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CHAPTER V—C(Continued.

Hal Herrod bad stepped from the foot.
board to be greeted by President Welling-
ton, whose honest palm was extendeds
votwithstanding the oil and smut upon
the Boy Runner’s hands,

Accompanying the railroad magnate
were two of the most beautiful girls Hal
Harrod had ever seen.

As he doffed bis cap to President Wel.
lington, hs handsome face flushed with
embarassment at the unusual presence of
ladies at his engine,

“Good evening, President
“On time as usual,

Hal,”” said
Wellington, cordially.
Let me pre-ent my daughters,
Maud, this is Hal Harrod, our Boy Run-
ues.”’

Hal Harrod howed politely.

The girls both extended their pretty,
delicately-gloved hand to our hero:

He looked at them and at the oil and
dirt on his own palms,

*[—"" ke started to say, when President
Welliugton interrupted .

“Shake hands, my boy, never mind the
dirt, Spoil their gloves, but shake bands.
The girls have heard me speak of you.
They know you have saved the road from
ruin by bringing its stock up to standard
and want to get acquainted with you.”

“Yes, sir,”” said Maud in the sweetest
tones Hal had ever heard. *“I shall con.
sider it an hovor to take your hand, and
if you will please soil my glove, [ shall
keep it as a memento of the event.”

Hal blushed deeper than ever, but could
Dot resist sucn an appeal.

He took the dainty hand and pressed it
warmly,

Then the beautiful girl held her hand
up to her father’s gaze, crying :

“Oh, papa, look!”

There were the distinct marks of the
Boy Runuer’s fingers stamped as with in-
delible ink.

Maud Wellington burst into a peal of
laughter.

“Now mine!” cried Grace, and Hal
Harrod soiled another glove.

But notwithstanding the pleasure the
present meeting gave our young hero, his
thoughts were not with his visitors whollv,

His mind wandered back to Little River |

Bridge and to the poor fellow lying on the
blanket in the baggage car.
And now a crowd of excited passengers

thronged aboui him, eager and boisterous. |

President Wellington was amazed.
“What does this mean, my boy?”
asked, with himself
understood above the babel of voices.

Hal Harrod replied quickly.

“] would ask you, sir, to climb into the

cab and request the ladies to go to the

difficulty making

waiting-room and wait for you there,
We have the body of a man in the bag-
gage car. We took it on at Little River

Bridge.”

President Wellington did not demaur.

He understood that there was some-
thing behind the Boy Runnper’s mere
words, and ilL.~I.‘t1.'.]_\' addressed himself to
bhis daughters

Tlu-‘\' bowed adien to our hero and
bastened away to their father's private
office in the head-house of the d':gn t there
to awai- his coming.

President Wellington followed Hal Har- |

rod into the cab of the locomotive,

“Now follow me to the baggage car,’
cried the Boy Runnper. “Joe keep the
('u“«]. 'ilu' ‘n

“Yei, sir.”

Springing off on the opposite =ide of the
engive, our hero and the railroad presi-
dent had an unobstructed path to the hag-

gage car, where the stricken man lay,

There thev found Conductor Frapk
Maynard bending over the body, and the
rest of the train .nni keeping the crowd
off, and !1'}i:.: t ence them.

The old conductor looked up anxiously
as President Wel :i“ ston and our hero
t'.t,[);n'tl to his side

“Ahb, be said, “1'm glad you have come,
I thaink this boy vet lives. We must have
a surgeon at once. Perhaps we can save
bhim.”

Hal Harrod’s beart leaped to his mouth

with a tremendous throb of thanksgiving.
He sprang to the side door of the bag-
gage car, tumbling aside the baggage wnan

who was piling out a mammoth trunk,

and faced tl

e Cro

a

wd,

At Lis appearance a dead =i ence fell on
all.
“Is there « surgeon among yvou?”’ shout.

ed the Boy Ranner,

In answer, an elderiy, portly gentlemar

stepped forward, and Hal motioned him
to enter the car
“] amn Dr. Grosblach, surgeon at the

bospital,” said the voluntecr, intro.

duciug himself, “] am at your service!”
Hal Harrod
of the car, wheie the

“Here is you:

led the way to the corner
silent forwn lay.

patient,” he said simplyv,

Dr. Grosblach threw off his coat, and
kuelt at the (u‘v_\”~ side.
“Murdered?’ he asked, as be nuoted th

rimson «a:ms on the handsome face, aund

Grace, |

he |

the ugly looking bullet hole above the
temple,
“Yes!” was Hal Harrod’s reply.

