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RETURNED ELDERS.

wlliam Balter of Bouth Bqu ne
t.lff:ill(::ll.urned from a mission to ling-
1anu, on Octeber 30th. Ho left for hia
Beld’ of labor on August 29, 1881, and
was on hia arrival in l.;lvarpo‘ol ap-
ointed to travel the in London Confer-
pnce He was released on account of
:11 health, but otherwise he snjoyed
his mission very muchb.

George Langlolis of Hunts-
vlllﬂde\l:Veber county, .called at the
NEws office thia morning, having re-
turned from # misston to Great Brituin.
He loft on the 5th of Beptember, 1588,
wWas appolm.ed to the Nottingham con-
ference, where he labored till March
4th thi's youry he then spent a couple
of months in Guernsey. On the Ilih
of August be went to Londen where
he labored until relessed. Elder Lang-
1ols saya he had enjoyed his misasion
wvery much, although he found people
as & general rule very much prejudiosd
aguinst the Gospel #p laught by the
SBainie. He arrived in Ogden on the
30th of Qotober. .

Albert F. Haycock, of Pan.
gu];:i::dhirnrrived in this oity yesterday,
having coneluded 2 misaion to Enpuz-
land. He lett home for the mission
field exactly two Yyears from the date
of his returo to Utab. He tabored for
the Hret eighileen montha in the Leeds
conference, au i the Iatter part of the
time was spent in the Birmloghs=m
conference, Hlder Haycook met with
some little oppositlon, but this in no
way, he uays, discou rages the mission-
aries, who Iy in every way to bring
the Gospel before the people Rwong
whom they eeek to labor.

Brother -Hayoock started for Pao-
guitch this mornlog. He Is In the
enjoy ment of good health, and has ha
a plessant wnd profitable 1miseioo

abroad.
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CROOKED * JOE.

| S¢. Louis Republic.]

A great railroad depot may not be the
best school for a boy, yet poor little Joe
Bryan had scarcely known any other.
He could not remember when the long
waiting room, with their tiled floors and
dreary rows of stationary settees, and
crowds of burrying people, were not

uite as familiar to him and more home-
like than his mother's small, bare house,
wiiich he knew as little more than a
place for eating and sleeping.

At an age when an ordinary babe
might have been frightened into con-
vulsions by the shriek of a locomotive,
Joe, securely fastened in his cab, would
Stare for hours through the great win-
dow, undisturbed by the incessant rush
and roar of arriving and departing
trains. .

He had only been six months old
when the dreadful

THE DESERET WEEKLY.

which, at one fell stroke, made him
fatherless and transformed him from a
strong, well-developed infant to a piti-
ful creature, which even death refused
to take.

The old yardmen tell the story even
yet—how Xoung Michael Bryan, as
straight and manly a fellow as ever left
his green, old, native island for the
better chances of the new world this
side of the sea, came whistling out of the
roundhouse that morning and stepped
hastily from an incoming locomotive,
neither seeing nor hearing another rush-
ing up the parallel track. His mates
cried out to him—too late!l Nobody
who saw it would ever forget the look
of agony which distorted his handsonie
face in that horrible instant when he
recognized his doom, or the perpen-
dicular leap into the air, from which he
fell back beneath the crunching wiieels.

Inthe excitement and consternation
of the time no messenger had been sent
in advance to prepare the poor young
wife for ber trouble, and she stood in
the doorway with her baby crowing in
her arms, when the stout bearers paused
at her gate with their mangled burden.
She uttered a terrible cry and fell faint-
ing—the child's tender back striking the
sharp edge of the door stone.

“What a pity that it was not Kkilled
outright!”” said everybody but the
mother, She herself alway$ insisted
that only her constant watching over
the little flickering life kept her from
going mad in the first dreadful months
of her bereavement.

The officers of thé railway company
were kind to poor Mary Bryan. They
paid the expenses of the burial, and
after little Joe had slowly mended, em-
ployed her about the depot to scrub the
floors and keep the glass and wood-
work bright and neat.

