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RIDERS OF THE

Dave Morrows Loved the Railroad
More Than His Wife — A Power-
ful Drama of Twenty Years Ago

LD as he is, Dave Mor-
rows is the best damned
hogger on this division.”

The subject of these
remarks shied” hastily
away from the group he had ap-
proached unobserved. So that decrepit
crossing watchman considered him
old, eh? Why, of all—true enough, in

“Hurt, Kid 72" Inquired the
Road Foreman of Engines

By
Charles Layng

counting up, Dave found he was
nearly seventy, but he didn’t feel
a day over fifty.

Jane Morrows stood at her gate
on the hillside, watching her hus-
band go down the hill, and await-
ing a noise she hated. Presently she
heard a small rumble, far down the
valley. Then it increased. The lordly
“Moonbeam,” fastest of all fast trains,
was coming to town at seventy miles
an hour, and soon burst into view with
a pennant of smoke streaming behind.
It dove through the yards in a single
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swoop, regally holding to the main
line and kicking spitefully at the
switches that might have thought to
swerve its course.

A shower of sparks fanned from
the wheels as the brakes snarled and
bit, and No. 1 slid to a palpitating halt
at the station. Its pause was only mo-
mentary, for no one save the engine
crew ever got off the Moonbeam at
Sommerton.

The engine was uncoupled and an-
other backed on to the train. A new
crew clambered into the cab. With a
few preliminary tugs the locomotive
settled into harness, whistles shrilled
impatiently, and No. 1 was away.

Jane followed its passage with eyes
and ears until the limited was swal-
lowed by the encroaching hills. The
dread and jealousy in her eyes was in-
tensified, but there was a suggestion of

Complete
in This Issue

pride, too, for her Dave was at the

throttle of No. 1, the Moonbeam.
Sommerton was a railroad town.

The din of the valley assailed Jane’s

ears. Beyond the roundhouse loomed
the sooty bulk of the erecting shop,
where locomotives were being submit-
ted to major operations, and further
beyond, the yards choked with cars.

Great hammerings and bangings
reached her ears, and the hissing of
tortured flames in blacksmiths’ fur-
naces. A rhythmic clangor indicated
the drop-hammnier in action. Switchers
whined querulously as they shuttled
car into car with much bustling racket
and little apparent effectiveness. Their
air pumps, exhausts and whistles
squealed, bellowed and piped unceas-
ingly. Above everything there rose,
now and again, the piercing, peremp-
tory ringing of bells.

291



292

Stacks reared their ugly heads from
the shops, from the locomotives and
from the shanties which housed the
yard offices. Fach stack belched forth
its quota of smoke, light or dark, to
add to the gloomy pall that shrouded
Sommerton.

It was before the days of effective
fuel conservation, and the huge clouds
of smoke left grimy touches every-
where. Soot sifted through the cracks
into the unpainted houses. Frequent
dustings availed nothing against it.
The faces of children were turned to
a dirty gray, while huge seams of
‘grime marked the wrinkled faces of
the oldsters.

Until dusk Jane continued to stare
at the place where her man and the
train he piloted had vanished. Then a
sharp voice came to her out of the
murk.

“No. 1 was a bit late tonight.”

Jane recognized the vague shape on
the sidewalk as Mrs. Carl Lepps.

“Yes,” she replied, “but my Dave
will make up the time before he gets
to Hightower.”

There was a certain condescension
in her voice, for Carl Lepps was only
a freight engineer and could hardly
rank with the driver of the Moonbeam.

Like everything else in Sommerton,
society was governed by the all-en-
veloping railroad. The wives of pas-
senger engineers were in the front
rank—unless one chose to include the
wives of the local officials, who were,
more or less, a race apart, spending as
little time in Sommerton as they could.

The shop people, with their swarms
of children, really didn’t count. With
a few exceptions, they were pariahs to
the hill society, although Jane was
quite friendly with Mrs. Louis Cart-
ney, wife of the roundhouse foreman.
But then, Mr. Cartney was practically
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in the operating department. Besides,
in her position, Jane felt she could
take the lead in showing tolerance,
even to the shop people. As she fre-
quently said, the unfortunates in the
valley couldn’t help being machinists
and boilermakers.

Mrs. Lepps seemed disposed to lin-
ger for a chat, but Mrs. Morrows pre-
ferred to re-read a letter from her son
Hildreth, so she went inside. She re-
joiced again that Hildy was away at
school, far from the railroad atmos-
phere she hated. The woman tried to
forget railroading, but in Sommerton
this was impossible. Through the
open window, railroading charged in,
with its whistlings and its hammer-
ings. Jane shuddered. She felt that
she could have held Dave for herself,
if it hadn’t been for the fascination of
the iron trail. It was worse, she felt,
than running around with other
women.

When Hildreth was born, Jane de-
termined that the railroad should never
take him away from her. Almost from
infancy, she had tried to instill a hate
of it. Then, when he came of an age
to be affected by the call of the rails,
as were all the youths of Sommerton,
she steeled her heart and sent him to a
school in the East.

-3

As Dave nursed No. 1 along, he
thought again of the crossing watch-
man who had said he was the best en-
gineer on the division. Well, he con-
sidered, if he wasn’t he should be, for
there was iron in his blood. He came
of a.family of railroaders as old as
the L. & S. The combination of the
L. & S. and the Morrows was unbeat-
able.

Dave’s two brothers had left the L.
& S. There was one consolation,
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_other and inferior pikes.

RIDERS OF THE IRON TRAIL
" though; they upheld the family tradi-

tion by being railroaders, even if on
Only one
member of the Morrows family had
failed ; his sister had married a hard-
ware merchant and
moved to another
town. Dave sup-
posed that she was
raising her children
to be hardware
clerks, and he was

thankful they did
not bear the name of
Morrows.

Since fast trains
had made their first
trip — which meant
practically ever since
the L. & S. was
built—there had al-
ways been a Mor-
rows in the cab of
the Moonbeam out
of Sommerton.

Dave’s grand-
father had come to
town when it was
only a construction
camp. From swinging a pick to carve
out the right-of-way through the
mountains, he went to swinging a
shovel in the locomotive cab, and soon
graduated as a full-fledged puller of
throttles. He ran the first Moonbeam
into Sommierton, and continued on the
train until old age forced him to give
way to his son. :

Dave’s father had been firing the
Moonbeam for years, and was trans-
ferred to the right hand side of the
cab upon the retirement of the first
Morrows. .

In due course, Dave took up the
shovel and fired the Moonbeam, with
his father at the throttle. Since seni-
ority rules were becoming somewhat

Charles Layng, Author of *‘Riders of
the lron Trail,” Has Worked in the
Mechanical or Operating Departments
of the Southern, P. R. R., Clinchfield,
C. P, Midland Valley and C. & N. W.
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more rigid by this time, Dave was com-
pelled to endure a period of exile, driv-
ing freights and local passenger trains.
But when his father died quietly in
bed, after years and years of running
the Moonbeam,
Dave had acquired
sufficient seniority to
bid in the job and
take his father’s
place.

Three Morrows
generations on the
Moonbeam, ‘an d
now, happily, the
fourth generation
was nearly ready to
carry on Hildy
should really have
started his railroad
career a few years
ago, except that Jane
had silly notions
about education.

A brief station
stop at Holt inter-
rupted Dave’s mus-
ing, but they were
soon away. The hog-
head had long since made up the time
—it had only been a few minutes any-
way—and they were drifting along
easily again.

As he thought of his son, Hildreth,
Dave saw no reason why the Morrows
dynasty should not continue on the
Moonbeam forever. He had heard
somewhere that the line of Japanese
emperors was unbroken for 2,600
years.

The general manager—yes, even the
president—knew Dave and the Mor-
rows family history. Dave was sure
Hildreth would come along fast, once
he started firing. He himself figured
on another ten years; his father before
him had been eighty-four before he
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finally had to let go of the throttle. By
that time Hildreth would be an old
hand—maybe even on the right side
of the cab—and with a son of his own
coming along to take over after him.

Other engineers wanted their sons
to be trainmasters or superintendents,
but not Dave. He felt that driving
the Moonbeam was sufficient honor for
the Morrows; it was their destiny.

“'The Moonbeam and the Mor-
rows,” he often murmured. Why, the
very words linked themselves together
in a sort of refrain.

As they were approaching High-
tower, the end of his run, Dave yawned
and stretched luxuriously, and filled
one last pipe. He was never so truly
at peace as after he had put down his
seat pad on the right hand side of the
cab. The seat pad was cracked in
spots, and the stuffing stuck out in
more than one place, but it was almost
as old in the service as Dave himself,
and he would sit on no other.

Dave’s lay-over periods at home
were short, hardly ever more than
twenty-four hours. He was compara-
tively happy there, but, even so, before
he went out again on his run, his eyes
began to hunger for the signal lights
and his fingers to itch for the throttle
and the reverse lever. Family life
soon became tepid, after the roaring
surge of the road. A little sleep, an
hour or two with his wife and son, and
the rest of the time eating up the miles
on the Moonbeam—this was all that
Dave asked of life.

He loved his wife and son, but he
loved the railroad still more, and the
center of his affections was the Moon-
beam. To have it late infuriated him
and inspired him to incredible deeds.
Many of his firemen had descended
white-faced from the cab at the end of
certain runs, to tell of mad rides in the
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wildly swaying cab, when Dave was
making up time.

Still, Dave was a careful engineer.
The safety of passengers was a fetish
with him.

The L. & S. wound its way through
mountains, and the track was full of
grades and curves. It was not built .
for such speed as Dave called out of
the locomotives when the Moonbeam
was late, but Dave never thought of an
accident. He calculated his chances
carefully, and had complete confidence
in his own ability, besides an uncanny
feel for bad track, which had more
than once stood him in good stead.

No Morrows had ever been in a
serious smashup on the L. & S. Dave
had seen plenty of them, but not since
taking over the Moonbeam. In his
freight running days, cars in his trains
had been derailed many times, for car
inspection was not then at its present
standard, nor car construction either.
Frequently a buggy rocked itself off
the rails, or developed a sharp flange
on one of its wheels that sooner or later
split a switch.

Once, crossing the high trestle at
Winford, the third car back of the en-
gine had pitched over. By the time
Dave could bring the locomotive to a
stop, eight more cars had followed. In
the drop of about two hundred feet,
their couplings came loose, and the
cars scattered, burying themselves in
the churned muck of the creek bed at
the bottom. They never did find all of
the cars.

111

DavE always figured he had made a
mistake in picking a wife who was not
of a railroad family, even though he
was fond of Jane. He had married in
middle age, and it's doubtful if he
would have mated at all except to con-
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tinue the Morrows family on the
Moonbeam.

A railroad woman, he thought,
wouldn’t have made such a fuss about
his comings and goings on his runs as
Jane did. Why, he had even seen her
crying when he was only going to be
away a few days! Her attitude was
puzzling. It never occurred to him
that, in her jealousy, Mrs. Morrows
hated the iron road.

But the hoghead was glad he did
not have a woman like Mrs. Edward
Cochran. Ed was never troubled with
embarrassing greetings or farewells
from his wife. She hardly waited
until Ed had started on his run before
receiving that nasty dude, the third-
trick dispatcher. FEverybody in town
knew about it—that is, everybody ex-
cept Ed.

One day Dave spoke to Carl Lepps
on the subject of wives.

“Does your woman act up every
time you go out on a run?” he asked.

“ She oughtn’t to,” Carl grumbled.
“1It’s her bread an’ butter.”

“ Sure, but Jane is funny, and I was
figuring maybe all women are.”

“ Well, my wife used to, Dave, when
we was first married, but no more.”

“ Hell, Carl, that’s different. Jane
and I have been married a long time
now, but she still raises a big fuss. It
bothers me.” :

Lepps considered a moment.

“My Ada tells me that Jane says
she ain’t gonna let Hildreth be a rail-
roader.”

