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POLLY'S EXPLOIT. 

Kane Creek was a railroad crossing on 
the 8. and C. C. Railroad about two miles 
from the division terminal at Mercer. It 
was in the midst of a scrubby pine forest, 

with a sandy road crooking out from the 

trees on one side and into the trees on the 
other. There were only two or three 

houses, a little general store with a porch 

like the visor ot a military cap, and a 
schoolhouse, all arranged in a scragzy row 

along the railroad track. The dusty red 
depot was an oasis in the midst of a cinder 

desert, with a great many telegraph wires 

singing overhead. 
A dozen trains whirled through Kane 

Creek every day with only a sbriek of 
greeting and a whipping wake of fire sand. 

Oaly two of them paid the slightest atten 
tion to the girl in a blue gingham dress who 

stood in the little observation window. One 

of them was the way freight which 

stopped at Kane's every time it came 

along while the conductor handed the 

girl a bundle of yellow papers and 

received another like it in return. T I'he 

other was the night express westward 

bound from St. Paul, and running at forty 
miles an hour. It was a splendid train— 

ten care. with the finest engine on the road, 

big no. G06. As its glaring eye flashed a- 
round the bend in the direction ot Mercer 
the girl in the gingham dress often thought 

| she saw that the man in the 

| black mask on his fac 

was a cry of distress. It seemed to say 
‘Help’ in a long tremulous wail. Instantly 
Polly darted outside and fl:w up the track. 
Already the express should have thundered 
ast the station, but she could see its head- 
ight a hundred yards or more away. The 
bad stopped. 
With a hundred terrifying questions 

flashing through her mind Polly ran on 
through the gloom. When she was almost 
within range of a big Leadlight she saw a 
half-dozen armed men swarming around 
the engine, she heard fierce oaths, and 
then the engine started up again. She saw 
in an instant that it had been cut free from 
the train. In the cab window, where her 
father usually stocd, there was a big, un- 
familiar figure, managing the lever and 
throttle. Terrified, Polly sprang to one 
side 1nto a clump of bushes. As the loco- 
motive passed her on its way up the track 

cab wore a 
. and then she knew 

what had happened. She understood why 
Pickney bad tried to warn her and then 
failed. Robbers had held up the train 

| and were preparing to rob the express car. 
For a moment Polly was torn with doubt 

and terror. Had they shot her father? 
Ste knew that he never would submit to 
have his train captured without a siraggle. 
Should she go to him? Then she re- 
membered her station and the telegraph, 
snd without a moment's delay 

|she was flying down the (track 
toward the depot. She would of the great train as a powerful and furoc- | 

ious beast snorticg and roaring westward 

on a race with the sun. It was a beast, 

but it was well trained, and she knew the 

hand that trained it. When the train was 

a mile away there were always two blasts 

on the whistle. Everyone else in Kane's 

thought they meant simply, ‘Wake up 

look out !'—for that is what all locomot- 

ives say at everv crossing —bu rirl In 

the gingham dress h { <Iell Polly,’ 

and dart d cut on the platform and w ved 

thundered neare ] was th from 

the engipeer’s window, and although it was 

something white, | oftentimes as the en- 

gine darted past the s‘ation she heard the 

blurred # d of a voice and caught the 

olimpse of a grimy face and a blue jean 

jacket. And then she went back to her 

place in the little station with a sigh ot deep 

contentment. 

For it was a moment of great joy to 
Polly Marshall when her father’s engine 

went through. Polly was the station agent 

at Kane Creck—any one could have told 

that a woman presided in the 1 ttle depot, 

for was there not always a bouquet in the 

window and dainty pictures surrounding 
the grimy time-tables on the walls, and a 

kitten curling upon the door-step? At 

seventeen Polly had gone in as assistant to 

learn telegrapby and when Clark, the agent 

was called to Mercer the company had left 

the independent girl in charge. She and 

her fatherlived in one of the wooden 
houses a stona’s throw back from the 

depot, and since Polly's mother died they 

had been everything to each other. 
Engineer Marshall was a big, silent 

man, and his companions, some of them, 

thought him gruff and ill tempered, but to 

Polly he was alwayt tender as a kitten. 

Often when she was a little girl he took 

her down with him to Mercer on his engine 

and while she sat on his black leather seat 

at the cab window, clinging on with both 
hands, he explained to her how the big 

black creature under them was started and 

stopped, weat this brass crank was for, 

and how, when the engine squeaked here 

or equealed there, a little oil was needed 

in this cup or in that crevice. And Polly 

had learned to know an engine as well as 

she knew the neat little pantry in the house 

at home. Indeed, she had more than once 

managed the levers and the throttle, 

although it was very beavy work for a girl 

to do. 
It was one night late in the fall that 

Polly Marshall had need of all her know- 

ledge of engines. She was sitting at her 

desk in the litttle observation window, a 

shaded light throwing its rays down on her 

telegraph insiruments and the sounder 

clicking sleepily. Suddenly ahe was start- 
led by the sudden call of ber number. In. 

stantly her fingers sought the keys, and 

she gave the answer that signified that she 
was all attention. 

