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CHAPTER 1V—Continued. {

“Yes, yon did for a fact,” laughed Lon |
Woods. “Now at President Wellington's
request you will run the engine over to |
vour train as soon as the shifter gets it
ready this morning, I'll see you over'
there.”

A 8.45 o’clock Hal Harrod backed 0ld |
DPag-wheel on to his train ten minutes |
earlier than his general custom, |

When be did so he found a large num- ‘
ber of gentlemen assembled awaiting his |
appearance. |

It was the same party, headed by Presi- |
dent Wellington, who had been on the |
special car on the occasion of his first run |
on the Mountain Limited,

President Wellington greeted him cor-
dially and grasped the Boy Runner’s hand |
with a hearty clasp. |

“Good-morning,’

' said he. “We have

come down to see your new engine and to |
pay our formal respects to you.”

“I am very glad to see you gentlemen,”
said Hal, somewhat :
hope that you will be as well satisfied with |
me as | expect to be with Old Big wheel.” *

|
|
|

embarrassed, “aud |

“Ah! that’s just it!”’ said President
Wellington with a smile, opening his coat
as he spoke. “That’s just it. My young
friend you have done a great deal for the |
Eastern Central Railroad in the last moath
to say mnothing of your previous services, |
and the officers of the company, my.~elf|
ineluded, have come to the conclusion that |
it is time to show you a tangible evidence
of our appreciation. It gives me pleasure
therefore to present vou in their behalf

this watch, chain and charm and may it be
"

‘always on time.

As he withdrew his hand from his breast
pocket President Wellington extended an
opened watch case to our young hero who
saw enfolded in tne plush lining the most
beautiful gold time-piece he had ever be-
held.

Mechanically he took the splendid gift
and raised the watch for inspection. On
the case was a finely engraved minature
locomotive,

A fac-simile of the Hesperus and a traim
of cars,

The Mountain Limited.

The inseription was
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Our hero’s eyes filled with moisture and
looked the thankfulness he felt.

“I thank you,
did my duty and shall always try to beon

gentlemen,’” he said,
time,”’ j
The crowd of bystanders who saw and |
heard what was going on now made tl!c!
depot ring with cheering and Hal Harrod |
was compelled to mount the cab steps and |
bow his respects to the gathering. |
In the meantime Lon Woods had step- |
ped to the boiler head of the locomotive i
and removing a thin piate of tin disclosed |
a picture embedded there, ~
It was the representation of the hand- |
some face of the
from the cab of the Hesperus and in a hallf
curele the words “Always on Time.”
A hundred people crowded to the front
to see the picture and again the cheeriny |

Boy Runner looking

made the welkin ring. |

But the bands on the big clock in the ’
\]«p it told the hour of 9. ‘

“All aboard!”’ i

The bell rang as it had on hundreds of |
other days and the Moantain Limited was |
on its way to greater fame, 1

Hal Harrod’s mind was full of happy
thoughts,

It pleased the Boy Runner greatly to
know that the herculean efforts he had
made against great difficulties were appre-
ciated by his superiors 1n cffice,

“But they’ve laid it on pretty thick!” '
he remarked.

“Just what
Grace’s emphatic comment as he shoveled |

you deserved,” was Joe

fire- |
i

a mass of coal into Old ];'/ff-‘:/'/t- A
box. |
The new engine warmed up to her new |
work readily and answered to the Boy
Runner’s touch promptiv at all times, |
Promptly at schedule time the different
stations on the line were reached and all |
|
Fivally came Lyous, ,
Just as Frank Maynard, the conductor |
of the Mountain Limited, shouted “all |
aboard.” and gave the signal to start from f
the station, a bit of jajer fluitersd in at |
the cab window and fell at Hal Harrod’s :
feet. '
Instantly he stooped and secured it.
Then, without looking to see what it |
was, he threw opeu the throttle and the '’
.

went well,

\|

\l‘.
|
|
!

i
|
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. COOLIDGE,

train moved northward,

As soon as the Lyons yard was clearea
and the open track was reached the Boy
Runner sat back on his seat and mechani-
cally spread the bit of paper open.

Written in a faint blue ink was a single
sentence.

The words like a red-hot iron burned
his eyes.

They sank deep in his brain and a fierce

| oath came to his lips,

“It's 8500 to you if the Mountain Limited

18 late to-night!”

“Curse them! Would they brihe me?”

he cried. “Not on my life. The Moun.

| tain Limited shall go into Athens on time!”

And then he crushed the paper into his
pocket and looked long and earnestly up
the track:

Joe Grace had seen the paper in the
Joy Runner’s hands, and he heard the
firmly-spoken words,

But Joe Grace made no remark.

At Mountain Junction the Mountain
River Railroad received the Limited as

| usual, and the Boy Ruoner’s time was his

own unti! the hour came to prepare for
the return trip.
All day long the words on the paper in
his vest pocket ran through his mind.
“‘Always on time’ is my motto,” he

| said to himself, “and 1 am not ready to

change it.”