“Don’t you believe it!” Dave re-
torted quickly. “ He’s gonna follow
right along with the rest of the Mor-
rows. Jane knows that as well as I
do. Why the hell wouldn’t she want
Hildy to be a rail?”

“Well, Ada tells me that Jane
doesn’t like the railroad.”
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For a moment it seenied that Dave
would hit Carl. Then he considered
that Carl was a freight engineer and
likely to make some such dumb reply.
But if the women were talking that
way, Dave ’d have to put a stop to it. ~

Leaving Carl, Dave climbed the hill
in unaccustomed haste, and his greet-
ing to Mrs. Morrows was absent-mind-
ed. He waited until after supper be-
fore beginning.

“ Jane,” he said, “ it’s time Hildreth
was coming back here to take a job
firing.” |

“ Oh, but Dave,” Jane replied in a
panic, “he’s doing so well with his
schooling; we couldn’t take him away
now.”

Hitherto, in his rather aimless ef-
forts to have Hildreth start on his ca-
reer, the hoghead hadn’t noticed what
effect this had on Jane. This time he
was watching her closely, and there
was no mistaking the look in her eyes.

“Is it true you don’t like the rail-
road?”

“ Dave, I want Hildreth to be a law-
yer. I don’t want him to be a rail-
roader.”

The hushand ripped out an oath,
something he seldom did at home. Jane
began to cry hysterically. Dave stood
it for a while, then clumped out
into the kitchen, but the sounds of her
“ spell,” as he termed it, followed him
there, so he left the house.

Without conscious effort, he found
himself down by the roundhouse, and
entered. One of the 1800 class en-
gines that he drove on the Moonbeam
was standing over a pit. He clam-
bered up to a seat on the right hand
side of the cab, and stared unseeingly
into the man-made, murky dusk, where
workmen, with flaming torches,
swarmed with gnome-like activity.

There he sat for hours, smoking his
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pipe, and saying nothing in reply to
occasional remarks addressed to him.
He was thinking, thinking deeply, and
his thoughts brought only an increas-
ing rage.

At last he climbed back up the hill.
The house was silent. Jane was sit-
ting as he had left her, but she was
sobbing no longer.

“ Jane,” he said, “this foolishness
must stop. Hildreth is not going to
be a lawyer. He’s going into engine
service, like his father before him, and
his grandfather, and his great-grand-
father before that.”

“Yes, Dave,” Jane assented dully.

v

AFTER the quarrel with his wife,
Dave gave even less attention to his
home. Jane had persuaded him to al-
low Hildreth to finish the school term;
after that, Dave insisted, the boy must
come back to Sommerton and get start-
ed on the railroad.

The hoghead was now spending
practically all of his lay-over time at
the roundhouse, except when he was
not actually slegping. He loved loco-
motives, for a big jack seemed to have
a human entity, and passed hours with
Lou Cartney, the roundhouse foreman,
watching them being put in racing
trim.

On the L. & S., the engines were
chain-ganged. Dave would have liked
an assigned engine, especially if—as
was the practice on the R. & M.—it
had the engineer’s name painted on the
right hand side of the cab, under the
window. But chain-ganging had its
merits, too, from Dave’s point of view,
since it enabled him to drive all of the
1800 class engines at one time or an-
other.

Dave respected the big freight jacks,
but reserved his love for the sleek
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1800’s. His favorite was the 1819.
Most of the other engineers considered
the 1819 a cranky nuisance, for she
was by far the worst behaved of the
lot, but Dave understood her every
mood and just how to handle her.

And what feats he performed with
the 1819 when the Moonbeam was
late! Then the qualities for which he
loved. the engine came to the surface.
Dave would have sworn that the tem-
peramental jack knew to the minute
how much time they had to make up,
and how fast it was necessary to run
to make that time.

After Knowlton Hill had been put
behind them, Dave would shove the
throttle over and the 1819 would be-
come a fleet greyvhound. The slow
chugging of the upgrade was trans-
formed into a liquid stream of ex-
hausts from the stack, with no per-
ceptible intervals between.

Whistlings for the crossings came in
shrieks that echoed and reverberated
among the hills in a wild triumphant
song, a song that set Dave’s heart to
pounding exultantly. These periods
were Dave’s life, his love, his religion.

On the other hand, Hildreth Mor-
rows despised Sommerton — although
born and raised there—and under his
mother’s careful training, he had also
grown to despise railroading. He had
returned to Sommerton at his father’s
command, because there seemed noth-
ing else to do, but he was in a rebel-
lious mood.

Dave had no desire to precipitate a
row by rushing things, but one thing
was certain in his mind—Hildy must
be a railroader; anything else was un-
thinkable.

The hoghead watched his son proud-
ly, as Hildreth sat at the window gaz-
ing rather petulantly down into the
valley. 'This boy of his was becom-



RIDERS OF THE IRON TRAIL

ing more and more like the sturdy
Morrows, and less like the clerkly Hil-
dreths of his mother’s side.

He was a tall, broad-shouldered lad,
just turning twenty. His biceps might
be rather soft, but a few months of
swinging the scoop in the cab would
fix all that. One can’t shovel several
tons of coal a day and remain soft.

The clear eyes gave promise of be-
ing more than adequate to squint
through fog and sleet at distant signal
lights, while the strong, graceful fin-
gers indicated the likelihood of the
true Morrows’ touch on the throttle.

What a runner this boy would
make! It would be great fun training
this youngster and watching him de-
velop. The sooner Hildreth was start-
ed on his way to becoming an engine
driver, the sooner the Moonbeam
would be assured of another Morrows
at the throttle, when Dave elected to
give it over.

Of course, Jane must be given a lit-
tle time to get used to the idea, what
with her queer notions and all, but it
wouldn’t be long now.

Dave made a mental note to speak
to Tom Russell, the superintendent,
about a job for Hildreth, as soon as he
could get in to see that busy official or
meet him on the road. Tom could cer-
tainly fix it all right for a Morrows;
yes, and give him a shove along after
he had the job, too.

Jane also looked at Hildreth and
marveled that this should be her son.
He would go a long way, she thought,
if only she could keep him away from
the iron trail. She would see to it also
that Hildreth did not pick a wife from
the railroaders’ families of Sommer-
ton. Jane never gave a thought to the
possibility that this might not be so
undesirable after all. No, it simply
could not happen to Hildreth ; she must
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make her husband forget his stubborn
ideas.

One morning, gazing toward the
shops down in the valley and listening
to their din, Hildreth exclaimed bit-
terly:

“ Mother, I hate the railroad!”

Jane flushed with pleasure, but
glanced into the kitchen, whither Dave
had repaired for a cup of coffee before
starting out on his run. She did not
want him to be angered now. But ap-
parently Dave had not heard, for he
continued to sip his coffee from his
saucer, undisturbed. Then he glanced
at his watch and leaped to his feet.

“ Jane,” he yelled, ““ get me my grip
and lunch box, or I'll be late.”

As always, Jane accompanied him
to the gate when he left. Time had
grizzled Dave’s hair, but it was plen-
tiful, and some of it was still black.
The obesity that comes to many hog-
heads when they give up the active
profession of firing and take over the
comparatively sedentary business of
engine driving, had passed him by.

There was a bit of thickening about
the waist line, if one observed closely.
His bulky shoulders had become some-
what bulkier and a trifle rounded, but
he was still a fine figure of a man, Jane
thought, as she watched him disappear
around the corner of the oilhouse. For
the thousandth time, and more, she ex-
perienced the pang of giving her man
up to the railroad.

\'%

Lou CARTNEY was in a terrible state
when Dave arrived at the roundhouse.
A recent shopmen’s strike had left the
road woefully short of available pow-
er—so short, indeed, that he had not
a single locomotive available for use
on the Moonbeam.

“Dave,” he said, “you’ll have to
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take the engine that’s bringin’ No. 1
in an’ run her through to Hightower.
I ain’t got a single jack left in the
house.” &

This was long before extended en-
gine runs became the commonplace
that they are now.

“ What in hell have you been doing

with all the jacks around here?” Dave
asked wrathfully. “ Dumping them
into the cinder pits? Sometimes I
think you give them to the missus for
baby buggies. You had a dozen or so
in here last night.”

Lou had an alibi ready.

“Yeah, hoghead, but that was last
night, an’ this is now. A helluva lot
of things has happened since then. For
one thing, up comes half a dozen trains
of perishables from the South. Can
they wait a few bours in the yard?
They can’t, not byda damn sight. Fat-
heads up North has got to have their
grapefruit for breakfast in the morn-
in’, an’ I hope it squirts in their eye.

“‘No freight engines to put on
them,” says L

“‘What the devil,’ says the traffic
department to Tom Russell, an’ him
to me, ‘ ain’t you got no passenger en-
gines?’

“‘Only a few,” says L.

“ ¢ Well, stick them few on the fruit
blocks,’ says they, ‘ an’ get them to hell
outa town. We want them freezers
wheeled fast anyhow.’

“Did I ask them what to do about
jacks for the passenger trains? I did,
an’ what did they say? Told me it
was my funeral, an’ wanted to know
what a roundhouse was for anyhow,
if not to supply engines. There’s where
them teakettles went that you're belly-
achin’ about. An’ as for the traffic de-
partment—"

Lou’s opinion of the traffic depart-
ment need not be printed. Any rail-
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roader can supply the words an
music. :

“All right, alibi, all right,” Dave
grumbled. “ Damned if I ever seen a
roundhouse foreman who didn’t have
a good lie ready for all occasions. I
expect I'll have to limp into Hightow-
er on one side, with an engine that
some damn fool has tore the insides
out of. What engine’s on No. 1, any-
how ?”

“The 1819, your old favorite.”

“Why didn’t you tell me that be-
fore? Who's running her?”

“ Bill Evans.”

“Ow!” Dave wailed. “I might
have known. Why, damn it, Lou, he’s
no more a hoghead than I'm an opera
singer. ‘That guy doesn’t even know
enough about firing to be trusted in a
cab, let alone on the right hand side.
Why the hell they ever made a driver
outa him is beyond me. He must have
a drag up at headquarters.”

“Well, that’s that, an’ what are you
gonna do about it?”

“ God and the dispatcher only know.
Get her from that louse Evans half an
hour late, I expect, and then have to
run the wheels out from under her to
get No. 1 to Hightower on something
like schedule. T'll tell you, Lou, this
railroad’s going to hell.”

“ Yeah, an’ it has bin ever since I've
worked for it—about forty years
now—but it ain’t never got there yet.”

Dave and his fireman, Ralph Kin-
near, walked grumpily down the tracks
to the station. Ralph sat on a bench
outside, thinking of unpleasant jobs of
ashpan cleaning and of rebuilding a
fire that the other tallowpot would
probably let go all to pieces.

Dave went upstairs with Pat Mec-
Call, the fussy old conductor, who was
as much a fixture on the Moonbeam as
was Dave. Both gave vent to loud
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“What the Hell Do You Think
You're Doing—Switching
Gons?" Dave Snorted as Evans
Climbed Down from the Cab
of the 1819
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moans when they were told that No. 1
would be twenty minutes late into
Sommerton.

“You lightning slingers better give
me a break north of here,” Dave
warned. “I'll have the 1819, and I'll
show you some running that’ll make
your eyes pop out, if FEvans ain’t
whipped the heart outa my jack.”

Dave returned to the platform and
fretted and fumed until the Moonbeam
finally pulled in, a full thirty minutes
late, instead of twenty as at first re-
ported. TFvans made a characteristi-
cally rough stop that set the dishes in
the diner to dancing.

As FEvans climbed down, Dave
snorted. “ What the hell do you think
you're doing—switching gons?”

“ Look here now, Dave,” the other
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engineer protested, “ you know that’s
the worst damned jack on this pike.
Stubborn as all hell, won’t do anything
right. I thought she’d die on me down
by Green Mill. Damned old kettle
oughta be on the scrap heap.”

