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ftitled An Act,

Attest my hand and the
! great seal of the Territory

LS }afIItlh,this nineteenth day
et of May, A, D, 1879.

ARTHUR L., THOMAS,
Secretary of Utah Territory.
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RUNNING PILOT.

L.—FoUuL PLAY.

«Who is standing pilot this even-
ing?” said the superintendent, OI
‘‘poss,’” as we bim.

¢Seth WMartin,”” was the
man’s reply.

“Tell bim to come here,will you,
and hurry up.”

The foreman hastened away, and
Loth he and Seth Martin must have
«gpread themselves,” as the former
said, for in a few minutes the en-
gine driver stood before his chief.

The "great man took a compre-
hensive look at the engineer, who
flinched not & muscle. His clear,
steady eyes weresa blue as the sky;
a handsome brown beard ornament-
ed his face, which, albeit rather
dirty, was full of character and de-
termination, = To use the popular
expression,*he was pure gold down
te bed-rock.” _ '

The superintendent,satiafied with
his scrutiny, modded to the engine-
driver, and said; |

“There’s a specie train up out of
Collinsville to-night, Seth.

[ know that,” was the curt re-
sponee.

«And it will require close watch-
ing,” continued the chief, '
w[ g’pose so—L know that,"” re-
peated b § 54
i'You are mighty knowin’ this
evening,”’ said the superintendent,
smiling, ‘‘but there’s one thing you

don’t know, Sonay. You don’t
know that you are golng to run
pilot _to that train.”

““Yes, I do,” replied the engine-
driver.

W ho in thunder told you then?
I didn’t know it myself till ten
minutes sgo!”

“Y ou told me this minute; then
I knew i8,” - replied Seth, smiling,
and pg his Irhh’o, even
teeth. “I’m ready, boss.”

¢‘3eth Martin, you ought to be a
judge; | are thrown
away on this line. But listen;
we've mo time to split straws in
chaff., There’s a very feative gZang
of desperadoes hanging about Dart-
wmt-

Fortunately the passen

handy with their shooting-irons,
and bullets were rainin’ pretty
thick, else there would have besen
something unpleassnt.”

“Wa’'l,” said the engine-driver,
“go ahead.’’ _

«“Now you must,run pilot to the
specie train, and see that the line’s
clear up as far as Dartford City. Ye
can shunt at the Trestle Bridge sid-
ing, and wait to pull thew ap
the Bunkerineline through she cut-
tings. Once safe there ye can rattle
along, and mind ye keep. & good
look-out.” '

*You bet!” was Seth’sreply. “I’d
better take my six-shooter, I sup:
poss We’ll have to fight, may-

«Most likely,” replied the saper-
intendent, coolly. ‘‘Keep this
quiet. 1’ve got men on the look:

out slomg the line. Who’s your | too.

., “He’s griul”
< All right, then,” said the chief.
;d,oa:; drink; keep a full head
of Etoag;- ring back thespecie safe,
and —"7 vig

“Wa’al?” drawled the engine-
driver, coolly. |

“[ will provide for your family lf
you are hurt or shot; if not, I will
ew 5“1”

“[s that all, then? Well, good-
night, boss, and thank ye.”

“‘Good-luck,” was the answer;
«’l] not forget you.”

Seth Martin turned away with a
nod of acknowledgment, and di-
rected his steps to the shed where
his engine Wwas “standing
This means tbat tbe engine
steam up (or was *‘in steam,”

speak technically) and was ready | ment or two he had
for any sudden emergency. Thelb

pleased to
run a couple of hundred miles on a | cured

driver was just as well

dark
o Mﬂhht. even with the

tion to
“Tom!"

fore-|

‘| his fireman

ehanece | ment’s sickness.
th have an invita-| the ground, for he could not walk,

“White House’’ itself. |he conceived the idea of followin
these men, 8o he held the poinga

«Hallo!” came back in an unmis-

changing the boun-
|k iaries of Tooele City,in Tooele | takable English voice.
“ounty, and approved January 11,| “Fire up a bit; we’re bound weat;
1865, is a true and correct copy, as | ioPtlut; ten o’cloek. Keep it
\{s:ppears from the records of the of-|quiet.’
H5ice of the Secretary of said Ter- | A man Wasect by the driver put
xitory. up his head to listen.

