look at
the guy who heaved you clear!”

Zeb was terribly embarrassed when Jim
introduced him around. Soon, however,
his self consciousness left him and in a
short time he was telling them about the
Local’s smashup.

When he had finished, a chorus of
‘“ Atta boy!” “ You're all right, kid!” and
“ Come out with me when ‘you learn the
road!” greeted him.
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One pulled out a watch. * Great balls
of fire!” he exclaimed. “ Here it is ten
sixteen and I'm called for 83! Gotta get
a curve on! So long,” and be crossed the
street toward the depot.

His leaving was the signal for the gather-
ing to break up. The others with many a
“ Good luck!” and * Kid, I'm for you!”
separated, and the two continued on their
interrupted way.

A warm glow of pride pervaded Zeb at
the enthusiastic greetings. These men were
good fellows, was his thought as he walked
toward the restaurant.

Ring's was crowded. The half dozen
tables ranged along one side were fringed
with men. Each stool bad an occupant
before the counter, perched precariously on
it. They reminded Zeb of a line of birds
hunched on a rail fence. There was a
clatter of dishes and a hum of voices from
the rear. Through a semicircular hole in
the kitchen door, the smell of grease welled
out. The smoke from a score of pipes and
cigaretles hung in heavy layers.

Two stools emptied and Zeb and Jim
slid into the vacant places. Ring himself
was scurrying behind the counter, carry-
ing dirty dishes back and moving swiftly
forward, his forearm piled high with stacks
of filled orders. He stood before the two,
wiping off the white counter top with a
rather soiled looking towel.

“ Howdy, Jim. Heard you like to got
pinched yesterday,"”

“Sure did,” was the reply. “ Would
be eatin’ daisies by the roots if it hadn’t
been fer my friend here. Meet Mr. White.
Mr. White, Mr. Ring!"’

Ring wiped a greasy hand on a soiled
apron and shook Zeb’s warmly.

“ Glad to meet ya.” Then, *“ What'll you
haver”

Jim ordered: “Oh, a couple orders of
ham an’,” and turning to Zeb, *“ Suit you?r”

Zeb nodded.

Ring dropped Zeb’s hand, yelled back:
“ A usual—make it two!”

“An’' a couple of Javas,” Jim supple-
mented, and the orders, already cooked and
waiting, were soon slid in front of them.

As they ate, Jim was talking between
mouthfuls,
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“ Ring's gotta fine business here. Makes
a bunch of kale, used to flag regular on
the ‘ Midnight Express.’” TForgot to close
a switch at the side track at Melbourne
one night. Jack Keefe on 72 split it, turned
plumb over; killed Jack and the shine who
was his fireboy. Ring got canned, ain't
never got back, never will. Don’t need
to worry though. Busy now; pay day yes-
terday. Everybody’s got the change now.
Gets pretty slack in a couple of weeks be-
fore pay day comes around again. I gotta
ticket here. Settle every pay day, so my
credit’s good. Oh, Ring,” he called the
proprietor. ‘“I'm standin’ fer this fellow.
Give him what he wants. Il make it
good, all right.”

‘“ Righto,” was Ring’s rejoinder as he
hurried past.

Jim continued his talk while through it,
like an undertone, Zeb caught snatches of
other talk that lifted and rose above the
general din. g

_ ‘" Fifteen hundred ton and just as we
tops the hill she got the big hole, pulled
out two draw bars about ten cars back.”
The man beside him was talking.

“We was a wheelin’ 'em like hell, and
I looks back and there they was, a rattlin’
the cross ties,” came from the table to his
rear,

“I sdys to him: ‘ Whattenhell do you
think I am? I want my rest!” Kin you
imagine the crust of that call boy, aroustin’
me out at two in the morning and me just
hit the hay at one fifteen?” was the in-
dignant question from a fellow who stood
up at the glass-topped show case rolling
a cigarette.

A voice beside him, and Zeb turned to
see a big, heavy-set man, smoke-stained, in
his work clothes, talking to another at a
table behind. *“ Yep,” he was saying, “ two
hours and seven minutes late, and I made
it up. Came in with a dozen hot boxes.
I sure wheeled old 936 this morning. Made
the guys in the observation coach think I
was playing crack the whip with ’em round
the curves!”

Railroading! The men’s conversation
was of nothing but the railroad. It was
their life. As the road took their time all
but their eight hours’ * rest,” so it took
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their thoughts. It was indeed a fascinat-
Wy business, this running trains,

Jim whispered: “ That's Pat Doyle, He’s
got thirty vears age. Stands fer any run
be wants. He's a highball artist,” he added
ia a tone of veneration,

They finished eating. Jim called out:
“ Chalk it down!” and they went out.

Diagonally across from Ring's was the
station, the waiting room below and the
oftices above. Jim led the way upstairs to
a door marked “ Trainmaster.” They en-
tered a small room with a bench along the
wall, three chairs and a flat-topped table
under a green shaded electric lamp. Across
the table sat Charley Keen, the train-
master, vibrating his bug as he rattled off
a message on the key.

He stopped, closed the switch, pulled his
cigar out of his mouth.

“Hello, Jim. Glad to see you. Close
squeak you had yesterday.”

“Yes,” replied Jim. “And if it hadn’
been for my friend here, it would have been
a damsite closer. Mr. White, meet Mr.
Keen. Mr. Keen, Mr. White.”

Zeb shook the proffered hand.

“ Pleased to meet you, White,” said the
trainmaster looking at Jim inquiringly.

Jim continued. *“ He wants to get on the
list a firin’ and I'm standing for him. How
about it?”

The trainmaster thought for a minute,
surveying Zeb with a shrewd scrutiny, not-
ing his straightforward eyes, his wide shoul-
ders and his deep chest. Zeb's heart missed
a beat or two as he hung breathless, wait-
ing for the verdict.

“Sure, Jim. He’s a husky looking bird.
Ought to make as good a coal waster as
you are, Here"” the trainmaster handed
over an application blank. * Get the doc-
tor’s O. K. and he can start to learn the
road any time he gets ready.”

The sounder on the table clicked insis-
tently. The trainmaster with a word,
“Busy,” dismissed the two and, sitting
down, began to pound out a message.

Zeb followed Jim downstairs, a flush of
excitement on his face. He was really get-
ting the job he had dreamed of so often.

They caught a waiting street car and
cwenty minutes later were in the office of
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the company doctor. There he was put
through the examination that each man
must pass who works on the trains. A
band around his bare arm and he watched
the little hand vibrate on the dial while
the doctor took his blood pressure. His
heart action was listened to through the
stethoscope, his lungs were examined.

A dozen questions—*‘ Have you ever had
this?” ‘“Have you ever had that?” and
the doctor jotted down the answers.

A Dbig bundle of colored yarns, each
strand by a shade differing from every
other one, was brought out. Zeb’s eyes,
never strained by reading, never injured by
the glare from an electric light, were Tas
sharp as an eagle’s.

“Pick out indigo,” Doctor Miller or-
dered.

Zeb hesitated. “ Doctor, I cain't tell
jest what youall mean.”

“Pick out the color of the sky,” the
doctor corrected himself.

Zeb considered, shook his head doubt-
fully. “ The sky‘is a heap o’ colors, doc-
tor. Thar’s the sky in the mawnin’. That’s
light blue with reds and yallers and pinks
in hit. Thar’s the sky in the evenin’ with
blood color streaks and smears like poke-
berry stain and red like a red bird and
ivy when the frost gits hit. Thar’s the sky
at night with the color of a scrooch owl’s
feathers, gray and ashy. Thar’s all the
oolors ye heve in this hank o’ yarn and a
heap more.”

The doctor laughed. * Boy, you're right.
You're neither color ignorant nor color
blind. I guess you know as much about
color as you'll ever need to know to rail-
road.” ...

He led the way to the board where the
little red and green and blue lights glowed
in a darkened room. They went out. One
flashed back on.

“ Name that!” came the order.

({3 Red'"

Another. ‘“Blue.”

Smaller and smaller the lights became.
At each flash one after another, they
blinked for a second and went out. Down
to mere colored pin points, Zeb called each
one. Both eyes open, one shut, then the
other closed while the lights shone through
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the smallest aperture, Zeb called each one
true.

The doctor finished. “ Boy, you have
the sharpest pair of eyes that I've tested
in many a day.” He paused. “ And the
finest body.”

The old doctor laid his hand on Zeb’s

shoulder. “ Son, let me give you a word
of advice. I've seen a lot of men come
here. You've got a body to be proud of.

Don’t abuse it. Keep away from the drink
—and the women—and you’ll work your
way up to the finest position on the rail-
road. You're O. K. as far as being physi-
cally fit to go to work. I hope you’ll be
as good a man next time I examine you.
Good morning.”

While Jim chattered along at a great
rate on the way back down toward the
depot, Zeb had little to say. The old doc-
tor with his kindly face and fatherly man-
ner, had made a big impression on him
and over and over in his mind he repeated
the words—*‘ Keep away from the drink—
and the women!”

The car stopped before the depot. They
walked over to “Hands & Company,”
the commissary. Here Zeb got a suit of
overalls, shoes, leather gloves and the other
clothing that Jim suggested. The clerk
jotted the items down, gave him a copy
of the bill and Zeb, rather astonished at
the fact that a stranger would trust him
with all those goods and receive nothing
in return, looked at Jim for enlightenment.

“ How comes they never asked me for
no money nor anything?”

“(Oh,” explained Jim, “ I stood for you.
You see, it’s like this. Hands & Com-
pany furnish any one on the pay roll with
anything they want. Then they turn the
bill into the timekeeper and it comes out of
your check. They settle with the company
and the railroad rakes out about ten per
cent for their trouble. It’s a grait, but,”
Jim shrugged his shoulders philosophically,
“if they don’t get your money, some one
else will.”

“ But,” Zeb persisted, * suppose I ain’t
got no check a comin’?”

“ Don't worry, kid. They won't lose any-
thing. They’ll take your bill out of mine
as I stood for you, I'm standing for you
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all the way. And, Zeb, I want you to
just use my room as long as you have a
mind to, and my clothes or anything. Just
consider them yourn till you get a pay day.
Let's see. This is the first day after pay
day. You've got a long wait. You won’t
draw a cent till the twentieth of next month.
Then you'll get paid for what you made
this month. You'll need a few bones to
sorter keep a going.”

Jim reached into his pocket, pulled out
a ten-dollar bill and shoved it into Zeb's
hand. To his protests he only laughed.
“No, that’s all right. Let me koow if
you want any more. Pay me back if you
ever feel like it and if you don’t, we're
square. I owe you a lot more.”

Zeb glanced at the bill. * Jim,” he said,
“ye sure are clever to me. Here I am,
a wearin’ your best clothes and a watch
ye heve give me and now this yere money.
I feel like as though I was a runnin’ over
you. I ain’t never felt so before to nary
person and, Jim, mebbe ye had better take
yer watch back. I know it costs a heap
of money, a watch like this yere un.”

“I never knew it when I got that
watch,” was the rejoinder. * All you have
to do when you want a watch is to go get
an order from the timekeeper and go up-
town to the official jeweler and he gives
you any watch you want. Of course, he
charges a little extra, but it comes out of
your checks in four or five payments. Be-
sides, Zeb, you need a clock and you sure
bave earned all I can do fer you. That’s
why I’'m fixing everything up for you.”

Zeb began to realize the meaning of pay
day, a general settling up of debts con-
tracted during the month, a small bit left
to spend for a few days, then broke and
running on credit. Most of the railroad
men counted the days till the next time
‘“ the eagle screamed.”

Extravagance, silk shirts, patent leather
shoes, fine clothes, expensive cigars, were
in evidence wherever the two went, from
group to group, from the depot to the
poolroom, from Ring’s back to the hotel.
Zeb whose whole life bad been a struggle to
gain enough to eat, thought ruefully when
he refused a cigar or the surreptitious bot-
tle of corn whisky in the rear of the fruit
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atare, of how many dollars were being flung
recklessly away down here where the smoke
of the roundhouse hung heavy and acrid
and the noise of the shunted cars, banging
coupler to coupler, sounded loud. He won-
dered if these men had ever known the
sharp pinch of hunger, of the cutting winds
of December turning their bodies blue with
cald.

No. he decided, they were ignorant of the
want he had known so intimately. He
made up his mind that once pay days and
fat checks came to him, he would save
every penny he could. For a picture rose
vivid in his mind, a picture of a log cabin,
a smoky open fireplace and his mother and
sisters in their drab working clothes and
their drabber, monotonous working lives.
He'd bring them to town, he'd dress them
up. They'd be ladies and—

They were walking across the street,
when on the sidewalk before them a wom-
an hesitated, turned toward Jim and smil-
ing stopped.

Jim whispered: “There's Sidewhecler.
Tl give you a knockdown.”

Zeb studied the woman. Young she was,
not over twenty, full bosomed, broad
hipped, a strong, healthy looking girl just
turned woman, She reminded him of a ripe
winesap apple, the red of her lips, the glow
in her cheeks, the perky, saucy way she
surveyed the two with snapping black eyes
as they drew nearer. No, not an apple:
Zeb changed his simile. A gray squirrel in
the autumn with coat full and sleek, eycs
sparkling, every movement a thing of swift
action.

When they drew nearer, Jim greeted ber
with a curt “ Hello!”

“ Heyho yourself,” came the offhand an-
Swer.

“Meet my friend,” Jim presented Zeb
who took the outstretched hand where a
couple of rings sparkled in the sunshine,

“ Heyho, kiddo.” Evidently Sidewheeler
with her quick wit saw Zeb was not in-
terested in her, for after a rapid survey
she said: “Oh, Jim, come here a minute.
1 want to talk private to you.”

They stepped off across the sidewalk and
Zeb watched them conversing in low tones.
Fmally the woman’s voice rose louder so
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that Zeb caught the words. * Yes, I want
a five spot. No, two won't do.”

He saw the-flash when a bill changed
hands and with a “ by-bye, kiddo!” thrown
over her shoulder to Zeb, she was gone,

Zeb gazed after her as she went up the
street and scarcely heard Jim’s words.

“Yep, Sidewheeler's an awful gold dig-
ger. She hit me for a five spot just now,
but she’s not so bad. I’ll touch her for it
back in & week or two. How do you like
her looks? She’s some jane, old head.
Some jane, all right,” repeated Jim with
zest. i

Zeb did not answer, for he had seen that
the color in her face was the color of rouge
and the carmine of her lips was too bright
to be natural. And the quick vivacity that
had struck him so favorably, that, too, was
forced. Zeb had caught the odor of raw com
whisky when she spoke the few words to
him. He dismissed her from his thoughts,
The words of the old doctor returned to
him—“ Keep away from the drink and
women, son.” Sidewheeler was one of the
women the doctor meant. There was no
mistaking her.

They went back to the hotel where a
crowd of men lounged in their chairs tipped
back against the wall of the big front room.
A hum of voices buzzed loud and the thick
cloud of smoke that hung overhead denoted
to Zeb that here was another bunch of
railroaders, waiting between runs.

They found seats and Jim lit a cigarette.

“Well, Zeb, I'll run over and turn in
your application and to-morrow you can
come out with me and learn the road. You
wait here. I'll be back in a few minutes
as soon as I can give this to the old man.”

Jim left and Zeb sat listening to the talk
around him. A phrase here, a sentence
there. B

“Yeh, we was batting it heavy when,
blue-ee, the automobile run right in ouwr
face! Say, we twirled it sixty times over
an’ over. Yeh, it was full of guys. They
all went to hell. Sure, they was drunk,
pickled for fair, Never saw our headlight
nor heard the crossing blow.”

Interested, Zeb glanced at the speakel.
Evidently he bad been on an engine when

they hit an automobile, The casual WaV
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he referred to it made little creepy feelings
run up and down Zeb’s back.

His attention was attracted by a loud
guffaw.

He looked across the room where a big
man stood, head thrown back laughing.
“ Haw, haw, and he went clear back fer
a left. hand monkey wrenchl Hawl Haw!
Haw! He was good, that guy. Just out
of the country. Green as grass. We razzed
him for fair.” ’

Railroading. These men off duty talked
of nothing but the railroad. Zeb wondered
why they didn’t go uptown, why they
didn’t read, why they didn't get away from
the railroad during their few leisure hours.
But Zeb was green, as green as the one
who had gone for the left handed monkey
wrench. He soon was to learn of the all-
absorbing fascination of the road that grips
a man to the exclusion of all else.

He saw Jim making his way through the
lobby toward him and rose to meet him.

“ Well, kiddo, you’re all fixed up now.”

As they left the room he remarked:
“ That bunch in there, don’t let ’em put
anything over on you. They have more
wrecks in there in an hour than the division
has in a year—and pull cars! Say, if some
of them ‘hogheads’ could jerk the trains
with an engine they pull up the hills with
their mouth, there wouldn’t be but two
trains a day on the whole road, one each
way and an extra car behind one on pay
day. If they could work the air from the
brake valve as smooth as they do from
their faces, they would never smash a draw
bar either,” Jim conclyded.

CHAPTER 1V.

MAKING THE GRADE.

from a deep sleep. The opening of

the bedroom door had caused him
to sit bolt upright, wide awake in bed. Be-
side him, Jim still slept heavily. A lantemn,
dim and smoky, advanced.

A boy, with a black book in his hand,
approached and yelled: *“All right, old
head! Sign the book. You're called for
the West End Local.”

NEXT morning Zeb woke with a start
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Jim stirred and awoke. ¢ Lo, Snaky.
All right,” and reaching over Zeb he ran
the pencil “ across the line.”

With many a grunt and a sigh, he arose,
stretched and turned on the light. The
call boy went out, slamming the door be-
hind him.

Zeb glanced at his watch. * Half past
four,” he said, following Jim.

He washed in the big white bow! and
pushed bimself into his working clothes.
Jim picked up his lantern from beside the
dresser, lit it and walking quietly so as to
not disturb the other sleepers, the two stole
down the stairs and out into the darkness
of the deserted street. Their footfall sound-
ed loud and menacing as they made their
way down toward Ring’s restaurant. All
the life and movement of the day was
gone and the street in front of the depot
seemed muggy and depressing, a cold,
clammy thing, dead and uninviting.

The depot, ugly, gaunt, its darkened
windows looking like missing- teeth in a
moldering skull, leered across at them. In
one corner a sickly yellow glare of light
shone out from the despatcher’s room. the
rest of the building was barren and barmn-
like.

Ring’s was lit up by one light high over-
-head. The stools in front of the counter
were empty, a gutter_ of cigarette stubs,
torn paper and half burned cigar butts
littered the floor. On the back table a
lantern turned low burned in a feeble
flicker, outlining the bowed head and shoul-
ders, the red handkerchief above the blue
jumper collar of a man asleep, snoring
Joudly as he slumped across the table.

Behind the counter a waiter in a stained
jacket sat on a stool, his head thrown back,
breathing slowly and heavily through bis
open mouth. Jim banged abruptly on the
smeared white stone of the counter top

with his lantern.
The waiter awoke with a start and stared

at the two. .
“ What'll you bhave?” he mumbled, ns-

ing to his feet. )
“ Ham an’, and a couple of Javas.
Without a word he ,shsmbled back to-

ward the kitchen and before long }he

sputter of grease and the smell of cooking
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toickled out gradually as the mists creep
wp from the creek bottoms. Zeb felt a
curious sense of self pity; for the first time
i his life lonesomeness, deep and soul stir-
ring, welled up within him.