“Yeah?” Dave said shortly. “ And
let me tell you, there’s a lotta hogheads
I know that oughta be on the scrap
heap, and one of ’em’s named Evans.”

There was no time now for further
argument, so he yelled at Ralph:

“ Get up there quick and see about
that fire!”

Under his breath Ralph made a
nasty crack about Morrows being old
enough to go on the scrap heap, too,
but fortunately nobody heard him.s

Dave looked back along the train
and noted there were fourteen cars, an
unwieldy train with such a job of run-
ning to do. Hell, there was enough
weight to bog down a freight jack, let
alone the highly strung 1819!

Gloomily he stopped to consider the
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situation, but only for an instant.
Then, with oilcan poised, he made a
hurried circuit of the engine. Dab-
bing here and squirting there, he
growled to himself.

- His conductor, watch in hand, was
giving the highball, but Dave paid ex-
actly no attention. Precious as every
second was, he had to make sure that
all was well with the 1819. A minute
now might easily save ten minutes to
a half an hour on the road. At the
speed at which he intended to run,
nothing could be left to chance.

Climbing into the cab, he walked
over to the fireman’s side.

“How’s the fire?”

“Rotten!” Ralph replied. *“ That
tallowpot Stephens couldn’t even build
a bonfire.”

“Well, you get it in shape before
we hit Knowlton Hill, or it’ll be just
too damned bad.”

The fireboy retorted :

“ All right, all right, I'm fixin’ it.”

Dave looked out the window. Con-
ductor McCall was giving what was
by now a frantic highball. No doubt
the excitable Irishman was cursing
volubly as well.

The eagle-eye responded with a
derisive hoot of his whistle, shoved
the throttle forward, and the Moon-
beam moved out of Sommerton.

Up in the dispatcher’s office the keys
sputtered and spat. Earl Marsh, on
the second trick, was trying to get
slower trains out of the way of No. 1,
with that running fool, Dave Mor-
rows, at the throttle.

Operators at country stations in the
hills took train orders and decided to
listen in on this run. It would be
worth while to hear what Morrows
could do, with No. 1 thirty minutes
late, and a damned tight schedule, too,
as everybody agreed. The clicking
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record of his run would help to while
away the small hours of the morning.

VI

TuE Moonbeam clattered out of the
station, with the 1819 complaining in
a surly, ill-tempered fashion. The en-
gine apparently was not in her best
mood. She almost seemed to be tell-
ing of mistreatment at the hands of
Evans.

The fire, Dave discovered, despite
Ralph’s best efforts, was still terrible.
It was ragged and uneven, and totally
unfitted for an engine such as the 1819.
Under Dave’s supervision, the tallow-
pot sweated and shoveled and toiled.

“1If this jack dies on me on Knowl-
ton Hill,” the throttle-jerker roared,
“there’ll be a fireboy missing on the
L. &S.”

Ralph did not deign to reply. There
was too much to do, and breath was
too valuable to waste on a crabbed old
hoghead. He carried out Dave’s ad-
vice, though, mumbling that he had
sense enough to do that anyway.

Soon the fire began to approximate
what Dave thought it should be. His
temper, and with it the temper of the
1819, improved accordingly.

The lights on the signal masts
winked and blinked, but continued to
show a satisfying string of green.
Dave was beginning to hum a little
when, as the train approached the R.
& M. crossing, the distant signal
showed yellow for caution.

Then he swore, but he swore louder
when the home signal of the interlock-
ing plant came into view, with a blink-
ing red eye blazing from its top. Dave
seized the cord and -whistled peremp-
torily for a clear board.

That light had no business showing
a stop indication when the 1819 and
the Moonbeam, not to mention Dave
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Morrows, wanted to get by. But the
light remained stubbornly red, and
Dave brought the Moonbeam to an im-
patient and unwilling halt.

He peered into the gloom ahead.

“I'm a simple son of a—

A long frexght train was rumblmg
over the crossing—a freight, of all
things, delaying the Moonbeam. Worse
still, it was an R. & M. freight!
Grudgingly Dave whistled out his flag-
man, realizing now that this would be
no momentary halt.

“ Why did the damn operator at the
interlocking tower give this drag the
right-of-way ?” Dave mused.

There’d be hell to pay when it was
reported, as it certainly would be, if
Dave had anything to say about it. It
just went to show what a rotten rail-
road the R. & M. really was, particu-
larly as compared with the L. & S.

As a matter of fact, the R. & M.

freight was one of its hottest of hot
shots, with live stock for the morning
market, and the R. & M. dispatcher, in
his coop a hundred miles away, was,
at the moment, sweating blood over it.

Dave didn’t know this, and it
wouldn’t have made any difference if
he had. To him the passenger train—
especially the Moonbeam—was the
only thing that counted. Such trains
should be kept free from interruption.
He had been running passenger for
such a long time now that he’d forgot-
ten the days, when, as a freight engi-
neer, wearily trying to get a drag over
the railroad, he had cursed passenger
engineers as selfish hogs.

Dave fretted and fumed over the de-
lay, until at length, the lights of the
caboose flickered over the crossing and
Dave put a heavy hand on the whistle.
The 1819 was soon screaming loudly
for the flagman to come in, and to
make it snappy.
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The five miles to Knowlton Hill
were covered at a good rate of speed,
and presently they were on the first
sweeping curve that marked the begin-
ning of the climb.. The engine swayed
alarmingly in rounding the curve.
Ralph seemed to stick to the deck by a
miracle only, as he ceaselessly fed coal
into the maw of the firebox.

“Nice work, kid,” Dave approved.
“You're holding the needle right
where 1 want it.” :

Ralph glared spitefully, but said
nothing. The speed was materially
less now, for the 1819 had a heavy
train behind it, and the grade was not
to be sneezed at, even for an engine
running light. They swung around
another curve. The engine leaned over
perilously until it seemed that it could
never right itself, then it resumed a
momentary balance with a back-snap-
ping jerk.

Dave yowled a string of unintelli-
gible words, while Ralph swore fer-
vently, for he had been tossed against
the firebox, and it was hot.

Both of them were expressing an
exceedingly low opinion of the ances-
try of this particular roadmaster who
knew so little about putting the proper
amount of superelevation into curves.
And, while they were about it, they in-
cluded all roadmasters in their con-
demnation, not to mention supervisors,
assistant engineers, and section fore-
men.

Ralph now leaned far out on his
side. ““ Clear board,” he chanted above
the roar, and the Knowlton station
building flashed by on the left. 'This
was good, for a stop at Knowlton for
a “31” order would have meant a
hellish time starting the train on that
grade.

Two miles more of this climb and
they would be over the summit, ready
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for some real running. The 1819 was
laboring nobly under Dave’s hand.
The needle on the pressure gage was
far from satisfactory when they
reached the top, and the big engine was
gasping a bit, but the fireboy remedied
that at once. = The worst of the run
was now safely behind.

“It’s just a mile from the south end
of the Smith Mine passing track to the
station at Sylvan, and Dave timed it in
fifty-four seconds.

Two miles past Sylvan they entered
the ““ race track,” ten miles of straight
track, on a slightly down grade. Here
the 1819 showed the stuff of which
she was made. There may have been
faster ten miles run on railroads than
those that Dave put behind him on the
race track that night, but certainly
never on the L. & S.

Back in his den at Sommerton, Earl
Marsh’s eyes widened with astonish-
ment as the passing reports on No. I
came clicking in from the country sta-
tions.

“Take a look at these O. S. reports,
Sam,” he called to the chief dispatch-
er. “Dave is certainly highballing to-
night!”

The chief glanced at the train sheet
and scratched his head.

“ Some speed,” he agreed, “and
damned if he ain’t got that cranky old
jack, the 1819. Hope he manages to
stay on the rails.”

A fleeting streak of light was all
that the night operator at Havens saw
of the Moonbeam, although the roar
of its passage shook the flimsy station
building to its foundations. He flashed
a passing report to Earl, who consid-
ered it almost incredulously, for Dave
was really traveling now.

“We ought to-be by Callville at
11.23,” Dave screamed into his fire-
man’s ear.
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Ralph nodded and then shook his
head to get the perspiration out of his
eyes. This speed called for a powerful
lot of coal and sweat. They were ap-
proaching Dwight. Dave took a hasty
look at the train order board at the top
of the station building, and ‘shouted :

“ Pick up a 19 order at Dwight.”

Ralph hung up his scoop and scram-
bled over to the right hand side of the
cab. He hooked his arm through the
hand-hold, and leaned far out.

“Hey,” he yelled at Dave, “slow
down a little, can’t you?”’

The operator was standing on the
platform, holding aloft the train order
hoop. With the ease of long practice,
Ralph speared it on his free arm, dis-
entangled the wad of colored tissue
paper, and tossed the empty hoop back
on the far end of the platform. The
Moonbeam had barely slackened spéed,
and at once picked up again.

Ralph took the order to Dave, and
together they read: %

No. 16, s-i-x-t-e-e-n, take siding for
No. 1, o-n-e, at Callville.

Dave glanced at his watch. “ Eddie
must be on time tonight for a change,”
he commented.

As distance was eaten up, and the
Moonbeam began to be somewhere
nearly on time, Dave lost some of his
intense, worried look. For the first
time he filled his pipe, lit it, and leaned
comfortably back in his seat.

Callville was eleven miles from
Dwight, but it took almost no time at
all to make the distance. 'The bridge
players back in the third Pullman
hadn’t finished more than one deal be-
fore the thing was done. As the 1819
passed the yard limit board, Dave re-
leased two long and one short blasts
‘and he heard a whistle in reply to his
meeting point signal.
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The passing track at Callville was
at the left going north, and Ralph,
peering ahead into the darkness, saw
the headlight of No. 16 alongside the
main line. Whether he glanced at the
switch light dwarf signal to see if it
were red or green, he never could re-
member.

“ Highball!” he shouted to Dave.

A moment later 1819 hit the switch.
There was a screech of wheel on rail,
a sickening lurch, and the huge loco-
motive plunged wildly into the passing
track. Some one, somehow, had prob-
ably failed to throw the switch!

Three figures hurled themselves vio-
lently from the deck of No. 16’s en-
gine, but Dave and Ralph had no such
chance. They were with the 1819
when she buried herself into the other
engine with a grinding roar. Dave’s
hands were still clutching the throttle
when they dug him out of the mass of
shattered steel.

VII

EvEN in the smash, the Morrows’
luck held. Dave came out of it with
nothing more serious than a badly
twisted ankle. Ralph developed severe
bruises and a chronic grouch. Both
men were taken to the hospital at Lee-
ton, along with a few passengers who
had received a jolting.

The news of the collision arrived at
‘Sommerton some time before it was
known that the engine crew wasn’t se-
riously hurt. A white-faced mother
and son hurried to Leeton, convinced
that their journey would be only to
reclaim a body, and found a silent and
morose Dave, sitting disconsolately in
his bed. He dismissed their excite-
ment lightly, told them he’d be home
in a few days—as indeed he was——and
returned to his brooding.

Nearly forty years a hoohead w1th
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a spotless record, and then to have a
thing like this happen to him—and on
his seventieth birthday! It hadn’t oc-
curred to him before that it was his
seventieth birthday, for—like all rail-
roaders—birthdays, Sundays and holi-
days had long since become just days
for him.

Of course, the accident wasn’t his
fault, but they might try to hang it on
him for excessive speeding, although
the train had been well under control.
He distinctly remembered slackening
up some little distance before reaching
the passing track switch. No, they
couldn’t lay the blame on him. As
soon as this damned ankle healed up,
he’d show them that he could still take
the Moonbeam to town on time.

Ralph Kinnear called over to Dave
from an adjoining cot:

“ How’s the nerve?”

“ What the hell you talking about?”
the engineer responded.