When Joe was seven years old his
mother sent him to school. He went
patiently, day after day, making no com-
plaint, but she awoke suddeniy one
pight to find him sobbing on the pillow
beside her. Only by the dint of long
coaxing was she able to find out the
cause of his grief. Some of the rougher
boys—more thoughtless than cruel, let
us hope—had calied him Humpy, and
asked il he carried a bag of meal on his
back.

Mary flamed with the fierce anger of
motnerhood.

‘“You shan’t go another day!"’ she de-
clared, “The ruffians! ! won't have my
darlin’ put upon by, the likes of them!”

So Joe's scliooling had come to an un-
timely end. Yet, meager as was his
stock of book learning, the development
of his mind f{ar outstripped the
growth of his stunted and deformed
fiody. Everybody liked the patient little
feltow, tugging manfully at his mother’s
heavy water buckets, and running will-
ingly at every call of the station men.
At twelve years old he had picked up no
small amount of information, especially
on railroad topics, He knew every
locomotive on the road, understood the
intricacies of side tracks and switches,
and could tell the precise moment when
any particular train_might be expected
with the accuracy of a time table.

Yet the very quickness and ardor of
his nature deepened the sense of his
infirmity, The glances cast upon him
by siranger eyes, some pitiful, some
curious, others, alas! expressive only of
annoyance of disgust, rankled like so

accident bappened imany arrows in his heart; not one

missed its mark. How wistfully his eyes:
followed boys of his own age—straight,
handsome, any—\\'ho s?rang lightly
up and down the steps of the coaches, or
threaded their way along the crowded
platforms. For one day of such perfect,
untramelled life he would have barter-
ed all the possible years beforé him. Yet
he never put his yearning into words,
even to his mother.

“Crooked Joe’s a rum 'un,' said one
of his rough acquaintances. ‘‘He senses.
his trouble well enough, but he don’t let
on to nobody.” '

Mr. Crump, the telegraph operator,
was Joe's constant friencf. It was he
who, at odd moments, had taught the
boy to read, and had initiated bim into
some of the mysteries of the ticking
instrument, which to Joe's imaginative
mind seemed some strange creature
with a hidden life of its own.

It was gruwing dark one November
afterncon. Joe—never an unwelicome
visitor—sat curled in a corner of Mr.
Crump's office, waiting for his mother
to finish her work. e was laboriously
spelling out, by the fading light, the
words upon a page of an illustrated
newspaper, guite oblivious of the tick-
ing, hke that of a jerky and rheumatic
clock, which sounded in the room,

Mr. Crump, too, had a paper before
him, but his ears were alive. Suddenly
he spratig to his feet, repeating aloud
the message which that moment flashed
along the wire.

““‘Engine No. 110 running wild. Clear
track.’ *’

- He rushed to the door shouting the
news.

“Not a second to sparel She'll be
down in seven minutes.’

The words passed like lightning. In
a moment the yard was in a wild com-
motion. Men flew hither and thither,
yard engines steamed wildly away, the
switches closing behind them.

The main track was barely clear when
I10 came in sight, swaying from side to
side, her wheels threatening to leave the
track at each revolution. She passed
the depot like a meteor, her bell clang-
ing with every leap of her piston, the
steam escaping (rom her whistle with the
continuous shriek of a demon, and the
occupants of the cab wrapped from
view in a cloud of smoke.

Some hundred rods beyond the depot
the track took a sharp, upward grade,
from which it descended again to strike
the bridge across a narrow but deep and
rocky gorge. . .

Men looked after the flying locomotive
and then at each with blanclied faces.

“They're gone! A miracle can’t save
‘em,” said one, voicing the wordless ter-
ror of the rest. “If tﬁey don‘t fly the
track on the up-grade they’ll go down
as soon &s they strike the trestle.”

The crowd began to run along the-
track, some with a vgin instinct of belp-
fulness, scme moved by that morbid
curiosity which seeks to be “in jat the
death.” .

But look! Midway the long cise inthe
speed of the runaway engine suddenly
slackens.

«\What does it mean? She never
could *a’ died out in that time!"’ shouted
an old yardman.

Excitement winged their feet. When
the foremost runner reached the place
the smoking engine stood still on her
track, quivering in every steel-clag
nerve, her great wheels still whizzind
round and round amid a flight of red
sparks from beneath.



