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W A N D E R E R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
]Jt  a . a . JÍKTlir.EY.

(Contiuaed üom pags SOS.)ROGEB «une back to hia sister, after a short explor* 
ing ex ^ icion , wtth a very anxious face ; biit íhe 

lictle giri only lauglied aC his fears.
‘ Loit, are we ? üh, dear, how frightfully exciting [ 

But it’smuch better to be loit inanice olean wood than 
í d  that Bwful dusty crowd tbat we're had all dav. 
Oome on, Roger, 1 can walk ever so mucb further, aiid 
it  won't be dark for ages yet. I t  we keep to thisjpatb 
we’re certain to comeout somewbere bcfore long. Very 
likelv it's only a short cut, and we shall get to a v ills^  
and iind tbe Beniards waicingfor us. Poor thiiigs, how 
worried tbey wU! be. üld Geoige will be grumpier 
than ever.

Certainly Val was a cheerful travelling companion, 
and her bigh spirits were intectious. K<»er laugbed 
too, and then tliey piodded on again, and oefore verv 
long tbe patb leá them to t!ie outskirts of the wooJ, 
a n í  into open country, There was no sign of a 
bigh road, nowever, and no viilage; bat the narrow 
track gradually widened loto a lañe, and just as dusk 
was íaTling they carne to a lonely cottage standing in 
a  little garden that was planted witb vegetables and 
fruit-trees.

‘ Hullo, this is a bit o f luck!’ Koger cried. ‘ The 
people are sure to give us eomething to eat, and thev 
can tell us tbe way to go. Come on. V'al, vou will havé 
to do the talking,’ and then he pushed open the little 
wooden gate and, going up to the door, knocked again 
and again.

There was no answer. The whole place seemed 
stran^lv silent, and the Windows were darkened. The 
boy tried the door, expeeting to flnd it fastened, but 
instead it opened easily, and, followed by Val, he 
stepped across the threshold of the empty bouse.

It  was quite clesr then what bad bappened, for all 
around were the signs ot a sudden alarm and a hasty 
tligbt, The table was laid for a raeal; there was un- 
finisbed food on tbe platee, and coífee in the thick china 
cupe. The chairs had beeu pushed back— one lay over- 
tumed on the floor— and there was a bundle of clotbes 
tied together in a red and bluecheoked shawl. Near 
the hearth was a baby’s eradle, and in it a eheap, 
broken toy.

•They must have gone S'way at dinner-time.' Val 
apoke in a low, awestruck whisper. ‘ Something must 
have friglitened thetn; and there were children—do vou 
see the little p'ates, Roger, with “ Annette”  on one, and 
'•Pierre" on iheotber-' I  wonder whether they were 
with those people we passed on tlie road ? '

Roger shivered. There was something uncannv about 
this silent, empty house, and the danget which had 
driven its inhemitants away seemed very near at hand. 
But it would not do to be nervous, so he took the 
electric torch from his pocket and tumed it this way 
and that, makinp; the dim interior of the room flash 
<nto siidden hrigntness.

‘  See if yon can 6nd any matches. Val,' he said, ‘  and 
then we'll light a fire and get some supper. It will be 
pitch dark directly, and we certainly can’t go any 
further to-night.’

Val eyed the bread and butter and cheese on the

table hungrily, ‘ W ill it he stealing if we eat these 
tilinga? Pm simply starving,' she said. ‘ And they 
won't keep, at ieast the milk won't, and tbe bread will 
be pretty stale by the time the poor people come 
home.’

‘ Of couTse we can take whatever we want,' Roger 
answered, ‘ and weTl leave money to pay. llere’s a box 
of matches, so that’s ah right, and a caudle. I  wonder 
where they kept the tirewood ?'

