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T7HE EXPRESS TRAIN. of the company. On ene occasion, |ond great holiday of her life, sha' I touk up the ghovel<hesitated.| Ha.
Ko Bl - having a Sunday off, he took me|bad itold me, the first being her| Blakeley, we're going very| He staggered to his feet, By
A PERILOUS RAILWAY RIPE. |upto where his wife and boy lived. | wedding day. | fast. We're going at the rate of|even then he did not move his t
He was an exceptionally silent| ‘I had an old patched suit on, fit, gixty miles an hour, frons: the gauge. hw, eyes
Two or three of us had lounged | man, but when with them was|as I supposed, for the service of| Coall Ina minute— | |

out of the club omne mnight into
Stanley’s office, to fipd out the news
coming in by telegraph, which the
sleeping town cedld not hear until
the paper wouid be out to-morrow.
KBtanley was editor of the **Cour-
jer.”” Hewas scribbling away at a
drivingspeed, his bat on, and an

unlighited ¢igar in his mouth.
You're at it late, Ben?

Accident—sixty lives lost—with-

out leoking up.

We seiz®d Lthe long white slips,

which lay coiled over ¢
and read the dispatch.

Tut, tut!

Infamous!

Nobody to blame, of course,

I tell you the officers of the road
where such an accident ig possible
should be tried for murder! cried
Ferrers.

Stanley gave his caopy to the boy,
and lighted his cigar.

I think you're wrong, Ferrers.
Instead of being startled at such
casualties, I never travel' on a
rallway chat I am not amazed at
the security of them, Just think
of it! Thousands of trains run-
ning yearly on each, with but a

- minute to spare between safely anu
destruction, the safery of the-e
trains depending upon. cenduc:ors,
telegraph clerks, brakesmen, men
of every grade of intellect, their
braivs subject to "every kind of
mouvds and disease apd temper.
Theengineer takes a glassof liquor,
the conductor sets his wateéh haifa
mioute too fa i the signalman falls
esleep, and the train is dashed inw
ruin! It is not the accident that is
to be wondered at—it is the es-
cape that is miraculous!

We had all droped into seats by
thistime. The night was young,
and ene after another told some
story of adventure or danger, Pres-
ently, Stanley raid: 'I'here was an
incident that occurred on the Bam-
ster road a few years ago, which
made me feel as 1 do in the matter.
I bappened to be an eye witness to
the who!e aflair,

What was it. Ben?

It’s rather a long story——

No matter. Go on.”” You can’t
go home until your proof comes in

No. Well, to make you uander-
stand, about five years ago I had a

vad bicah—dows- wight waork.hack-
riding, and poor pay. You Enow

how 1ast it wears out the machine.
The doctor talked of diseases of
the gray matter of the braip, ete.,
and prescribed,instead of medicine,
absolute rest and change of scene.
I would have swallowed all the
‘nostrums in a drug shop rather
than to bhave left the office for a
week.

he tﬂhl;ﬂ,

I’ll take country board and esend | Then I went to the engineer.

in my work, I said.

No; you must drop office and | man) wants to night off,
Ofl! Oby no doubt! he’s taking to| Go baek, said he to the bey.|them all ifrom a central

work utterly out of your life for a
month, at least. Talk and think
of planting potatoes, orembroidery

—anything but newspapers aud
polities.
Well. I obeyed. I started omn a

pedestrian tour. Finally I brought
up, footeore and weary, in Stock-
hungt. While there I fell into the
habit of lounging about the rail-
way etlation, studying the con-
struction of the esginesand making
friends with the men. ,

The man with whom I frater-
nized most readily was a skilled
mechanic. He had a degree of
common sense—a store of certain
facts which your young doctor or
politician is apt to lack.

Besides, he is absolutely sure of
his social standing grouad, aud has
a grave self-respect which teaches
« him to respect you.

The professional lad just started
on his career is uneasy, not.sure of
his position; he  tries to c¢limb

perpetually.

I tell you this {o explain my
intimacy with many of the officials
of the road, especially with an
engineer named Blakeley.

This man attracted me first by
his ability to give me the informa-
tion I wanted, in a few direct,
gharp words, Like most retired
men,he knew the value and weight
of his words. [ csoon became per-
gsonally much interested in him.
He was sabout forty, his hair
streaked with gray, with a grave,
worn face, which hinted at a youth
of hardships and much suffering.