“ Oh, nothin’, only I've heard tell
that when an old-timer who’s never
had a crash before finally meets up
with one, it’s sometimes hard on his
nerve.”

“ Why, you young—"

Forgetful of his ankle, Dave at-
tempted to leap out of bed to teach this
pup a lesson. A stab of pain caused
him to reel back onto the bed, and he
contented himself with glowering
speechlessly at his fireman, whose per-
functory apology produced no re-
sponse from the old hoghead.

The tallowpot’s comment started a
new line of thought for Dave. So the
gang would think his nerve was
broken, would they? Well, let them—
until he could get back on the road!
When the Moonbeam was behind time
again, he’d show them some running.

Then came frightful memories of
the moments before he had lapsed into
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unconsciousness. Dave Morrows, the
best damned hoghead on the division,
began—for the first time in his life—
to doubt his own ability, his own cour-
age. Perhaps he was yellow after all,
perhaps a crash did break a fellow’s
nerve.

For hours he stewed and fretted
over this, and got exactly nowhere.
Then, since he was an eminently sensi-
ble fellow, he shrugged his shoulders
and rolled over to try to get some
sleep. There wasn't any use worrying.
If the crash had broken his nerve, he’d
find out about it soon enough when he
‘got on the road again; if it hadn’t, it
hadn’t, and that was that.

Dave was sitting on his front porch
at home, with his pipe going well, and
his bum ankle carefully propped on
the porch rail, when Tom Russell, the
small, gray superintendent, came to see
him.

“ Hello, Dave, how are you?” the
super greeted.

“ Fine, Tom,” 'was the answer.
“ Doctor says I'll be O. K. next week.
I expect you better see the trainmaster
about putting me back on One and
Two. How about Friday night?
That’d just about suit me.”

Russell flushed and squirmed. It
was no easy job, this business of hav-
ing to break the heart of the fine old
hoghead, the fastest runner who had
ever pulled a throttle out of Sommer-
ton.

Dave stared into space, clutched by
an icy fear. The accident investiga-
tion had cleared him of all responsi-
bility, but he broke into a cold sweat.

“ What about it, Tom?” he asked
calmly. “ Do you think Friday will be
all right?”

“No, Dave, I'm sorry.” 'Tom’s
voice, too, was steady. “I’m terribly
sorry, but it won’t.”

.ment.
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“ Well, when then?”

Tom hesitated an agonizing mo-
“You know, Dave,” he said at
last, “they established a pension bu-
reau up at headquarters a few months
ago.”

Dave reeled in his seat. His worst
fears were about to be realized.

“Yes, I heard,” he barely mumbled.
“What of it?” :

“The president just issued tele-
graphic instructions that all men over
seventy be pensioned, and, Dave—"
Tom’s voice broke, * I'm afraid—that
means—you're through!”

A flood of angry protest welled up
in Dave. Then he saw the stricken
look on the superintendent’s face, and
he knew that if Tom could have done
anything to avert this he would have.
Grimly he checked his tongue and even
managed a smile. :

“ Hell, Tom, don’t feel so bad about
it. I was fixing to retire in a month
or two anyway, without any pension,
and now I've got a pension; everything
will be fine.”

Tom looked up in gratified amaze-
ment. A lump came to the throat of
each of them. They shook hands, and
the super went down the hill toward
his office, with a stumbling gait unlike
his usual jaunty strut.

VIII

AFTER Tom had gone, the pipe
dropped unnoticed from Dave’s mouth
and fell to the floor. Not to run again!
He could not realize it. He flexed his
hands—they would never hold another
throttle! His eyes traveled down into
the valley, and he could see the signal
lights on their semaphores winking
and blinking. Well, that was the only
way he’d ever see them now.

And what a way to end a splendid
career—with a crash! After forty

1R
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years, to crown all his fine driving
with a collision, not his fault, to be
sure, but~on his record nonetheless.

Even after his ankle grew quite
well, he avoided the railroad and his
old companions as much as possible.
Dave imagined he could see in their
eyes a great pity for the fearless driver
.who had lost his nerve, and he couldn’t
stand it.

Mostly, Dave stayed at home, in
company with his pipe, while his
eyes were hungry and his hands were
itching.

His eyes were haunted with a terri-
ble hunger for the swiftly moving
panorama of the rail, and his hands
were afire for the cool, firm grip of
the throttle. Nights were the worst,
for most of his running had been done
at night. He slept better in the day-
time, with the ease of long habit, but
when darkness came he was always
wakeful and at his post on the front
porch. Occasionally he would hear the
- whistle and the roar of the Moonbeam.

“That's Ed Cochran pulling her
north,” he would mutter, and strain
his ears for the sound of the exhaust,
long after the train had passed out of
hearing. 'Then, through the night, he
would go along with the Moonbeam.

Night after night he sat in his chair
on the porch, where he could see the
signal lights gleaming in the valley.
Jane could hear him talking to himself.
The railroad had given back to her the
physical presence of her man, but his
heart and his soul were still out there
on the iron pike.

“Now we're going over the R. &
M. crossing,” he muttered. “ For
once that damn fool dispatcher didn’t
hold us up here. We've got a good
. start for Knowlton Hill. Hey, boy,
didn’t you ever sling a hunk of coal
before? Get that needle up where it

2R
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belongs. We're going to need steam,
and lots of it, in a minute.”

Dave could feel the engine swing
and sway beneath him. His eyes
searched the valley for the green gleam
of a clear board, while his hands
moved about in the dark, jiggling this
and wiggling that, with swift, prae-
ticed and precise movements.

He looked about him for the steam
gage. Yes, there it was, just over by
the porch rail. Then his eyes would
swing over to the top step, where the
air gage was, and he would examine
that narrowly. He’d need to know
about his air when they started down
the grade.

Suddenly he would mumble: “ Hey,
tallowpot, take a look at that station
order board at Knowlton. It'd be just
like them to stop us here in the middle
of the hill, to give us some damn fool
order.”

But the mythical dispatcher was al-
ways an expert on his job, and there
were never train orders for the hill—
just a string of clear boards, always.
Once over Knowlton Hill, the front-
porch train would pick up speed, and
Dave would watch the flickering,
ghostly landmarks as they swept along.

They would pass Sylvan and
Dwight in grand time, they would
swing into the long curve that leads to
the Callville passing track, -and there
the run of the engineless driver would
end. For some time he would stare
down into the valley where the rail-
road was. Then there would be the
scratch of a match as Dave again
sought the solace of his pipe.

Once, on one of these dream runs,
he hadn’t stopped in time. His train
had swung around the curve, and,
there, just by the bed of struggling
pansies at the foot of the porch steps,
he had seen the dwarf signal flickering
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for one horrifying moment. Then the
imagined lurch caused him to fall from
his chair, and a tremendous {fright
gripped him—the fear of being afraid.

- After that one time, Dave was more
careful on his nightly front-porch runs.
Never did they pass the beginning of
the curve at Callville. Always, as they
approached that spot, Dave strained
his eyes for landmarks, to enable him
to stop in time, and, always, he found
them.

IX

ArruaoucH he had been born in
. Sommerton, where practically every
boy was seeped in railroading almost
as soon as he left the cradle, Hildreth
knew little or nothing about the iron
trail. Jane had seen to that. The iron
trail seemed to him an ugly, unsightly
thing. It was on the morning of the
duck hunt that he first discovered there
might be another side to it.

Father and son looked remarkably
alike as they set out together in the
extremely early morning hours for the
blinds, except that the lines in Dave’s
face, from peering through wind and
weather at signal lights, were deeper
than those in Hildreth’s face.

It was only after much persuasion
that Hildreth got his father to go
along. As they passed the engine
stalls, the boy stopped in amazement.
It. was still quite dark. Several loco-
motives were being groomed for their
morning runs. Mechanics were climb-
ing to and fro, while the flaming
torches in their hands illuminated the
sleek sides of the jacks and set them
glistening. :

The big engines seemed panting and
eager to be about their business, and
Hildreth felt a strange catch in his
throat. Why, locomotives were beau-
tiful. This couldn’t be ugly, sprawling
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Sommerton. This was another world,
an exciting world of glistening lights
and velvet shadows.

He continued toward the yard office,
with wandering eyes alert. The grave-
yard crew on the switcher was taking
things easy. No “ brass hat ” had ever
been known to be around at this early
hour of the morning, so the switcher
was_standing still, while the crew en-
joyed a quiet little nap.

The jack itself seemed somnolent,
purring softly. The two Morrows ap-
proached it, closer than Hildreth had
ever been to a locomotive before.
While his father regarded him curi-
ously, Hildreth touched the polished
side-rods, and thrilled to the touch.

Then he looked down into the yard.
The rails were gleaming green and
red, where the lights of the dwarf sig-
nals were reflected on the dew. The
headlight of the engine winked sleepi-
ly, lighting up the patient rows of box
cars.

Hildreth glanced at his father and,
for the first time, realized there might
be some reason for Dave’s consuming
love of the railroad. The two said
nothing to each other, but Hildreth
noticed that his father entered into the
duck shooting with more enthusiasm
than he had showed for anything since
leaving the Moonbeam. They came
back with bulging bags.

The pension allotted Dave was by
no means a fortune, and Hildreth’s
education so far had cost a lot of
money. It seemed more than ever es-
sential now that Hildreth should get a
job, and that, in Sommerton, meant
being a railroader.

With a sinking heart Mrs. Morrow
saw Tom Russell coming up the hill

‘one day. Tom talked to Dave Morrows

alone for a while, and then called
Hildreth in.
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“ Son,” Dave said, “ I suppose ma’s

told you how we're fixed. The rail-
road’s been fine to me, but I still don’t
see any way out of it but for you to

go to work.”
“ Yes, dad, of course,” Hildreth an-

swered. “That’s what I've been ex-
pecting to do.”
“Good!” his father continued.

“ Mr. Russell has a job for you, firing.
You'll get a lucky break, too, for it
looks like there’s a lot of business com-
ing, so you won't have to hang around
on the extra board very long.”

Hildreth winced. He had tried not
to think of the inevitable, but here it
was. Still, there was no way out of
it—for the present, at least.

“ All right,” he said. “ I’ll take that
job, Mr. Russell.”

“ Oh, God!” his mother moaned, but
no one noticed her.

“The call boy'll roust you out when
we need you, kid,” the superintendent
said, kindly, “and, in the meantime,
you might take a lesson or two from
your dad in the art of firing. I know
from experience that he can beat a lot
of sense into a fireman’s head. He
did it to me once, you know.”

“Yes,” the hoghead agreed, ““and
look what you turned out to be—a su-
perintendent—sitting on his tail in an
office. What I want my kid to do is to
drive the Moonbeam.”

“ He will, Dave, don’t worry. And
the sooner that day comes, the better
T'll be pleased——that is, if he's anythmg
like his old man.

It wasn’t many days before the call
boy showed up, and Hildreth dressed
for his first run, his fumbling fingers
having difficulty with the buttons of
his father’s overalls.

“ Come out and let’s have a look at

you,” Dave roared from the porch.

The veteran engineer was excited.
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Hildreth, with his father’s grip and
lunch pail in his hand, came out to pass
inspection. Dave beamed happily.

“You'll do, kid,” he chuckled. “ A
little more dirt on the nose—a chaw
of tobacco—and you’d look like an old
rail”?

He glanced at his watch.

“You'll have to go now son, and,
believe me, I'm proud that this day’s
come. Good luck to you!”

Hildreth shook hands and started
out, but his father called him back.

“ Here, son, take my watch,” he
said. “ It’s the best watch on the whole
railroad. Tom Russell and some of
the trainmasters presented it to me.
Look, it says here in the case: ‘To
David Morrows, engine driver, in
recognition of meritorious service.’
Yes, sir, ‘ meritorious service,” it says
right here. That's the stuff to give
’em, son—meritorious service.”