He was homesick. The coming of dawn
here was & depressing thing unlike the dawn
in the mountains. There the gloom of
night slowly lifted. The day unveiled itself
with the song of birds, the gentle rustle of
the wind in the trees and the faint pink
smear of daylight across the eastern sky.
At home he awoke, went out into the cool
moming, refreshed and clear headed. Here
the break of day scemed a sodden thing,
murky and heavy.

They finished the meal, walked across
the street, black and wet, shining with dew,
passed through the employees’ gate and
entered the yards. From far down the
tracks a switch engine broke into the still-
pess with a sharp yet dull rattle of the
exhaust followed by the clang of rolling
cars stopping suddenly.

“ Making up the Local,” explained Jim
as they walked along the cinder path be-
tween the tracks. “Wonder what mill
they'll give us to-day?”

The roundhouse with its open doors, the
back ends of a score of engines sticking out,
protruded out of the drifting mists of steam
before them across the big gaping hole of
the turntable pit. A torch wavered, moved
erratically in swinging arcs, approaching the
two. A face smeared with splotches of
grease became plainer as a machinist, ham-
mer and chisel in hand, drew near.

“ What's chalked up for the West End
Local to-day?” asked Jim.

“Oh, well have to run the 817. She's
the only extra in the house,” was the reply.

Jim turned to Zeb as the machinist
passed by the two in the direction of the
coal chute.

“Say, boy, we're-in luck. We get a
eight hundred class. Watch us wheel ’em.
The eights are fine steamers, superheaters.

We'll take a bunch of box cars out for a
real ride to-day,” Jim laughed.

A voice called behind and Johnny Deer-
ing, the engineer, overtook them.

“817 to-day, Jim. A hot fire and a
quick run is the order. Hello. kid!” He ad-
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dressed Zeb. ‘ Coming along, are you?
We'll twist the monkey’s tail to-day. A
good jack and three good men.”

Three short hoots of a deep-toned whis-
tle, the turntable with a jerk and grind-
of gears, gra-ump, gra-ump, rolled in its
circlee The 817, a sleepy looking hostler
at the throttle, moved out of the roumd--
house, and with jarring thumps, as tender
trucks and engine drivers passed the break
between the house track and table rails,
she rolled on to the turntable. A deeper
rumble of clattering gears and the table
swung a quarter turn, lined up on the coal
track, and with a short blast of the whistle
the 817 again bumped off the table.

She stopped, the hostler climbed down
and addressed John Deering.

“She’s all yourn,” he said. “ Sanded,
air tested. I filled the lubricator for you.
All you gotta do is take on a little coal
and run her till the wheels drop off.”

“ Thanks, old dusty,” the engineer re-
plied. “I'll take you out and get you
drunk some pay day for that.” Then turn-
ing to Zeb:  All right, kid. Climb abeard.”

Through the narrow gangway between
engine and tank, up the three cast iron
tender steps, holding on to the bent pipe
grab irons, Zeb wormed his way on te the
deck of the cab. Sitting down on the left
hand seat box that Jim motioned out to
him, he watched the process of putting in
a‘fire. With the long slice bar, an iren
rod, twelve feet over all, one end bent into
a handle, the other turned into a two-tined
hook, Jim broke up the bed of glowing
clinker. Throwing his weight on the bar
pivoted half its length across the fire door,
he tugged and twisted, and raked out a
red hot lump of fused metallic slag aslarge
as a half bushel.

‘“ Gotta have a clean bed,” he explained
to Zeb, “ or you’d never keep her hot. Not
only that, if you let your fire ball up, first
thing you know, you've burned out a set
of grates,”

He sprinkled a layer of coal, shovel after
shovelful, over his fire. While Johnny
Deering drove the engine down the yard
track, Jim was talking.

“Lay the coal on light, keep a light fire
a going all the time. Cover up the bright
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spots and you’ll\ soon make a regular
transfer agent.”

“ Transfer agent?” questioned Zeb,

Jim grinned broadly at his own joke.
“Sure. Transfer about ten ton o’ coal
from the tender into the fire box in a trip.”

*That's a heap o’ coal,” Zeb said.

‘“Hell, that’s nothing,” Jim continued.
“1 use ter fire on the main line, and one
time I moved fifteen tons o’ coal in ten
hours. That’s what I call firing. The
monkeys like to got me, though, before
the run was over.”

Zeb said nothing. What the “ monkeys ”
meant he bad not the faintest idea, but
kept quiet rather than ask any unneces-
sary questions.

All the time the two were talking, the
engine was moving ahead, stopping for
switches, working her way down to the
head of her train that waited, made up
in the yard. Zeb watched as the engineer
threw the reverse lever toward the rear of
the cab. The engine backed. There was
a jar of impact, a clang when the coupler
knuckles locked on tender and box car, fol-
lowed a second later by a sighing woosh
as the air from the engine reservoir filled
the train line. Behind him he saw a lantern
wave when the brakeman signaled: “ O K.”

The conductor ran up from the yard
office.

“ All right!” he yelled from the back,
two or three car lengths. “ Wrap ’em up
and take 'em awayl”

John Deering jerked the hanging whistle
cord and with a low * toot-toot,” the West
End local moved forward to the urge of
the opened throttle. The double pump on
the left hand side just in front of the cab
raced up and down pumping up the air
pressure.

Zeb had almost forgotten the lonesome,
homesick feeling that gripped him so strong
a little while before. In the light reflected
from the cab, each car on the track be-
side him loomed up out of the darkness
for a minute, was passed and faded into
the darkness again. Deeply interested, he
noted the names and letters on each passing
car. Here was a Mexican Central from
far down South in the land of sombrero
and revolution, touching couplers with a
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Canadian Pacific grain car that had seen
the snow covered prairies of western Mani-
toba and had heard the wolf’s howl in the
still night of northern winters. A hopper
bottom coal car from the mines of West
Virginia rubbed bumpers with a yellow
painted, ventilated fruit dispatcher from
the grape vineyards of Southern California.

Boston and Maine, Mississippi and
Yahoo Valley, Denver and Rio Grande,
Nickel Plate, Panhandle, Big Four, Queen
and Crescent, C. C. and O.—freighters
from ten million square miles of country,
all brought together for a brief time only
to be separated, and by the laws of chance
never again to be joined together in ten
million meetings. T

Zeb, whose traveling was now at the
farthest goal that he bad ever known,
looked at these transcontinental travelers
who counted their journeys by the hun-
dreds, their mileage by the thousand, and
was a bit awed. Vaguely to his under-
standing there came the glamour of rail-
roading: to move the goods and products
of a nation was more than mere traffic.
There was romance in the clicking engine
wheels; there was mystery in those grimy
box cars; there was adventure to be had
on the railroad, far more than the shut-in
hills and deep valleys of his mountain home
had to offer. There was risk, too, in rail-
roading. -

The engine was nearing the end of the
yard. The yard limit post, a white finger
like a thin marker over a grave, was dimly
revealed in the blue gray light of dawn.
A switcher clanged down the track toward
them. A brakeman stood directly in its
path, a ghostly figure silhouetted in the
strong glare from its electric light, his
lantern hung over his arm, his brake stick
held in his left hand. As the switch engine
approached, he raised one foot. Stifi-legged,
he stood, his poised leg pointing at the
rapidly nearing step.

Risky, dangerous way to get on, thought
Zeb. What if he miscalculated, what if
his foot missed?

The brakeman gave a little hop, his leg
touched the step—slipped sideways. The
lantern flew off in a wide arc, the brake
stick followed and as the 817 passed on



s18

the opposite track, there was a crunch that
Zed likened to a hound's teeth snapping
over A rabbit. A scream, muffled yet plere-
jog, rang out and the brakeman disap-
peared under the engine.

Wide-eved, trembling, Zeb's mind pic-
tured the man under that steel juggernaut,
writhing, twisting, squirming, the life being
remorselessly smashed from him. Unable
to speak at the shork of witnessing his first
tragedy, Zeb turned a white face toward
Jim, who was swinging his shovel back and
forth as he fed the fire,

Samething in his looks attracted the fire-
man. “ What's the matter, kid? Sec @
ghost?”

Zeb pointed back. *Stop, stop! A
man!” he gasped. A man run over!”

“ We hit him?” the fireman asked.

“ No, getting on the front of that air
other engine, he slipped and got run over.”

Crossing over to the other side of the
cab, Jim repeated Zeb's story to the engi-
neer in a few words. They spoke for a
couple of minutes and the fireman returned
to the seat box.

“It's all right, old-timer,” he assured
Zeb. * Some shack on the yard crew got
nipped. Nothing much. They trim off &
few loose legs every day or two. Just keep
it to yourself. No use getting balled up in
a lawsuit. Lose a lotta time, get nothing
fer it but trouble. You never saw it if any
one asks you. That's the best way. I'm
giving it to you straight.”

But in spite of the fireman's words, Zeb
could not shut out that scene from his eyes
nor that pain proclaiming groan from his
ears. And as the local moved along, “ cha-
chuckety-chug, cha-chuckety-chug,” out
past the yard limit and on to the main line,
his first lesson in his new calling came hard.
He realized that human life is incidental
on the railroad, and like a great impersonal
force, the trains must move on regardless
of human woes or pains.

The homesickness of the early morning
was entirely forgolten now in the greater
feelings that the accident had given hirth
to. He wondered if his engine would ever
kill a man, and he made up his mind, filled
as it was then with the overwhelming sense
of sorrow for that unknown who so swiftly
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had slipped from life before his very eyes,

that if he did, he'd quit the day he ran a

human being under.

Jim's voice broke into his reveries. ““ All
right, Zeb. It's all yourn,” looking up to
the steam gage whose pointer trembled on
the black dial just below the one-hundred-
and-seventy-five-pound mark. * Let’s see
you pop her.”

Zeb took the shovel, turned his back to-
ward the engineer, and was reaching for
the fire door chain when he was stopped in
his swing by the sound of loud laughing.
The fireman and engineer both guffawed.

“ Whal's the matter?” asked Zeb in sur-
prise.

“Listen, kid,” said Jim. * Never turn
your back on the engineer. See that pad,”
pointing to the left hand corner of the cab.

Zeb looked to where a pad covered the
sharp corner rounding out the wood with a
canvas bumper.

“ Put your back against that. Now,” as
Zeb obeyed, “fill your scoop, now jerk
open the door, slam in the coal, close the
door and do it over again!”

The thing that had appeared so easy to
Zeb became a very hard thing to execute.
To brace solidly on the slippery moving
cab deck, to fill the scoop and to sling the
coal into the pnarrow fire door, was not an
art to be learned in a day.

But Zeb was determined. Although his
scoop hit sides, top and bottom of the door
oftener than it landed fair, yet he perse-
vered. An hour passed, two hours. The
local moved on in its short, jerky runs,
stopped for longer or shorter periods, and
moved on again. Still -Zeb, grim-faced,
perspiring, his back aching, his arms dead
tired, banged the fire door open and closed,
gritting his teeth every time the scoop
missed the door.

For the first part of the morning, the
steam had dropped on him. Slowly the
hand slid back—170, 165, 160. There it
hung for what seemed an eternity. Firing
became a game, a bhard endeavor to Zeb.
To shovel coal into the blazing fire box, to
twist and pull at the slice bar, to jerk and
tug at the shaker handle—a game of strain-
ing muscles, painful legs, and a back that
felt as limber as a hickory sprout.

1A
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Finally the engineer spoke, looking down
at Zeb who stood, feet aspraddle, perspira-
tion standing out in big drops and running
in -xivulets down his grimed face: “ Bud,
take it easy. You're wasting yourself. You
got enough coal in there now to steam her
for two hours.”

The fireman agreed. “ You was a hit-
ting it so good, kid, I hated to stop you.
But the best way to learn how to fire right
is to learn how to fire wrong. Here, lemme
show you.”

He pulled the slice bar down from the
tender, raked the coal evenly across the
fire, and protecting his hand from the hot
iron with a piece of waste, he slid the bar
back on the tender. \

“ Come on bere, now, and sit down,” he
motioned to the seat beside him. * And
watch yer steam crawl up.”

Zeb slumped down, stuck his head out
the window, elbow crooked on the sill.
This was as he had often pictured himself.
But there was no thrill now. A great
weariness hung heavy on him and he
scarcely saw the foliage along the right of
way. It was different, very different, from
the way he had expected. There didn’t
seem to be any excitement to the job, just
work—hard, incessant toil. It was no fun
at all, this stoking an engine.

“ Never mind, kid,” Jim's voice rang
in his ears. “ I'll show you now. No use
before you got shovel-wise, because you
couldn't understand. Fire 'em light, cross
fire, sprinkle your coal, a shovel in one cor-
ner, the next one in the opposite corner of
the fire box. Go around, no two in the
same place, and you'll be surprised how
easy it is.”

Zeb started to get down. “ Never mind,
now. She’ll pop in a minute without any
more fire in her. Sit down and take it
easy.”

In a few minutes Zeb jumped clear of his
seat as a shuddering, vibrating roar burst
suddenly over the engine. The freman
laughed, pointed at the steam gauge that
showed one hundred and seventy-five
pounds, flicked the injector back a notch,
halted for a second and pulled the handle
all the way back. The roar fluttered a time
or two, the pops seated, and only the rum-
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ble of the water flowing through the hranch
pipe into the boiler could be heard.

“ What you pull that air handle for?”
Zeb asked.

Jim said: “ You see the glass,” indicating
the water gauge. * Well, watch the line
crawl up. This "—touching the injector—
‘ puts the water into the boiler. Whenever
she gets hot and near popping, you want to
open the gun like I just did. Pull her back
a little, wait till you feel her thump, then
open her wide. The cold water soon cools
ber down and she'll stop blowing off.”

The fireman shut off the injectar, the
rumble ceased, and the local that had been
standing at a station got under way again.

After a few minutes Jim reminded,
‘ Better be puttin’ in a fire. Mind now,
what I said. Sprinkle the coal light, kid,
and it 'll come easy.”

In an hour Zeb had the engine popping
again. He opened the injector and heard
the rumble of the water, the tbump of the
column lifting the boiler check. A feeling
of supremacy thrilled through him. It
wasn’t at all hard. He was learning the
trick. Of course he would get better at
firing as he got the experience, but the
worst was over. A smile lit up his face,
the first smile of the day and he broke into
a broad grin at the words of praise from
Jim.

“Kid, you're all right. That's the
quickest I've ever seen any one learn to
fire a jack.”

Zeb grinned thankfully back, tired but
happy. His glance idly turned ahead.
There, just showing the corner of its red
roof around the curve, was the station of
Ecclefechan, He had no idea that he had
run this far. It seemed as though but an
hour or two had passed since they left the
yards.

CHAPTER V.
“ ITCHY-WITCHY.”

T the close of the eighteenth century,

Wales was in a turmoil. The re-
ligious differences bet England
and the little principality of® the Welsh

were the cause of many a bitter argument,
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and ded to the central government enforc-
ing harsh measures against their dissenters.
But America offered a refuge from tyranny.
Here was a wilderness sparsely settled, its
resources bevond all reckoning, where a
man might make his own rules and laws.
Small wonder, then, that of the various
sects that sought freedom of belief by emi-
grating, the Welsh were among the first.

From Cardiff and the Vale of Glamorgan,
from Monmouthshire and Aberystwyth,
they gathered, crossed the Atlantic to the
vast territory of Virginia, and headed wess,
seeking a country like the one they had
left. Across the plains into the rolling hills
they made their slow way until after many
weary months they found themselves up
on the watershed of the Appalachians.

Here was a country like their own. Here
was the oak in a half a hundred different
species and the groves of hemlock. Here
the mistletoe could be seen in clumps, and
the long drawn howl of the wolf rang out
over the rocky hills in the night. Patient,
industrious, earnest, the Welshmen started
to make their homes in this new, strange
land. They builded well, even like the
houses they had left in the homeland. Butt
and ben, front and back of rough granite
rock, hewn oaken beams a foot square sup-
porting the roofs, big open fireplaces fur-
nished with the crane and andirons they
had carried for three thousand miles, they
built homes to last the centuries through,
those pioneers.

And the centuries passed. The builders
went the way of all the living, leaving be-
hind them well-cleared fields, sleek cattle
as the tangible results of their industry.
Others came over the trail they marked
along the river courses and up through the
gap between the hills — English, Scotch,
and Irish. The houses grew in number,
and a little town formed in the flat bottom
beside the trail now cut into a well-worn
road. There was intermarriage. New
families arrived and the place became cos-
mopolitan. A npame—Ecclefechan was
English enough for the English and Welsh
enough for the Welsh—and the Irish didn’t
care what it was called. Sure, it’s never a

bit like the blessed island, anyhow, they

reasoned.
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Cosmopolitan it became, and yet,
through the whole fabric of the community
modified by the passing years, changed by
shifting conditions, ran the dominant
thread of the Welsh. Here were the light
blue eyes and golden hair, a heritage of the
Saxon of King Ethelred’s victorious le-
gions of ten centuries before. Here was
the broad shouldered, heavy armed man in
whose veins flowed the blood of the Danish
sea rover who had settled forgotten genera-
tions before on the shores of Cardigan Bay.

Just as these people brought their names
and their religion intact from the land of
their birth, so they had carried their desire
for learning. The church that stood at the
head of the valley was flanked by the
schoolhouse above it. There was no illit-
eracy among them, and most of the youth
of Ecclefechan went down into the flat
country that lay below the mountains and
finished their education in some college.

At this school Zeb White had acquired
the rudiments of an education, the cause of
many a bitter word at home. He remem-
bered how his father had denmounced the
“larnin’ ” of the *‘ furriners ” as the moun-
taineers called the folks below. He re-
called his father's words, ‘ fiesty tyke, he’ll
be a tryin’ to run over all o’ us uns with his
book lamin’ arter he goes to the school.”

He had grouched and growled, but Zeb’s
mother, who had come up from the valley
herself, stood firm. For three seasons Zeb
went to school, acquired his “larnin’ ”—
and had met Ithca Yspytty.

The mountaineers had a fine contempt
for the * furriners,” a contempt based on
a deep-rooted jealousy which Zeb did not
share. For the “ furriner "’ was there first,
the Welshman had preémpted the rich, fat
bottom lands for his fields and meadows
and the rolling hills that fringed them for
his pastures and orchards. When the later
arrivals, the ones who lacked the initiative
and resourcefulness to be the first to break
away from home and venture into the un-
known, had followed, there were but the
rocky hills, the steep-sided gulleys, the
small flats above the creek beds for them
to settle on. And as the qualities that were
so prominent in the “ furriner ** were lack-
ing in the later emigrants, the advantage
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of the first arrivals was still the advantage
of their descendants.