Seth was a man of actien, and so
was his mate, Tom Atkins, They
looked to the engine and their re-
volvers, put a dozen cartridges in a
tin ean, filled a similar can with
some old Bourbon whiskey ata
saloon close by, -whither they were
followed by the man who had been
listening to their conversation, and
who noted their preparations.

After communicatiog with some
accomplice, this mysterious indi-
vidual left the saloon and made
his way towards the gignal-box,
which stood some distance down
the line. |
- As soon as the engine-driver and
his mate were recoguized they were
warmly welcomed, for they Were
favorites. Many drinks were ten-
dered for their acceptance, and de-
clined on various pleas, till al
length one man declared that the
Britisher wanted to fix an insult on
a free-born citizen. He offered
?:th and Tom a glass apiece, say-

g
“What's up, mate? Bwore off,
eh?”

“For this evening,” replied SBeth;
¢but as I’d rather drink than fight
I’ll take your treat.”” Bo

the men each took the proffered

glass, but scarcely tasted it; and
soon afterwards, '

Seth, fearing that
some inkling of his intended mis-
sion might leak out, beckoned to

to follow @8 soon as
ﬁoaaibla, and then left the saloon.

e lit acigar, climbed up into the
“cab’ of his engine
locomotives are protected and
closed in), and began to smoke.

He smoked in comfort for about a
c&uartar of an hour, then he -felt
“queer.” ** hese are stronger cigars
than wusual,” he muttered as he
threw it from him. Bat the op-
pression en his tbrain became
heavier: he felt very sleepy now.

‘I thiok I’11 have & nap; it's only
about 9 o’clock. I must; there’s an
hour yef. I wonder where Tom ia
I[t's my opinfon Tom will drink too
much or —’

His train of thought was sudden-
ly interrupted. All at once it
flashed upon him that he himself
had been ‘‘dragged” in the saloon!)

“That's it; what a thuadering
idiot I am!” - He essayed to rise,but
felt quite bewildered. He made
hopeless attempts Lo stand upright,
but could de nothing. He wasas
useless as a child; but, worse than
all, he was consclous of his inabil-
do his duty. Ten o’clock
rang out. Hestruggled to his feet.
His head was spinning round, his
leaden weights.
He opened the sliding-door, but
ere he could descend, a blow sent
him flying into space—a splash,and
down he sank into a large quantity
of surplus water for the locomotive
tanks. |

At the eame moment three men
climbed up on the engine, and,
with a low but hearty chuckle,
started it out from the siding.

“T think we did that neat,” said
ihe shoatest of the party. *I didn’t
liaten ,mithu bosa. for nothin’ this
time. The specie train will ran
after all, you see, O, they eouldo’s
catch me tripping. _hu, gir)?? -

" «“The Savage will do the bridge,

(all American

I suppose,” said anothber. ¢‘He's o
work on the up line, isn’t he?”

"Age only on that side. Ye did
that Britisher pretty, I must say.
He :?nd Seth was kinder cautions,
“[ mixed it
other, with a savage laugh. ¢«“Did
you settle the siguals, Abe?” |
“Aye; telegraphed ourselves on
gpecial, and t cat the wires and
smashed the instruments, We’re
clear now to Dartford City. What's
that?”” he added, hastily, as the en-
gine lurched for & second and lifted.
“QOnly the points. We're out
now. YWe can run easy, In‘gw;
Sphe won’t burst, I bope. ere
goes.” .
The 8

“gtrong,” said the

peaker, who knew little
about engine-driving, turned on
the steam, and away
He turned hig head for a moment.
«There’s something moving yon-
der; they’ve found Seth, likely.”
But this portion of the gang of
desperadoes

the drugged whiskey, but a
mple and very effective remedy
him atthe costof a mo-
Creeping along

‘described. In ten minutes the en-

they went. |

open and sent the ““bravoes’” away
into the night on the up line. He
proposed to give the alarm and fol-
jow on (on the down metals) with
a superior force. But fate was
drawing the fagitives t0 destrue-
tion. The up line was cut at the
obridge.