The cottage was a tiuy place, just two rooms, a hed- 
room and the kitchen, and a dark garret overbead; but 
everything seemed to be ecrupulously olean, and there 
was more bread, eggs, and a piece of coid bacOn in a cup- 
bourd. Roger and Val had a splendid supper, and then 
they heatena great pan uf water over the tire, so as to 
be able to wash away the dust and grime of their long 
day’s joumey. hlnally, Roger made Val lie down on 
the in the íimer room. and he settied himself by the 
tire, determined that he would keep watch in case any 
dauger should ihreaten duriug the night.

‘  f ’m not in the ieast sleepy,’ lie said to himself, when 
be had piled fresh logs on the hearth and arranged a 
pillow hvhind his head, and then he closed bis eyes 
and knew nothing more until he felt VaTs hand on his 
arm, and heard Eer voice catiing bim again and again. 
‘ Roger! Roger! W akeup! There's something out* 
side the door, and it’s trving to get in ! ’

The boy started to h'is íeet. It was nearly dark in 
the room, for tbe fire had died down to a few  dim 
embers. He could just see Val's white face looking up 
at him from between tbe thick folds of a blanket wnicn 
she had wrapped round her shoulders.

‘ Listen! ' she said, and then he held his breatb, and 
in the silence the sound of paws scratchiiig at the door 
and a low wbine could be heard dístinctly.

‘ I  believe it’s wolves.’ Val’s volee quivered, and in 
gpite ot his flfteen years, R < ^ r  felt a shudder ruu 
through him from head to foot. ‘ There are wolves 
here, in the forest: Suzanne often toid us ahoufr them. 
üh, Roger, what shall we do ? ’

‘ It can't get in, the door’s fastened.’  Roger tried to 
speak brarely, althougb a long-drawn howl and re- 
newed scratching seemed to bebe his words; and then 
the sounds ceaswl suddenly,and they heard the pattering 
of some animal’s íeet going round the house,

The next moment a door at the back of the kitchen, 
which they had hardly notieed, was pushed open, and a 
great beast, grey and shadowy in the dim light, sprang 
forward into the room.

A  scream of terror broke from Val’s lips, and she 
clung to Roger’s arm with both hands. They could 
hear tbe panting breath of tbe animal, and see the 
gteara of its teeth and eyes. And then, suddenly, ihe 
half-burnt log on the fire fell to pieces and a hright 
tongue of flame leaped up, Everything could be seer 
clearly for a moment, and there in front of them was. 
not a wolf, but a large shaggy dog, with a short taií 
and a round, hairy head. He stared at the hoy and girl 
as if bcwilderei, and showed his white teeth in an 
angry snarl.

A  dog, only a dflg, after a ll! Roger laughed as he 
fumbled on the table for matclies and candle, and Val 
snatched up a piece of bread and held it out invitingly. 
She loved doM, and was not in the Ieast afraid of this 
one, althougb he looked a formidable animal enough, as 
be Btood there in bis oíd-borne, hristling and glaring at 
the intruders.
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‘  Poor fellow ¡ desr oíd boy,’  the little giri went on, 
«tretcliing out bar haad and gently strokiiig the mattcd 
forehead. ‘  Roger, be must Lave belonged to tbe people 
wbo lived here, and now be’s found bis way borne. 
Yes, look, now be’a found bis own dinner uiider tbe 
table.’

Rogar bad lit tbe eandle by this time, and togetber 
he and Val watched the new-comer aa he first sniffed 
suspicLously round the room, and tben, as if  reassured, 
w uged  bis stumpy tail and began to eat some seraps 
and bones whicb were set ready on a tin píate. Wben 
bis meal was íinisbed and V'al went back to bed, he fol- 

’ lowed bar and stietcbed himself out on arsi^ ed  mat 
iu a comer, wbere, erideutly, he wa« accus'tomed to 
sieep.

iioger, fnr bis part, was quíte wide awake now, and 
baving piled some more wood on the fire, he sat for a 
long time staríng into the dancing ñames, for.somehow, 
sltuougb the wolf adveuture bad come to nothing, be 
feit restless and troubled, as if  some unknown danger 
•were Tery near at band.