Dr. Grosblach’s hand felt the boy’s
heart.
His eyes kindled.

“But not dead!” he cried. “There is
hope for the lad.”

Then he examined the bullet wound.

“Ab,” he said, “the ball struck here,
glanced upward and passed out through
the skin at the top of the head, See a
hole in the erown of his hat.”

He spoke truly.

“Some water and a cloth.”

While his orders were being executed
he opened a case of instruments, and laid
them before him.

The water was brought, and the cloth.

With a soft sponge Dr. Grosblach bathed
the wound, and washed away the blood
from the pale face.

President Wellington looked om with
eager interest,

He started.

He looked again at the hardsome face
on the floor.

Then at Hal Harred.

There was a striking resemblance,

“How did this happen?”’ asked Dr.
Grosblach, as he continued his work, and
made a careful examination of the wound.

Hal Harrod answered:

“] was running at a rate of a mile a
minute through Lakeport,” he said, “and
was just at Little River Bridge. In the
glare of the headlight I saw that a switch
to a spur track ou the river bank was
open and, reversing my power, whistl:d
for brakes. But it was too late to save
us even if the brakes had worked, and |
' saw that we were scheduled for the bot-
tum of the river. We were lost. But
i suddenly I saw this boy spring out of the
| darkness and grasp the switch. His form
|
|

'swayed and fell, and [ heard the report of

a pistol. But, thank God, the switch was
closed and we went across the bridge in
safety instead of to the bottom of the
| river. This boy gave his life for ours ”
| “Merciful God! An attempt to wreck
the Mountain Limited!" cried President
| Wellington in horrer.
i “Yes, prevented by this young hero,”
{ said Hal Harrod.
| “Doctor,” cried President Wellington,
| “will he live?”’
| “It's very doubtful,” came the reluctant
| “His skull badly fractured.
| Tender care and watchful treatment alone
{ will save the boy.” 3
|  “Such a hero must not die!
| President Wellington., “Young wan,
a brakeman, “‘send to the hospital
| for the ambulance. We will have him
taken to Dr. Grosblach, 1
know you by reputation. Consider your-
self retained on this case. Call any assist-

| reply. is

” eried

’
’to

my huuse.

ance vou ueed. Save the boy's life. 1
will pay all bills. Oh, why won’t this
crowd outside keep quiet? Hal, speak to

them. They are calling to you.”
The Boy Rubpner stepped once more to
the
“Silence, people!”
2 sore 11 1 ared

quiet, Read

you will know all about this,”

car JUUI'.
“We have
man here and he needs

he cried.
ly
the papers to-morrow and

And he slammed the car door shut,

Doctor hands were
sewing up the boy’s wound and then he
arranged a neat bandage about the mauti-

Grosblach’s busy

lated head.

A sigh escaped from between the white
lipe,
said Doctor Grosblach.
Does

“A good sign,”
“While there iz life there is hope.
anybody know him?”

“I wish they "* said President Wel-
lington. “Who is the young hero?”

(H(.

At the words the handsome face of the
boy lighted up.

His eyes opened and big lips moved.

““Yes, that’s my name. Hero Rayvwond.
l Lakeport, I—am-—a—news-
paper—reporter— ' his words came slow.
faintly and with difticulty. “Tell—
my mother—I died to save—the—Moun-
and with a sigh

live 1n

ly,

tain Limited —express,”
he lost consciousness.
" said President Welling-
eves full of tears, “you are
But you shall not die if it
lies in human power to save vou.”

Other eyes than his filled with moisture.