Hower, Blakeley had found his
way to the brighter land at' last.
Three years before he had married
a bright, cheerfn], woman. They
had cne child—a boy.
work and very gocd wages, and
way, I found,high in the confidence

{and feather, and very pretty the

He bad|

garrulous and light-hearted as a
boy. |
In bis eyes, Jane was the wisest |
and fairest of women, and the boy
a wonder of inteilect. One great
source of treuble to him was, as I |murning.
found, that hé wa~ able to go hume| 21l aboard! he «aid, grufily. Yot
Lbut once in thiee weeks 1\ was ve | tuke your place there, Mrp. #tanley
ce-sary for the chnld’s bealith tokeep | You'll put fu coal just as I call for
them in the couuntry air, and|it,if you please, aud not trust to
iudeed bhe could not sffora to have | your own judgment.
| them elewhere, but this separsted| His toneavnoyed me. It cavnot
him from them almost whotly. require much judgment to keep up
Jaue was ic the habitof eoming| « fire under a builing pot, anu not
|with Charley down tu a certain |make it too hot. Any woman can
puint of the road every day, that|do tha' in herown kitchen.
Blakeley might see them as he|. He mude no reply, but took his
{dashed bLy. | place 1n the little square box where
Aud when I found out this habit,
it occurred to me that | would give
Blageley a great pleasure. H.w

coal heaver; but Blakeley, when I

donically.
temper, evidently, with' amateur
firemen than he had been in the

passed.

the ocecasion
him with keen curiosi
ing if it was poss

my meddiing kinduess gince.
January 25th was the child’
birthday. 1 proposed to Mrs.
Blakeley that she and Charley
ghould board the train which ber
nu;baud drove, unknown ;ohim,
and run up to Harridge, where Le
b€ iemishis oot ’

There was te be a little supper.
Charlie was to appear in a new suit,
Of course the whole aflfair was at |tempers and arinking bouts,

¢used poor Jones of doing.

|only made an intimaie companion

affair of grandeur and distinetion [ us with such attention.
| which fairly took Jane’s breath.
She was & most innocent, happy
crertare; one of those women wfw
are wives and mothers in the cra-
dle. When Blakeley found her she
was a thin,
machine to turn out badly made
shoddy clothes. But three years of

marriage, and petting of Charley
had made her rosy, and plump,and

pretty.
ik

I was absulutely idle then, Blake-
ley and his family for the time,

sive hard sense.

books counts with me but for little,
compared with the education given
by experience and contact with
facts for forty years I was honor-
ed by the friendship of this grimy
engineer,

ut the question of-his sobriety
I wrote down to order a superior | that day was a serious one. A man
to be ready at eight. Jane and the | in charge of a train with handreds

The litt'e Highland suit
bought complete, to the tiay

little fellow looked in it,

cawe up, eyed it and my hand sar-
He was in no better

the greater part of his life was|breathl
I noticed that his face was | hot.  The heat, the velocit
w |flushed, and bis iiritation at my | terrible nervotis strdin of the
often have I reproactied myself for | foolish whim was surely more than | besice me, seemed to weigh tire air.

required. I watched | I found

ible that he could | I
have veen dlinking, as be had ac-|h

It st:ikes me as odd, interrupted | kind! interrupted one of the list-
Ferrers, that you shouid have not| ners,

of this fellow, Btaviey, but have |by an odd sense of duty, which I
tuken so keen an interest in his|never had in my

The knowiedge that comes from | routine duty.

I was alarmed at the stern, eold
rigidity of the mapn. His pallor
was becoming frightful. -

I threw in vhe coal,

At least we must stop in Sun-

bury. He teld me that was the
pext halt,

The little town approached, As
the firet house came inte view, the
engine sent out its shriek of warn-
ing; it grew Jouder, louder. We
dashed ulr to the station, where a
group vof passengers waited, aud
past it without the half of an in-
stant. I caughta glimpse of the
appalled faces of the waiting crowd.
Then we were in the flelds again,

The speed now became literally
ess; the furnace glared red
¥, the
man

myself drawing loug, sten-

e bade me,

I'd have done nothing of the

The mMan was IIIﬁ-CL
I did it because I was impressed

pressure

ordinary brain- |
You |work. I bad puat this mechanical
my expense—a mere trifle, but an | would not be likely to honor any of | task on myself, and felt a

Make up the fire, he
pushing in a certain valye,
L will not, e .

ake up the fire Mr. &m,,
very quietly. A |

I wil not. You may mure
yourself and wife and boy but gy
shall not murder me. !

He looked at me. His
El‘ﬂ.j' eyes glared like those of a

east. But he controlled hims)
in a moment. |

I could throw you out of i
door, and make short work ofj
But look here; do you see the g
tion yonder?

I saw a thin whip of sma
against the sky about fl ve milesj;
advance, 1

I was told to reach that staty
by six o’clock. The express tm)
meeting us is now due. [ oughty
bave laid by for it at Sunbury, |

ty, wonder |vorivus breaths like one drowniug. | was told to come. The track i
heaped in the coal at intervals, as | single oue.

Unless I can muketh
gsiding at that station in the
minutes, we wili meel 1t yonder)
the hollow.
Bomebody has blunderec?
Yes, I think so.
And you obeyeu?