CQAPTKn xm .
‘ I  WONPEB whicb is tbe north.’
It was tbe middle ot the next day, and Roger and Val 

bad come to a place wbere four paths met. They bad 
been walking since early morning, slowly, and with many 
rests, for Val’s foot was awollen.and more painful tban 
eter.

Roger bad made up bis mind before they set out, tbat 
when they met more refugees with carta or waggons, he 
•would do bis best to get some one to gire tbe little girl 
a  lift, but 80 far no refugees bad been encountered. A ll 
the roads seemed to be strangely empty and deserted.

Tbere were, bowerer, tbree travellers now in tbeir 
■own little party instead of two, for the big rougb- 
baired dog was following closely at tbeir heels.

At first, when they leít the cottage, he bad resolutely 
refused to accompany them, and bad stretched himself 
on tbe wom fiag-stone outside tbe closed door as if 
determined to stay tbere and starve, if  need be, until 
bis rightful owner»retumed.

Val bad done her best to entice bim away with 
blandishments and offers of fo o d ; but nothing bad 
been of any avail, and flnally she bad giren up ber 
efforts in despair, and bad lefc bim looking rery sulky 
and forlora, with a píate of bread at bis side, and bis 
bright fieroe eyes peering througb tbe mat of shaggy 
hair tlmt fell over bis forehead.

‘ Yon'd better leare bim alone. l ie  won’t come, it’s 
rot a bit ot good,’  Roger bad sald at last, sbouldering bis 
knapsatk, and Val, after a last pat and whispered good- 
bye, bad followed her -brother regretfully out of the 
little gardeu and down the lañe. The surprise of the 
boy and girl may be imaginedtherefore wben, about ten 
irimites later, t&ey beaid pattering steps, and looking 
back caoght sight of a sbambling figure lumbering alnng 
in tbeir rear. Since tben tbe dog bad nerer left them 
for a moment, and Val bad christeiud bim Bob, becausu, 
as abe said, he didn't look as if be could bave any 
otlier ñame.

Bob bad proved very usetnl diiring the day, for be 
was big and strong, and made no objection wben Roger 
fastened the knapsack, wbieh contained a good supply 

.« f  food brougbt irom the cottage, round bis neck.

(CotUimted on pagt <318.)

W H A T  H E  C a U IiD N ’ T  IiE A K N .

HA V E  yon beard how Teddy Wing,
Whllst perch’d upon Lis garden swing, 

Spent all tbe summer studyiiig f

Eren astride bis rocking-liorse,
Yoiing Teddy rocked througli a wboie course 
Of ‘ Lessons on Electric Forcé,’
Astronomy was Ted’s deligbt,
And ancbored to bis home-made kite 
Ile'd pbotograph the planeta bright.

Resides all this, tbe little fellow
Would black bis face, and stamp and bellow
Quite througb the long part of ‘ Ütbello.’

Yet one thing grievtd bis parents sore,
Tbat, tliougb 80 full of bookisb lore,
Ted could nof leam to sbut a door.

G . B a i b » ,

M E H D U M - K U I jY.
(Concluded fram  pagt 302.)

O L O W L Y  and sadly Mehdum-Kuly retumed on foot 
O  to tbe Tuka camp. Ho bad vowed eíther to prore 
bis valour or to surrender himself to the stroke ot the 
sbarp sword. He bad no proof of bis bravery, 
notbing wbatever to show, and be felt sure tbat bis 
people would not believe bis story.

He reacbed tbe camp at sunset. All fell out as he 
bad anticipated. Ilis friends, tbe minstrels, tbe tender* 
bearted maidens of bis tribe, and eren some of tbe 
rude warriors, wept much. They could not belp 
admiring one wbo so nobly kept bis word at the cost 
of bis life. But a vow was a vow, and they dared not 
plead for bim. He must die on tbe morrow.

The atiarp sword gleamed in the sunshine. Tbe Tuka 
Cbief lay botind in tbe midst of bis people. The man 
wbo was to deal the stroke carne forward.