“Poor fellow,
ton, with his

well named.

CHAPTER VI.
IN THE CAMP OF THE ENEMY,

A conneil of war was in session in the
private office of President Webb of the
Athens & Northern Railroad.

Pre ;‘i“}ll

-/' sl dhh tl}'

Webb, General Manage

gereral passenger agen’
of the road were iu hoated discussion,
President Webb, a hard.-featured, evil.

eved, satanic-appearing inditidual, wa
speaking.
“Buat,

upon the

bringing bis fist dow
around which the thi

uien w.
must overthrow this confounded Eastern

a&i\l ilt‘.

1.1
tauie,

sat, "l say it must be done.

. subsequent pallor of Peterson’s

Central road. They are beating us out
all along the line. All the business we
are getting now is from our British
American connections, The mountain
traffic has ail turned in to the enemy.
Look at our Northern Fiyer. Why, it
does not pay for the coal used. All our
passenger business has gone over to that
devilish Mountain Limited.”

“What cau we do more than we are
doing to control our share of the busi.
ness” asked General Passenger Agent
Freeman F

“Do as I say. Buy out that pig-headed
ninny. Col. James Wilson Newburn.”

“But he won’t sell out,” said General
Manager Johnson, “Haven’t we been at
bim for years? He merely eits in his of-
fice at The Springs aud snaps his fingers
at us.”

“Well, bribe him to delay the Eastern
Central traips over his road,”” thuvdered
Webb, *“‘Have you tried that?”

“No,’” was the answer in unison.

“Go to him and tell him that the East-
ern Central \people are arranging to build
through from Quarryville to Summit in
order to take all of their through freight
and passenger business away from him,
Get him mad. Stir the tiger up in his
den. He remembers that they once
threatened to do so0.”

“It won’t work,” said Freeman,
won’t scare at that.”

“But he will be ready to put a freight
on for us five minutes anead of the time
the Mountain Limited reaches bim, He
will do that for a price. We must delay
the Limited somehow. Ever since that
dare-devil Boy Runner of theirs took the
train and humped it around the Dayona
branch the night of their freight wreck at
Lakeport, they have had things all their
own way.”’

“Why not buy off the boy?"” suggested the
general manager, in a low voice,

President Webb started.

“The very scheme. Not only buy him
off, but fetch him on to our own road.
Put him on our Northern Flyer, Why,
it would be the biggest advertisement we
could get. Have you noticed how every-
body is talking about him and how the
people crowd around his engine to see him
as he starts out mornings! They even
say that a crowd gathers at every station
along the line of the Eastern 1o see his
train go by. That’s the scheme, We
must have that boy.”

“How shall we go about it to get him?”
asked Johnsou,

“Go to him and buy him over,”’

“Oh, no,” said Johnson, “I am not
much acquainted with tkis Boy Runner,
as they call him, but I know that he can’t
be bought over like you would buy a
horse,”

“Leave it to
Webb.,
go out,”

The council of war adjourned.

Ten minutes later a low-browed,
swarthy, cunning-lookiag man entered
the railroad president’s office with a cat-
like tread.

“Peterson,” said Webb, fixing a steady
gaze on his hireling’s face, “[’ve warm
work for you. You know the Boy Ran-
ner of the Eastern Central?”’

The man started and his face paled
slightly at the words.

“Yes, What of him?”

President Webb had noted the start and
face.

“l want you to get at him and win him
over to the interests of the Athens & Nor-
thern. Can you do it?”

“I can do most anything,
meaning reply.

“Now listen,

He

me, then,” said President
“Send Peterson to me when you

” was the
Since a mouth azo this
boy has well nigh been the rain of
road. Business has fallen off so that
stock will go below fifty as soon as
stockholder? find it oat. We must
back at the Eastern Central and win
boy over to us.”

said Peterson. “Give the East-
ern Central a shaking up and then get the
boy over here?”

“Oh, any way to fix it.
to you. Get to work at once. A thous- |
and dollars to you if you succeed. And |
five hundred dollars every time the Moun-
tain Limited comes into Athens late with
the Boy Runner in the cab. Win him
over or crush him. You understand?”