And the Welsh names of David and
Llewelyn, Powys and Dynevor, even now
told the tale of that long unbroken lineage
that stretched back to the days of cross
bows, moated castles and chain armor.
Hard-working, éarnest people they all were,
these farmers of the bottoms of Ecclefech-
an. And none showed more the effects of
earnest toil than the farm that skirted the
railroad, the farm of David Vspytty.
Yspytty was a name as well known for the
oddness of its lettering as for the fairness
of the daughters of the house.

Now the name Ithca Vspytty is a
tongue-twisting, stuttering mouthful for a
grown-up to articulate. How much more
so must it have been for a little blue-eyed,
flaxen-haired girl baby? * Itchy-Witchy ”
was the nearest she had ever got to nam-
ing herself, and as Itchy-Witchy she was
known.

Here David, be of the broad shoulders
and slow speech, kept his neat and well-
tilled fields no more carefully than his
daughter, Ithca, managed the affairs of the
household. She was young, not yet seven-
teen, and yet for six years, since her
mother’s death, she was mistress of the
house. If fleors scrubbed to the color of
birch bark and copper kettles shining like
the setting sun were any standard, the girl
had followed the pattern set by her mother
before her, a pattern that the mountain
women who came as servants found diffi-
cult to learn. Her method of housekeep-
ing was as different to these women as the
blue eyes and golden hair that her mother’s
mothers had been blessed with back to
some long-forgotten Saxon was fromztheir
straight black hair and dark, mournful
eyes.

As the local passed along the rock wall
that hedged her father’s well-kept fields,
pulled into Ecclefechan and stopped, Zeb
glanced ahead. There, on a pile of newly
hewed cross-ties, sat his father, idly whit-
tling on a piece of pine, stopping every now
and then to spit when he rolled his cud of
“homemade” from one cheek to the
other.

Zeb, from the ¢ab, watched this aimless,

idle, poor white trash, who let-his women

do the work on the haphazard hiliside farm.

Then his glance rested on the neat fields

in the bottom, free from stump or rock, the

corn in orderly rows, the trim solid reck

houses, the black Castlemartin cattle, im-,
ported from the old country, and the Hocks

of small mountain sheep, grazing on the

slopes of the hills.

In a second the full significance of the
reason for the difference between the peo-
ple of the valley and the mountaineers
above, struck home to him. Work. The
lowlanders were industrious, the hill people
lazy.

He himself was tired, for that mormn-
ing had been the first hard, continuous la-
bor he bad ever done. When he worked
at home he stopped whenever he wanted
to, went hunting or fishing. The work of
the mountain folk was spasmodic and easi-
ly interrupted. These people with the
strange sounding names, toiled regularly,
winter and summer, and were rich thereby.
And into Zeb’s mind, following the discov-
ery, came the promise. He, too, would
work; he, too, would have the things that
industry brought. He gazed up at the
clearing below the dilapidated cabin where
he was born. A glimpse of a figure in the
doorway attracted his attention. His
mother. - -

He must get word to her that he was all
rightt How? The local would not stop
long enough for him to run up there and
back, a good forty minutes’ trip. If he
could but send some one. But who to
send? His father must not yet know where
he was or he might try to take him back
home. No, he wouldn't let his father
koow. But he must get a message up to
his mother somehow, some way.

His glance swept around back down the
train on the opposite side from the depot.
A girl approachféd, a basket over her arm,
down the cinder path alongside the tracks.
Zeb recognized her instantly. It was Itchy-
Witchy.

He walked down to meet her.

“ Howdy,” he greeted.

She stopped, stared at him for a second,
wide eyed, then recognition spread in &
smile over her face.



* Why, hello, Zeb! I didn't know you.
All dressed in overalls, red handkerchief,
and gloves. What—what are you doing?”
she asked, puazled.

ln a few words Zeb explained proudly.
“Twm a railroadin’. A larnin’ the road.
I'm a goin’ to be a fireman.”

A look of approbation from the girl that
made Zeb’s heart thump a bit faster, and
be continued: “ Pap’s a loaferin’ over thar
at the station, and I don’t aim fer him to
kotch up with me. He don't keer much
about me workin’ out. Will you-all go up
thar to my maw and tell her ye seed me,
and I'm all right and a workin’ and—and—
Give her this yere money.” Pulling out
the ten-dollar bill intact that Jim had given
him. *“ And,” be added quickly, “ tell her
not to say a word to pap about hit. Jest
keep hit fer herself and I'll be a sendin’
word to her every wunst in a while.”

“Yes, I'll do as you say, Zeb,” she re-
plied. “I'm going up the hill now, a dew-
berrying, and I'll stop by and give her your
message.”

The whistle on the engine ahead sound-
ed two long blasts.

When Zeb turned to leave, she said hur-
riedly, “ My, but you're the proud one,
going railroading, aren't you?”

Zeb started to speak, could not find the
words to say, and with a hasty, * Thank
you, kindly, Itchy-Witchy. I'll be a seein’
you all along,” he trotted back to the en-
gine.

Jim was standing in the gangway when
Zeb came alongside the tender.

“ Oh, ob!” he greeted playfully. “ Who’s
the jane you were chewing the fat with out
there, zeb? Why didn't you give me a
shake down to her?”

Zeb climbed aboard before answering.
“ Jim, that thar warn’t no jane. That's
Ttchy-Witchy, and I was just askin’ her to
take word to maw fer me.”

Jim noted the earmest face, stopped a
minute before replying. * Zeb, old-timer,
I didn't mean nothing. Let it go by like
vou never heard me, won't you?”

Zeb laughed. “I1 knowed ye were not
a throwin' off, but Itchy-Witchy is—well,
jest Itchy-Witchy."”

The 817 barked loud, and the local
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moved away from Ecclefechan. Zeb put
in a fire, got up on the seat box and looked
back up the mountain side toward his
home. A figure appeared on the road at
the edge of the bottom. Zeb waved his
hand. A flutter of a white handkerchief
replied, and the local turned a curve, cut-
ting out the view. Itchy-Witchy bhad
waved to him.

The local pulled into the siding and wait-
ed for No. 16. Zeb scarcely heard the
whistle of the passenger, scarcely noticed
the flash of the cars as they rattled by, for
his eyes held the image of a girl with a
thick wealth of golden hair, red cheeked,
with white teeth and a low, soft voice. And
the words she had spoken, “ My, but you're
the proud one,” turned until he fancied
their meaning was that she, not he, was the
one who was glad at his new found posi-
tion.

The local ran ahead, took the switch
onto the V, and backed down on the main
line again, turning for its return trip. Zeb
was doing the firing now. He had caught
the knack.

It was not so difficult to keep up the
head of steam, and he was not exerting
himself one-half as much as he had in the
morning. It was easy. He put in a couple
of fires and looked out at Ecclefechan again
coming into view.

The station was deserted. Zeb gave a
searching glance for his father, but he was
not to be seen. Neither was Itchy-Witchy,
he realized with a little sinking feeling.
Funny, he thought, often as he had seen
her before, he.never felt this way about

her. The mountain boy in patched home-
spun had considered her, the only daugh-
ter of a wealthy ‘ furriner,” entirely out-
side his plane of life.

But now he was no longer a “ poor white
trash.” He was a railroader. Many things
that were inconceivable and beyond him
before, were attainable. He would buy
good clothes, save his money, build a home
at the terminal, take his mother and sisters
in, and live like a king. And perhaps, the
thought was followed by the wish, Itchy-
Witchy, perhaps, some time when he was
an engineer. But he quickly dismissed it,
for green as he was to the ways of the road,



he knew it was a long, hard climb acress
the narrow deck that stretched from the
fireman’s side of the cab to the engineer's.

CHAPTER VI
ON HIS OWN,

S the local drove on, Jim said: ¢ We'll
make the run on time to-day. Hav-
ing it light and easy. 17l take you

out stepping to-night. X gotta couple of
live ones on the string and well go take
in a show. Friend of mine promised to
bring me in a quart of real white rye. He’s
got a machine, too. We'll take on aur
liquid refreshment as we ride. Believe me,
kid, we'll put on a party you won’t forget
soon!”

The engine was drifting down hill. The
usual clatter and racket was absent. Only
the cha-chug, cha-chug of the pump, and
the plup-plup-plup of the relief valves
sounded above the rattle of her drivers
clicking the rail jonts.

months be loses his standing, age, snd bes
to start in at the bottom agesin.”

“ But,” Zeb persisted, even though he'd
shown bis ignorance, “ he hasn’t got o
whiskers,”

‘ Whiskers, that’s age,” langhed Jim.
“ The longer your record runs continnoms,
the more jobs you stand for. Everything
goes by the length of continuous service
The man who has the longest record stands
for the best runs. That’s his whiskers 1f
he gets the air, fired, for more than six
months, be * gets his whiskers clipped,’ and
has to begin again. Me, I lost out tweo
years a while back. They had me down
for everything. I pitched a spree, and
theught it wonld be a grand joke to take
3 jane out for an engine ride. I tried to,
but just got started walking across the
yard, langhing and cutﬁngup,'hml
hears the superintendent’s veice behind me.
‘Youseemmﬁndsomethmgveryammng
Wha.t’s this woman doing in the yards?’”

“ Then he gets a whiff of my breath and
speaks right out—' You're both drunk.’

The engineer looked across, listening to/ I'm too fozzled to put up a bluff. We

the fireman's promise. He shook his bead
warningly.

“ Listen, bud,” he addressed Zeb. “ Take
some good advice from one who has suf-
fered. Don’t mix up with any of Jim’s
skirts, and fight shy ,of the booze that’s
flowing around Depot Street now. I'm
telling you what sure is. I ought to have
whiskers to my knees. Instead, all I stand
for is the local. Strong drink and fast
women knocked my age three different
times."

He reached up for the ‘whistle cord, blew
a station call, and opened the throttle.
“ You can’t buck 'em, kid. They’ll get you
sooner or later.”

Zeb turned to Jim, who was grinning
sheepishly at the engineer’s words. The
increasing clatter of the engine .working
steam drowned out the engineer’s remarks.

“ What did he mean?” .

“ Oh, Johnny used to throw-a grand and
glorious spree occasionally. He’s been rumn-
ning an engine now for fifteen years, but
he only has about eight years age. He was
beld off a couple of times too long. You
know, if a guy is held of for over six

makes a big sneak. You bet I soon sober
up and shake the jane. Sidewheeler, she
was at that. Spent the rest of the night a
worrying my head off. Caller broke the
sad news to me in. the moming Investi-
gation, up on the cafpet. I'm fired. Fm
off seven months. Business begins rush-
ing, short of firemen, and ¥ get back. But
I've lost my standing, and I have to bock
the extra board once more.”

Jim shook his head sadly, then nodded
to the steam gauge that had been dropping
down: steadily while they talked, and Zsb
jumped to his shovel.

As he shot the coal imto the fire the
thought ran through his head—* I'm met
going to do anything to lese my age. These
fellows are funny. To think that a man
would throw away his chance for advance-
ment,foragoodjob.andallthu'ut
with it just for a ‘ jane and the boose.’

The local chugged along, made its sops,
got into motion again, and slewly worked
back over the road toward home. Zeb was
thinking hard about the invitation that Jim
had given him. He had no desire to join
Jim, and still he felt too indebted to him



to refuse. The spirit of sticking by a friend
is strong in the mountain-bred people. For
their clannishness is an outstanding trait,
and a friend is never forgotten, even, as an
enen\y is always remembered.

Zeb felt a strong liking for Jim. He
would do almost anything for him—even
join him in a carouse, but he hoped he
could find an excuse without hurting Jim's
feelings.

The local pulled into the yards, the
brakeman disconnected the engine, they
ran back, turned onto the cinder pit track,
and a hostler climbed aboard, moved it
over the pits while the fire cleaners and
ash-pit men swarmed over it like a bunch
of ants, grooming it for its next run. While
the engineer went into the wash room where
his street clothes were waiting in his lock-
er, Zeb and Jim in their overalls crossed the
tracks to the hotel.

On the way Zeb began: ‘ Jim, I thank
you-all for the offer, but I jest reckon I'd
better not go out to-night. I'm sorter tired,
and I'll hit my dab o’ straw soon.”

“ Wish you could make it, old head.
We're going to have a grand time.”

“ I know, but you-all know, Jim, I’'m not
used to such hard work, and I'm sorter
feeling tired now.”

“ T guess that’s so,” assented Jim. “ But
come on anyway,” he urged as the two
mounted the bare stairs up to the third
floor where Jim's room was at the front
end.

Once inside, Jim threw off his working
clothes, washed, shaved, and hurried his
preparations in a fair frenzy to be going.
Zeb leisurely followed suit, but instead of
putting on Jim’s “ second best ”’ clothes, he
again dressed in his overalls, with the
words, * Jim, you-all won’t be much put
out ef I don’t foller you to-night?”

“No,” said Jim. “ That's all right, kid.
I've gotta go. Made the date and gotta
keep it, but you just make yourself at
home. Come on down. Let's feed.”

They went down to Ring’s, ordered and
ate supper, and Jim rushed out to catch a
car.
“So long! Esxpect me when you see
me,” he flung back over his shoulder.

Zeb returned to the room, and sitting
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down on the bed, the events of the day re-
enacted themselves through his mind. It
seemed months ago since the morning, and
the accident was like a dream. He won-
dered if he really had seen the brakeman
go under the switch.engine or if he merely
fancied it. But that scream was too sharp,
too pregnant with pain for fancy. Yes, he
decided with a shudder, he had witnessed
the impersonal cruelty of the railroad. And
the long run out and back, the roar of the
exhaust, the bang of cars, the clickety-
clack of passing rail joints, they were real,
for they still sounded loud in his ears.

And Itchy-Witchy. He breathed a deep
sigh. She had imprinted herself firmly on
his mind. Although he had seen her many

times before, he felt as though he never
had seen her till to-day. Lucky she had
come along, his folks would know he was
all right now. His mother—wonder what
she did when she got the money—hope she
didn’t let his father know about it.

Then Jim, reckless, irresponsible, with
no thought of the future, Jim out on a wild
party, taking another chance on his job,
for he had told Zeb they were discharging
men right and left for drinking whether
they were on duty or not. The whole thing
was queer. A couple of days ago if any
one had told him that all this could happen
so quickly, he would have laughed at the
idea.

But it was all true. He was no longer
the son of Bill White, doing Bill White's
work on the mountain clearing. He was
Zeb White, his own man and a railroader.

He got up, the room had darkened with
the approach of night, and lit the electric
light. A pile of books were stacked hap-
hazard in the corner under a bunch of dusty
newspapers. Going over to them, he
glanced at the titles. They were uniformly
bound, big, heavy volumes, *“ The Science
of Railroading.”

Jim, one pay-day, had been out talked
by a glib salesman, had signed the contract
for a correspondence course, and each
month thereafter for a year the instalments
were taken from his pay. When the
volumes arrived he had glanced through
them, read for an hour one evening, thep
shoved them into a corner with the promise
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that he would study them again. They had
lain untouched for two years, accumulating
a layer of dust, until to-night when Zeb
opened one. Spreading it out on the table,
he studied the colored illustrations. Here
was an engine, turn a page and the interior
opened up, another and deeper down into
its vitals the engravings depicted the in-
tricate mechanisms.

Fascinated, Zeb began to read. Fortu-
nately the book was the first of the series,
and he read of the small beginnings of
steam transportation two hundred years
before. Eagerly he followed the engross-
ing story of the development of rail trans-
portation from the days of “ Puffing Bil-
ly,” and a four miles per hour speed, to
the high-wheeled flyers on the Twentieth
Century that swiftly led its string of
heavy vestibuled, all-steel coaches a thou-
sand miles across a half dozem States in
but little more than a day.

Here was history far more enthralling
than any he had" ever read. He settled
himself deeper in his chair and struggled
with Trevithick in his endeavor to work
high pressure steam, fought against public
opinion with Stevenson as he won the prize
with his “ Rocket,” and finally rode to
fame with Baldwin, who as founder of the
mighty works that bear his name, is known
wherever ringing bell or sounding whistle
proclaims a locomotive.

The night hours flew past unnoticed
while Zeb read on, buried beyond notice
of time in the books that to Jim were
volumes of wearisome words. Page after
page he turned. Here was the story of the
slow advance men bad made from the days
of oxwain and creaking cart. Zeb!s mind
was like a fallow field, eager for knowledge.
He studied the sectional views of the en-
gines, traced the steam from boiler through
throttle valve, down the feed pipes into the
cylinders. The flow of the gases hot from
the burning coal circling up, sweeping
through the flues and out the stack became
as plain to him as was the course of the
creek that ran down the foot of the corn-
. field at his home. '

Midnight came, yet.Zeb did not hear the
roundhouse whistle blatantly advertise the
hour to the still, starlit night. One o’clock
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and he read on. Now he knew what draft
sheets and nozzles, what flues and mud
rings were. What an ordinary man takes
a month to learn, Zeb had assimilated in a
night—the mechanical change from water
into power, through the medium of expand-
ing steam. Far better than many a man
who had spent years on the railroad, he
understood the strange alchemy of burning
coal and rushing steam that moves the
goods and passengers of our modern civili-
zation.

Zeb had discovered that he had a natural
aptitude for mechanics, for the diagrams
and descriptions were plain to him. He
was 50 absorbed in them that he hardly
heard the door open. It took Jim's voice
to arouse him.

' Heyho, kid! Ain’t you in bed yet?”

Zeb turned around. Jim stood swaying
in the middle of the room, a foolish grin
on his face. His hat was gone, his suit
mud splattered and torn. One of his eyes
was blackened and there were cuts and
bruises in a half dozen places on his face.

Zeb jumped up alarmed. “ What—" he
began. '

“ All right, old timer. Everything’s all
right. Had a lovely time, a sweet time.
We wrecked the Greek’s chop joint, turned
over a machine and—and got lit up for
fair.”

Tumbling across the bed, Jim repeated:
“ Yep, a lovely time. Lit up for fair.”

In a few minutes he was asleep, mum-
bling: “ Mished the time of your life.”

Zeb pulled off Jim's shoes and torm
clothes and rolled him under the covers.
Then he opened the window wide, for the
stench of whisky was gagging him. He
sat up, drowsily studying for a while longer
then, not able to stay awake, he turned
in beside Jim who; mouth agape, was sleep-
ing the sleep of the drugged.

It seemed to Zeb that he had scarcely
fallen asleep when he felt some one shak-
ing him roughly. He loocked up into &
lantern that cast its yellow glare into his
blinking eyes.

He heard a voice sounding far off in
his drowsy ears. ,

“ Jim, you're called for the local. Weake
up and sign the book!”
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aever stirred. Zeb added his voice
m"t\mt of the other and they both tried
to awaken him. He slept on, serenely un-
conscious to the combined effort of the gall
boy and Zeb to arouse him. After ten min-
utes of pounding and pulling at his lu?ap
figure, the call boy left. Zeb heard him
cursing fervently as his footst?ps beat a
dininishing tattoo down the stairs.

Fifteen minutes later the caller returned
with another man, the chief caller who was
a past master in the art of waking sleepers.
Without a word, he reached across Zeb.
There was a quick salvo of sharp slaps.
Jim balf arose. One hand on ?ac;h side
of his head, the caller rubbed Jim’s ears
in 8 swift rolling movement, )

“Quch! Leggo!” Jim yelped in an
agonized cry, and sat bolt upright, holding
a hand over each smarting ear. .