“Lend me a hand, mate, I'm
drowndin’!”? This is what Tom
heard as he crawled rather than
walked .across the metals to seek
assistance.

‘‘deth—Seth
pened to you?” |

¢Them varmint tossed me in here
when I was half stupid, but the
water has dons me good. Help me
out, Tom, and we’ll fix ’em yer,”’

Tom,who was rapidly recovering
lent all the assistance he could and
then the dripping driver, quickly
wringing the water from his
clothes, said, when his mate had
told hima what had been done:

¢Don’t breathe a syllable to mor-
tal man., L know Bob Frankly n’s
engine is in sterm by now for the
cross traffic. We’ll fire her up and
run them down. We may save the
specie yet, Hurry down to the gig-
nal-box while 1 geteut the en-
gine,"”

Tom hastened away 8as desired,
but soon came back with the intel-
ligence that the box was empty and
the wire oul.

¢¢We daresn’t say a word now,”
gaid Seth. ‘*What fools we were
to take them drinke! Now, Tom,
shove in rome wood while L oil the
cranks. I°l1 leave word for the
foreman; we must trust him.”

All the preparations were made
almost a8 quickly as they are here

Martin; what’s hap-

gine was ready, and as noiseless a8

ible the great locomotive was

Err:ught out of the shed, but tender
2

“wNever mind,” said Seth, when
Tom objected.” *'*We can run about
as quick. Now, are you ready?”’

The foreman came up Aatb that
moment. *‘If ye do succeed,” he
said, ‘‘your fortunes are made. If
you fall, [ weuldn’canswer for your
lives. 'Take my revolver,” he
added, **and be off.”

Seth thanked him, adding gloom-
ily, “If we fall, we’ll never come
back alive, For us to be uocussed
with ‘Bourbon’ is disgrace enough. o

A whistle! The foreman opened
the points and the engine sped
away on the down line iu full pur-
suit of the desperadoes, to save the
specie train if gmalbla.

¢ We’'ve no head-light!’” exclaim-
ed Tom, suddenly.

8o much the better. We don’t
want to advertise ourselves L0
night. There’s a flash of some-
thing) guess we'll have a storm.”

The rematk was not uncalled for.
The gleam of lightning every ' now
and then appeared to resi upon the
steel handles and glint slong the
rails. There was & moaning souund
in the air, & feeling of oppression,
while occasionally a heavy plash ol
rain would diop upon the roof of
¢eab’ in which the men journeyed.

They absolutely flew along the
track. Over the appaiently bound-
less prairie the line was laid, Nota
station for miles. A few watering-
places at intervals alone broks Lhe
level character of the prospect when
the fitful lightning lit up the sur-
roundings. Piteh-dark over-hrad
except when the flashes came, and
the only light below, the rapidly-
moving flashes of the fire furnace
on the road,

“[v’s past 11,” eaid the driver.
(“WWe ought to have pulled them
up. We've run this 30 miles in
half an hour. There’s Buffalo
Creek,” he added as they skKimmed

ast,
K “Well, then, Dartford is only
another 30, and the Trestle Biding
.n the top of the cutting is only
25..‘"

«We must pass them at the curve
below. Hallo! look out; mind that
hand-<lemp."’

Tom turned the slide and looked
ahead: Seth shut off steam.

“There they are! Lucky we are
running tender foremost, or they
would have seen our fire, We'll
wait on them gently till they get
on- to the Trestle curve, then we’ll
swire in’ and drop them. Bteady,

_ ad met their mateh iu | standstill.
English Tom Atkins. For a mo-|steam,
beed overcome | valves,

mate!”

The engine came silently to a
The gentle hiss of the
which was just raising the
was the only audible sound,
8road flashes of sheet lightning §17
up the heavy masses of cloud, but
no thunder followed. Seth looked
to his reyolver; Tom fed the fire,
and they waited; it was their only
chance—a surprise.