“How about money for expenses?”’
a-ked Peterson, with a grin,

Dirty work was bis forte.

And this was not his first j:b for the
Athens & Northern Railroad.

“All you need shall be furnished youn.”

“I' understand,” said Peterson. “I’ll
get Booth to work with me, and we’ll fix
this thing in shape.”

“Booth!” repeated President Webb,

oar
get

w &

our
our |

this |

I’ll leave it all |

For Inward Worth.”’

Good health, inwardly, of
the kidneys, liver and bowels,
is sure to come if Hood’s Sar-

saparilla is promptly used.

This secures & fair outside, and a
consequent vi
glow of health on the cheek, good
appetite, perfect digestion, pure bl

0S8s tite — 1 was in poor
hohlh,tr(gxfble with dizziness, tired feeling
and loss of ap tlte I was completely run
down. I took Fe d's Sarsaparilla and after
awhile I felt much better. Hood's Sarsa
rilla built me up.” Lizzie A. RUSSELL,
Chelsea, near Ottawa, Que.

Biliousness—"1 have been troubled

with headache and biliousness and was
much run down. Tried Hood’s Sarsaparilla

and it gave me relief and built me up.” A.

Morrrson, 89 Defoe Street, Toronto, Ont.

1d

onl\ c:thartlc to take with Hood's Bsrupurmﬁ'

his hireling were more than his risibles
could stand.

“Cuarse it! Peterson,’”” he said. “Won’t
you shat up, and let the past rest? You
are getting paid all the time. Why not
let me alone?”’

“Hain’t said a word!’’ was Peterson’s
humble reply to the other’s fierce words
“Only Booth has come back and wants a
job. Shall Itake him in on this scheme?’

“Yes. Anything. [Ileaveitallto you.
Here’s a thousand to work with, When
its gone come for more. Report to me all
that is done. You can leave me now.’

Peterson eagerly grasped the roll of bills
President Webb counted out for him, and
left the private office.

As the door closed behind him he mut-
tered.

“If the old man only knew what 1

know——, Ab, well, I'll nake another
dollar some day. It’s funny though, isn’t
i?”

In his private office President James
Webb, owner of more than one-third of
the securities of the Athens & Norihern
Railroad, bank president and reputed
millionaire, ground his teeth with rage.

“Cuarse that man Peterson!  And what
delight he took in torturing me with his
reference to Booth, and his insinuations
about the past. Would that Booth hai
died in the Ohio valley wre k. Where
has he been all these years? Certainly ten
thousand dollars has not kept bim all this
time. What, seven o’clock? No. That
clock is three minutes fast, according to
my watch. [n three minates that cursed
- Mountain Limited will come whirling into
| the Eastern Central depot next door if tne
Boy Runneris in the cab to-day, as, of
course, he is.”

President Webb paced the floor for a
mowent in silence, anud then took a posi-
tion at a window commanding a view of
| & network of railroad tracks.
| The yards of the rival roads.

“] can see her coming now. Whew!
How she rushes over the iron. And here
comes the Flyer, half a niile away, with
the Limited already emptyiug her pas-

sengers. That Boy Runuper is a very
| devil.”
* * > * * *

“Peterson, what does this mean?”’ and
with his face pale and his voice trembling,
President Webb Jooked up from a news-
| paper as his satellite came into his pres.
| cuce,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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A St. Thomas Case.

' The Entire Population Talking ofthe
Dodd’s Kidney Pills Cures.

| St, Thomas, June 12—The great wave
| bas reached St. Thomas. The cures
| wrought by Dodd’s Kidney Pills are num-
| bered by bhundreds here, and the entire
{ population, almost, is talking of them,

Mickael Holleran, a farmer living pear
' here told our reporter “Dodd’s Kidney
' Pills saved me from au untimely grave.”
| He wus cared of Diabetes, of an aggra-
vated type by a few boxes, after his doe-
tors had failed to even relieve hin.