“You're called for the local. It’s wait-
ing now. Stagger up and get into ‘em!”
ordered his tormentor.

“T'ell with the locall T'ell with you!”
cursed Jim. “I'm off to-day. I'm sick.
Call some one else.”

“ There’s no one else to call. Everybody’s
marked up. You gotta go."

Jim turned a disgusted look upon the
other. « Nothing doing. Absolutely noth-
ing doing. I ain’t gotta do nothing but
die and you can't make me do that

As an afterthought he added: If you
want some one sg bad, take me frien’ here,
Hel go. Il see you so far in hell, an
asbestos Postal "ull be scorched black be.

Z‘eb and the caller argued and Pleaded, but
J!m refused to get up, and finally he turned
hrs.back on the pair ang went to sleep
again. The caller Sstamped out, slammed
thl:a door and Zeb, wide awak
What would happen NeExt, a vagye

an was due for trouble iLssailiflﬁlgl hf:nar &‘h::
Minutes passed_when the caller reappeared.
. As he came 1nto the room he Questioned
‘0 a troubled vojce. « Kid, can You kee
an engine hot P

Without 4 minute’s hesitas:
pliui: t sure’ I can heSl(atlon Zeb re-
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“All right,” was the reply. “I'm go.
ing to get in dutch, I guess, for runnm'g
you, but you're my one chance. I can'’t
get any one else. Get a curve on you,
The local’s"a half hour late now, _Waiting
in the yards. Step h-vel,y. While you
dress, I'll go down to Ring's and have him
put you up some grub: You can eat after
you get out on the rails.” .

With another muttered threat at Jim’s
lax figure on the bed, the caller vanisheq

Zeb hurried into his clothes and fairly
running made his way up the yards, in 3
frenzy at the thought that he was delaying
a train. When he reached the engine out
of breath, the crew was waiting and the
engineer, John Deering, was firing. He
climbed aboard, took the shovel and the
local was soon under way.

The first question the engineer asked
was: “ Whattenhell’s matter with Jimp”»

“ Ohb, he’s sick this mawnin’,”

The engineer nodded his head wisely,
“Sick? Yeh, I guess he’s knocked oyt
I know. I saw him racing past the depot
about ten o’clock. He had a wild party
last night. But the old man razzles him
ragged.”

Then regretfully: “Jim’s a good fellow,
but he’s pulling his horn tog hard. 1'm
afrai;l he’s about due for the grand bounce,
and if he gets it, he’s through railroadin’
on this division for a long time. Well, kid,
it’s up to you to keep her hot to-day, and
if you do, I'll sign you up O, K. to-night.”

his heart Pounding, watched anq stoked the
He'd keep her hot, all right,
he proudl_y promised himself, for to-day he

o ————————

CHAPTER VII.

WORD rroMm HOME.

not beep cleaned, A hea
. vy layer
of half burned ¢oa) and cinder covered the
of coalg below, Tt was just
fire tenders in the roundhouse had
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left it, banked for the night. His hook
was soon clanging against the coked fire
even as Jim had taught him. Back and
forth he tumbled the lumps, raked out the
heavy clinker, shook the grates and care-
fully spread a light layer of coal on the
hot level bed of the fire.

He glanced up at the steam gauge that
showed a low boiler pressure, then at the
level in the water glass. o+Half a head of
steam, low water and looking back at the
tender, he finished the unspoken sentence,
dirty coal, for the pile that slid between
the coal gate on to the steel shovel plate
was as fine as roadside dust.

The engineer called over to him. * Bud,
we got the tonnage to-day. Ten solid cars
of machinery for the new tannery and a big
bunch of local stuff besides. Kin you keep
her a rolling?”

“ Cap, I'll shore try,” Zeb replied.

The engineer nodded approval, adding:
“ Well, if you get petered, just yell and
I'll stick in a few fires to spell you off.
It’s going to be a hard day all right, for
a green man.”

The engine slowed down, stopped at the
junction, where the West End Division
branched off from the main line. During
the ten minutes they waited for a clear
track, Zeb improved the time by getting in
a good fire. Cracking the blower valve be-
side him, he listened with satisfaction to
the rumble as the induced draft roared and
sucked at the fire, while the steam pressure,
pound by pound, eased the needle up
around the dial.

Just before the popping mark Zeb
opened the injector. Tentatively, he tried
it. There scemed to be a mystery about
that little black handle that slid back so
easily. He had read the night before of
the strange mechanics of the injector, that
cunningly contrived device which moves
water, lifts it up and sends it rushing into
a boiler against the steam pressure, the
very pressure that causes it to function.

The words of Jim's books—condensa-
tion, vacuum, momentum of a head of
water, came back to him, but he had not
yet fully realized the complicated interplay
of forces that took place when he jerked
the handle and a rumbling, clicking noise

of running water followed. The black line
on the water gauge rose up, up till it al-
most was hidden in the top of the ribbed
glass.

The engineer opened the top gauge cock.
A gurgling hiss issued out and he called:
“ All right, kid. You got her full. Don't
want to get too much in or we'll be work-
ing water instead of steam. It Il wash all
the oil out of “her valves and cylinders.
Then there’s the devil to pay, no lubrica-
tion, cut valves, ground out piston packing
and scored rods.”

He looked up as a semaphore in front
of them swayed, moved, then swung its tail
down. A clear track, a * hoot-hoot!” from
the whistle and Zeb glanced back, saw a
hand wave up and down from the rear of
the train. ’

“ What's he say?”.asked the engineer,
jerking his head toward the back end.

“Up and down,” answered Zeb as he
had heard Jim explain a go-ahead sign
yesterday.

The throttle jerked open and flam-
flam-flam! harsh, abrupt, loud ringing,
the exhaust roared out the stack when the
local moved and got under way. For an
hour it puffed and chugged along the level
where the tracks followed the river. Then
it started up a slight grade that would take
it among the foothills, up higher through
the gaps, higher still along the cuts on the
-face of the hills till it came to Ecclefechan.

While Zeb fired shovel after shovel of
the run of mine coal that was almost all
slack and dust, he was dismayed to notice
the steam pressure steadily falling. At
each stop by vigorous use of his shovel,
he worked the needle a few pounds higherh
but the stops were short this morning, and
the slow runs with the reverse lever well
down and the throttle wide open, not only
used up the sttam fast, but the heavy draft
that roared through the stack sucked the
life out of the fire.

Bang-crash! the shovel grated against
the steel shovel sheet and-¢langed through
the fire door opening. Over and over again,
Zeb bowed his back, crooked his arms,
straightened, lined his coal into the in-
satiable maw glowing before bhim. The
force of the draft picked the coal dust up
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ans whirled it through the flues and high
ot the stack where the cinders, red hot,
Nmped into the air, circled back and pst-
tered along the car roofs. But a third of
the coal fell on the fire, the rest winnowed
through the boiler and into the front end
or out into the air. And try as he might,
the needie dropped pound by pound. The
exbaust took on & lower note, the drivers
slowed down, slower and"slower, till -the
engine almost stalled. »

The engineer rested his eyes on Zeb’s
face, red from exertion and streaked with

iration.

Pointing to the hose dangling from the
injector, he called: “Open the gun, Old
Weary. Wet your coal down. You ain't
fiing. You're just dusting the scenery
pow.”

Zeb obeyed, sprayed the load in the ten-
der copiously with the hot water from the
injector branch pipe. Grasping his shovel,
he again began to fire. Ah, this was bet-
ter! The water bound the- fine coal to-
gether and most of it stayed where he
placed it on the fire. The hand on the
steam gauge stopped its downward crawl,
stood still, then, painfully, so slow that it
was almost unnoticeable, began its upward
climb.

But Zeb was about fatigued. His breath
came in gasps, his arms felt as though they
each weighed a ton, his back pained, the
muscles in his legs were sore. He crawled
up on the seat box, his head swam when
he gulped the fresh breeze. Sparks and
spangles of light ziz-zagged before his eyes,
a sullen, heavy roar boomed in his ears, and
** thump-thump,” rapid and body torturing,
his heart pounded like the solid throb of
the air pumps before him.

Jim's words came back to him. That
was it. The “monkeys” had him. For
a couple of minutes he lay over the cab
sil, the pains of overexertion welling
through him. He felt as though his
cramped hands were unable to close over
a shovel handle again. He turned around
and looked at the gauge. It had climbed
up a couple of the little white lines that
circumscribed the black face. The steam
was rising. The engine took on a newer
note, while the exhaust quickened its
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tempo. And Zeb, a blind detexmination
filling him, began teo fire agaim.

The words “I’ll not give up. I’ll not
give in,” blended and mixed with the roar
and pound of the engine and, methadically,
doggedly, he shoveled, flogging en his tired
muscles by sheer will. For he must not
be beaten, he must succeed. There were
many things depending on him. And in
spite of his tiredness, his utter bodily
fatigue, his thoughts jumped to Itchy-
Witchy. A desperate will to do flamed up
in him. His back straightened, his muscles
stifened and, gritting his teeth, he at-
tacked the coal pile as though it were an
enemy to be destroyed. He’d work and
win her respect.

The moming dragged along, seemingly
as slow to Zeb as the forward miovement
of the heavy train behind. He pulled out
his watch, the watch that Jim had given
him. Jim sure was a good fellow. He
liked him with a strong liking, and yet
through his affection for his friend of a
few short days, there was a little thread
of disgust. The drink, the way he squan-
dered his money, the carelessness and worst
of all, Sidewheeler. And Sidewheeler, reck-
less and flaming, with her blue-black hair,
her snapping eyes, her carmine lips, her
swinging gait, Sidewheeler, the tiger lily
of the depot section.

Unconsciously Zeb’s thoughts fastened on:
another with her shy but friendly manner,
her straightforward, deep blue eyes, her
healthy looking face. One was fire, hot
and destroying, the other was the soft sun-
shine, cheering and warming. Itchy-Witchy,
wonder if she would be near the depot to-
day, wonder what she would say?

He was brought out of his reverie ab-
ruptly by the pop valves opening. A sweet
sense of satisfaction stole over himn This
massive thing of steel and steam, of power,
with its insatiable maw, was conquered.
He had mastered the trick. Never again
would an engine loom big and menacing
to him, for he had fired one to the popping
point, up grade, full tonnage behind and
with poor coal.

The local came to a hissing stop. The
cars of machinery were uncoupled, shoved

into a siding and a quarter of am hour
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later, the train moved away toward Eccle-
fechan, the next stop. As they rounded
the curve before the settlement, Zeb leaned

far out of the cab window, his eyes search-

ing for a sign of the girl. His heart gave
a jump as he saw her approaching down
the road toward the tracks.

The train was slowing down when Zeb,
with a glance at his steam and water,
climbed down, swung off and walked to-
ward her. Her dress of light blue accen-
tuated the golden bair and red of her
cheeks. He never bad seen anything that
looked as bewitching as she was. He tried
to speak, but his lips couldn’t frame the
words that his mind ordered. In a strained
awkwardness the two drew nearer till but
a few feet separated them,

‘““Zeb, how are you?” she broke the
silence. “I saw your mother yesterday.
She’s terribly lonesome and feels bad
about your leaving, but says for you to
stay. She is awfully grateful about the
money and told me she was hiding it from
your father.”

Her voice sounded queer when she men-
tioned his father.

“ Pap,” Zeb began, “ what’s he doing?”

She hesitated, glanced around as though
to see if any one were near, and said: “ Oh,
Zeb, I'm so sorry for your poor mother and
sisters. Your father is stilling with Pink
Case—making moonshine up on Bear Run.
And there’s several strangers around here
to-day. They say they're revenue officers.
There will be trouble, I'm afraid.”

“Well, if pap ain’t got no more sense
than to be kotched by the revenoors, hit’s
jest his hard luck. Itchy-Witchy, kin I ask
ye to go up thar agin and tell maw not
to be a frettin’, caise I'm making a heap o’
money now and I'll take keer o’ her?”

“Yes, Zeb, Ill take your message.”

“T'll be yere to-morrow,” said Zeb. “ Will
ye be yere and let me know how things
air then?”

Itchy-Witchy hesitated, and looking into
Zeb’s troubled face, she smiled slowly.

“Don’t worry, Zeb,” she said. “ Every-
thing will turn out all right. Sure enough,
I'll see you here to-morrow when the local
comes in.”

She made a movement as though to put

out her hand. Zeb reached out and clasped
her hand, soft, warm and yielding in his
bard, calloused palm. A swift glance as
each met the other’s eyes, tense and hlind-
ing, passed between the two.

At the whistle blow- frem the engine
ahead—"* So long, Itchy-Witchy,” and
“ Bye, bye, Zeb,” the two parted, Zeb to
run ahead to where the engine was slowly
getting into motion, while the girl climbed
up to the bank, and with a wistful, far
away expression in her eyes, watched each
passing car as the train moved by.

The last car was lost in the curve of
the bend, the whistle calls sounded fainter
and fainter. The inbound passenger rum-
bled in, stopped, started and disappeared,
and still the girl sat, chin in hands, on the
edge of the cut, her eyes resting on the
shining rails not seeing the steel and cross
ties, but an earnest black-haired mountain
youth who so strangely affected her every
time she met him.

The local turned around on the Y. Zeb
ate his lunch that the call boy had got
up for him that morning. Cold, clammy
fried eggs, a greasy pork chop, a heavy, in-
digestible wedge of pie that tasted strong
of cottonseed oil, followed by a wormy
apple. Yet, though he was hungry, he ate
mechanically, not tasting the food, for his
mind was on Itchy-Witchy. And be re-
membered her voice, soft, low, quiet, so un-
like the nasal tones of his womenfolk. He
again thrilled at the grip of her hand. He
never before knew how much a hand clasp
could tell.

His thoughts were scattered by the en-
gineer coming back from the shanty where
he had gone to eat his lunch.

‘““ All right, let’s go,” he ordered, jerk-
ing the throttle open.

Zeb tossed the empty, grease-stained
paper lunch bag out the window, stepped
down, grasped the shovel and flung in a
few scoops of coal. The local started on
its return trip, and in a short while squealed
around the curve into Ecclefechan.

The engineer shouted across: “ Thank
the Lord we don't have to stop here!”
And Zeb hearing these words, fervently
wished they did.

The train gathered speed, and even with
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the depot, Zeb looked out. There, in the
same place he hed last seen her, sat the
gi. Three quarters of an hour had gone
hy yet she had ot moved.

Zed jumped across the cab, stood in the
night hand gangway and when the engine
came ahreast of her, he waved his hand.
She locked up. Her face lighted in recog-
pnition, He saw her lips frame the word
“Hello,” and waving vigorously, he
watched her till the bulge of the box cars
swinging around the curve hid her from
view.

The engineer cast 8 roguish eye down at

Grinning, he said: “Kid, I sure admire
your choice. That's the best looking girl
T've had a chance to rest my eyes on for
many a long day. Where did you head
into her?”

Zeb, his feet braced, one hand on the
shovel handle, the other on the fire door
chain, glared at the other.

® Cap,” he explained, “I ain’t never
headed into ber. I've knowed her always.”

The hard note in Zeb’s tone wiped the
grin from the engineer’s face and he turned
quickly and glanced ahead. Zeb finished
the salvo of scoops and climbed up on his
seat. He was torn and buffeted by a dozen
mixed emotions. He was proud of what
the engineer had said of Itchy-Witchy, and
yet piqued at his even mentioning her.
There seemed to be something too fine
about her that the railroad and the people
who worked on it could not understand.
They were of one world, she of another.
The gap between the two was a wide one.
He wondered if he would ever be where he
could consider himself her equal. She
spoke a different language, said “ there,”
not “ thar,” “ here,” not “ yere.” There was
a poise about her, a friendly aloofness that
told of good breeding.

As the local ran its interrupted course
back over the road, Zeb, between spells of
firing, sat on his seat box and thought
deeply. He would watch his words; he,
too, would learn to talk like the “ furri-
ners.” There were books that told the
way, not only how to railroad, but to do
other things. He would find the time to
read the books.
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He little knew that events were working,
fate was piling up the sum of eventualities.
so that out of a great hurt to. himself, would
come a greater good.

CHAPTER VIIL
PERILS OF THE RAIL.

N a modern railroad, the powerful
locomotives can haul trains far fasteg
than the roadbed or equipment wilk

allow. The demand is mot so much for
speed as for quick starting and rapid stops.
A fast passenger engine can accelerate a
train, build it up to such a speed that the
distance it can be brought to a smooth stop.
is farther than the engineer can distinguish:
signals. Small wonder that mamy a train
climbs the derail and leaves the rails. A
little fog, a slight drizzle, in the danger
period of uneven light between. daylight
and dark and the small margin of visibility
is wiped out and smash—equipment and
lives are destroyed.

Were it not for the air brake, twenty
miles an hour would be a fast pace for a
passenger and tem cars a long train for a
freight. The air brake, one of the most
potent and reliable of the mechanisms that
the fertile mind of man ever conceived,
marvelous as it is, has its weak points,
From the pumps on the engine that com-
press the air, through the cooling ceils into
the reservoir that stores the latent enmergy,
through the engineer’s brake valve, down
the train line across the gaps between the
cars that are bridged by the flexible air
hoses, there are a hundred points where
trouble develops. For the air brake is as
rugged as steel and brass and: yet as deli-
cately balanced as a leaf trembling in: the
wind.

A slight movement of the engineer's
brake valve, a five-pound reduction of the
train line pressure and simultaneously back
over a hundred cars, the triple valves un-
balance. The graduating slides move, and
five pounds of air pressure drives from car
drums on to the brake pistons. There is
a movement of rods and levers, the brake
beams carry the shoes against the wheels
and as suddenly as a man snapping his fio-
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gers, the brakes set. An intricate series
of movements, instantaneous and powerful,
a complicated marvel of balanced forces,
push and pull, ebb and flow, extend and
compress, a multitude of varying actions
take place in the span of a breath.

A hundred men have racked their brains
studying, experimenting, and perfecting the
air brake. A corps of ‘railroad mechanics
are continually at work inspecting, adjust-
ing, repairing it and yet in spite of their
vigilance, often the brake, the very thing
that means safety to a moving train, is the
cause of violent smash-ups. At every ter-
minal, the inspectors’ go over the brake
mechanism, sounding with their hammers,
setting the travel of the pistons, replacing
the worn brake shoes, observing each part,
examining and testing. Yet, although the
company rules demand extreme care, the
human element enters in and men who are
paid to discover and repair defective brake
mechanisms, sometimes let them slip by.

As the local pulled away from Eccle-
fechan, a break beam on the front tender
truck swayed slowly back and forth with
the motion of the train. It had swung
through a small half inch arc for months
with every movement of the tender. Little
by little, the supporting links had worn,
ground against each other till they became
thinner and thinner. Each application of
the brakes stretched the ductile iron a frac-
tion, fined it down a few thousandths of
an inch. Now,, after months of wear, its
safety factor was gone.