=
.

waited; the engine in front lzusmzlI
long ago disappeared. At last Seth

said, “Now, Tom, is our time! [’

run them a race down to Dartford

City, and if I get there firsy,there’ll

be scalps to sell to-morrows We'll

round thateurve before they seefus,

and comein all flying. Are you

ready?’’

Tom signified his consent, and
away darted the ponderous engine
across the boundless priarie at tnpr
speed. On, on! never mind the
rough track; it’s death if you leave
it, it’s death most lizely if you re-
main. There is one chance—if you
reach Dartford City and ‘give the
alarm!

«Press on, Seth; it’s near mid-
night.” So whispered Tom as the
engine swung round the sharp
curve. There,seemingly motionlees
was the other engine. Faster an
faster rattled the pursuer. They
were seen at last, The men were
visible through the glass for an in-
stant.

¢],ije down!” roared Seth.

Only just in time; two bullets
came crashing overhead; another
hit the handle of the steam whistle
and sent out a scream of defiance
into the night. Seth rose slowly,
?nd, pistol in hand, watched the
oe.

«He’s goin’ to race us, but he
don’t know the trick of firin’> ‘No. |
200, Tom! We’ll pass him, and
then—!”

Seth’s face, as he spoke and
clatched his revolver, was suf-
flcient to explain his meaning with-
out words.

On, on, speeding &Cross the prai-
riel Now Seth was gaining, now
the others shot ahead. ¢'More
wood into the furnace; pile it in,
Tom,” cried Seth; “that’s it—
now—""

A bullet from Seth’s steady hand
passed through the glass of the|
other engine, and shattered the
driving-arm of the man Wwho held
the regulator.

s Bully!"’ exclaimed the delighted
Seth. “Now for anether log.” The
fire was blown up, and like an ar-
row the engine flew along; but no |
shots were exchanged; for, as they
were running neck and peck for
one instani, Sseth perceived a light
on the line ahead, and before his
companion was aware of his inten-
tion, shut off the steam. The other
engine flew away into the darkness,
leaving ~eth and Tom far behind.

«What d d you shut off for?”’
cried Tom in amszement.

“Look ahead and you’il know,”
was the grim reply.

Tom looked ahead. A 'weird
light was playiog on the track, a
hale of unearthly appearance. It
shimmered and moved aboat like a
will-o’-the-wisp. It was a ghastly
white mist—a ghostly warning.

‘W hat can it be?”? said Tom, his
superstitious terrors belng now ex-
cited. “*W hat is it2”

“[t’s a light, that’s all,” said
Seth with a fiendish grin. “I know
it though; I’ve seen 1t Dbefore,
There's somebody underneath the
rails in the bridge, and, you bet
they are cutting the track for the
specie train!”

“(3racious heavens, and that en-

ine!”

“Will be im the riverin two min-
utes,’’ said Beth,

«O! hurry up and save them,
if we ean,’” said Tom. *Go ahead!”

¢‘Gently, mate, gently, let them

o

Live hair,

get on a bit.”’ He taurned on steam,
but ere they had passed half the
distapce in the direction of
light a loud crash was heard, aud
+mid screams of human agony the
Trestle Bridge sank down—gently,
slowly, but surely, to the stream
below. The ponderous engine dip- ‘
ped forward, gave one heavy rolil,
righted again, and then turning
completely over, fell with a thun-
dering noise into the cafion below.

The lights were suddenly extin-
guished, and the piercing screams
of the wourded anpd
arose, mingled with the hissing
steam and the dull roar of thunder,
Ihe storm had burst

¢“Caught in their own trap,” ex-
claimeu Seth.

«‘3erves ’em right! Peor critters,
I'm kinder sorry, too.”

[ et us help them,” eried Tom,

¢t Help! yes; let us run on to Dart-
ford, and stop the traflic; the specie
is due in ten minutes.”

¢Cross that bridge!” exclaimed
the fireman.

¢iYes, sir,y” across that bridge.
[’m a-goin’ to try it,” replied Seth.
«Will you chance it?”

«“Yes,” was the brave answer,
«*jt’s kill or cure!”’