X

SUPERINTENDENT RUSSELL was at
the yard office when Hildreth reported
for his first run.

“You're in for a tough jaunt,” he
greeted. “I see you've drawn Carl
Lepps as engineer. You couldn’t have
done worse. Carl’s all right, and a
fine fellow, but he has a heavy hand
on the throttle, and plays hell with a
fire. You'll get plenty of shoveling
this time.”

It wasn’t entirely by chance that
Hildreth had drawn Carl. None of
the firemen liked to run with him, for
his coal-eating propensities were well
known. When they didn’t feel par-
ticularly in the mood for hard work,
they dodged him.

Hildreth was excited, and not a lit-
tle afraid. He was trembling as he
took his place on the deck of the lum-
bering freight engine and awkwardly
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picked up the scoop. He had no con-
ception as yet of what a heavy-handed
engineer could do to an experienced
fireman. But for all his nervousness,
he got a thrill as they started.

At first it was about all he could do
to keep his balance. Then the firebox
door worried him. It was of the old
chain type that demanded skill and
timing in its opening and closing. Hil-
dreth didn’t know the railroad, and he
would usually get the door open just
before the jack swung around one of
the numerous curves. The sway would
send the door clanging shut, while his
back was turned getting a scoopful of
coal from the tender.

Automatic firedoors, automatic stok-
ers and other such jewelry hadn’t come
into fashion in those days, and it was
with a strong back and heaving shoul-
ders that the trick was done.

Carl’s constant calls for steam and
still more steam occupied all of his at-
tention. After half an hour, Hildreth
felt he might pass out at any moment,
but still he shoveled on. Arms, legs,
back and shoulders were screaming
protests to his brain against the unac-
customed usage, but he drove them on
grimly.

The world became constricted to in-
clude only that mountainous pile of
coal behind him and the blazing fur-
nace in front. FEach time he opened
the fire door, a wave of heat sprang
out at him. He had yet to learn how
to stand so as to avoid most of this
withering blast.

The down sizzled off his arms,
hands began to blister inside his gloves,
and his face became hot, drawn and
painful. His left leg seemed to have
been fried by a most inexpert cook,
right through the protecting overalls,

and every bend of his knee was an’

acute agony.
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Hildreth sprayed himself with water

from the hose, and took a few hasty

gulps from the nozzle. That only made
it worse. He felt boiled now, instead
of merely scorched.

But always the fire needed attention;
there was no time to stop and lick his
wounds. That great red mouth would
open and clamor for fuel. The young
tallowpot was impelled to feed it fran-
tically, lest it consume him., '

As the cab heaved and swayed, Hil-
dreth staggered about. Once he was
flung against the hot metal, but he
hardly noticed this burn among all the
other burns. Often the door would
leap tantalizingly sidewise, just as he
flung a scoopful of coal at 'it. 'The
lumps would miss the opening and go
bouncing down on the deck, rendering
his footing even more insecure.

He fell a time or two, and once
nearly rolled off the deck in a wild
grab to keep his scoop from going °
overboard, but doggedly he kept on,
shoveling and shoveling and shoveling.

“Ugh!” he grunted.

Then came an increase in the din
and heat. He looked out for the first
time and discovered they were pound-
ing through one of the numerous tun-
nels on the run. Since the locomotive
stack had a clearance of only a few
inches from the roof of the tunnel, the
exhaust struck it with full force, so
that smoke and gas rebounded into the
cab.

Later, Hildreth learned to wet a

‘hunk of waste and hold it to his mouth

and nose while passing through the
tunnels, but now he merely went on
firing, though the smoke and gas set
him reeling.

They burst forth into the open and
Hildreth became violently ill. His
stomach seemed determined to leave
his body, along with its contents. But
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he continued to shovel, even after the
train stopped, as it presently did.

Carl shouted, without effect, and it
was not until he went over and shook
Hildreth that the lad heeded his engi-
neer’s command to take on water. Hil-
dreth clambered painfully up the coal
pile in the tender to the tank in the
rear. He opened the lid of the tank
well, and, after some difficulty, suc-
ceeded in getting the spout over it.

The well filled more quickly than he
had expected, so he didn’t shut off the
flow soon enough. Instead, he stood
stiffly, hardly conscious, hanging on to
the spout and letting the water rush
around his blistered feet.

“ Hey, dimwit,” roared a passing
car inspector from the ground, “ what
the hell you trying to do? Drown
me?”

Hildreth shut off the water and took
a few deep breaths before sliding down
the coal pile into the inferno again.
The guard chain barked his shins as he
went.

_ “ Highball?” Carl inquired, after
the passenger train for which they
were waiting had shrilled by.

Hildreth leaned out shakily and
looked back. An arm sticking out
from the distant caboose was giving
the signal.

“ Highball,” he croaked in reply,
and they were off again.

The shoveling, shoveling, shoveling
began again, for they had a heavy
train. - Superintendent Russell had a
bug for tonnage, and he loaded his
freights with all they could handle.

Almost automatically now, Hildreth
bent and swayed, swung and pivoted.
The blisters on his hands burst and be-
came raw and bleeding sores under his
gloves, perspiration nearly blinded
him, his feet seemed completely par-
boiled now, but still he shoveled on.
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Ages followed ages and eons fol-
lowed eons, all taken up with shovel-
ing, except for an occasional pause of
a few minutes, with only time to col-
lapse against the seatbox momentarily.

As they neared Oakwood, Carl
squinted at the needle.

“That’ll hold her until we get in,”
he announced at last. Hildreth didn’t
hear, but went on shoveling until Carl
had called to him for the third time.

“ You did a nice job, kid,” Carl said.
“Now get up there on the seat an’
take it easy. You're all in.”

Hildreth slumped down on the seat
as they pulled into Oakwood yard.
There seemed to be miles and miles of
tracks stretching out to the horizon on
all sides. They swelled and contract-
ed menacingly, dancing and leering at
him. 'The railroad was everywhere,
and he was caught in the web of tracks.
At each switch-point he saw a gaping
firebox gleaming and glaring, clamor-
ing for coal, more coal, and still more
coal.

XI

CARrL half led, half carried Hildreth
over to the crews’ bunk room. He had
to undress the boy, who had lapsed
into a stupor of fatigue intoxication
and was beyond helping himself. At
last Hildreth was in bed and off to a
deadened sleep.

Some hours later—it seemed to the
weary fireman just a few minutes—a
call boy shook him into wakefulness
and the realization of a thousand aches
and pains. His back seemed to be made
of poorly forged iron, and it refused
to bend as he tried to pull on his socks.
His fingers were blistered and swollen,
and he fumbled with buttons intermin-
ably before getting them into button-
holes. He looked about with sleep-
laden eyes and shuddered.
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The bunk room was not notable for
clegance, or even comfort. It was
constantly occupied, and its unpleasant
odor attested to this. Its tenants were
principally tobacco chewers who were
careless, and the floors, walls and even
the cots were stained.

Built in the shadow of the round-
house, it was dark and muggy with
coal smoke, and the murk was in-
creased by a dozen or two of the smell-
iest pipes in all Christendom. The din
was terrific, what with escaping steam
outside and the clumping of heavily
shod firemen and engineers inside. Hil-

_ dreth wondered how he had slept

through such noise.

Two other young firemen, who were
also going out on morning runs, hailed
him and demanded his company at
breakfast. No one remained a stran-
ger long in the crew room, for all were
members of the same clan—the clan
of the engine cab. Train crews were
rigidly excluded from this smelly sanc-
tum, and slept in their cabooses.

Hildreth limped over to the lunch-
room with his two new buddies, where
the scalding liquid that passed for cof-
fee was dished out by a long, skinny
mountain girl. The coffee revived
him somewhat, so did a big order of
ham and eggs, fortified by a slab of
vicious-looking pie.

“Who yuh firin’ for today?” asked
one of his companions, as they left the
hashhouse. .

“The board said I was with Amos
Boyd,” Hildreth replied. ““ What kind
of engineer is he?”

“The best in the business, since
yuhr old man stopped runnin’. Yuh’ll
notice a big difference.”

Boyd was a much younger engineer
than Carl Lepps. He was sauntering
about his locomotive, oilcan in hand,
when Hildreth put in an appearance.

“Glad to meet you,” he said. “I
fired for your father many a time.”

Hildreth liked him at once, and they
joked over their preparations. Hard-
ly had Amos clambered up to his seat
at the throttle than he began to sing
“ Casey Jones” in a most untuneful
voice. His rendition was so terrible
that Hildreth looked over in amuse-
ment.

“You'll get used to it,” Boyd
grinned. “I always sing when I'm
running. Except for a lot of others,
that’s my one bad habit.”

No sooner were they on their way
than it was apparent to Hildreth that,
for all Lepps’s greater experience,
Amos Boyd knew his job more thor-
oughly. He found time to correct Hil-
dreth’s painful efforts at firing. Hard-
ly had the train pulled out of the yard
than Boyd left the engine to shift for
itself and came over to the left side.
He looked into the firebox."

“Here, “kid,”” he said- kindly,
“you're doing everything backwards.
Gimme that scoop and let me show
you.”

Despite Hildreth’s fears of a mo-
mentarily imminent collision, he could
not but admire Amos’s technique with
the scoop. The engineer used it dex-
trously as a balance, at the same time
sending the coal into the firebox in a
swirl, so that it spread evenly to the
farthest corners.

All the time he swayed easily
with every sudden-jerk of the cab, al-
ways in the right direction.

“Keep your fire even, don’t be
afraid to use your grate bar and you'll
get somewhere,” he said. “ You were
piling most of your coal in one place.
You’d have to dump a whole tender-
ful in at once to keep up steam that
way. Look here, see how I turn my
wrists over to spray the coal to one
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“Hey, Dimwit,” Roared a Passing Car Inspector,
“'Are You Trying to Drown Me ?”

side or the other. You gotta do that
if you want an even fire.”

“'There seems to be more to firing
than just a strong back,” Hildreth ob-
served.
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“You're damned right there is,”
Amos replied. ‘‘ Here, take the scoop
and let’s see how much you've
learned.”

Hildreth tried to follow instruc-
tions but only fumbled. Amos watched
him amusedly.

“Oh, hell!” he sad at last. “Let
me build you a real fire. You're im-
proving a little, but you've got a long
way to go yet. Get up in my seat and
watch the signals while I do it.”

“ But—" Hildreth began.

“You can tell green from red, can’t

you?”’
1 8hte. but—="
“No buts. So long as you're not

color blind, you can get up there and
pretend you're a hoghead for a coupla
miles. You'll get a real thrill out of
R

Hildreth climbed into the engineer’s
seat and peered out of the window.
Behind him a long string of freight
cars weaved and bobbed, as though de-
termined to leave the track at the first
opportunity. Hildreth was horrified
to observe a brakeman nonchalantly
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riding them high, jumping from one
car to another as though he were on a
concrete sidewalk.

Suddenly Hildreth hollered to the
engineer :

“There’s a yellow flag stuck in the
embankment up ahead. What’s that
mean?”’

“ Slow-order., Men working on the
track,” Amos called back, without
looking up from his shoveling.

“What must I do?”

“Slow her down and blow the
whistle to give the trackmen a chance
to get in the clear. Pull the throttle
over a couple notches.”

Hildreth touched the throttle gin-
gerly. It took him a little time to find
out how to release it from .the notch
on the quadrant that it was occupying,
but finally it moved, and he pulled it
back.

The train slowed as they approached
the men. Hildreth imagined they were
looking up at him with a sort of awe
as at a superior being, and perhaps
they were. An overwhelming sense of
responsibility suddenly assailed him.
Why, he was actually driving a train!

“ All right,” Amos yelled presently.
“ Open her up again.”