The engineer in his rounds had not no-
ticed it. The brake inspectors at the
roundhouse had passed it by. Just two
links, worn thin, bearing bhard and bright
against each other. They were harmless
looking, yet they contained more power
for destruction than a hundred pounds of
dynamite.

Four miles out of Ecclefechan the tracks
crossed Bear Run on a low trestle, just an
insignificant mountain stream rushing hel-
ter skelter in a foaming sheet of white
water over the granite rocks that formed
its bed. The local rounded a curve, coasted
down the grade toward Bear Run. Just
as the engine got on to the trestle, the en-
gineer applied the brakes.

Then, without warning, with a clattering,
smashing roar, it happened. It was in-
conceivable—as though the movement of
the stubby brass brake valve handle had
loosened an avalanche. The weak links
parted, the steel brake beam dropped be-
fore the rolling tender truck wheels. They
struck it, hopped up and came down clear
of the rails.

The tender sagged to the left, and Zeb,
astonished, wide-eyed, startled, heard the
word—* Jump!”

Instinctively, the engineer had slammed
the valve into the emergency notch and
vaulted through the window of the cab.
Zeb bad no recollection of moving till half
way out of the narrow gangway when he
felt a sickening, lurching swing and he lost
consciousness.

In a few minutes the cold rush of run-
ning water brought him to his senses again.
He was lying face upward in the creek, the
water bubbling and gurgling in his ears.
When he tried to move, he found one foot
held solid as though in a vise.

He opened his eyes and before him the
black mass of the engine loomed, steam in
a cloud roaring upwards hiding everything
in a wet, impenetrable mist that slowly
floated away. As it cleared, he was able to
perceive his predicament. The engine had
jumped the trestle and was lying on its side
in the creek. His leg was caught, pinned
between the cab and tender. Smashed, he
thought to himself, although he felt no
pain, just a dull numbness that extended
far above his knee. i

He lay on the upper side of the trestle
and he realized that the engine had turned
over one way while the jumble of broken
beam and siding, he saw through the bridge
timbers, showed him that the box cars had
gone over the other way.

He looked at the splintered débris, and
was thankful that he was not under it.
Then he shuddered, for he remembered
Johnny Deering had leaped out on that
side. There was no sign of him now. He
must be under the wreckage, killed or bédly
hurt.

Zeb raised his voice in a shout. An
answering medley of cries drew nearer.

‘“ Are you hurt?” the anxious question



came, followed by splashes in the water.
Bohind bim he felt hands under his back
lifting bim up.

A groan of agony.

“ Don’t,” moaned Zeb.

The leg pained when they moved his
body. “I'm kotched, but never mind me.
Git him,” pointing across to the wreckage.
“He's over thar.”

While a brakeman held Zeb with a knee
under his back, the others, led by the con-
ductor, clambered among the smashed cars
for a sign of the engineer. But search as
they would, they could see nothing. Only
a little smear of red that flowed out from
under the high piled débris of twisted
wreckage told where Johnny Deering lay.
No sound came out, no movement stirred
except that of the water gurgling through
the jam that almost blocked the stream.

A few short moments before, a man, alert,
quick to pain, had lived and by the move-
ments of his muscles, controlled the
thousand tons of motion in a moving string
of cars behind him. Now he lay, a sodden
mass, forever stilled under the wreck of his
own train. He had met the end of many
another railroader, struck down between
heart beats, the breath buffeted suddenly
from his body by the beating wings of death
that ever swish along the right of way like
the soft rush of the owl that flies at dusk.

But Zeb did not know Johnny Deering
was gone. He was too immersed in his own
troubles. It was indeed serious to be
pinned by the foot, helpless, impotent, like
a bear in a steel trap. He lay on the seat
cushions a brakeman had propped under his
back, in a daze, overwhelmed by the tragedy
he had just witnessed. This was the second
wreck he had seen. The first was far off like
a view of a storm sweeping through the
valley seen from a sunlit mountain top. This
was close, temifying by its nearness,
benumbing by its violence, like lightning
striking the very tree he sheltered under,
leaving a stunned, unreal aftermath.

The brakeman’s voice was speaking as
from a long distance in jerky, incomplete
sentences: “ All right, kid. Big hook’s on
the way. Wrecking crew soon be here—
how you feel?—get you clear in a little—
relief train a coming. Feel all right?”
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Zeb lay unspeaking. He seemed to be
floating, drifting down easily and gently on
the stream that rippled cold across his
chest. For half an hour he lay there,
dreaming of his home, of the railroad that
seemed far away, and of Itchy-Witchy,
whom he felt near by within arm’s length,
observing him with deep concern in her
face. ~

Into his mind crept the regret, momen-
tary, fleeting—wish he had stayed :ome—
wish he had not gone to the railroad. But
it was instantly pushed away, for he knew
that if he had not gone railroading, Itchy-
Witchy would probably never have had any
interest in him.

His thoughts stopped with a jerk. The
water was rising on him. Slowly, so slowly,
that no one had yet noticed it, the creek
imperceptibly bad crept up half an inch.

He opened his eyes, stared down stream
through the trestle timbers at the high
clutter of twisted rods, upturned trucks
and broken wood that lay in the stream
below where the cars had pitched down and
were smashed out of all semblance of shape
against the rocks of the creek. Imme-
diately he understood. Many a time he
had woven a fish trap of loosely bound
branches and dammed a stream. The rush-
ing water carrying sand and twigs, gravel
and leaves, would soon fill the cracks and
crevices and the creek would rise, impound-
ing a little pool above the obstruction.

That was what was happening now. The
rush of the water was carrying the spilled
coal that slid out of the tender down on to
the wreckage below. Little by little, the
coal was filling up the openings and inch
by inch the water was rising. He could
feel the chill line moving upwards on: him..
Inexorable as the flooding tide, as certain:
as time, the water crept upwards.

He glanced at the yellow gilt letters on
the tender with its back cocked upward
toward the bank. The water line was up
to the bar on an “ R.” Even as he looked,
the parallel line vanished. The heavy thud
of an ax beat dully on his ears. Someone
was cutting at the timbers that blocked the
stream. Rapid, chop-chop-chop, the blows
rang out as though in a frantic endeavor to-
make a path for the water. .



THE CALL OF SHINING STEEL.

Zeb knew that their efforts were useless.
That pile of packed, nail-filled wood and
snarled iron was interlocked, woven into a
homogeneous tangle that would taks hours
to tear apart. Theré was but one hope. ‘His
one chance for life lay in the arrival of the
wrecking crew. The “ big hook,” with its
swinging crane, its dozen levers, its coils of
steel cable, with steam and dynamite,
might clear the stream and stop the rising
water. The puny strength of these frantic
men who pulled and cut, jerked and hauled,
was futile.

The erratic rasp of hurried sawing, a
bedlam of shouts and orders, the blows as
a sledge rang solid against tough, resisting
iron and—the creek rose another inch.

A brakeman was talking to Zeb, assuring
and reassuring him.

“You're 0.K,, old head. The wrecking
crew 'ull be here in an hour. Just got the
message they’re half way here now. They’re
clearing the stuff away fast. How you
feel?”

‘“ Oh, all right,” answered Zeb wearily.

Then fixing his sight on the tender, he
saw his marks were submerged. The gilt
letters on the black sides were gone, covered
by the water. He closed his eyes.

“Tell them over thar, they needn't be
a pullin’ and a cuttin’ at that air stuff.
Thar’s only one chanst fer me., The
wrecker.”

The water bubbled under his chin now.
A group of men raised him up a few inches
higher till the strain on his leg was heart
breaking, so intense was the pain.

Zeb let out a groan. He heard voices
from behind. Turning for the first time, he
noticed a crowd of people lining the bank,
watching, morbidly curious as he lay help-
less while the water crept up—up. Stretch
his tired neck as much as he would, it was
chin high now. The crowd agape on the
bank, himself lying helpless before them,
reminded him of a chickeén with a twisted
neck, flopping out its last movements on
the ground of the barnyard while the rest
of the flock stood around in an amazed
circle, watching its involuntary antics.

For a brief second a panic, nerve shatter-
ing, wild and unreasoning, gripped him. He
threw back his head, his one idea to scream.

Then his eyes swept the crowd and he saw
Itchy-Witchy. Even as his throat muscles
tightened, his eyes impinged the picture of
ber blue dress, her yellow hair, her red
cheeks when he last hadeseen her. Now her
face was white, tears coursed down her
cheeks, and Zeb knew that even as he
suffered, she was suffering toos

The scream was choked still born on his

‘lips and calmly, stoically, he waited. There
was but two things possible now, he
thought. Either the “ big hook ” must ar-
rive or—he refused to think of the alter-
native.

A groan sounded from the watchers
above. Zeb anxiously turned around. Waist
deep in the water, the conductor of the
local approached. White faced, grim like a
man who dreaded a necessarily painful
task, he waded towards Zeb, a shining saw
in his hand.

“ Well, kid, now don’t you worry,” Willie
Mac addressed him. “I’m not the guy to
see a fellow drown like a cat in a sack before
my very eyes. If the rest of 'em ain't got
the nerve, I guess I have. I'll fix you up
'S0 as you can get out. Itll be easy. You
won't notice it at all.  Just a couple of
swipes with this saw and up you come.
You'll be walking around in a month.”

Zeb nodded, tears involuntarily. starting
from his eyes. On the bank above a girl
screamed—shrill, long drawn out, piercing,
a cry of mortal terror and concern. Then
a hush, an awed silence fell, broken only by
the creek with little bubbling pattering
sounds running down over the coal boards
and circling around the boiler of the engine.

‘ Whoot-whoot-who-who!” the call of
engine whistle floated down.

A cheer, shouting and yells, split the
silence.

‘“ She’s almost here!” and Zeb, for the
first time in his life, fainted dead away.

With a solid plume of live steam roaring
twenty feet straight upwards from both
pops, the exhaust pounding the air with a
flailing bellow and a cloud of black smoke
trailing in her wake, the wrecking train
pounded the rails with her engine behind,
her spinning drivers a blur, her side rods
shuttling up the grades, scarce slowing &
turn, sweeping around the curves snd



came, followed by splashes in the water.
Behind him he felt hands under his back
lifting him up.

A groan of agony.

“Don’t,” moaned Zeb.

The leg pained when they moved his
body. “I'm kotched, but never mind me.
Git him,"” pointing across to the wreckage.
“ He’s over thar.”

While a brakeman held Zeb with a2 knee
under his back, the others, led by the con-
ductor, clambered among the smashed cars
for a sign of the engineer. But search as
they would, they could see nothing. Only
a little smear of red that flowed out from
under the high piled débris of twisted
wreckage told where Johnny Deering lay.
No sound came out, no movement stirred
except that of the water gurgling through
the jam that almost blocked the stream.

A few short moments before, a man, alert,
quick to pain, had lived and by the move-
ments of his muscles, controlled the
thousand tons of motion in a moving string
of cars behind him. Now he lay, a sodden
mass, forever stilled under the wreck of his
own train. He had met the end of many
another railroader, struck down between
heart beats, the breath buffeted suddenly
from his body by the beating wings of death
that ever swish along the right of way like
the soft rush of the owl that flies at dusk.

But Zeb did not know Johnny Deering
was gone. He was too immersed in his own
troubles. It was indeed serious to be
pinned by the foot, helpless, impotent, like
a bear in a steel trap. ‘He lay on the seat
cushions a brakeman had propped under his
back, in a daze, overwhelmed by the tragedy
he had just witnessed. This was the second
wreck he had seen. The first was far off like
a view of a storm sweeping through the
valley seen from a sunlit mountain top. This
was close, temrifying by its nearness,
benumbing by its violence, like lightning
striking the very tree he sheltered under,
leaving a stunned, unreal aftermath.

The brakeman’s voice was speaking as
from a long distance in jerky, incomplete
sentencas: “ All right, kid. Big hook’s on
the way. Wrecking crew soon be here—
how you feel?—get you clear in a little—
relief train a coming. Feel all right?”
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Zeb lay unspeaking. He seemed to he
floating, drifting down easily and gently oy
the stream that rippled cold across his
chest. For half an hour he lay there,
dreaming of his home, of the railroad that
seemed far away, and of Itchy-Witchy,
whom he felt near by within arm’s length,
observing him with deep concern in her
face. s

Into his mind crept the regret, momen.
tary, fleeting—wish he had stayed :ome—
wish he had not gone to the railroad. PBut
it was instantly pushed away, for he knew
that if he had not gone railroading, Itchy-
Witchy would probably never have had any
interest in him.

His thoughts stopped with a jerk. The
water was rising on him. Slowly, so slowly,
that no one had yet noticed it, the creek
imperceptibly had crept up half an inch

He opened his eyes, stared down stream
through the trestle timbers at the high
clutter of twisted rods, upturned trucks
and broken wood that lay in the stream
below where the cars had pitched down and
were smashed out of all semblance of shape
against the rocks of the creek. Imme-
diately he understood. @ Many a time he
had woven a fish trap of loosely bound
branches and dammed a stream. The rush-
ing water carrying sand and twigs, gravel
and leaves, would soon fill the cracks and
crevices and the creek would rise, impouond-

ing a little pool above the obstruction.

That was what was happening now. The
rush of the water was carrying the spilled
coal that slid out of the tender down on to
the wreckage below. Little by little, the
coal was filling up the openings and inch
by inch the water was rising. He could
feel the chill line moving upwards on him.
Inexorable as the flooding tide, as certain
as time, the water crept upwards.

He glanced at the yellow gilt letters on
the tender with its back cocked upward
toward the bank. The water line was up
to the bar on an “ R.” Even as he looked,
the parallel line vanished. The heavy thud
of an ax beat dully on his ears. Someone
was cutting at the timbers that blocked the
stream. Rapid, chop-chop-chop, the blows
rang out as though in a frantic endeavor o
make a path for the water.
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Zeb knew that their efforts were useless.
That pile of packed, nail-filled wood and
snarled iron was interlocked, woven into a
homogeneous tangle that would take hours
to tear apart. There was but one hope. ‘His
one chance for life lay in the arrival of the
wrecking crew. The “ big hook,” with its
swinging crane, its dozen levers, its coils of
steel cable, with steam and dynamite,
might clear the stream and stop the rising
water. The puny strength of these frantic
men who pulled and cut, jerked and hauled,
was futile.

The erratic rasp of hurried sawing, a
bedlam of shouts and orders, the blows as
a sledge rang solid against tough, resisting
iron and—the creek rose another inch.

A brakeman was talking to Zeb, assuring
and reassuring him.

“You're O.K., old head. The wrecking
crew 'ull be here in an hour. Just got the
message they’re half way here now. They’re
clearing the stuff away fast. How you
feel?”

“ Oh, all right,” answered Zeb wearily.

Then fixing his sight on the tender, he
saw his marks were submerged. The gilt
letters on the black sides were gone, covered
by the water. He closed his eyes.

“Tell them over thar, they needn't be
a pullin’ and a cuttin’ at that air stuff.
Thar’s only one chanst fer me. The
wrecker.”

The water bubbled under his chin now.
A group of men raised him up a few inches
higher till the strain on his leg was heart
breaking, so intense was the pain.

Zeb let out a groan. He heard voices
from behind. Turning for the first time, he
noticed a crowd of people lining the bank,
watching, morbidly curious as he lay help-
less while the water crept up—up. Stretch
his tired neck as much as he would, it was
chin high now. The crowd agape on the
bank, himself lying helpless before them,
reminded him of a chickén with a twisted
neck, flopping out its last movements on
the ground of the barnyard while the rest
of the flock stood around in an amazed
circle, watching its involuntary antics.

For a brief second & panic, nerve shatter-
ing, wild and unreasoning, gripped him. He
threw back his head, his one idea to scream.

Then his eyes swept the crowd and he saw
Itchy-Witchy. Even as his throat muscles
tightened, his eyes impinged the picture of
ber blue dress, her yellow hair, her red
cheeks when he last hadeseen her. Now her
face was white, tears coursed down her
cheeks, and Zeb knew that even as he
suffered, she was suffering tooy

The scream was choked still born on his

'lips and calmly, stoically, he waited. There

was but two things possible now, he
thought. Either the “ big hook ” must ar-
rive or—he refused to think of the alter-
native.

A groan sounded from the watchers
above. Zeb anxiously turned around. Waist
deep in the water, the conductor of the
local approached. White faced, grim like a
man who dreaded a necessarily painful
task, he waded towards Zeb, a shining saw
in his hand.

“ Well, kid, now don't you worry,” Willie
Mac addressed him. “ I'm not the guy to
see a fellow drown like a cat in a sack before
my very eyes. If the rest of 'em ain't got
the nerve, I guess I have. I'll fix you up
-s0 as you can get out. It'll be easy. You
won’t notice it at all.  Just a couple of
swipes with this saw and up you come
You'll be walking around in a month.”

Zeb nodded, tears involuntarily. starting
from his eyes. On the bank above a girl
screamed—sbhrill, long drawn out, piercing,
a cry of mortal terror and concern. Then
a hush, an awed silence fell, broken only by
the creek with little bubbling pattering
sounds running down over the coal boards
and circling around the boiler of the engine.

“ Whoot-whoot-who-who!” the call of
engine whistle floated down.

A cheer, shouting and yells, split the
silence.

‘ She’s almost here!” and Zeb, for the
first time in his life, fainted dead away.

With a solid plume of live steam roaring
twenty feet straight upwards from both
pops, the exhaust pounding the air with a
flailing bellow and a cloud of black smioke
trailing in her wake, the wrecking train
pounded the rails with her engine behind,
her spinning drivers a blur, her side rods
shuttling up the grades, scarce slowing &
turn, sweeping around the curves snd



charying down the slopes. The “ big hook ”
bobbect i front, a long necked antedilu-
vian monster, rushing forward at a mad
pace.

An hour and a half had passed since that
dmperative call flashed over the wires. The
crew as one man had quickly taken their
stations, a big passenger engine like magi¢
rolled up behind, and in less than ten
minutes the wrecker was under way.

A railroad may be run slipshod, hap-
hazard, the roadbed a long series of rotten
cross ties and worn out steel, the engine
scarce able to haul the trains, the shop force
disorganized, malingering, yet if there is
one spark of the spirit of railroading left,
the wrecking crew are alert, their tools and
equipment in order, a fire laid ready for
the match in the derrick boiler. For the
delay of a minute in running the wrecker
may mean a life and the passing of a short
half hour bring a score of deaths.

Like a well trained life saving crew, the
wrecking gang were prepared, and when
Bear Run came into view there was not a
second lost. Scarce had the noise of the
exhaust quieted and the grating of the brake
shoes as they dragged the cars to a stop
were still whining, iron against steel, when
the wrecking boss jumped clear of the mov-
ing car and, followed by half of his gang,
ran forward.

Out on the broken trestle he rushed, took
in the situation with practised eye, and
called to one of his men—** Two sticks!”

The conductor shouted: ‘ Hey, the
engineer’s under there!”

The wrecking foreman gazed down at
the wreckage, then across to Zeb, whose
bead was barely above the water.

“ How bad is he hurt?” he roared, his
voice rising loud above the rumble of the
water.

“ Ob, not bad. Just caught between cab
and tender.”

‘* And Johnny?” the wrecker questioned.