At 5.45 o’clock that afternoon the Nor-
| thern Flyer passed across the tracks of the
| Eastern Central Railroad from Mountain
a Junction, and was off “on time” express
| to Athens,

At 6 03 p. m. the Mountain Limited ar-
rived at the Junctioa.

At 6.05 Frank Maynard gave the signal
and shouted his thunderous *All aboard!"

Glancing at hisnew timepiece, Hal Har-
rod remarked :

“Five minutes late in starting. Joe, we
must be on time at Lyons. Pile in the
stuff.”

Joe Grace spat on his hands and made
his shovel fly,

Old Big-wheel was in it for keeps, and
her six-footers spun and the connecting
rods flashed and plunged to their full
limit of speed.

Lyons !

6.15 p. m. !

Mountain Limited on time !

It did not leok as if the Boy Runner
would accept a $500 bribe and delay his
train.

If the would-be briber was in the neigh-
| borbood of the Lyons depot and had seen
| the firm look on Hal Harrod’s face, he
f would easily have known that no artempt
|
|
I

at bribery would succeed with him.

Was he there?

Hal Harrod looked in all directions in
‘the fast-gathering gloom of the evening to
‘ " anybody as the
| one who had cast the bit of paper into the

see if he could “‘size up

cab on the up trip.

Apparently not.

“All aboard!”

Hal opened the throttle,

Something white fell at his side on his
cushioned seat.

Instantly, as his train gathered m->men-
tutn, he looked out on to the station plat-

! form.

Vain effort,

He could not tell from whence it came,

Two mnutes later, as the giant engine
was bounding along over the iron toward
Lakeport, he, according to custom, screwed
down the throttle into plaee and bent for-
ward on his seat with his eyes scanning
the rail ahead, '

The darkness was growing denser and
the headlight flashed brightly far o the
front of the engine.

He bad not yet opened the folded paper
which still layv where it had fallen on the
seat beneath bim,

He disdained to look at it.

Joe Grace’s quick eye had seen the

| paper fall and wondered why,

Mile after mile sped away.
The white posts flashed at their side and

| then were gone,

“Look at the paper!”

It was Joe Grace’s voice,

Hal Harrod awoke from a reverie,

He had been watching the track ahead
and thinking deeply.

“Why not?”

He dropped his band at his side.

It touched the paper.

They were ruuning through the suburbs
of Lakeport.

By the lantern over the fire box Hal

| read the five words tke paper contained,

and his face blanched to the hue of death.

“My God!” he cried, and both hands
grasped the lever to reverse,

“Beware "f Little Lwer Bridagel”

A warning!

Danger ahead!

It was less than half a wmile further to
Little River,

Little River flowed under the tracks of

| the Eastern Central Railroad a mile from

lakeport station snd then cuptied into |
U",.; Lak*.

i Hal liarrod hastened to mount the en.
.\

The trestle acrcss the river was more
than sixty feet high,

Wlat did the waining mean?

Was the tiestle—

Horrible!

A rail removed?

Death and Destruction!

lial Harrod thought cf the ten carloads
of passengers behind him and groaned,

Would the fiends who sent him the note
wreck the Mountain Limited if she was
on time at Lakeport?

“Oh, God!”" he moaned, and his hands
flew to the lever.

It was less than half a mile to Little
River Bridge.

And they were speeding along at a mile
a minute!

Toot!

Down brakes!

Joe Grace had pulled the whistle,

The Boy Runner struggled with the
lever.

Merciful Heaven!

It wouldn’t work.

Just anead of them was the long bridge
across Little River.

The headlight’s flash disclosed it.

The Boy Runner looked ahead.

“Too late!” he moaned, “We are lost.
AN OPEN SwiITCH!”’ g

The train hands were tugging at the
brakes.

Useless task!

The giant Old Big-wheel pulled them on
to destruction!

Joy!

The lever was loose.

Bang!

Hal Harrod reversed full over.

Too late!

The open switch was reached, and
then—

The rushing river roared for its train
load of victims sixty feet beneath them'

But what’s this ?

Right in the glare of the headlight a
lithe boyish form stood at the switch,

Hal Harrod saw his form sway.

Crack!

It sounded like the report of a pistol.

And then the Mountain Limited passed
on, and rolled safely across Little River
Bridge.

CHAPTER V.

“TELL MY MOTHER I DIED TO SAVE THE
MOUNTAIN LIMITED EXPRESS.”’

The Mountain Limited came to a full
stop and then with the power reversed
moved back across Little River Bridge.

With all his presence of mind restored
to him, but trembling inwardly from the
terrible shock he bad just received, the

Boy Runner’s hand firmly held the throt-
tle.

His train had been saved from destruc-
tion as if by a miracle.

A fraction of a second’s delay in closing
that open switch and the whole train had
plunged into the river bed.

But how bad the Mountain Limited
been saved!?

Hal Harrod had seen a boyish form at
the switch as the locomotive flashed by
and in his ears there still echoed the re-
port of a pistol.

Had the prevention of a great tragedy
resulted in a lesser one ? '

The question would soon be answered.

The Mountain Limited was slowly
backing across the bridge to the switch,

It was reachied and the locomotive was
brought to a standstill,

Grasping a lantern Hal Harrod swung
from the foot buard to the éarth.