‘ Stay I ' cried a Toiee in the distance. A ll eyes, 
hitberto fised on the rictim, tumed now in the direction 
of the sound. A  horseman was galloping towards tbe 
camp.

Ttiis was Adyn, wbo, as in lionourbound, bad brougbt 
tbe ransoin whicb iiis captor bad not demanded.

Arrived at the Tuka camp, Adyn leapt from theborse 
be was riding (no other tban .\rgamack), and ran 
quickly to Mehdum-Kuly, cut bis bouds, and -«ept orer 
bim,

Tben Adyn explained matters. He told bow the 
youiig Cbief bad vanquished bim in fair figlit; how 
te, .\dyu, tbe bound captire, bad rescued tbe other 
from the flood, and bow tlius tbe former foes became 
friends.

'A n d  did I,’ continued Adyn, ‘ snateb Mehdum- 
Kuly from one deatb only tbat be migbt suffer a more 
shamefiil one ? 1 am bis brother and bis slave. And 
see! I  bring him a large ransom.’

Tbe sight of tbe gold convinced tbnse roiigh warriors 
of tbe truth of A djn ’s story as peihaps nothing else 
could bave convinced them, and they gare vent to tbeir 
feelings in a great sbout of joy. They knew now tbut
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' Dobbin looked down into the pii.

O L D  D O B B IN .
A  T riie  Story.

YOÜ linow. Bobbiii,’ Biid tlie yoaog horse, ‘ you 
areii’t a bit ambitious.’

• \ o ; whyahould I  be ? ' a.ked Dobbin, contenledlr 
munehing bis breakfast.

‘ W ell,'the Toiing liorse tosseti bU head and beat a 
tattoo againat tbe sfable-door wlth his heeis, ‘ aiiy horse 
with any spirit would be. Look ar me ! ’

Dobbin obediently tumed his head and looked at 
hitn. And he waa was well wovth lookiiig at—a sleek- 
coated, long-roaned horse, with enou(j1i spirit, as his
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niaster eaid, to juuip over the moon. As DobLin 
watched liim mild-eyéd, the Joitiig horsB fairly pranced.

‘ Can’t I  eveii rouse yon to imítate me ? ’ criwl tbe 
young liorse,

‘ X ow  wLat would be the use,' argued Dobbin, Lis 
moiith full of hay, ‘ o f my pranoiiig about like a 
lunatic wheQ I.'m in a plough or a horse-hoe? Don't be 
foolisL

‘ 'Well, I  thínli you ougbt to be siiperannuated,’ 
snorted the young liorse, and Dobbiu lodced witb tbe 
shock of the long word,

‘ hatever ------ ’ he began, wheD the atable door
opened and in carne tbe mitóter.

' That young horse had better go out to-day.’ he said.
' Better hamess him up witbold Dobbin lo steadv him a 
bit. Tbink yoH can manage tbe two. B en ? ’ he" added 
fo the boy, ‘  I  can’t apare a man tn-day.'

‘ O h! 1 11 manage if I have oíd Dobbin, sir,’ answered 
Ben. • He and I  geta on all right. Come up, tbenf 
W bo^*a! ’

So tbe two were hamessed up togetber. and off thev 
went to the fleld by the chalk-pit, where thev vrent up 
nnd down the long furrowa ¡ the young bótse restire 
and fretful, Dobbin plodding on placidlr.

‘ WLat Í8 the good of w orrying?’ urged Dobbin.
‘  You've got to do it, you know.’

‘ I  don’t want t o ' I don't want to I ’ snorted the 
Toung horse ; but. as Dobbin ssid, ¡t didn't make any 
difference—he had to.

l*resentlv up carne the mastcr. ‘ llave you seen mv 
Jittle glrl, Ben.“ ’ he called. ‘ She's been missiiig sincé 
the morning.'