So it goes. Evervome who has used
Dudd’s Kiduey Pills has been cured.
Bright’s Disease, Diabetes, Paralysis, all
diseases of the kidneys and the bloed yield
Lo their power. They never fail to cure
these ailments,

<
° - aANh -

A party of fishermen from this place
who visited the lakes near the head waters
of Great Salmon EWer caught over 600
fish in three days. Messts, Geo, M,
| Barnes, F G. Lausdowne, C, W, Stock

|
It was not Peterson that started and : ton and Arthur Maggs, who comprised the
paled this time. | party, are to be congratulated on the r
“¥ os b Lcaie s’ Sl Lo | immense catch which was the work «ftw.
__Xeh same 0MC pal,” sald Telersol. | days and two bours fishing.—Susex
“Turned up again.” ' Record,

“But I thought he—""

wreck P’ interrupted Peterson. “So did |,
But ’pears that be didu’t, as he has come
ip alive and kickin’ again. Called ou me
o day. Ee a good man

: |
“Thought he died in the Ohio Valley |
!

st‘ tl‘.”
ngly, “but dou’t tell him that—"
“Oh! he knows it already,” interrupted |
Peterson. “Knew it long ago, so he said, |
Knew you were ‘round where I wos, f
Cwurse hedid. We had a nice fneud)y
at aver old times.”

i« his chbair President Weob had been |

fidgetin, aveasily, but the last words of |

to help out, |
von’t he?” |

haid Preaident W’ebb, heﬁitat' ; THERE s .0 KIND w PAIN “

ALWAYS KEEP ON HAND

2 Hille

INTERNAL OR EXTERNAL,
THAY PAIN-KILLER WILL KOY RE-
LIEVE.

LOOK OUT FOR IMITATIONS AND SUB-
ETITUTES. THE GENUINE BOTTLE
BEARS THE NAME,

PERRY DAVIS & SON.

r in the frame, with the |

Wme and Spirtt Merchaﬁh.

~IMPORTERS AND DEALERS 1N —

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOKN, N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. &

The Place
to Purchase

is where you can buy the Best Goods and the Most tor th’
Least Money. Our advertisement is simply an index to
which you may refer with Profit.

Fancy Wool Waist Plaids,

Plain and Fancy Black Dress Goodp,
Colored Dress Goods—Fancy and Plain,
New Stock of Spring Prints,

Eancy Shirtings,

Fancy Cottons suitable for Blouses,
Grey and White Cottons,
Flannelette,

Flannels,

Lace Curtains,

Art Muslin,

White and Fancy Spot Muslin,
Furniture Covering,

Linings of all kinds,

Flannelette Blankets,

Carpets and Oil Cloth,

Spring Roller Blinds, -

Curtain Poles and Fittings,

3000 Rolls Wall Paper,

Ladies’ Blouse Waists,

Men’s and Boy’s Shirs,

Men’s Clothing,

Boy’s Clothing,

Men’s Underwear,

Ladies’ Uuderwear,

Faney Drapery,

Felt for Fancy Work,

Men’s Boots, Shoes and Rubbers,
Ladies' “ “ “ “
Child’n’s “
Men’s and Boy’s Hats and Caps.

Our stock of Mixed Paint, White Lead and Paint Oils ready for

spring use will be found complete. Full Stock ot Groceries, Flour,
Oat Meal, Corn Meal, at Lowest Prices.

J. & W. BRAIT,

3 “ “

KINGSTON,
NT CO., N. B.

ESTABLISHED 1889.

he Review,

RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK,

Published every Thursda y at $1.00 per year 1n advance ; $1.50 if not
paid within three months.

'S PAPER!

PEOPLE

THE ¥

BOPLE'S FRIEND |

*

SUBSCRIBE NOW

All Kinds of Printing.
Good Work---Low Rates.

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinds
Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations,
Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks,
ertificates, ounter Bills, harters for Bocieties,
Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang
Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices,

Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels,

Magistyate’s Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes
of Hand, Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lists,

Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, ShippingTags,
Tickete, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding
Invitations, executed with neatness and despatcn.