A crowd of excited train men, and pas-
sengers piled from the passenger coaches,

Lights flashed on the scene.

Lantern in hand, Conductor Frank
Maynard, his face pale and his form quiv-
ering with excitement pressed forward to
the engine,

“What’s the matter, Hal?”’ he cried.
“Danger?”

“Sh! Not a word!” came the Boy
Runner’s warning. “Do not alarm the
passengers, (iive me a lift ta the baggage
car quick before the people catch on,”” and
as he spoke Hal Harrod raised the body of
a young man from the earth beside the
switch,

“What’s  this?” cried the conductor.
“Did you run him dow=?”

“No,” was the Boy Runner’s reply,
He is a hero, He died to save the train.”

In the dim light from the lanterns the
vouth who had given his life to save others
was seen to be remarkably haudsome.

His face pale with the hue of death was
streaked with blood flowing from a small
hole abpve the right tempie.

His eyes were closed and his mouth
partly opened.

A smile rested on his noble countenance,

Even in death the knowledge that he
bad saved the Mountain Limited was not |
denied bim and the satisfaction of the ,
deed was reflected on his face. _

Death was robbed of half its terrors,

Tenderly Frank Maynard gave his assist-
ance and aided the Boy Runner in placing
the inanimate 1orm of the young martyr
on a blanket in the baggage car.

“I'll explain all when we reach Athens,” |
cried Hal Harrod. “All aboard Fraunk,
We must get a move cn. We must be on
time to-night.”

“All aboard!” shouted the condustor
and the still wondering passengers piled
back into the coaches all unwitting the |

terrible tragedy that had been averted and
not knowing ' that their savior lay silent
wpnd hleeding in the baggage car.
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gine, pausing to snap the lock of the
switch as he went and then threw open
the throttle of Old Big-wheel.

Two minutes late.

Old Big-wheel answered her master’s
hand and drew the Limited across the
river and on toward Athens,

At Linzoln the train was on time and 7
o’clock was just striking as the Mountain
Limited drew into the Eastern Central
Railroad depot at Athens.

The Boy Runner, despite attempted
wribes and through awful dangers, was on
time,

After leaving Little River Bridge, Con-
ductor Frank Maynard hurried back

through the long train, quicting the fears |

of his passengers who were startled and
wondering over the sudden stopping of
the Mountain Limited immediately fol-
lowing the call for brakes,

The reversal of the power had piled
them up in a heap in their seats and had
made a ¢cene of utmost confusion in every
car.

Such stops were not customary in their
daily travels,

They knew to a man, woman and child
that something awful had happened or
would have happened if—?

And there they were lost,

Frank Maynard was beseiged with ques-
tions.

To the pale-faced, trembling passengers
he told the simple story :

“It was nothing to endanger the train.
Our engineer saw a man’s bodv lying at
the switch at Little River Bridge and stop-
ped to take it on board the train.”

“There can be no harm in telling that,”
said the old conductor to himself, “and
it’s the truth as far as I know.”

Some of the passengers were satisfied,
but some were not,

Their curiosity was more than ever ex.
cited.

Many of the old travellers kpew that it
was an exceedingly unusual occurrence
for an engineer to stop a lightning express
train to pick up the body of a dead man
at the side of the track,

It wouid ordinarily be reported at head-
quarters and word telegraphed to the sec-
tion hancs on that division,

That there was sowmething behind it all
the old travellers knew to a moral cer-
tainty. _

But Frank Maynard could tell them
nothing, as he knew nothing.

The old conductor, like the rest, was
compelled to wait until Athens was reached
before he could get more information
from his engineer, ~

Hal Harrod, the Eoy Runuer, held the
key to the mystery.

“Athens! All change! Do not leave
your umbrellas or packages in the cars!
Athens! Athens!” bawled the stentorian-
lunged brakemen at every car door.

The eager, excited passengers thronged
toward the engine.

(TO BE CONTINUED )
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Topics of the Day.

Every one is surprised at the rapidity
and eflicacy with which Nerviline—nerve-
pain cure—relieves neuralgiaand rheuma-
tism. Nerviline is a specific for all nerve
pains and should be kept on hand by
every family.

" e - -

The N. B. university senate meets to-
day to consider the resignation of Prof,
Downing. Applications for the vacant

| chair of physics and electrical engineering

have been made by men from McGili col-

|
|
i

lege, Univer:ity of Toronto and Univeise |

ity of Maine.
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TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS

44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOHN, N. B.
Bonded Warehouse No. &

The Place

-

to Purchase

is where you can buy the

Best Goods and the Most tor the

Least Money. Our advertisement is simply an index teo

which you may refer with Profit.
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Fancy Wool Waist Plaids,

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

Eancv Shirtings,

Fancy Cotions 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’ Underwear,

Fancy 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 of Groceries, Flour,

Oat Meal, Corn Meal, at Lowest Prices.

J. & W.  BRAIT .,

KINGSTON,
NT CO. N. B
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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,

Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies,
Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang
Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices,
Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels,

Magistiate’s Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes
of Hand, Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lists,
Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, SkippingTags,

- Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding
Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch.