‘ No, sir, I ain’t seen her.' lien paiised to scrstch bis 
head thDughtfullv, and the master went away again 
with a womedface. ‘ Getup, Dobbin— get up, young 
’ iiti! '  cried Ben, and up and down they went again 
iiearer and nearcr to the great chalk-pit, in the middie 
of the field. When they got near, Dobbin looked down 
iiito the p it; he tnew there were big blaekberries on 
tile bushes there. \̂’hat he saw made him stop sud- 
denly. with ears pricked forward,

‘  NV hat's the matter ? ’ said the young horse, crossly.
• W hy don’t you csome on and get done with this silíy 
jo b ? ’

‘ Be quiet,’  said Dobbin. ‘  What’s that in the pit P ’
‘ Oh! l ’m frightened!’ cried the young horse, and 

began to prance about, till Ben oame round with a 
' Shet up, ve foolish thing! AA’hat yer iooking at, 
Dobbin? Then he, too, loobed and went scratabling 
liown, for the raaster’s little girl lay on the grasa below, 
lier basket beside her and the blaekberries scattered 
about.

‘ l ’ve falled and Lurted myself, boy,’ she called, ‘ I 
want Mumtnie.'

‘ A ll right, little’  un, I ’ ll fetch her,’ said B en ; but 
wfien lie turned to Qo, ehe cried ou t,‘ Don’t go away/
so that Bim didn’t know what to do. He looked at 
her, then up to the pit-edge, where Dobbin looked down 
at him.

‘ I'Il fetch help,’ he eaid ; and Ben, who knew him 
well, understood.

‘ Get on with it then, oíd chap,’ be said, and un- 
fiistened the harness.

Away went Dobbin down the field, trotting qiiiie 
fiist for him, dowii the long road and into the farm- 
yiird. There was no one about. What should Le do ? 
l ie  went to bis stable door, that was shut; he looked

in the sheda— no one there. ‘ W ell,' thought Dobbin, 
‘ 1 miist tind soroe one.’ So he went up to the back door 
and whinnied as loud aa he could.

Uut carne the cook in a lluster. ‘  Why, whaiever are 
you liere for ? ’  she cried.

For answer, Dobbin poked his nose in at the door 
and whinnied again. That brought out the master. and 
Le at once saw that somethiiig was wrong. It did nnt 
take him long to mount bis own horse, and, witli 
Dobbin's halter in hi.« Land, off he went to the field.

Wasn’c he pleased to find his little daughter, and tO' 
discover too that she was hardly hurt at all. ‘ How did 
you flnd her ? ’ he asked Ben.

‘ Dobbin saw her,’  answered Ben, ‘  an’ wouldn’ t budge- 
till I  had a look.'

‘ Dobbin!' cried his master. 'G ood oíd fellow 1 
Quiet he may be, but be’s worth a dozen of those 
prancing, snorting youngsters ! '  Ma t  í Iewaud.

T H E  S C B A P  O P  P A P E R .

GE O R G E  H E R B E R T  says that ‘ A ll worldly 
]0j 8 go less to the one joy of doing kindnesses.’

It is tbe doing that is the joy. Trué kindness looks 
for no other reward. And otten, wlien we wouUl like 
to show our gratltude to one who has done us o kindness, 
it is not in out power to do so. But occasionallv wi» 
Lear or read of a tiny seed of kindness yieldiiig a'ricli 
harvest to the sower.

üne day, in the now distant times when people tra- 
velled by coach, a soldier called at tbe shop of a hair- 
dresser who was busy with his custoiners and asked for 
help. The man said that he had not the raoney wilU 
which to pay his coach-fare, and that unless he" could 
get it immediately, he should overstay Lis leave of 
abaence, and in consequenee be severely punished.

The hairdresser believed his story, was very sympa- 
thetic, and gave him a guinea.