He said nothing. I threw oneaul
I[f T had bad petroleum I woul
have thrown it on. But I pew

upon me to go through with it at

No. I have something else to do, | any cost.

was calmerin my life. \When deat)
has a man actually by the throat}

1 know now bow it is that dull, | sobers him.

ignorant men witheut a spark of

made up my world. As for the |esthusiasm, show such heroism
friendshi,, this was an exceptional | sometimes, as soldiers,
pale little tailoress—a|man, beth as to integrity and mas- | ca

engineers,
tains of wrecked vessels.
t is this overpowering sense of
It is a finer thiog |
than sheer bravery, to my notion.

However, I began to be of your
mind, Wright, tbhat Blakele
mad, laboring under some frenzy
from drink, though I had never
seen him touch liquor.

He did not move hand or foot,
except in the mechanieal control of
the engine, his eye going from the

boy were to go aboard the train at|of souls aboard, I felt ought to be
=hore, a queer little hill wvillage | soler, particularly when I was shut
near which they lived. Blakeley |up inthe engine with him.

ran the train from Stockhunt down |
to Hedge that day.

His wife being in the train before
he took charge of the engine, of| Do you ran this train by tele-
course he would see and know |graph? I asked, beginning to shovel
pothing of her until we landed at | vigorously.

Harridge at seven, es. No more coal.

1L Da0 Invendwd Lo gn dn inthe| Isno’t that unusual?
smoking carriage as usual, but an-| I begau to think I had flittle to
other fancy, suggested I suppose,
by the originator of all evil, seized
me.

No need to laugh.

My faney, diabolie, er not, was
to go down on the engine with
Blakeley. I hunted up the fireman,
and talked to him for an hour.

was handed to him, which he read
and threw down.

|

l

when weslowed at the next station.
QOue ortwo
the train.

ble old lady with bundles, alighting,-

witLk the telegram.

pay for my grimy bands and face, |ly

uge to the timepiece with a stead-
ness that was more terrible and
threatening than-any gleam of in-

Just as we started, a slip of paper |sanity would have beenai

Yes, There are two special
trains on this road this afternoon.

Is it difficult to run a train by
teiegraph? I said presently, simply
to make coaversation. HStaring in
silence at the narrow slit in the
gloomy furnace or out at the vil-
\age street, through which weslow-
y Was mmonotorous.

%,

Blakeley pushed in the val
still farthers The engine began
give a strange pan'iu g sound. R
off to the south I could seelh
bituminous black smuke of a tral

I looked at Blukely, ioquiring
He nodded. It was the express,

I stooped to the fire.

was| No more, he said,

1 Jooked across the clear, winly
sky at the gray smoke of the
ful Iittle village, and bey®nd, that
black line coming closer,
across the sky. Then I turnpedb
the watch.

In one minute more!

Gentlemen, I confess; I satdowm
and buried my face in my hands !
don’t think I tried to pray. I hads
confused thought of a mass of mar
gled, dying men and wome,
mothers and their babies—of )itk

Charley with bis curls and prely
suit—

‘““There was a terrible shriek from
the engine, against which 1 leansd
Another in my face. A hotlem-

0, not difficult. I simply bave

ngers came aboard | to obey the iunstructions which I
here was the inevita- | receive at each station,

But if you should happen to

and the usual squabble about her |think the iustructions not right?
trunk. I was craning my neck to| Hap
hear, when the boy ran alongside | ness to think at all!

pen to think! I'veno busi-
When the

trains run by telegraph the engi-

Blakeley, said I, Jones (the fire-{ The next moment I heard a low | neers are so many machines in the

exclamation from Blakeley.

drink, is Jones. He must have |Tell Sands to have the message
been drinking when he talked of | repeated. There is a mistake.
that. It’s impossible. I explained

wife, or sweetheart or something, | bit of the shining brass before him.
|and finally owned that I had an | Back came the boy.
unconquerable desire to run down| Had it repeated. Raads
the road on the engine, and that |raging at you. Says there’s no
knowing my only chance was to|mistake, and you’d best go on,
take the fireman’s place, had bribed | thrusting the second message up.
him to give it me, The fact wasin| Blakeley

state of my" brain, I craved excite-
ment as a confirmed drunkard does

liquor. | face as he Jooked at the teleg
Blakeley, I saw was angry,and |a«d then at the Jjong train behind
exceedingly annoyed. : him.

He refused at first, but finally
gave way with a grave civility,
‘Which almost made me ashamed cf
my boyish whim. I promised to
be the prince of firemen.