Hildreth shoved the throttle into its
original position and they picked up
speed. He looked ahead, then back, in
a slightly dazed fashion. A hay
wagon, with three husky girls crown-
ing the top of its load, came into view
on the adjacent road. He grasped the
throttle in what he believed to be the
approved manner and leaned far out,
to peer ahead importantly. He could
have seen just as well through the
front cab window, for it was a bright,
clear day, but it would not have been
nearly so impressive. The girls waved.
In return he gave them a patronizing
nod and smile.

‘tunities to run an engine.
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“All right, handsome,” Amos shout-
ed in his ear. “Time to stop heart-
breaking and begin shoveling. You've
got a decent fire. Now keep it that
way.”

Hildreth had reason to thank Amos
for his assistance before they got to
Sommerton. Although the strain was
nothing like it had been the day before,
he was weary, stiff and sore when, at
length, they pulled into Sommerton
yard. ‘This time, however, he had
enough energy left to hop nimbly down
from the cab. He came up the hill
whistling, and burst in upon his father,

“ Damned if you don’t look like a
rail now!” Dave said in admiration.
“Dirt on your nose and everywhere
else, too. How’d it go?”

“ All right, dad,” Hildreth replied.
“ Say, how long does it take to get to
be a hoghead ?”

Dave looked at him unbelievingly
for a moment, then he smiled happily.

“Kid, I had my doubts about you.
I thought your ma had maybe spoiled
you. But you're a railroader all right;
you've got the stuff in you.”

XII

Bur Hildreth had no more oppor-
As the
months went by he found the eternal
shoveling irksome.

They called him one day to fire the
fast southbound manifest.” &'his was
a run that taxed a fireman. Next to
the Moonbeam, it was the apple of the
superintendent’s eye. Hildreth ob-
served with delight that Amos Boyd
was to be his engineer.

“ Boy,” said Amos, as they climbed
into the cab, “ you’ll have to fire as
you never fired before. I'm going to
show the old man something or go off
in the ditch. Keep that needle up there
where she belongs.”
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Then he frowned angrily, for Bill
Cummings, the road foreman of en-
gines, was clambering into the cab. Al-
though it was well within the scope of
Cummings’s duty to ride {freight
trains, he seldom did, except when it
was very important. Bill preferred
the passenger trains with dining cars
as more suitable for a man of his gi-
gantic bulk and equally large appetite.

“ Better let me take her to -Oak-
wood, Amos,” the big foreman said,
pompously. “ You know you're still
kinda green, and Tom Russell will tear
my hide off if we're late.”

Amos chuckled.

“Listen to that now!” he said.
“ These old hogheads never give a new
man credit for knowing anything.
Why, I could run rings around you
any day you ever saw in your fat life,
Billy my boy, and you know it.”

Then he continued seriously :

“Of course, Bill, if you want to
take her over, she’s yours, because
you're the boss. But there’s no use in
your doing any work. Supposing, Bill,
you take a nice, comfortable nap over
there on Hildreth’s seatbox. He won’t
be using it this run anyway, I can tell
you that.” ‘

With a sigh of relief, Bill lifted his
huge form into the fireman’s seat, but
didn’t go to sleep. The man who
could have slept in that cab that day
simply héisn’t been born. It took all
Bill’s efforts merely to hang on, once
Amos opened her up, while a crude
rendition of an ancient song filled the
cab with discord.

Amos was running, and running like

the devil. That always made him
happy. :
“Hey, wild man,” Bill roared

across, ‘“ the speed limit is forty miles
an hour for freights.”
“ Speed limit, hell!”” Amos yelled in

reply. “ There ain’t no speed limit on
this red-ball with Amos at the throttle.
Besides, this ain’t nothing. Just pin
back your ears, big boy, and I'll show
you some real running.”

Hildreth had difficulty in keeping
his feet. Nonetheless, he shoveled and
shoveled, swinging his scoop in time
to the rapid beat of Amos’s song.

A succession of clear boards facili-
tated their progress. Somewhere in a
cubby-hole a dispatcher was chewing
the stem of his pipe nervously. The
figures on the train sheet indicated the
red-ball would be on time—unless!

The freight passed Kimberley, and
both Amos in the cab and the dispatch-
er in the cubby-hole rejoiced, for now
there was nothing to impede their
progress all the wav to Oakwood.
Golly, the old man at headquarters up
north would have cause to chuckle
over this performance—unless!

XIII

IN the Oakwood yard a switchman
was hurrying to finish his trick and go
home. He was a good switchman, but
these were not normal times; he was
tired and out of sorts. The new baby
at his house, his ninth, had kept him
awake for the better part of three
nights now, and he was sleepy.

Quitting time came at last, and he
started gratefully homeward. Arrived
there, a disturbing thought knocked
vaguely at the back of his brain. Had
he set the brakes on that cut of cars
on track five? For the life of him he
couldn’t remember, and the howls of
his infant were no aid to his mem-
ory. Oh, well, he must have, he al-
ways did, and, besides, track five was
a mile or more away, anyhow.

On track five a string of box cars
stood inanimate. 'Then, slowly—so
slowly as to have been imperceptible,
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even if there had been anyone to see—
they started rolling down the slight
grade. There was a faint jingling of
couplers as they inched along toward

. the main line!

Around the curve came a thunder-
ing and a roar. It was the red-ball
heading into town at the end of a
beautiful run, and Amos was wasting
no time about it. The first of the string
of box cars paid no attention, merely
poking its nose out at the point where
it had stopped, perilously close to the
track that the red-ball was using.

Bill Cummings and Amos Boyd saw
the cars at about the same time. The
first Hildreth knew of anything wrong
was when he heard an agonized
screech from Bill: “ Unload!”

He knew the meaning of that cry,
vet he hesitated momentarily on the
edge of the deck. The ground seemed
at least four hundred feet beneath him,
and boy, how it was flying by.

He took a hasty glance behind him
and, over Bill’s shoulder, he saw Amos
tugging frantically at the throttle and
the air valve. In a flash he noticed
that Amos’s lips were moving, and
thought he heard a mad note or two of
the familiar tune.

All this took Hildreth but a split
second, but even that was too long for
the road foreman. He wanted out,
and he lurched into Hildreth’s back,
while both of them hurtled out into
space.

Hildreth landed on his feet, but the
ground promptly flew up and hit him
hard, crumpling his outstretched arm
and walloping him in the face. He
rolled over and over, the cinders of
the right-of-way grinding into his
flesh.

There was a splintering, tearing
sound, as of a giant ripping immense
strips of paper, and, at an odd angle

in his rolling, Hildreth saw the big
freight jack tremble. He feared it
would fall over and crush him as he
rolled, but it merely shook itself and
held to the main line. Deep scratches
on the right hand side of the cab were
its only injury.

Dazedly then, Hildreth tried to put
his right hand to his head, but found

. his arm wouldn’t work. Then he tried

his left hand, which bumped his nose
on the way. That organ had been in
intimate contact with the cinders of
the right-of-way, and resented the
touch of his fingers most vigorously.

A few yards away, fat Bill Cum-
mings was staggering to his feet. He
looked ridiculous, Hildreth thought,
because most of his pants were torn
off. Bill ambled over sheepishly.

“ Hurt, kid?” he asked.

Hildreth stood up, and immediately
yelled, for he discovered that moving
his arm was an extremely painful
proposition.

“ Don’t know,” he said, but his pale
face and the grotesquely awkward po-
sition of his arm attracted Bill's atten-
tion.

“ Busted arm, eh? Well, kid, you're
lucky, and I'm luckier still. After the
nose dive we took, we got off easy, al-
though I won’t be able to sit down for
a month, after the way those cinders
took seven acres of skin off my rear.”

Amos had stopped the red-ball, of
course, as soon as he could. When
they got Hildreth into the caboose, he
pulled out at once for the mile or two
run into the main yard. The engineer
was a bit white around the gills—for
another inch or two would have made
mincemeat out of him—but he had a
cheery word of sympathy for Hildreth
as they went to the company doctor.

“Yes, the arm is broken,” the doc-
tor said, “ but it’s a nice clean break,
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and will heal as good as new in a
month or so.”

Hildreth went back on a passenger
train to Sommerton, where a haggard,
disheveled mother met him at the sta-
tion. To his intense embarrassment,
she threw her arms around him and
sobbed hysterically.

“Oh, my boy!” she cried. “You
don’t know what agonies I've suffered
for you.”

As they were walking up the hill,
she became quieter, and even smiled.

“ But this is the last time,” she said
confidently, “ for you're going to quit
the railroad.”

“How? Why?” Hlldreth asked.

“Your uncle, Randy Ferguson,
who’s in the hardware business at Fall-
ton, is opening a store in Sommerton,
and he wants you to be his manager.”

Hildreth did not react as joyfully as
Mrs. Morrows had hoped, but he
agreed finally that it was a wonderful
opportunity, and not to be overlooked.

Jane thought she was going to have
two patients on her hands when she
told Dave about Hildreth’s new job.
The grizzled hoghead reeled as though
he had been struck He looked deep
into his son’s eyes.

“TIs that right, Hildy?” he asked.
“ Do you really want to quit railroad-
ing?”

“Yes,” the boy responded, avoid-
ing his father’s eyes.

Dave said no more. In fact, during
the weeks that followed, while Hil-
dreth’s arm was knitting, he hardly
spoke at all. :

“Yellow!” he mumbled to himself.

X1V

Horera did not notify the L. &
S. that he was quitting. Somehow or
other he couldn’t quite make up his
mind to do it, when he saw the dumb
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pleading in his father’s eyes. But at
length his arm was quite well and the
time was approachmg for him to take
over a new job. So, avoiding Dave’s
anguished eyes, he started down the
hill.

Although neither had said a word,
Dave knew what he was going to do—
knew that, after all these years, the
Morrows dynasty on the L. & S. was
about to be broken—and for the first
time he seemed old. Mechanically he
filled and lit his pipe in a gesture of
complete and utter defeat.

Ralph Kinnear, Dave’s former fire-
man, met Hildreth as he was going
through the shop grounds. Ralph was
a driver now, and the change had gone
to his head. Always a somewhat swell-
headed pup, he had now grown almost
insufferable. ~ More than one rail
around Sommerton was just about
ready to take a crack at him.

“ Hello,” he called out, “I hear
you've turned yellow an’ haven’t got
the guts to fire any more.”

Hildreth flushed, but made no reply.

“Well,” continued Ralph, “I ex-
pected you’d show a yellow streak
soon. I never did understand how
vour old man hung on so long before
it showed up in him.”

“ What’s  that?”
manded.

“1 said your old man was yellow,”
the ex-fireman sneered.

Without a word Hildreth took off
his coat. Ralph, who had hardly ex-
pected this, looked him over coolly.
The kid was husky all right, but so
was Ralph. What he didn’t count on
was Hildreth’s cold fury.

The kid wasted no time, but rushed
for Ralph, who countered the wild on-
slaught with a vicious swing. Had he
been quicker, the scrap might have
ended there, but Hildreth had time to

Hildreth  de-
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dodge. Even as it was, the blow land-

ed on his cheekbone with a crunching
power that sent him reeling.

Ralph tried to follow up his advan-
tage at once—a wrong move, as it
turned out. In his eagerness, he failed
to observe the muddy footing, and
went down with a thud, just as an au-
dience began to gather. Word was
going around that there was a scrap.
The Irish shopmen turned out en
masse.

As soon as Ralph fell, Hildreth
flung himself upon him, and the sud-
den thudding avalanche of bone and
muscle sent a startled whoof from
Ralph’s violently deflated lungs.

The engineer writhed and twisted in
Hildreth’s hold. Finally, by the exer-
cise of sheer strength and agility, he
squirmed away, and was on his feet in
an instant. That Hildreth had taken
full value from his temporary advan-
tage was indicated by the great, livid
marks on Ralph’s face, and the bruised
ribs throbbing painfully.