Sorrowfully Willie Mac shook his head
toward the jumble below.

“ We haven't seen a sign of him.”

The other nodded understandingly, and
taking the sticks of dynamite that were
brought to him he climbed down and, reach-
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ing arm’s length into the wreck, he pulled
out the long fuse, brushed the -ash off kis
stub of a cigar, and holding the glowing end
to the éwhite, ropelike fuse, he waited till
a splutter and a trail of smoke proved it was
alight. He had made a quick decision.
There was a chance of saving Zeb, none
for the engineer.

With a sweeping motion of his arm, he
shouted: ‘¢ Stand back!” to the crowd on
the bank and calmly he stepped on to the
trestle and, walking back a dozen feet,
waited.

A minute, 2 minute and a half, a tense,
strained breathless space thdt seemed like a
long time. A thump shook the ground, a
whamm reverberated. Trucks turned over,
the middle of the pile lifted up a foot or
two, splinters flew high from it, and in a
dircling, eddying race, a matted raft of
broken timber rushed down stream on the
crest of a wall of water. The dynamite had
quickly broken down the dam. The creek
subsided, Zeb's shoulders appeared above
water, then his waist, and finally he emerged
sitting on a sodden seat box cover, his left
leg stiff in front of him, caught half way
between knee and ankle in the space of the’
gangway now a mere two inch slit between
engine and tank.

At an order a couple of men were down
beside Zeb almost before the water sub-
sided. An hydraulic jack was wedged in
place between engine and tender. There
came a rapid click-click as they swayed the
handle back and forth, The tender gave a
fraction under the enormous pressure,
moved, and slid back a few inches. A dozen
eager hands supported Zeb’s limp, uncon-
scious form up the bank and into a waiting
car.

The engine was uncoupled, and with one
car behind it started its swift sprint back
towards the terminal, while the conductor
of the wrecker examined Zeb’s leg and,
shaking his head sadly, said: ‘“ Not a chance
in a thousand to save it. Bet a dollar it
will have to come off at the knee. I've
seen too many guys nipped before. They
always saw them off as soon as they get
them to the hospital if they’re hurt at all
bad.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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By WALTER A. SINCLAIR
A NOVELETTE—COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE

ERE was an open invitation to
H crooks, and Monty Craig grinned

happily as he read the newspaper
stories. Not that Monty was a crook. Quite
the opposite. He was the extender of the
open invitation which now shouted itself
from the printed page.

It was not an advertisement headed “ To
All Crooks in Good Standing to Whom

" These Presents Come, Greeting ”’; because
the presents bad not come to them yet, but
merely were dangled tantalizingly in pros-
pect. Nor was it rounded off with “ R. S.
V. P.” Nevertheless, it was calculated to
make a crookish mouth water.

A news story it was, headed,  Dollars
To Go at Cut Rate” with subbeads
drolly announcing 2 marked down sale of
Uncle Sam'’s slightly soiled currency.
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The account, written in a light vein,
stated that Montgomery Craig 2d, who had
been cut off in the will of the late million-
aire manufacturer with a paltry ten thou-
sand dollars,: would take physical posses-
sion of his inheritance this afternoon. Fur-
thermore, that he had stipulated that this
sum be paid him in one-dollar hills, which
he would proceed forthwith to sell to the
public at the cut price of ninety-nine cents
a dollar. Each purchaser could buy one
dollar, no more.

This “ latest outburst of Monty .Craig,
whose escapades have added to the joy of
pations "—to quote the news account—
came opportunely in dog deys when serious
news is scarce and freak stories.at;e ﬂv;'
up. Following the interviews wi Mon
wl:s an extended * shirt-tail,” which Is
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newspaperese for condensed addenda writ-
teu from biographical department clippings
to refresh the readers’ memories on what
the latest development is all about. This
shirt-tail recalled Monty’s previous antics
to distress his family.

“1'd like to see Temple when he reads
this,” mused Monty. “ His solemn old map
will look as if the League of Nations had
changed it."”

Temple Craig was Monty’s brother, the
dutiful son who had stayed at the right
hand of Montgomery Craig, Sr., and had
made sure that the overstuffed veal was
not apportioned to the sunny prodigal.

Temple was everything that Monty was
not. Solemn, industrious, and dull, Temple
had permitted his father to cast him into
a rigid mold, while Monty was running
wild. Timidly Temple had submitted to
the domineering of Craig while Monty had
revolted openly.

Temple had been groomed to take his
father’s place as head of the business, while
Monty refused to sue for reconciliation.

Temple had toadied and schemed to get
everything, while Monty had continued to
do things which enraged their father and
fixed him in' his determination to cut off his
namesake.

All of Craig’s favoritism had dated from
their college days when Monty, then in his
freshman year, had (aken the blame for

an escapade in which Temple became in-
volved within a few months of graduation.
A telephoned tip that the culprit's name
was “ Craig " naturally brought the charge
to the door of Monty, who in his one un-
dergraduate year had made a record as a
practical joker and prank originator.
Temple, in his secretive way, had stepped
out for once in his college career and
through sheer inexperience had tripped im-
mediately.

Monty was expelled, and his father had
disowned him. Monty had countered by
joining a burlesque troupe which advertised
“ the millionaire comedian, son of Mont-
gomery Craig, the millionaire manufac-
turer.” The elder Craig had doubled the
disinheritarice in a public interview which
furnished the wily theatrical man the pub-
lcity he aimed to get.
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. As a stage recruit Monty only lasted the
season out. He would not rehearse and he
broke up the show repeatedly by rattling
the other principals with improvised gags
in place of their correct cues.

His drawing power also waned as soon
as the public forgot his case. For several
years he had roamed America on walking
tours that he called tramping, although he
punctuated it by working in various places.
Life in the open called him. It was good
for his physique, which was not robust.

One season he traveled with tent shows,
making a hit as ballyhoo with his fund of
quick wit. Winter found him back on
Broadway, serving as press agent for va-
rious shows. There he could be near Ruth
Lowrey.

Monty had discovered Ruth playing all
sorts of feminine roles in a tent show stock
company. She never had been east of the
Mississippi when he brought her to public
notice. The tent show had pitched at a
Western town which had captured a big
prize fight, This sporting event had brought
Broadway to the sticks, and with it a
number of feature writers and theatrical
commentators. Monty knew a few, and
through these he won the acquaintance of
the others during the dull days preceding

the big bout.

He steered these influential critics
around to see Ruth. She was something
to write about when material was scarce.
Ruth's name went over the wires NPR to
the big town on the Hudson. An engage-
ment on the strength of this publicity fol-
lowed. Ruth made good in a small réle.

While she was reaching for her laurels
and while his own dole at the bay window
was modest, Monty had contented himself
with being her helpful friend. When the
elder Craig died, Monty had moved into a
rather pretentious apartment. He could not
afford it, but he talked a sporting ac-
quaintance into gambling on his chances in
the division of the Craig millions.

This man was to receive back a juiay
bonus together with what he spent in set-
ting Monty up in style, after the will was
opened. And when the document was read,
it was, found to cut off Monty with the
nominal sum of ten thousand dollars. In
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case he contested, he was to lose even
this.

After cheerfully imparting this news to
Ruth, Monty asked her impulsively when
she was going to marry him., They were
seated in her pretty little apartment, dis-
cussing this and that. Ruth had just con-
cluded a successful season, with bigger
prospects for the fall opening. It was no
secret that she liked Monty, and was deep-
ly grateful for his efforts in obtaining her
a metropolitan hearing. But, marry?

“ Never, while you remain a trifler,” she
told him. “ You are aimless, drifting. You
have such possibilities, Monty, and you're
just frittering them away. You could go
so far, yet you haven’t ambition enough
to make your own way. You won’t fight—
you just turn off everything as a joke. You
bear a well known name; your father did
things. He started with nothing and built
up a fortune—"

“I'm not interested in retiring money
from circulation,” objected Monty, good-
naturedly. “ I could have returned some of
that jack to normalcy.”

“ No matter what he did to you, your
father did a lot of good with his money,"”
persisted Ruth. *“ He gave employment to
hundreds of men. And he gave liberally to
good causes. He was well known. You are
a blank as far as making an honored name
goes. Do something that will make a name
for yourself. You nevef had your name in
the papers in connection with one useful
or helpful project. You never benefited
your fellow man—present company except-
ed—one cent’s worth—"'

“ Stop the presses!” commanded Monty,
rising a bit haughtily. *“ Before the week’s
out my name and picture will be in all
papers as a wholesale benefactor. I'll do
exactly what you suggest, on a large scale.
Tl benefit ten thousand fellow men just
one cent’s worth per each.”

II.

RutH had to laugh in spite of herself
at the literal way in which Monty had
taken up her challenge so promptly. She,
too, rose, and extended a hand in speeding
him on to his large and ludicrous task.

o0

A pretty picture she made ss she dis-
missed him. Her modish attire was a sharp
contrast to the home-made frock she had
worn when Monty had discovered her play-
ing in the tent show, but the girl had re-
mained. the same.

Slender and graceful, wiry and vivid with
abundant health and vivacity. Some of the
tan acquired while living in the open still
adhered. Her bair was dark brown and
bobbed, her eyes were hazel, and her nose
had an alert dlt. From her piquant chin
swept a sweet line of throat.

She was as tall as Monty, and her hand-
clasp matched his in strength. While not
frail, he never had specialized in_muscular
development., He was-the New Yorker
born, trim and not bulky, healthy enough
for ordinary purposes, but no bigot about
physical exercise, His green eyes had a
merry, mocking light in them, and his
knowing mouth usually was spread in a
cheerful grin.

It would be a pleasure ta describe him as
broad-shouldered and masterful, but truth
dictates that Monty be set down as average
In size and appearance. His fists were neg-
ligible as weapons, but he packed a devas-
tating vocabulary and a hair-trigger wit.

When it came to assurance, he could
brush aside a head waiter and appropriate
a table marked ‘‘ Reserved ” without act-

. ing self-conscious. He had sassed back traf-

fic cops and got away with it. Hard-boiled
city editors utterly wasted their imperson-
ations of ennui when Monty was talking
pictures into their papers.

Having made his boast to Ruth, he went
about his preparations with characteristic
promptness. He telephoned to Peck, the
lawyer for Temple, who was the executar,
and demanded that he be paid his ten
thousand dollars on the following day. In
consideration be would sign a waiver to all
claims to the estate. If refused, he would
contest the will.

Darius Peck tried to fence, but Monty
was peremptory. As Temple was in his
lawyer’s office at the moment, Peck advised
him that Monty’s proposal would' clear
away all possibility of a contest, -

Mr. Craig had been a widower, and be
had bequeathed all but Menty’s tea thoo-
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sand dollars to Temple. The latter could
mweet his brother’s terms easily. Monty fol-
lowred up their assent by demanding that
the money be awaiting him in one-dollar
bills the following afternoon at two thirty.
When Peck sputtered about the absurdity
of the stipulation, Monty curtly announced
that refusal to comply would lead to a will
contest. Then he hung up.

Reporters for afternoon newspapers
were summoned to hear Monty's an-
nouncement. Purposely he delayed until
it was too late for that day’s paper, giving
them the story to be released simultaneous-
ly the following noon. And now it was
the day. Evening papers carried the story
conspicuously. The scribes had probed
vainly to uncover any commercial scheme
camouflaged by his innocent desire to sell
one-dollar bills for ninety-nine ceats.

“You all remember the famous story of
the man who sat on London Bridge trying
to sell pound gold pieces at a reduction—
and no takers,” Monty reminded them.
“I'm trying to prove that New Yorkers
aren’t so skeptical and dumb, and that they
know a bargain when it's offered. I'm going
to get this ten grand in ones, take it from
Lawyer Darius Peck's office up to a vacant
lot on Washington Heights—there's just
one left—and sell 'em. As my little tribute
to the generosity of the man whose name I
bear, and whose concern—Montgomery
Craig Pump Company—makes the best
pumps on the market. I'll be at Peck’s at
two thirty, and hope to start the sale at
three thirty. Follow the red van. No re-
peaters allowed. Sale limited to one dollar
to a person, as I want to benefit ten thou-
sand persons one cent’s worth. This should
appeal especially to the bargain hunting
sex. When I've sold the ten thousandth
dollar I’ll consider having follow up sales,
selling the nine thousand nine hundred dol-
lars I take in, and so on until it’s all sold.”

Several of the more industrious report-
ers with mathematical bents had embel-
lished their stories with boxes showing how
many persons could buy a dollar for nine-
ty-nint cents if Monty continued reselling
until he had reached the ultimate one-spot.
As they were better humorists than mathe-
maticians, no two accounts agreed.
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All papers carried pictures of Monty
Craig, the jazz philanthropist. He had not
let the morning sheets in on this advance
release, because they would have the actual
story of the sale all to themselves hours
ahead of the evening editions. Monty knew
how to divide it to satisfy all. Hence his
grin of satisfaction as he read.

His apartment doorbell rang. Monty
admitted a man in chauffeur’s livery who
assumed a wooden posture.

“The car awaits,” announced this per-
son stiffly.

“¢Sir,”” corrected Monty meaningly.

“ Awaits, sir,” amended the chauffeur,
adding: ““ You little shrimp! If you’d tried
to pull that on me when we was trouping,
Monty, I'd 'a’ crowned you with a tent
stake—sir.”™

“I would remind you, Perry, that you
are about to chauff’ for a personage,” ad-
monished Monty, reaching for a glistening
top hat. “Is the royal announcer and ma-
rine band awaiting, my good man?"”

“ He is, bozo—and that ‘good man’
stuff would mark the commencement of the
tragedy if I hadn’t known you for a good
guy,” retorted this astounding menial.

Perry Jones was another free soul, a tent
show driver with whom Monty had shared

tobacco on the box and beside many camp
fires while exchanging verbal volleys or
swapping yamns. Perry had dropped in
on Monty early that week after driving
into New York on an errand which had
had considerable to do with the plans
hastily made for the bizarre project upon
which they were venturing.

“ Lead on, then, good varlet,” command-
ed Monty, “ and proclaim our rare virtues
and lofty entitlements to such of the popu.
lace as may attend our progress.”

Magnificently he trod, waving a lordly
cane as Perry preceded him to the side-
walk. At the curb stood a shining big cir-
cus ticket van, painted a lively red and
gold. Perry had driven it to New York
to have an artist furbish its sides anew
with panels featuring lions, tigers and other
kindred of the wild, all hungry and de-
manding service.

An ideal vehicle from which to sell dol-
lars, Monty had induced Perry to let him
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use this elegant motor for the great green-
back sale. Adorning its sides and partly
covering the.vivid nature studies were ban-
ners announcing that Montgomery Craig
2d would dispense ten thousand dollars in
denomination of one dollar at the unprece-
dented rate of ninety-nine cents each, one
to a purchaser, this day, follow the van.

While Perry mounted the inclosed driv-
ing seat, Monty entered through the’ rear
door of the regal ticket van. Once inside,
he opened the ticket window built in the
door, and leaned far out on the sill after
the manner of Barbara Frietchie or Juliet
Capulet. Here he doffed his silk hat grand-
ly to the apathetic group on the sidewalk.

At a word from Perry James, a violently
red coupé led off, dragging an equally vivid
crimson trailer which immediately went
into noisy eruption. Asthmatic whoops and
grunts which burst forth from it gradually
took form as popular musical selections in-
terpreted by a baby gtand calliope which
tooted when its tires revolved.

With this musical volcano leading the
way, the gaudy ticket van followed. From
its rear window Monty bowed and hat-
waved as industriously as a President. His
green eyes were lively with pleasurable an-
ticipation. For, from his observation post,
he had seen two men jump into two differ-
ent taxicabs after motioning for two differ-
ent chauffeurs to trail him. And each taxi
already had passengers before these men
jumped in. Farther back, a roadster ap-
peared to persist in following, also.

Something interesting was in prospect.

1I1.

WHEN they had tooted their way .down
town to the building where Lawyer Peck
had his office, Monty dismissed the vocif-
erous escort. He stepped out of his steel
van and bowed for the news reel and still
camera photographers. To these and to the
reporters who were waiting to cover his
arrival Monty confided the location of the
uptown lot where he intended to stage his
sale. At his suggestion that the real story
would be up there, these harvesters- of
printed and pictured news hurried off to be
ready for him.

Ascending in the ope creaky elevator
which served the dingy old building, bhe
entered the office of Peck & Son. Darius
Peck, who was Son and sole surviving mem-
ber of the firm, was a rusty, dusty old-
school gentleman who plastered 8 side lock
of iron gray hair over an otherwise barren
scalp, and thereby deceived himself if no
one else. He had handled Montgomery
Craig's first legal business thirty-five years
ago and had remained the late millionaire's
attorney to the last. Peck was very con-
servative, and wore old style gold-rimmed
eyeglasses on a heavy black ribbon looped
around his neck. At that, he was a good
lawyer.

He received Monty with due solemmity,
and ushered him into an inner office. There
sat Temple Craig and a heavy-set man with
square-toed shoes, and the gray uniform of
a bank special policeman. Between the
square toes reposed a suit case which
matched the one Monty had brought.

“ Ah, the winning candidate, I believe,”
greeted Monty at sight of his brother. His
tone was bantering and not unfriendly. Still
it annoyed Temple. The brothers stared at
each other, Monty interestedly, Temple 8
bit stiffly and also furtively. This elder son
was thirty, and looked easily ten years
older. His skin and hair had the same dry
appearance which characterized the much-
older Mr. Peck. In fact, Temple’s hair bad
thinned to the vanishing point over his
bulbous brow which was etched with lines
and puckers. Temple, too, bad the big
Craig nose, and a long, thin jaw.

“ Ah, Montgomery,” he managed to
bark in a nervous voice. After wiping a
pair of shell-rimmed glasses he adjusted
them and peered at his brother as though
at some curious specimen. Monty prompt-
ly whipped out a sirilar pair, clapped them
on and stared back. Thus these brothers
faced each other for the first time in five

ye;r:m Temple and Mr. Peck were con-
servative to the extent of never as & rule
looking at an evening newspaper :
night. On this occasion, however, some-
body in Peck’s office had brought aftenoon
papers to them a half hour before the io-
terview. Both were sdl) stunned.
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* Loving greetings,” commented Monty
owckingly. He was four years Temple's
junior, and did not look his years. * The
prodigal has returned, but I fail to see you
run to fall on my neck.”

* Hardly,” articulated Temple uncom-
fortably. * Regardless of how I may feel,
father's wishes must be carried out.”

“ It must wrench your tender heart ter-
ribly to hand yourself everything but my
imposing heritage,” grinned Monty. “ Well,
let’s have the agony over. Trot out the dot-
ted line and the jack. Have you got it as I
ordered—in ones?”

“ Yes, but see here,” expostulated Tem-
ple, putting on his lofty chapeau manner,
“] must protest at this crazy stunt for
making a fool of yourself and bringing no-
toriety on our name—"

“All right. No ten thousand aces, no
waiver,” snapped Monty. ¢ As for bringing
notoriety on our sacred name, I know where
I can ungag a man who would—but for my
keeping him quiet—broadcast an interest-

ing earful about what he remembers when
he was a bartender in New Ha—"

“ All right, all right,” hastily interrupted
Temple. “ Peck, would you and the offi-
cer kindly step out and leave us alone a
few minutes?™

The lawyer and the policeman withdrew
after Monty had signed the waiver and a
receipt for the ten thousand dollars.