‘ How can I ever repay you, sirP ’ exclaimed the- 
gratoful soldier. He took from his pocket a serap of 
dirty paper, on which was some wriling. ‘ I  Lave- 
nothing in the world but this,’ he said. • It is a recipe- 
for makiug blacking—ths best blacking that ever was- 
seen. I  Lave sold many bottles of it to the officers, and 
in retum for your great kinlness I eamestly Lope that- 
¡t may prove of some use to you,’

It ira» of some use! That grimy hit of paper brought 
half a miilion of money to the lucky hairdresser, and 
beoame the foundation of a verv famous business.

T H E  ST E E L  T R A C K .
B v H arold  B isllo ss .

{ConclaJed from  page 298.)

‘ "W TIIERE in thunder have you come from P’  the 
I I eiigineer asked.
‘ W e got 00 hoard as you crossed the switches,’ 

Jake aoswered hreathlessly.
' Then you'd get off right now if this was a coramoiv 

freight irain,’ said the engineer. ‘ But nothing stops 
the E.vpress while she has water in the tank. AS by did 
you want to get on board, anyway ? ’
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■\VIien Jake toid hiin, he knitted his brows. ‘ \Ve!l, 
as you're not railroaders, I  allow you llave Bome 9*nd-’  
Did’n't want the oíd folks to be anxioue? Tbat’s a 
pretty good reasoa. But how'd yuu know ths best 
place for you to get u p ? '

l ie  looked at the fireman, who began U} break some 
coal.

And Jake replied ; ‘  W e knew we liad to fiad a place 
where we wouldn’c be secn. It was plain ihat tou 
wouldn't let her go until you’d run over the switcíieB, 
and they’d given you dear traek,'

The engineer nodded, altbougli he did DOt loob quite 
Mtisfied. ‘  As I  aiu’c piit you off, you haré got lo  «lop ; 
but 1 Bee no reasun you shouldn't be usefuT. Suppose 
you lake the hainmer and smash tbose big 1ump5 of 
coal.'

They set to work, while the floor shook and heaved 
under their feet. I t  was nearly impoBsible to stand 
Btill, and both were glad when the coal was broken, and 
they could sit dowii out of the way and look about. 
Exceptfor the lamp beside the steam and water gauges, 
the cab was nearly dark, until the tireman pulled up 
the lever that opeu'ed the fumace door. Then tliere was 
8 roar, and the araught lieked up the dnst and smail bita 
of coa!. Ited ñame lieked about the hole. and Dawson 
blinked as he looked dowu into a dazziiiig sea of 
tire.

The door slammed back, and the engineer’g dark 
form was outlined against the taint reflectíon of the 
lamp. He had his hand on the tbrottle, and bis eyes 
were fixed on the rattUng glass in front. Dawson 
thougbt this was frota forcé of habit, because it seemed 
irapoasible to see anything but the misty beam of tbe 
head-light quivering in the ínow.

Then he noted a ehange in the ihythmic snorting and 
roll of wheels. The beats were quicker, and tliere were 
no more sepárate notes ; the throb and clang of the two

K t locomoMves had swelled intoadeep, pulsatiiig roar.
y had reached the summit of the short incline and 

were running furiously down*hill.
In a sense, ¡C did not matter much if the engineer 

could see or not. It was somebody else’a buainess to keep 
the line olear, and his to bring the cars to Vancoiirer 
•wharf on time. l ie  must take tbe risks this implied, 
and Dawson knew there were risks that ei^ineers iii 
England did not run. h'rost-split rocksrolled down tlie 
hillsides and amnslied tbe ralis; the angrv river tlie traek 
lollowed sometimes wasbed out lis bank, snow-shids 
caved in, and iiow and then anavnliiachesweptawHy ihe 
traek. The trsin-haiids faced these dnngers in blimling 
snow and driving rain, and Diwson felt a tlirill as 
he watehed the engineer who stood, iiiglily-stning but 
quietly vigilaiit, graaping tbe throttle. He was doing a 
man's work, and One felt proad tliat meu liad made the 
huge machine that hurled the bniiginr ears down ihe 
mmmtaiii-side through the snow-lndeii gale.