Back on the offensive, Ralph drew
blood from tremendous blows. DBut
this blood was as nothing in a moment.
A short right landed flush on Ralph’s
nose, and Hildreth felt the bones give
way beneath his fist. Blood poured
forth and covered both fighters.

The Irish mechanics were scream-
ing now, howling like a wolf pack, and
thudding each other on the back. It
wouldn’t have taken much to start a
dozen more fights.

Suddenly Ralph’s foot went out in
a vicious kick. A violent blow to the
heart, delivered by Hildreth at the
same time, lessened the force of the
kick somewhat. Hildreth staggered
back and dropped his arms. He shook
his head, and his knees wobbled, but
he kept his feet.

Ralph’s feeling of triumph faded.
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Another rib-cracker met him as he
rushed forward. Viciously he swung
his foot again. Hildreth grabbed the
flying foot with both hands and gave
it a powerful twist that sent his foe
hurtling to the ground.

The big fireman started forward.
Then, seeing that the other fellow did
not rise, Hildreth stood over Ralph a
minute or two before pushing his way
through the admiring crowd. He
headed for the crew washroom, there
to wash his wounds and make a vain
attempt to look presentable.

After an hour or two he came up
the hill, still very much the worse for
wear. Dave was smoking a pipe on
the front porch and betrayed no sur-
prise at his son’s appearance. He had
been forewarned by Lou Cartney, who
had seen and heard everything and
rushed up to tell him about it.

“ Well, son,” he asked, “did you
tell them that you were quitting the
railroad ?”

“No, dad,” Hildreth growled, “ not
exactly, but I'm going to, the first
chance I get.”

XV

ALTHOUGH it was nearly midnight,
Tom Russell sat in his huge chair at a
battered desk. He was thinking deep-
ly, and his thoughts were not pleasant.

A few months back, the owners of
several other railroads had bought out
the L. & S. From their offices in New
York they pulled the strings, and un-
heard-of business began to shower
upon the Sommerton Division, just as
the coal was moving in its usual sea-
sonal flood. Fleets of high class trains
and long drags of slower freight began
to clutter up the iron trail. :

There had been no advance notice,
no chance to prepare for the revised
order of things, but Tom had tied into
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it, as he had tied into many another
emergency. Sleep became a thing to
be caught on the fly, a few minutes at
a time.

Under shrewd and competent hands,

The Kid Wasted No Time,

but Rushed for Ralph,

Who Countered the Wild

Onslaught With a Vicious
Swing

a division may be, and often is, op-
erated far beyond its normal capacity.
But if the furious pace is maintained
long enough, the well-oiled machinery
of operation shows signs of wear, the
man-power peters out, the railroad be-
comes sluggish.

Fiercely, and with every ounce of
his brain and body, Tom fought the
impending let-down. Plans were under
way for double-tracking, for length-
ening passing tracks, for buying more
engines. All this would take months,
and, in the meantime—what of the di-
vision ? :

Already he foresaw a dread embar-
go that would go over the wires and,
following immediately after it, his
resignation.  Other superintendents
might survive the disgrace of failure,
but Tom couldn’t.
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“ Hell, man,” his supervisors had
said, “the railroad’s crammed tight
now with cars from one end of it to
the other. There just won’t any more
It ain’t possible.”

cars go on it.

Perhaps it wasn’t possible, but T'om
had done it. The world was made up
of an unending string of dull red cars
that waited their turn to descend upon
him from every sidetrack. Only the
fact that his efforts were meeting with
some success kept him at it, long after
it had seemed that one small body
could stand no more.

Another week like this and there
might be a streak of daylight ahead,
if he could only hang on, for the coal
season would soon begin to taper off.

Then came the telegram. A train-
load of silk, it appeared, would be de-
livered at the southern terminal in a
few hours. The traffic department had
promised to have this trainload given
especially fast movement from the sea-
port to the silk mill in the East. The
schedule called for running the train
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_ over the Semmerton Division two
hours faster than the Moonbeam’s
schedule—and that was tight enough,
Lord knows.

A perfectly simple matter, appar-
ently, in the eyes of the traffic depart-
ment, to send such a train flying over
a division that was already crowded
to the brim with freight!

The super glared at the telegram,
reading it over and over, hopelessly.
For perhaps an hour he sat, trying to
concentrate, trying to find some way
out. All in vain! He had no loco-
motives capable of hauling the train

. at the required speed. Worse still, he
had not a single engineer available who
could be counted upon to make the run,
with the railroad in its present shape.

- Wait a minute, the 2691 was going

south on a passenger train, and Amos

Boyd was on her. She was the only

engine not violently in need of shop-

ping, although her condition wasn’t
anything to brag about.

Tom rushed upstairs to the dispatch-
ers’ office. The chief informed him
sadly that the 2691 wouldn’t do.
Neither would Amos Boyd. The loco-
~ motive was not in the best of shape,
and the man would have been out on
the road considerably longer than the
law allowed, unless he made a phe-
nomenal run back to Sommerton.

- Tom was staggered, but only for a
moment. Suddenly he straightened
up with a jerk.

“By golly!” he said aloud. “It
might be done.” The chief dispatcher
brightened as he saw the superintend-
ent’s changed air. They had a lot of
faith in Tom on the Sommerton Di-
vision.

“ Thought up something ?”” he asked.

“ Maybe, maybe. Who’s handling
the sheet for the second district to-

night 7’
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“ Earl Marsh.” : :

“Good! Put him to work making
the best tentative line-up he knows
how for that blasted silk train north
of here.”

XVI

In the adjacent office, Earl Marsh
pushed back his cracked green eye-
shade wearily and rubbed a vague
hand across his forehead. The figures
on the train sheet before him were al-
ternately dancing and swimming. He
tried to shut out the clattering of tele-
graph instruments. Unfortunately, all
of the other dispatchers knew the trick
of intensifying the incoming sound by
inserting empty tobacco tins as sound
boards.

The chief dispatcher burst in on
him. “ Russell wants you to fix up a
line-up for that silk train north of
here. Need any help?”

“No, sir, I can manage.”

This was a bombshell! FEven in
normal periods, a silk train is a dis-
patching nightmare, but tonight—

Earl yanked down his eye-shade and
flung one leg across the arm of his
chair. He darted a pencil rapidly here
and there across the train sheet.
Wrinkles came to his forehead as he
studied, and studied fast.

At last he figured a meeting point
for the silk train and No. 2 that would
hardly delay the lordly Moonbeam at
all. His hand was hardly still for a
moment, as the re-arrangement of the
entire picture of the railroad for that
night took place under his deft touch.

Everything had to be torn apart and
put together again, to find a few pre-
cious minutes here and there for the
passage of the silk train. His earlier
plans, wrenched from a tortured brain,
had to be knocked into a cocked-hat
and remade. Train order followed
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train order, and gradually some sem-
blance of order formed from chaos.

As the chief came over, Earl out-
lined the situation.

“ Now, all we have to do is to get
an engineer and a locomotive to make
this schedule,” he commented, “ and I
want to tell you, it'll take some run-
ning.”

“Yeah,” the chief agreed, “and
that ain’t all. We need a fireman, too—
a damned good one, with lots of vim.”

The chief got the superintendent on
the phone and Tom came up at once.
He looked and listened while the two
dispatchers explained, and then he
slapped Earl on the back approvingly.

“Kid, that’s a splendid job of dis-
patching! If we can only hold to it—"

“Do you know a hoghead who can
make that run?” the chief interrupted.

; ‘“ Yep.”
The chief gasped.
“Dave Morrows!”

XVII

“DAVvE Morrows,” the chief re-
peated. “ You must be kidding, boss.”

“] was never more serious in my
life,” answered the super.

“ But Dave’s been on the pension
list for a couple of years, and besides,
I’ve heard that his nerve’s broken.”

“ Listen, Sam. Dave’s old, and he
has been off the road for a while, but
I know that hoghead, and his nerve is

“ Who?”

all there. Anyway, it’'s our only
chance, and, by golly, I'm going to
take i ®

“ What about a locomotive and a
fireman?”’

“We'll have to use the 2691 straight
on through. Lou Cartney just told me
that there isn’t another jack in the
roundhouse that would help us. Dave’s
son can handle the firing. His arm is
all healed up now.”
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The chief looked dubious and start-
ed to protest further. Then he thought
better of it.

“Shall T have Dave called?” he
asked.

“ Never mind, I'll go up there my-
self. I want to see him, anyhow.”

The Morrows’ home was dark as
Tom walked up the hill, but the light
of a glowing pipe on the porch indi-
cated that Dave was pursuing his usual
nocturnal habit. The old man grunt-
ed in amazement as he recognized his
late visitor, who wasted no time in
getting to the point.

“Dave, do you still remember the
railroad ?”

“I know every inch of it, Tom.
Haven’'t I sat here every night for
months, going over it in my mind?”’

“Do you think you could take a
train over it, all the way to the north-
ern terminal if you had to? Do you
know that stretch north of High-
tower ?”’

“ Hell, boss, I don’t have to think—
I know I could. I've run trains over
every inch of this damned division of
yours, night and day. But, look here,
Tom, I'm kinda touchy about being a
worthless old hulk, so let’s talk about
something else.”

“ Supposing I were to ask you to
drive a silk train through in faster
time than anyone has ever run before,
what would you say ?”

Dave was afraid to trust his ears.
It couldn’t be, and yet there was Tom,
his thin, worn face eager in the dim
light.

“I'd say I could do it all right,”
Dave said slowly.

“Then wake up that husky son of
yours, because I need a fireman, too.
There’ll be a silk train out of here in
two or three hours, with Morrows, en-
gineer, and Morrows, fireman. Come
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on, wake up Hildreth! Let’s get go-
ing to the roundhouse.”

“You—you don’t really mean this,
Tom?”

“Of course I mean it, hoghead.
Let’s go.”

Dave’s mouth opened. His pipe
dropped and scattered a shower of
sparks unheeded. His aching, impos-
sible dream had come true at last!

“ Morrows, engineer, and Morrows,
fireman! Damned if that won’t look
pretty on the train sheets again,” he
kept repeating over and over.

Then he gave a wild yell that woke
- not only Hildreth, for whom it was
intended, but every one for a quarter
of a mile around as well. His son
came rushing out to the porch in his
nightshirt.

“What’s the trouble, dad?” he in-
quired, overlooking the superintendent
in the darkness, until Tom spoke up.

“I’'ve asked your dad to drive a silk
train. He says he can do it, and I
want you to fire for him. Hurry, I've
got my car outside, waiting to take
both of you to the roundhouse.”

Hildreth hesitated. Dave’s excited
jabbering broke off short; he remem-
bered that the boy had said he was no
longer a railroader. He was a hard-
ware merchant now, or soon would be.

Above an extremely black eye, the
relic of his recent set-to with Ralph,
a puzzled frown appeared. Then, ab-
ruptly, Hildreth turned and went in-
side.

“ Hey, ma, where’d you put my
overalls?” the two on the porch heard
him asking, and they solemnly shook
hands.

Without a word, Jane found the de-
sired garments and hurried to the
kitchen to prepare two lunches. Dave’s
excited voice could be heard all over
the house. He was telling Tom glee-
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fully that he still had his same old seat
pad. There was an exultant ring in
his voice that she had not heard in
years. This was not the beaten, hope-
less old fellow of an hour ago; this
was a competent, confident driver of
locomotives, a man among men.

As they were leaving, Jane hugged
her son frantically, as though he were
to be gone forever. Wordlessly she
clung to him and then, at last, she let
him go—to the railroad!

XVIII

Lou CarrNEY, his eyebrows lifted
in surprise at the sight of Dave, met
them as the car drew up in front of
the roundhouse.

“The dispatchers’ office has been
tryin’ to get you on the phone for ten
minutes, Mr. Russell.”

Tom hurried inside. A dozen ques-
tions from Lou brought gloating re-
plies from Dave, whose eyes were
gleaming and whose nostrils were
widespread.