“Tt won’t do you any good trying to
drag up that old matter,” began Temple
when the brothers were left together. “ No-
body would believe you, what with your
wild reputation.”

“If I was that kind of brother, I would
have uncorked the truth five years ago,”
retorted Monty. “ Qur family should have
at least one son who will stand by in a
pinch and not cry out, even if his head is
bloody but unbowed. I merely reminded
you when you tried to ritz me.”

“ You were heading for expulsion, any-
way, so it didn't mean anything to you,
whereas I had almost reached graduation,”
muttered Temple. “I tried to tell father,
but never quite got his attention.”

“ You got his money, which was more
to the point,” Monty reminded him, pack-
ing his bales of money into his suit case.
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“T didn’t mind your playing up to him and
cutting me while he was—here. But since
he has gone, you never have invited me
to come back to live in the old home. That
hurt, Temple. So this money is going to
talk and to call attention to your brotherly
love. Even you can understand what I
mean.” )

“ Can’t we settle this?” asked Temple,
anxiously.

“ Only when you do the square thing.
Good-by,” replied his brother, locking his
grip and carrying it out. Pausing in the
doorway, he added: “ You’'ll know where
to find me if you want me. All newspapers
will have stuff about us for the next few
days at least.”

Mr. Peck bowed him out. The special
cop had been sent on his way, once the
money had been delivered. Monty stepped
into the corridor, alert for the commence-
ment of something he sensed.

The first door across the hallway on the
gloomy way to the elevator was ajar.
Through the opening could be seen two
men standing in an unfurnished office, ap-
parently looking it over with a view to
renting. They discussed the needed repairs.

From the direction of the elevator came
a young woman, strikingly attired in an
ensemble costume and summer furs. She
had black hair and spapping black eyes
which darted a beseeching glance at Monty.
This entreating glance was reénforced by
a strained smile. The custodian of the
money bag stared right through her, with
no answering expression.

Suddenly the girl swayed, pressing one
hand to her forehead while the other hand
groped feebly against the corridor wall for
support. She staggered on a pace, then gen-
tly slumped to the floor just outside the
apened door, incidentally blocking Monty
Craig’s path.

Although the young woman’s collapse
was done so quietly that it attracted no
attentior of the regular tenants, it did not
go unnoticed by the two prospective rent-
ers in the vacant office. Uttering subdued,
distressed sounds, they rushed out to the
side of the girl. Both were robust enough
looking, but they appeared unable to lift
her unaided.
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e This lady has fainted,” announced one
knee]u_:g stranger, addressing Monty. * If
you will lend a hand, sir, we can carry her
into this office and revive her. The agent
was just showing us through when he was
‘cialled downstairs. Just take one shoul-

er.”

Monty did so, using one hand while the
other retained its hold on his treasure bag.
This he set down, however, when he used
both hands to help settle the girl in a
broken old chair found in the office.

“If you could get a glass of water,”
suggested the man who had spoken first.
“ You may be a tenant, or know some one
who is.”

“ She doesn’t need it,” replied Monty.
¢ She's done her stuff.”

“ Beat it, Belle,” snapped the other man,
noting Monty’s undeceived expression. He
and his man companion whipped out pistols
and stepped between Monty and the door,
which shut after the woman as she skipped
out. With a ferocious scowl the spokesman

warned:
« Not a sound out of you now, or well
drill you. Stick ’em up.” L

V.

Tee two men held their weapons in a
careless, familiar manner, and favored
Monty with an assortment of hard looks.
One man was pear-shaped as to head and
body, having a flabby red face which had
been misused by dissipation and human
fists. His red nose had been inflated by
drink and spread by some unfriendly blow.
He wore a Panama and a loosely-fitting
gray suit.

His companion was tall, sunken-cheeked,
and furred up with heavy black eyebrows
and a mustache not much' bigger. He had
a hawk-like mose from the base of which
several sets of deeply-etched lines put
parentheses around his glit mouth. A
motoring cap was pulled low over his craggy
brows, and he wore a dark blue serge suit.

“Tf those things are loaded, be ‘
with them,” ordered Monty, severely. “I
like your act, but not well encugh to pay
anything for it if you go getting nervous in
the forefinger.”

.
> \.‘,9

“ Don't you worry abeut us being ney-
;ou:i—tliat's your part,” growled the fat
andit, uncertainly.” * You're going
all right.” 4 going to pay,

“T1 suppose you think I'm toting the
heavy sugar,” jeered Craig. “ Why, yeu
poor saps! I've been waiting for you to pep
up ever since you taxied after me from mzy
house.”

The two men exchanged fleeting,
questioning glances.

“ You don’t suppose I'd carry that dough
around in this suit case, do you?” demanded
Monty pityingly. “ That was enly the
decoy to focus your attention while my side
kick slipped out with the real package.
You crooks lack imagination. Your omly
advantage is the element of surprise and
the fear that the word * crook ’ carries. In
this. instance, there’s no surprise. I've been
waiting to see what new stufi you would
pull—if any. As if a pair of morons like
you_n

“ Get funmy, guv, and well bump you
off,” snarled the thin man.

“ Now we've got yoa for robbery with
intent to kill,” exulted Monty as though
vastly pleased. The two crooks hesitated,
glancing uneasily around and at their in-
tended victim who refused to scare.

« Make it worth a good stretch,” urged
Monty. “ What do you suppose this was
advertised so loudly for, excepting to attract
you buzzards here where you cam be
nabbed? ‘We could have nailed you when
you showed up, but by catching you in the
act of turning off this trick— Here, take
the valise. They’re waiting for you to walk
out with it.”

“ Let's lam,” urged the pudgy man in
alarm, edging toward the doar. « Eitber
this is a trap or this bird is a nut. Lam
out-a here quick—we been tmade a sucker
of !
“ The grip,” insisted the hawk-nosed

an.
« Sure, take it,” urged Monty, eagenly.
Too eagerly to suit the plump crook, who
motioned restrainingly to his pek

«Don’t touch it It's a plant” he
wamned. backing toward the door “Wo'
jt. Can’t you see how anxious he is 1O g6
it op us? Lam while we can And you,
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boso, keep your beazer in this room for the
vext five minutes or we'll knock you off if
we have to cook for it.”

With that the pair backed out, after peer-
ing nervously into the hallway. Monty
whistled the Rogue’s March as they exited,
which caused the hawk-beak to raise his
gun threateningly. Only for an instant,
though. Then caution and his stout pal
prevailed.

The door closed behind the pair. Al-
though they moved on rubber soles, Monty
was certain that the men hastened away
immediately, once they stepped out of the
office. However, he was in no hurry to
pursue them and was sitting on his up-
ended suit case when the door was unlocked
and swung slowly inward,

A bare-headed man who seemed annoyed,
started in and paused, staring in surprise at
Monty. The latter promptly exclaimed:

“ You are the renting agent, and you're
looking for two men who were looking at
this suite.  They sent you out on some
wild goose chase.”

“ They asked me to go out and call in
their partner, who would be waiting in a
big maroon limousine,” explained the rent-
ing agent, peevishly. “I couldn’t find any
such car or man. Are you the partner?”

“ They did try to induce me to place my
money in their hands,” grinned Monty.
“ Next time they ask to see an office, tell
‘em to apply for a suite at the Tombs.”

“You mean they were crooks?” gasped
the agent.

“ They thought they were stick-up guys
until I showed them they were all wrong,”
elucidated Monty.

At his request the agent guided him to
the freight elevator on which he descended
to a side door. This enabled Monty to re-
turn by 2 new route to his ticket van and to
scrutinize any suspicious-appearing loiterers
who might be watching the front entrance
for his reappearance. He also avoided
running into the pair who had tried to hold
him up and who, after second thought,
might bave lingered in the hallway to try
again.

Perry was not on the driver’s seat. Pos-
sibly he had alighted to buy some smokes.
The interior of the ticket van was the safest
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place to be with that money, for in that
crowd on the sidewalk a husky srieak thief
might wrench away the suit case and run
before Monty could talk him out of it.
Circling the rear of the crowd without being
observed, Monty slipped into the van and
slammed the door which he had left ajar
for a quick reéntrance. The snaplock
clicked and, with a sigh, he dropped his
valuable piece of luggage.

“Now to get ten thousand pennies to
make change for bargain hunters,” he
chuckled, gazing out of the ticket window
for sigu of Perry.

Behind him lay a folded canvas banner
which usually was hung near the ticket
window when the van was on tour. On this
were piled two empty mail bags for the
specie. ~ Without warning, one of these
bags was pulled over his head.

V.

A METALLIC ring—the snout of a pistol
—was poked into the tender section of
Monty’s back at the same moment that the
stout sack eclipsed his head and shoulders.

“ Not a sound, if you don’t want to be
bumped off,” spoke a new voice through the
muffling canvas folds.

Monty was conscious of four hands—
there must be at least two bandits inside
of the van. They had slipped inside while
all eyes were on the building entrance.
Hidden beneath the canvas, they had
awaited his return. Would they tie and
leave him, or would they drive away with
him, he wondered?

As if in answer to his unspoken question,
the van started off, while his two captors
dragged Monty back from the window and
threw him on the floor. Could it be that
Perry was in with this gang? Monty did
not believe that. For Perry was a friend,
even though he had not always been exact-
ly a Sunday school boy.

“You needn’t hope for help from your
boob chauffeur,” announced the man who
had promised to shoot. “ Oh, what a
dumb-belll T told him you had sent word
for him to join you on the roof of that
building and to hurry. He must have
thought you were staging a battle up there,
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the way he beat it. I was just able to
catch up in time to lock the roof scuttle
door behind him after he popped out. He's
good for an hour up there.”

‘ He’s probably down now. Don't you
know he's a human fly?” demanded Monty
thickly through the bag. * Perry ballyhoos
circuses by climbing high building fronts.
That old structure would be child’s play for
him. You're the dumb-bells.”

“ You'll be an angel if you don’t keep
quiet,” growled the man with the gun,
jabbing his weapon meaningly against a
particularly vulnerable spot. * This would
be mistaken for the exhaust if you make
me use it."”

‘“ All right. This isn’t my funeral—I only
came for the ride,” rejoined Monty, trying
to project an air of gayety through the
canvas. “ What's the idea of sending me
parcel post? I'm’enjoying this matinée too
much to squawk. Especially when I think
of the big wow finish, when the laugh is
going to be on you.”

“ See here, Simple, this is no joke,
y'understand,” asserted a second new voice,
and a hand roughly shoved Monty to em-
phasize the words.

“You don't see it?” chortled Monty.
“Boy, this is going to make you the
laughing hit of the town! Say, would you
mind looking out the ticket window to see
if there’s a police flivver following? Should
be.”

Although he could not see them, Monty
could hear one of the pair step hastily to
the ticket window. He laughed aloud, for
he had them swinging, he was sure.

“ Naw, there ain't none following, so
you might as well lay off that line,” advised
the man who had looked. To his accomplice
he added querulously: “If you got that
windbag tied now, put a muffler on him.”

“1 suppose they're following in an or-
dinary car,” soliloquized Monty, cheerfully.
“T guess they’re biding their time.”

“Can the bluff, feller,”” suggested the
man with the pistol, again tapping it
urgently against Monty to emphasize his
orders “If any one was following they
wouldn't wait this long. You can’t kid us,
even if you are kidding yourself.”

“You wouldn't take that little pleasure
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away from me, would you?” asked the
prisoner. ‘‘ Of course, you’re doing this in
your own way, so you can’t object to our
doing our stuff in our own way, can you?
Not unless you’re amateurs. Is it possihle
that this is an amateurs’ job?”

‘“ Listen, sap. If we have to croak you,
it won't bc no amateur job,” snarled the
man Behind the gun. “If you talk me
into plunking you, it'll be your own fault—
suicide. Now laugh that off.”

“I always did want to meet up with
some first class professional crook and
killer,” enthused Monty. “I'm to under.
stand that you're a Grade A crook? I'd
hate to deal with anything less. Are your
killings always fatal?”

“ Aw, this guy’s a nut,” burst Yorth the
gunman in exasperation. “If I have to
listen to him, Ill be one, too.”

“ Don’t you dare call me crazy,” raved
Monty, playing up to this cue. “ That's
what those other yeggs upstairs said when
they tried to hold me up. You aren’t in
with them, are you?”

“ What'’s that?” exclaimed both captors.
“ Somebody else stick you up?”

“Sure. Two fellows up in that office
building, just as I was starting out,” Monty
told them. “ Stuck me up with guns.”

“ How come they didn’t take your grip
then?” demanded one of his captors in-
credulously.

‘“ They did, but they put it down quick-
ly when they found out what was in it,”
replied Monty with a wild laugh. He
would have given considerable at that mo-
ment to see just what had been done with
his satchel.

“ What d’you mean, what was in it?”
demanded the man with the ticklish gun.
“We know. Ten thousand smackers.”

“ He-he! Took you in, too,” babbled
Monty, putting everything he had into the
maniacal voice. ‘It was for my cursed
brother. He put me in bad with my old
man and had me cut off. He persecuted
me and told lies about me. I fixed up that
suit case for bim. To blow him to Rings
dom come. I would have done it to-day,
but there were some innoceat people in
there, a young girl and an office bay. So
I told my brather what was in it and that



1 was pmg‘to open it and blow us all up
wnless he did the right thing. So he di-

wded evenly. Millions! Millions!”

* You got millions?” they asked eagerly.

“ He gave me a check. I mailed it to
myself there,” giggled Monty foolishly.

The gunman gave a despairing wail.

“What did I tell you? A nut!” he
mourned. “ The whole thing looked like
a nut’s scheme from the start. This bird
has gone cuckoo over his troubles, and we
fell for it. Put that damn suit case on
something soft.”

“ Aw, he may be faking to stall us,” ob-
jected the other man.

‘“He's crazy as a loon, I tell you,” cried
the gunman. “ Why, the whole business
is crazy, can’t you see? Don’t you open
that thing! He may be faking, but—safety
first. You can open it, if you want to,
but not now, not in this steel bus, If you
guessed wrong, we'd be collected with a
vacuum cleaner. Wait till we get to the
—up there, and then you can soak it a
while before opening the thing. Maybe
you’re rightDbut if you ain’t we'll never
know it, if you go opening it now.”

“Tl open it for you—and we'll end our
troubles,” offered Monty, pawing around
blindly behind himself with his bound
hands.

“ Stop it, or Il feed you a steel pill,”
threatened the gunman with his usual me-
tallic emphasis. * Chief, lemme croak this
nut before he blows us all up. He's a
white elephant to us now, and dangerous.”

“You croak him and vou'll follow hi1. "
warned the other. * Dead, he'd be worth-
less to us. As it is, we’re going to cash
in on him a good deal stronger than the
ten grand he may or may not have. What
do you suppose we're lugging him off for
when we could have beat it?”

“ Well, Mr. Bones, what are you simps
carting me around for?” demanded Monty.

“ We're going to hold you for ransom,”
announced the “ chief.”

VI

« Wagar do you think I am, a golden-
bhaired cheeild?”’ demanded Monty indig-
mantly. “Don’t you know that nothing
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but golden-haired cheeilds are kidnaped for
ransom?"”

“You'll be the white-haired boy before
we give you up,” promised the man called
chief. * What's ten thousand compared to
what your brother will have to shell out
to get you back?”

“ My brother? Yow! That’s rich,” chor-
tled Monty. “ Why, he’d pay you to keep
me. Be yourself!”

“ Aw, tune out on him,” muttered the
bedeviled chief.

A moment later a rope was looped
around Monty’s head, and his jaws were
forced open long enough to jam in the
sacking which then was reénforced by the
cord, making an effectual gag. This proved
complete disarmament for the talkative
prisoner and brought peace to his jailers.

“ Why didn’t we do that before?” grunt-
ed the chief. ‘ He sure had me goofy with
his gab.”

‘“ At that, it may have saved us from
being blown sky-high,” his companion re-
minded him uneasily. “I don’t feel com-
fortable with a bug.”

They rode in silence for half an hour
longer. Then the red van halted, ma-
neuvered and backed. A muffled rumbling
rising from beneath the vehicle made
Monty believe they were on a bridge or a
pier. The two occupants of the van's in-
terior got out and signaled the driver for
backing.

‘“ Right back to the deck house door,
back away,” ordered the chief. Then
Monty knew they were on a pier or string-
piece. He heard the man in charge ad-
dress the driver as “ Bat” and the gun-
man as “ Paul ” and “ Marto.” When the
van had been backed to suit, the three men
carried Monty from his steel prison.

“Take that bus up in the Bronx or
somewhere and lose it,” ordered the chief.
“‘Then call up this number and give ’em
our ultimatum. Hurry, now. When you
get done, join us here or row out.”

They locked the door of the room or
compartment in which they had dumped
Monty unceremoniously on the floor. He
could feel a gentle rise and fall which be-
trayed that they were afloat. A lantern
was lighted, and the chief spoke,
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‘“ Better take that bag off that goof be-
fore he smothers on us,” he said. “ We
don’t want him to die on our hands before
we can cash in on him.”

“ Aw, he'll start talking us dizzy,” com-
plained the one called Paul. Neve;the_less
he untied the gag and then removed the
bag from the prisoner’s head. While the
men.dragged him to a sitting position on
a Kkitchen chair and locked a leg-iron
ground his ankle, Monty blinked owlishly
in the sudden light.

Evidently he was in the cabin of some
sort of craft. Its square and clumsy in-
terior lines and complete lack of portholes
suggested that it was a barge or canal
boat. A certain amount of furnishing gave
it the appearance of a crude houseboat with
very low ceiling. There was a tiny window
on either side, but these were covered by
metal sheets fastened over the outer side.

Three bunks were arranged one above
the other at one side or end of the cabin.
Monty’s leg chain was attached to the
bunk stanchion. In the room were a deal
table and a few chairs. The man pushed
the table up to Monty. On it was writing
paper.

¢« Here, you write as I dictate,” com-

manded the leader, producing a fountain
pen. To his companion he added: “ Undo
his hands, Paul. He can’t write with ’em
tied.”
« Write as I tell you,” repeated the chief,
pushing his pen toward Monty, who took it
and dropped it again. “ Something like
this: ¢ My dear Brother—’ "

« 1f T addressed him that way, he’d never
believe it was me, and would toss it into
the waste basket,” demurred Monty.

« Never mind. Do as 1 say,” roared the
kidnaper leader. * Say: ¢1 am held for
ransom. 1 do mot know where. I am
being used kindly. Pay fifty thousand dol-

lars as instructed and I will be returned.

Refuse and something will happen—' 58y,
why don’t you wri

i I mean,” demanded
Abatt X « Don’t you know it's

Monty innocently. 0
tyle to kldnap?' .
Ou‘t‘ ‘\)Rf'e?ﬂy‘ style’ you, if you don’t kick

through,” spnarled the man.