By-and-by the roar suddenly swelled into a Ueafening 
noise. Tbe cab was tilled with chokiiig fume», and tbe 
snow no longer beat iipon tlie gla.'s. There was an 
intense Tibratíoii, and Dawson could unt keepsiill: bis 
feet slipped and he shulfied about ttie flrop.

‘ Hbe’s running through the big snon-slied,' Tom, the 
íiremiin, remarked. ‘ Watch out while 1 feed her this 
lump of coal.’

The fumace door swungopeii. and a long yellow flarn-

• Crit, courage.

flickered across the cab as he flung in the heavy hlock. 
Then there was a clang, the cab got dark again, and tbe 
air was thick wltb snioke. The tnick was roofed over 
with niassive beams that followed the slant of the hill- 
side, so that the avalanches, which brought down roeks 
and broken trees, could roll across without rubbing out 
the line. The noise the train made in the wooden lunnel 
was tremendouSjbut it presently sank and tbeaircleared. 
They were in the open again, andgolng, Dawson thought, 
faster still.

After a few minutes, the engineer looked at his watcb 
and signed to the fireman. ‘ ^Ve’ ê near the loop ; hopo 
they’ve got the up freight side-tracked. Tell our partner 
to watch out.’

A  short blast of the whisile pierced the din, and when 
¡t was answered by the engine oehind, Dawson got on a 
locker with his face cióse to the glass. There waa a 
station not far ahead, where the other train ougbt to  
haré been run into a siding, ¡f  she had kept her time. 
A t first he could see nothing but whirling snow, but 
presentir a faint twinkle appeared down the line. Tlio 
two whistles shrieked and contiised echoes rolled amotig 
the rocks. Dawson knew the spot— the traek wounj 
steeply down tbe gntge, and he thought no breaka could 
pul! up the heavy train; besides, the orders were that 
nothing was to stop the Express freight,

The twinkle grew into a dataling blaze ; he saw a low  
bullding rrilh a tall tank behind it, and then men with 
lanterns in the snow. He could not see the other train 
because it was behind the light, but he felt a keen reliet 
when one of the lanterns moved up and down. Next 
moment, the man who held it vanished, ihe dazzling 
b“ ani went out, and with a deafening clamoiir they 
piunged into the dark. Dawson imngined the row <i£ 
cars a few rards away was tbrowiiig back the roll of 
wheeH because the noise broke off suddenly and thf» 
steady, pulsating throb began again, They bad passed 
the station and »  ere racing on down the gnrge.

.\fter this, nothing particular happened. and some 
time later the engineer looked at his watch and then 
tumed to the boya. ‘ W e shall puli up in about ten 
minutes, and you Imd better get down on the off side. 
and keep that side until you’re clear of tbe agent’» 
sliack. You dou’t want him to see you leave the 
train.'

' Certainly not,’ Jake agreed, ‘ W ell, we have got to 
thank you and Tom for bringing us down, and we have 
soma pretfy good winter apples at the ranch, besides 
some prunes that they cau’t beat in California. I f  you 
woulJ like a bsg------ ’

' Shucks! ’ said the engineer. ‘ T didn’t bring you down
__you want to remembei that you atole this ride. Toui
and I  don’ t take fruit for breakiug the Oompany’s rules.' 
Theu he smiled and added ; ‘  .\nvhow, if you do bring 
tliose prunes and apples, leave the bag with the tanh- 
man. not the station-agent.’

The whistles screamcd, the sjieed slacked, and two 
bells began to toll. Ligíits twinklud, a low building 
carne out of tho snow, and when ibe engines »topi«''l 
the bovs jumped down on the opposite side from tlie 
water-tiink. Nobody saw thein leave the traek at tbe 
other end of the long train, and a few minutes later they 
cante to a narrow ojiening in the forest.

‘ It’s snowiag pretty Aeree, but if we feel for the 
waggon-rut=i we caii’ t get off the road,' Jake remarked.
‘ .A.I'ter all, 1 reckon we Lave had a bully day up the- 
tnick.’
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