Then you’ll have to be treated as
oune, Mr. Btanley, said Blakeley, |
curtly. I can’t‘talk to gentlemen
|aboard my engine. It’s different
from Lere on the platform, you’ll
remember., I°Pvegot to order and |
you obey, in there, and that’s all | of the station, and dashed through
there is of it. the low-lying farms at a speed

Oh, 1 understand I said, think-|which seemé¢d dangerous to me.
ing iv required but little moralef-| FPut jn more e¢oal, gaid Blake-
fort to wbey, in the matter of shov- | ley. _
elling coal, IfI eould have guess-| I shoveleditinp,
ed what that shevelling coal wasto| We are going very fast, Blake-
cost me! But all aay | went about | ley, I ventured,
thinking of the flery ride through| He did not answer. His eye
the land, mounied literally on the | was fixed on the steam gauge; his

suddenly quailed, as if he saw
death at the end of the caleulation.

What’s the matter? What are
you going to du? I asked.

Obuey.

The engine gave a long shriek of
bhorror, that made me start as if it
were Blakeley’s own voice,

The next instant we rushed out

iron horse. ~ lips closely shut,
It was in ‘the middle of the af-| More ceal!
terncon when the train rushed in-| I threw itin.
Lo the station, The fields and houses began to

fly past but half seen. We were
pnearing Sunbury. Blakeley’s eye
went fron: the gauge to the face of
the timepieceand back. He moved
like apautomaton. There was lit-
tle more meaning in his face,

More!

[ caught a glimpse of Jane, with
Charley, magnificent in his red and
green plaid, beside her.

She nbdded a dozen times and
laughed, and then hid behind the
window,fearing her husband should
see her, Pour girll it was the sec-

|

!

resd it, and stood hesi- | Blakeley quickened the;speed
my idleness and {he over worked |tating for half a mivute. I never|engine.

shall forget the dismay, the utter|again. There was little for me to
perplexity that gathered on histhin |do, and I was occu
ram, | at the flying landscape.

His lips moved as if he were|wh
calculatinvg ehunces, and his eye|shimmer, The air was

bands of one controller, who directs

point. He
has the whole road under his eye.

If they don’t obey to the least tittie

The boy dashed off, and Blake- | their orders, it is destruction to the
| to Blakeley that Jones had a sick|ley sal waiting, coolly polishing a | whole.

You seem to think silent obedi-
ence the first and last merit in a

is | railway man!

Yes, dryly.

I took the hint and was dumb.
We were out of town mnow.
of the

pest swept past me.

I looked up. We were on b
siding, and the express had gom
:g. The hindmost carriages touch

in passing.

“Thank Heaven! You’ve dom
it, Blakely! Blakely!” I cried.

But he did not speak. He &l
there immovable, and cold a3
stone. 1 weunt to the carriages s
breught Jane and the buy to his,
and when he opened his eyes an
took the . little woman’s handsh
his, I came away.

An engiceer named Fred, wh
was at the station, ran the tmi
into Harridge. Blakeley was ter
bly shaken. But we went dow
and had our little feast, afterg
Charley, at least, enjoyed it.

what was the explanation? !

| blunder of the director, or the tek

graph operator?

I did not speak to him
pied-in Luuhlg
The fields were covered with a

I don’t know. Blakeley mad
light of it afterwards, and Kkept i
secret. These railway men nw

| have a fiim brotherhood among

them.

deaf) fall of snow, and glanced
tely by, with a strange, unreal
een and
cutting. Still the ride was tame, I
was disappointed. The excitement
| would by no meansequal a dash on
a spirited hourse. :

Once he glanced back at the long
train sweeping after the engime,
with a headlong speed that rocked
it from side to side.

You would catch glimpses of
hundreds of meun and women talk-
ing, reading, smoking, unconseious
that their lives were all in the hold
of one man, whom I now strongly
suspected to be mad.

I knew by his looks that he re-
membered their lives were in his
hand. Heglanced at the clock.

Twenty miles, he muttered.
Throw on the coals, man. "The fire
isgoing out.

Ididit. Yes, I did it. There|

was something in the face of the
man that I could not resist. Then
I climbed for ward and shook him
by the shoulder.

Blakely, I shouted, you are run-
ning this train into the jaws of
death!

I know it, quietly.

Yonur wife and child are on it.

ok

All I Enow is that Blakalj’ll.'z
ary was raised soon after, .,
received that Christmas a v
handsome testimonial for *‘servie
rendered,” from the com pany.

- Psychological Mysteries.

Will some philcsopher, d¢
learned in the mykteries of the b
man heart, take a week off and{
to find out why even single »
turn pale when about to enteraf
goods store? Why the soldier ¥
has walked calmly up to the &
non’s mouth trembles and o
like a eneak thief when
sioned to buy a yard of riobon |
some domestic tyrant in the cod
try,and why a married man
has agreed to match a piece of 8
by carrying the color in his eyé’
ways impresses the publie with !
conviction that he gu t fail
for a million dollars; or "is on !
way to the wharf to commit &
cide.—San Franci.co Pott.
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