“ See here. If you're regular ;
show me your union cards in the kidnapers'
lxmgn," hdemanded Monty. “I don't in-
end to have anything to do wi i
it be calied g'{f_"g th a job that

“ Listen, goof. No kidding now. We
mean business,” stormed the chief glower-
ing.

At the moment he looked it, too. He
}vas a midc[le-ageq man with a dark, square
ace featuring a jutting, cragged chin and
a fleshy nose. His eyes were dark and
pu;rcing under downdrawn, scowling brows.
His stocky body was set off in a dark
brown suit which revealed excellent
tailoring.

His companion was a slim-waisted, pa-
tent-leather-haired young fellow with olive
skin, fierce, black eyes and full lips, the
lower of which had been scarred by a knife
in some past afiray.

“ This doesn’t look like business to me,”
objected Monty. “If you were real busi-
nesslike you'd draw up an agreement to
deliver me where consigned on payment,
C.0.D, or F.O. B, or something—"

“ I'm going to swing on him if it costs
me everything,” announced Paul, rising
ominously and balling a hairy fist.

« Wait!” commanded his leader sharply.
«7] can handle this comedian. Listen, my
friend. We've wasted enough time on you.
You may be nutty, but you -get me all
right. You write as I dictate or we will
have to try a little persuasion—and you
won'’t be able to Jaugh that off. This bay
knows a few tricks of twisting arms. Or
if you prefer, a red hot wire to touch you

up. Ready now?”’

¢« Sure. Don’t get excited,” rejoined
Monty. “I'm just telling you that gc::
e

don’t know my brother as I do.
consider it a favor if you kept me for &
year or two. You want to revise your act
~_it’s out of date. Just switch it back-
ward to meet modern ideas. Threaten to
send me back if he doesn’t kick in. Thatll
fetch him.”

« T've heard that children and fools tell
the truth,” muttered Paul savagely. "1
half believe this bird is right. ‘I’d sure
pay to keep him off-a me before he talks

me dippy-”
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A peculiar whistle sounded outside the
cabin window,

* Theres the motor boat,” cried the
chief, jumping up. ‘“ We'll have to go out
and give a hand, or Gil may not be able
to tow this old turtle out of the mud it's
resting in. Come on.”

“Don't you want me to help?” shouted
Monty as the disgusted pair hurried out-

side and locked the door after them. i

From the deck came sounds of tramp-
ing feet and querulous voices. Orders to
cast off and to get off and push until the
old scow was loose from the mud, trickled
through the cracks. These sounds gave
Monty some idea of the activities pro-
gressing outside.

Evidently he was imprisoned in an old
barge that had wallowed in mud until it
had become almost a permanent landmark.
Finally the straining and ordering stopped.
The canal boat lurched off its mud perch
and bobbed gently. The door rattled and
the pair of kidnapers reéntered.

“T hope you folks have considered the
possibilities,” their prisoner greeted them.
“If you've got a launch instead of a tug
towing this scow, and a government in-
spector happens to spot you, he’ll be along-
side in a jifiy. He'll probably make things
unpleasant for you.”

The chief and Paul exchanged worried
glances.

« Anyway, he'll revoke that motor boat’s
license,” added Monty solemnly. Sayl
Are you taking me across (o Jersey?”

« Suppose we are?” demanded the chief
noncommittally.

« There you go! Never thinking of con-
sequences,” scolded Monty. “ Kidnaping
in New York only draws ten years, whereas
in Jersey they soak you a twenty stretch
for your favorite sport. Why cross over to
make it tougher for yourselves?”

This- assertion was delivered with con-
vincing emphasis, although Monty had no
idea what the law’s penalties weré. Neither
did his captors, so his triumphant.manner
did not put them at ease.

« Sgppose I said we're going there to put
you on a rum runner’s speedboat that'll
take you out to Rum Row?” insinuated
the chief. “I don’t mind say}ng we may
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wait in midstteam and put you aboard
there, if you’re so worried about us.”

“ That'll make it a Federal case—
piracy,” gloated Manty. “ Oh, you'll be
in for it then. The government never lets
up on such cases. You daren’t kill me be-
cause you'll get the chair for that. And
you can't go back because I arranged to
have my van followed and the police called
in if you went too far. What's more, your
rotten old tub is sinking!”

Sure enough, as the two crooks gaped
in the direction to which Monty pointed,
they saw the water pouring in through the
seams that were opened when the barge
was hauled off the mud by the motor boat.

VII.

ARRUPTLY abandoning their prisoner, the
pair rushed outside and shouted frantically
to the man piloting the motor boat.
Eventually they succeeded in making him
bear above the popping of his engine. Their
shouting orders to tow them back gave
Monty his clew to developments.

With much yelling and running about,
the barge finally was snubbed back to its
mooring. The motor boat popped away
after its pilot had hurled insulting retort
to orders to return after dark.

“Will you boys recommend me for a
Carnegie medal—for saving you from
drowning?”’ chirped Monty, when the two
discouraged-looking crooks returned to the
cabin. They glared at him.

“Never mind the wise cracks,” ad-
monished the chief wanly. *Get busy
with that note. No fooling now.”

“Why, this pen is dry,” complained
Monty, attempting to write and failing to
make any marks. While the others had
been outside he had pressed the filling lever,
squirting out all the ink.

“Hell, we're hoodooed!” expostulated
Paul. “Is everything gone blooey on this
job?”’

“I don't think you boys know your
business,” criticized Monty. “ You were
fooling me when you said you were pro-
fessionals. Was that nice? Looks to me
as though you just rushed into this with-
out enough preparation or rehearsal after
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reading about me in the papers. I'll admit
that it didn’t give you much time to ar-
range the details, but—"

“ But nothing,” snarled the crook leader.
“ Amateurs or professionals, we can deal
with a sap like you. Forget the pen—a
pencil will do for that note. Now start
writing it before I count ten—or you won’t
ever write anything any more.”

He drew out a pistol with his right hand,
while his left held his watch. His glance
was sinister.

Monty folded his arms and stared indif-
ferently at his captor, ignoring the weapon.

“One, two, three,” began the chief.
Then, seeing his counting had not the in-
vigorating effect desired, he broke off cross-
ly: “See here, do you think I won’t plug
you if you don’t mind? Because I will.”

“Very likely,” yawned Monty. “ Who
knows? If it is fated, it is fated, and
neither of us can stop it. Kismet!”

“ What’s that?” demanded the other.

“ That's Arabic or something for fate,”
explained Monty. “You and I haven’t
anything to say about it. If I'm due to
cash in now, it will come off, whether
you’re here or not. On the other hand, if
my time hasn’t come, you can’t pull the
trick. Personally I don’t believe I'm due
yet. But if it’s written in the book, I'm
not kicking.”

“Do you really believe that stuff?” in-
quired the chief, lowering his weapon and
staring interestedly. “ Are you a—a—"

“ Fatalist,” supplied Monty, noting the
interested look and making a shrewd guess.
¢ That's me, mister. And I rather suspect
that you are one, too, even if you didn’t
know the right word.”

“I have been through some tight
squeezes,” conceded the chief. “But I al-
ways thought it was luck. Do many peo-
ple believe this?”

“ Millions of 'em in Asia,” Monty in-
formed him. “IXf you have to die at a
certain time, why worry until that time
comes?”

“If that's the way you feel about it,
we'll try some other method until I get
ready to bump you off,” announced the
chief, dropping into his prisoner's mood.
“ I never did like to kill a man on an empty.

845

stomach. After Paul and I bave had some-
thing to eat, we’ll be in better shape. May-
be after we've kept you cooped up a day
or so with nothing to eat, you'll feel like
writing.”

“Nope. I've got writer’s cramp,” as-
serted Monty. “I'm going to be a non-
codperator in this matter. Speaking of
the Orient made me think of Ghandi. You
probably read of him—even you. That
fellow in India who refused to help his
enemies. They put him in prison and he
starved himself until he won out. That’s
what I'm going to do. You can kill me if
you like, but I don’t think you want to
kill the goose that pages the golden egg—
meaning me. Only I'm not a goose but
a Ghandi.” '

“You'll feel different after you've
starved a while,” predicted the chief. “ Run
out, Paul, and get a big flock of eats. You
and I will let this goof watch us feast.
Maybe it 'll get on his imagination.”

“Fine,” enthused Monty. “I always
wanted to fast a week. The doc prescribed
it for my digestion, but I never had the
will power to stick it out. Now I'll have
to go through with it, and it 'll do me a
ot of good.” "

‘“Arrh! He'll drive me bugs,” snarled
the gunman whose name evidently was
Paul Marto, as he rushed from the cabin.

Left alone with the chief, Monty as-
sumed a confidential manner.

“T couldn’t talk in front of him, but
youll understand,” he confided. “ You
see, I'm not the real Monty Craiz. I'm
his double. He hired me to draw attention
away from him while he did his stuff. I'm
a playwright. Or rather, I've always want-
ed to be one. Now that I'm cooped up,
I'll turn out that play I've always been
intending to do. I took this job to study
crooks at first hand for a crook drama, see?
I’ll just study your mugs for comedy char-
acters. You'd hardly do for the leading
role. Of course, if you can give me some
good incidents for novel situations, I de-
clare you in on the royalties.”

The chief was holding his head and star-
ing dolefully at his prisoner.

“ Maybe if you can give me some good
ideas I might make you the hero,” prat.
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tled on Monty. *You might figure as the
misunderstood crook who bas been forced
through circumstances to go in for crook-
ing. But they've got to be reasonable cir-
cumstances, mind you. You could be an
enemy of society who preys on the un-
scrupulous rich., Misunderstood by all
until a beautiful, rich girl falls in love with
you and you retire to the great West to
begin life anew. Start on your adventures.”

The chief was sputtering incoherently
and waving him to silence angrily.

“ What? No adventures? Oi, what a
dumb hero!” exclaimed Monty. The chief
uttered an inarticulate gasp of rage. “ Now,
you're mad. That’s your weak spot, I bet
—your vanity. Don't you know vanity is
a vice of small minds? Fellows who con-
sider themselves big in their line, but are
only peewees. You ought to be psycho-
analyzed. Maybe it would dig up that
when you were a kid somebody told you
that you were smart.”

“That'll do,” choked the chief, irritably
gagging his prisoner with a cloth.

The crook smoked in gloomy silence for
a quarter of an hour. He was aroused by
a peculiar whistle, followed by a tap at the
door. He admitted a new man, a big,
dull-faced lout with china blue eyes and
close-clipped light hair. The driver, Bat,
his opening remark revealed.

“7T lost that van,” he announced, shut-
ting the door and pressing his ear against
it after a warning gesture to the chief.

For five minutes or more the two men
stood, silent and motionless, while Monty
stared, unable to voice a warning. Sud-
denly Bat snatched open the door. At the
same moment Paul rushed into the cabin
with a rush of beating hands. In his grasp,
fighting as the door closed to bar escape,
was Ruth Lowrey.

VIIIL !

MonTy stared at Ruth as she stood de-
fiantly in the grasp of Paul and Bat, the
former holding a hand over her mouth to
prevent outcry.

“ Coming back, I seen her following
Bat,” reported Marto pridefully, * She
was sleuthing along the string-piece so
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snoopy that I tumbled right away she was
trailing him. But the poor frail was so
stuck on herself for beinig a shadower that
she didn’t see me trailing her. I slipped
up behind and found-her listening at the
door.”

“Aw, I was on, Chesty,” scoffed Bat,
in a belligerent manner. “ Don’t think I'm
dumb. I tumbled to the fact that she was
following me right after I ditched the
bright red emu cage. I wasn't sure, up
to then. She followed me, driving in a lit-
tle roadster all the way from down town.
I suspicioned her, but it might have been
a coincidence. So I stalled.

“ When I found her hanging around out-
side the place where I telephoned, I was
wise. I ducked into a subway and she
followed. So I led her back here, know-
ing she’d seen the van back up here. I
figger she missed the transfer when I had
the van backed right up to the door here,
so she wasn't sure we tossed this bozo in-
side the scow. So she trailed me to the
Bronz. And then, when I ditched the bus,
she knew Craig wasn't in it. Maybe she
looked in the van. I figgered her to do
just what she dome. You know me,
Trescott.”

“ Good work, Bat,” approved the chief,
now identified as Trescott, while Paul
glared jealously. * You, too, Paul. I
think we’ll get a little action now. This
fatalist will feel more like talking, now
that we have his girl friend as our guest.
Take off his muzzle and see if he'll do a
little writing. How about it, Craig?”

When the gag cloth was removed, Monty
presented a sardonically grinning face. The
ungagging had given him a moment for
fast thinking. Evidently Ruth had fol-
lowed the ticket van from the time he
started out in it—to watch over him.

“Lady, I'm surprised at you,” he re-
proved, addressing Ruth. “ Don’t ybu
know the rules? Correct, recognized stage
business calls for you to come aboard
disguised as a cabin boy. Why didn't
you?”

His mocking words brought for a fleeting
moment a surprised look to Ruth’s face.
Then she caught her cue and glared
haughtily.
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“ Do you mean to say you still refuse to
sign?” demanded Trescott incredulously.
“ Now that we've got your girl in our—"

“In your powerboat?”’ grinned Monty,
although the grimace cost him an effort.
“Sure. Why should I get excited? It's
her affair, not mine. We’ve got equality
of the sexes now. You wouldn't expect
me to cave in because some man had blun-
dered in here? Well, why should I for a
woman? Say, you must be working by aw-
fully old-fashioned rules. You've been
reading stories where the hero is forced to
give in because some jane is in the vil-
lain’s clutches. I bet ske hasn’t got any
of those nineteenth century ideas. She
looks modern. I wouldn't be surprised if
the lady is getting as big a kick out of this
as I am.”

‘“ Applesaucel” scorned Trescott, but his
voice wavered. ‘“ You're stalling—trying
to kid me that this ain’t your girl friend.”

“ Of course, if you say so,” sighed Monty
with a shrug. “ To tell the truth, I wouldn’t
mind if you put her in her place. She
gave me a dirty deal in that office building
this afternoon. You remember I told yvou
a couple of other crooks tried to mace me.
Well, they used this doll baby for the
decoy. Had her flop a faint in front of
me to work on my sympathies and throw
me off my guard. Old stuff! I got it right
off the reel and didn't fall. But—trying
to crash here! Isn't there any honor among
thieves? I've been cruelly deceived by that
old saw. And must I act as hostess of this
house boat, introducing you yeggs to one
another?”

“Do you belong to some mob?” de-
manded Trescott, turning to Ruth. Paul
removed his hand to allow her to answer.

“ What’s it to you?” she demanded in a
harsh, throaty voice suggestive of the cheap
woman who dissipates.

It was so different from Ruth’s ordinary
tones that Monty scarcely could conceal
his admiration for her acting. Her face
and carriage were in character, too. Evi-
dently while shadowing Bat she had ap-
plied the contents of her vanity box lavish-
ly. This make-up gave her a bold, hard,
highly-tinted appearance.

“You better lemme loose before my man
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and his mob crashes here,” she added, hav-
ing caught the tip from Monty’s jeering
remark. * This is no way to treat a lady.”

Trescott plainly was puzzled. He stared
questioningly at his two prisoners. Monty
was grinning gloatingly at Ruth who in
turn was favoring him with a look of ex-
aggerated scorn.

“ What you doing here, then?” asked
Trescott.

“ None of yer business,” snapped Ruth.
“ What d’you know about that?”

“Don’t you extend the courtesies to—
er—the professions?”’ inquired Monty imp-
ishly.

“ Maybe she isn’t your sweetie, but I
still think so,” evaded Trescott. * Shut
her up in my stateroom, Bat, and give ber
the third degree. Don't be too gentle, and
we'll see how this bird takes it.”

“You'll be sorry. My man’s a killer,”
threatened Ruth, as Bat and Paul dragged
her through the outside door.

Trescott refused to turn his eyes toward
her. He was staring intently at Monty's
face, studying it for a single betraying ex-
pression, no matter how fleeting. And
Monty was gazing cheerfully after the girl,
as though he were witnessing an exciting
comedy which entertained him completely.

This was no easy pose, for his ears were
straining to catch any sound which might
make him drop all pretense and sue for
compromise.

As a result of their intense preoccupa-
tion, neither man was prepared for the sud-
den, whirling entrance through the door of
Paul and a second struggling, scratching,
fighting girl. As Paul threw her roughly
around so that she faced them, Monty saw
that the newest visitor was the girl crook
who had tried to vamp him and then had
pretended to faint in the hallway outside
of Lawyer Peck’s office. The girl called
Belle. 1

“Hell! Is this the floating home for
working girls?” panted Paul, flinging him-
sell against the door to bar the girl’s exit.
“I was coming back from putting away
the other one when I happened to look over
the roof of the deck house and seen this
one sneaking on board. I crouched behind
a corner and let her walk smack into my
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arms. What kind of game is going on here,
mw?n

Both crooks turned instinctively toward
Monty. He was staring with stricken eyes
at the black-haired, black-eyed girl who
had been pushed into the cabin. His bands
were shaking as though in great agitation.

* Sweetheart!” he cried in best melo-
drama style, lurching out to the limit of
his chain tether and throwing his arms
about her.

It was a mean trick, but he intended to
protect Ruth at all hazards. The pals of
this young person probably would take care
of her and, anyway, she was no better than
she should be. Tremulously, he con-
tinued: ** These villains shall not harm you.
Before I let them touch a hair of your
head, I will tell all—I will give in to their
demands.”

As the indignant Belle gaped at him,
Monty embraced her, pressing her face to
his manly chest so that her furious expres-
sion would not be seen. And, of course,
at that instant Bat returned to the cabin,
pushing ahead of him Ruth Lowrey who
stared reproachfully at this affecting
tableau. '

IX.

RutH's face betrayed jealousy. She
wiped out the telltale look as Trescott
glanced sharply at her. He had turned so
quickly that he caught the hasty change.
At the same moment Belle introduced a
divertissement by slapping Monty soundly
and giving him a push away from her.
The shove was so vigorous that it knocked
him back over the chair from which he
had risen. With a loud clanking of chains,
he sprawled there.

“Laugh that off, sap!” snapped the in-
dignant Belle. “ What do you mean, try-
ing to mush me? Fenton will break you
in two for this.”

“Who's 2zat?” demanded Trescott.
“ Winter Book Fenton?” .

Belle turned smoldering eyes of scorn on
the chief, but refused to answer. Trescott,
however, had heard enough to set him to
thinking,

“How she loves me!” moaned Monty,
struggling to his feet. Ruth was laughing,
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lt:nd the other woman turned sharply upon
er.

“ T've seen that pan before,” she accused,
staring hard at Ruth’s face. “I can't re-
member just where. On the stage or in a
pitcher.”

“I dare say. I've been on the stage,”
boasted Ruth with exaggerated hauteur,
tossing her head and placing one hand on
her hip to register ritzy self-satisfaction.
“ I've been begged to go into pictures, too.”

“Look out for her, she’s slipping some-
thing across on you,” warned Belle, ad-
dressing Trescott. Ruth raised a cynical
eyebrow.

“She’s slipping nothing. Neither are
you, see?” stated the chief crossly