“Here goes then; shake hands.

God bless ye mate; if we don’t meet

| Eifted,

gcalded men|P

N

The driver and fireman elasped
hands in silenee, and Beth turniog
on the full pressure of steam, the
engine gathered itself up for its
final race.

Not a sound escaped either of
them. Side by side they stood. As
they approached they could see &
red glare. The bridge had caught
fire. As they shot past a form or
two hurried quickly out of sigbt—
gome of the desperate band,
noew eowed and crushed. In a
moment more the bridge was in
full view, The crackling timbers of
the up line were all burning around
tﬁa mighty monster engine, which
still emitted smoke and flame. AS
a flash of lightning will in one
brief second reveal all surrounding
objecta distinetly,so the glare of the
engine furnace liy up the scene be—
low. The engine dashed along—a
roar, & creaking noise, the flame
Jeaped up beneath—and the danger
was over. The down line had not
been undermined.

As they slackened speed, a long
deep whistle was heard, and a dim
speck was seen like a pin’s head en
the line in front,

¢“There’s the specie, Tom. We've
done our daty. Run down easy,
and then see if we can’t help the
anfortunate loafers under the
bridge., It was & DAITOw squeak!”

It was indeed, The specie train
was saved though, and the filibus-
ters taken in the act. Three were
drowned, and two more s0 terribly
injured that they died soon after
from the effects. Seth and Tom
were rewarded, and the former was
subseguently made inspector; but
he and Tom often talk of that
summer night when they were g0
nearly killed while ranning pilot.
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The Back Halr.

THE GRAVE, THE GUTTER AND THE
KITCHEN FURNISHES THE
" SUPPLY.

False hair having conae to be re-
gognized 88 @ necessity of the
modern female existence, it may be
of interest to know how this con-
stantly increasing wan t:is supplied.
bought **on foot,” to use
the technical term of the trade,
constitutes,but a verysmall percent-
age of the stock in the market, as
there are few who wish to part with
their locks for money, and those
who have superflucus locks to spare
grow fewer and fewer year afler
year. When second-hand tresses
were needed merely to furnish
wigs for a few eiderly ladies,
agents found no difficulty in se-
curing & sufficiency amoog the
peasant maids of Auvergune and
Brittany. The present demand,
however, greatly exceeds the sup-
ply, and it 1s asserted that Paris

| alone uses more Lthan all the avail-

able crop in France, and that Mar-
seilles (the greal centre of traflic in
hait) deals with Spsaip, the Orient,
aud the two micilies, for 40 tous a
year of dark halr, of which she
mskes upwards of 65,000 chignous
annually. Under the Dname of
sdead hair” are classed the *'com b-
ings" which thrifty servant girls
suve up and sell, the clippings of
barber shops, faded curls, worn out
switches, ete. The scayengers of
every c¢ity, both. at home and
abrosd, valae nothing short of a
pilver spoon amoDg the refuse 80
much as & snarl of combings,howev=

the | er dirty, as it will find a ready sale.

Such findings are afterwards wash-
ed with bran and potash, cardel,
classed and sorted, and then
into the cheap front curis,
chignons that abound in
warknt. Much of this enters into
the cheaper grade of the 350,000
¢ipieces’” annnally made in France,
of which enormous trade England
ia sald to be the best customer, and
America almost as good. Late re-
orts on the commerce of Bwatow ,
China, show that & large export
trade in *“dead” hair, gathered in the
atalls of barbers, eprang up in 1873,
during which year 18,800 pounds
were exported to Kuarope. In 1875
the exports of the refuse arose to
134,000 pounds, with a commercial
value of over $25,000, It isan un-
doubted fact, too, that pauper
corpees are often despoiled of their
hair to meet this same demand of
an increasing comuaerce. Thoee,
then, who sport other than their
own natural locks, can never be
sure whether these are redolent of
the sepulchre, the gutter,
servant girl’s comb, —
American ;
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The Prince of Orange is danger-

again, tell them that I died af my |
For quite (20 minutes the men | post 1ike & man.”

| ously ill at Paris of pleurisy.

or the °