As soon as Tom came walking out
of the office, Dave knew something
was wrong. The superintendent’s eyes
were sunk deeper into his head, and
the dark rings of sleeplessness around
them seemed to have doubled in area.
His hands were trembling, and he was
muitering to himself,

“ For Pete’s sake, Lou,” he hegged,
“haven’t you got a single engine in
the roundhouse?”

“ No, sir, boss, none that could han-
dle the-silk train.”

Tom moved his hands in a flutter-
ing gesture of defeat, and his head
drooped.

“ What’s the trouble?”
asked.

“ Cummings is riding that silk train,
and he wires me that the 2691 isn’t
steaming right. They don’t know

2 R

Hildreth
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what’s the matter with her, but they

think it’s front end trouble. Can’t tell
definitely until she gets here.”

= ® Cant it be Axed herer”

“ Sure, but by the time we get the
whole front end torn out to find out
what the matter is, the silk train ought
to be half way to Benton. It’s no use.
I'm through, I expect.”

“ Say, Tom,” Dave interrupted ea-
gerly, ““ I believe I could turn in a good
run with one of them freight hogs. I
did it once on the Moonbeam, years
ago.”

“Not a chance, Dave,” was the
gloomy response. “ You might do it
if they were in shape, but there isn’t a
good one in the lot. Every jack that’s
worth a damn is out on the railroad,
pulling trains.”

“ Will any of them be back soon?”

“Not one, until tomorrow noon,”
said the roundhouse foreman. “I
ain't never seen such a shortage of
power.”

“ Couldn’t we borrow one from the
R. & M.?”

“ Nope, we've borrowed every jack
off'n them that they’ll loan us. We're
sunk, an’ sunk right.”

“That’s right, Dave,” Tom agreed,
with a quaver in his voice. “ Lou’s
said it. I'm licked.”

“What the hell’s happened?” Dave
growled. “ Can this be Tom Russell,
the fightin’est little bantam that ever
swung a scoop? Buck up, Tom, we've
been in tighter places than this to-

gether, and we've always wormed out -

of them.”

A clerk came running out and in-
formed Tom that he was wanted on
the phone again. Dave turned sud-
denly to Lou.

“ Boy, this would be easy if I only
had the 1819. Say, that reminds me,
where in the hell is she?”” he demanded.

3 R
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“That cranky old jack is in the
erectin’ shop. We had her fixed up
once after you smashed her, but she
wasn’t worth a damn, so we ptit her in
white lead until a month or so back,
when we had to take every old thing
an’ get it fixed to run.”

“ Say, you lunkhead, what the hell
do you know about that engine? You
used to say she was no good when she
was the best damned jack on the whole
division.”

The old hoghead’s eyes flashed and
he clenched his fists. The return of
the superintendent interrupted what
might have developed into a first class
argument. Tom was grinning wryly.

“ Just been talking to the old man,”
he said, “ and it'’s a wonder the wires
didn’t melt. I stalled him along, but
it’s no use. I know when I'm licked.”

“You wouldn’t be licked if I could
get the 1819,” Dave retorted.

Tom had a gleam of hope. “ When's
the 1819 due out of the erecting
shop ?”

“Dunno for sure,” the roundhouse
foreman replied. “When 1 came
through there this evenin’, they had
her on the last pit. Oughta be out
some time tomorrer, I expect. But
vou couldn’t use that old hack anyhow,
Mr. Russell. Might as well have noth-
in’ at all.”

“You can’t talk like that about the
1819,” Dave rumbled. “If you
damned shop men haven’t ruined her
by resetting the valves all cock-eyed, I
can take that engine and put your
damned silk train into Benton just as
fast as you want it there.”

“You say she’s on the last pit,
Lou?” Tom asked impatiently.

“ She was this evening.”

“Well, then, by golly, she’ll make
the run if I have to put every shopman
in Sommerton to work on her!” There
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was fire in the superintendent’s eyes as
he added: “ Pile in, boys; we're going
down to the erecting shop.”

XIX

THE night erecting shop foreman
bore the noncommital name of Smith,
but he was as Irish as the smoke of
peat. They found him in an engine
pit, swearing mightily.

“ What'll ye be wantin’ this time of
the night?” he inquired.

“We want the 1819,” said Tom.

“Well, ye can’t have her until the
mornin’.”

“ Why not?”

“For many an’ various reasons.
There she stands, look at her yerself.”

The 1819 did, indeed, bear an un-
dressed appearance. New lagging had
just been applied, and the shreds of as-
bestos hung about everywhere. Much
of the exterior piping was missing,
and the whole front end was a gaping
hole. She certainly did not look
ready—nor possible to be made ready
for many a long hour—but Tom was
not easily deterred.

“ What’s she need?” he asked.

Smith scratched his head.

“Well, if it’s a lecture ye want, Mr.
Russell, ye shall have it. Her valves
were set today, but she needs to have
her steam an’ water pipes tested. Then
we'll have to close the smokebox an’
put on the front-end nettin’. There’s
the devil’'s own slew of pipes an’ fit-
tin’s to be connected, an’ then she’ll
have to be fired up an’ the pops set an’
tested. After that we’ll paint her an’
give her a trial run. Then ye may
have her an’ welcome, the cranky old
hog that she is.”

“ We've got to use this engine with-
in three hours,” Tom Russell asserted.
“Tess than that, if possible.”

“ Superintendent or no,” Smith re-
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plied, *“ye’re talkin® through your
damned hat. It can’t be done.”

The red of Smith’s hair seemed to
become redder, and his thick neck took
on the color of a turkey’s wattles. His
smudged jaw, whereon the whiskers
shone blue beneath the grime, set in a
stubborn line. Tom looked at him
speculatively. :

“You like a fight, Smith, I've been
led to believe.”

The big foreman squared his shoul-
ders. “ Yes, sir, bein’ an Irishman.”

“Right. Now, then, Smith, we're
up against the worst fight you ever
heard of—a fight against time. We
must have that engine within two or
three hours, to take a silk train north.
If you have to use every man in the
shop on her, it’ll be all right. Call out
the day men if you want to, and I’ll
square it with the master mechanic.
Can you do it?”

The son of Erin grinned.

< Well, now, Mr. Russell, when ye
put it that way, it’s different. By
workin’ an’ fightin’ like the cats of
Kilkenny, only more so, an’ with the
help of God an’ his saints, we may do
it. But we can’t paint her, nor yet
give her a trial run.”

“'To hell with the paint and the trial
run. What we want is the engine.”

Smith spat upon his hands. He
burst into a roar that could be heard
throughout the shop, high above the
clatter and the clamor. Men crawled
out of pits, from engine boilers, from
behind lathes and planers, and, like
gnomes from Vulcan’s forge, the
greasy, sooty forms gathered around
Smith.

“We're after gettin’ the 1819 out
in two hours,” he announced. * Per-
kins, put yer gang on them steam an’
water pipes. Hamilton, ye take the
front end. McGuire, have yer pipefit-
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ters ready. Kelly, see that them pops
is tested. An, ye lazy louts, work as
ye never worked before, I'll be watch-
in’ ye.”

Twenty men swarmed upon the lo-
comotive at once. Terrific hammer-
ings and bangings began, as some dis-
appeared into its insides, some went up
into the cab, and others into the pit be-
neath.

Smith was here, there and every-
where, shouting orders in almost con-
stantly. Whatever he had thought
about getting the engine out before,
there was no doubt now but that he in-
tended to make good on his promise.
Dave stood just out of the way, his
eyes devouring every well-remembered
detail of the 1819.

“There, men,” he said, reverently,
“is an engine! They don’t build them
like that any more.” °

“An’ a damned good job they
don’t,” Lou mumbled, as he left for
the roundhouse.
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Twenty Men Swarmed
upon the Locomotive
at Once in a Desperate
Race Against Time

“ What sort of repairs has she been
having?” Dave asked, after flinging a
curse at the departing Lou.

“ Class three,” Tom replied.

“Hmm! That’s pretty heavy work.
There’s no telling what them Turks
has done to her machinery.”

“You don’t think she’ll do then,
after all?”” Tom asked anxiously.

“ Hell, yes, she’ll have to do. I'm a
little worried, that’s all. If they've
got her valves set right, we’ll make it.
If not—"

“ Then, what?”

“Then, by Jiminy, I'll take her
through anyhow! Man, that’s the
1819—my engine! I'd rather have her
in any shape than some other jack in
the best of condition. She ain’t never
failed me yet, and she’s not gonna fail
this last time.”

Messenger boys kept dashing in
from the dispatchers’ office, with tele-
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grams for Tom, gloomy telegrams
from Cummings, dropped fromasthe
silk train, and vicious goading mes-
sages from the old man at Benton.

“How’s Amos doing?” Dave asked.

“ Just limping along. The 2691 is
still giving him plenty of trouble.”

The minutes passed with terrible
rapidity. Smith was driving his men
at a furious pace. There was a fine
edge to his Irish tongue, but, to the
impatient watchers, it seemed that hu-
man beings had never moved so slowly
since time began.

Another telegram came in present-
ly. Tom’s face brightened.

“The 2691 will probably never be
any good any more,” he said, “ but
that boy Amos is sure making time
with her now, front end or no front
end. Why, at this rate he’ll be in here
at about two fifteen.”

“Fine!” answered Dave Morrows.
“ Amos is a good driver. He oughta
be, I taught him myself.”

Tom was still doubtful. “ He hasn’t
got to make the schedule that you'll
have north of here.”

Dave flexed his fingers, itching for
the throttle. * Leave that to me, boss.
The 1819, the kid and me will make
it—easy.” :

Smith approached, bathed in perspi-
ration. He shook himself like a water
spaniel.

“ She’ll be ready at two forty-five,
Mr. Russell,” he announced.

“Not good enough,” grunted the
super. “ You'll have to shave a half
an hour or more off that. We want
her at the station at two fifteen.”

“ Then, by the saints of Heaven, ye
shall have her!”

Smith climbed back onto the engine,
and again his orders bellowed forth
above the clankings.

The mechanics, already working
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desperately, took on a new vigor. They
scuttled back and forth, their arms
swung with the speed of a high-geared
machine, the netting was lifted into
place and fastened, and the front end
door shut and bolted. The pipefitters
followed upon the heels of the other
workers, and, already, laborers were
busy assembling materials for building
a fire in her.

“Tell Lou to have a full tank of
coal and water ready,” Smith yelled
down out of the cab window. - “ She’ll
be out in ten minutes.”

“ Great work!” Tom replied. “I'll
ask Lou to have a hostler ready, too,
to take her to the station. Hildreth,
drive your father down there. T'll
join you later.”

Wild excitement was gripping Hil-
dreth. Throughout the proceedings,
he had followed along dazedly, but
now there came to him a realization of
the joy of battle.

XX

As Dave sat on the bench at the sta-
tion that night, he was planning and
scheming already.  Clutching his
frayed seat pad, he conned over, for
the thousandth time, the remembered
details of the 1819. Unless they had
changed things in that cab, he could
picture every inch of it as it was, down
to the last bolt on the firebox door.

His thoughts turned to the line, and
the whole railroad unrolled before his
vision. He heard again the sounds
that gave him a sense of location, the
hollow rumble of the train over tres-
tles, the reverberating roar in tunnels,
the growling gasps on the upgrades,
and the clanking couplers on the down.

Perhaps they had changed the loca-
tion of a few semaphores, but what of
that? He squinted down the yard.
Yes, his eyes were still as good as they
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ever were. He could see even the
farthest dwarf signal plainly.

Suddenly he grasped his seat pad
tighter and squirmed in excitement.
He jumped to his feet as, down in the
yard, he saw the reflection of an ap-
proaching headlight, gleaming on the
rails, a headlight that must belong to
the 2691.

Confirmation came soon, as a la-
bored puffing reached his ears, which
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