‘Look out for——"' clicked the sounder, 

and then it suddenly ceased, and try as 

she would Polly could get no further com- 

munication with the station next tothe 

eastward. What could the trouble be? 

What was she to look out for? Polly 

sprung to her feet, remembering that the 
night express, of which her father was en- 
gineer, was the next train due. Could 

anything be the matter ? She ran out on 
the dark platform to see that har lights 

were all in place and that the switches 
were properly set, so that the express 
would slip past the station without an acci- 
dent. Then she went back and called vp 
Mercer. 

‘Can you get Pinckney ? she asked. 

Pinckney was the station which bad 

sent her the warning dispatch so myster- 

iously interrupted. She knew the oper- 

ator at Pinckney well—every night he 

told her of the approach of her father’s 

train, and whether or not it left bis station 
on time. 

‘Pinckney quiet ; can't get answer,” was 

the report of the wires. ‘“What's the 
trouble 

Polly answered as well as she could, and 
Mercer made another attempt to arouse 
Pinckney. 
Her father’s train was now due. It 

should be whistling cheerily at the lower 
bend. Polly stepped out on the platform 
and peered up the track. Yes, there was 
the familiar headhight—she would have 
known it among & hundred. Then came 
the whistle ‘*Hello, Polly,” and Polly ran 
pack into her office much relieved and sat 
down to warn Mercer. At that instant she 
Leard a peculiar cracking sound that sent 
her heart quivering deep in her bosom. 
Then there,was the shrill scream of the loco- 
motive whistle, suddenly interrupted, as if 
the band that had drawn the Anse had 

Polly knew it been struck from its place. 

send for help to Mercer. But squarely in 
front of the little depot the locomotive stop- 

| ped and the black-masked man sprung from 
| the cab window and darted across the plat- 
form. Hardly thinking what th? was doing, 
Polly ran up on the other side, the fireman's 
side of the ergine, and, raising herself up, 
peered nto the cab. She bad half expacted 
to see her father's dead body lying on the 
floor, for she bad heard much about the 
terrible doings of train-robbers. 

['hrough the cab window she 

pot sending a message. It 
over her all at once that he was wiring Mer- 
cer that the express was delayed, thus pre- 
venting any alarm. The robber had pushed 

could see 

own little desk In b 
aer 

the d 

| up his mask and she saw him plainly. 
What should she do? She dared not en- 

ter the office, and she, a mere girl, could be 
ot no service where the robbers were mak- 
ing their attack on the train. If only she 
had the little revolver that lay in the drawer 
of her desk—she set her teeth as she 
thought what she would do with it. 

At that moment three shots rang out, 
clear and distinct, from the detached train. 
The man at the telegraph instrument sprung 
to his teet and ran to a side window in the 
waiting-room and looked up the track. 
Now was her chance. Hardly thinking 

what she did, Polly sprung to the engineer’s 
side ot the cab, threw back th: reverse 
lever and opened the throttle steadily. The 
big steel wheels began to turn, very slowly 
at first. Farther and farther the throttle 
opened and taster and faster turncd the 
wheels, aud yet they did not go halt fast 
enough to suit Polly, who was now 
glancing fearfully over (her shoulder. 

Suddenly the depot door was thrown 
open, and she saw the robber darting up 
the track. He had his pistol in bis hand. 
He was pointing it at her and shouting for 
her to stop. But the engine was now go- 
ing at good speed, and, run as he would, 
the robber could not catch it. But he 
stopped and fired, the bullet ripping 
through the cab cover above Polly's head. 
The engine was now tearing down the 

track at full speed. Polly knew that it 
must be fired or it would not gofar, and so, 

leaving the throttle open she sprang to the 
coal pit, flung open the fire hole, and with 
the heavy shovel in her small white hands 
threw in load after load of coal. When 
she returned to her place she could see 
the first signal ght of Mercer already 
blinking into view. She pulled down o2 
the whistle cord and the engine shrieked 
its distress. 

Five minutes later Polly strained at the 
heavy reverse lever, turned hard on the 

air-brake and brought the great iron horse 
to a sudden standstill. How she ever 
managed to stammer the story she never 
knew, but in a few minutes the engine was 
headed back with halt a dozen armed men 
aboard of h:r. Behind them came another 
load of men on a switch engine and two 
men were racing up the street of Mercer 
calling the alarm. 
They heard firing before they reached 

Kane Creek, but it ceased soon afterward. 
The robbers had gone. They had taken 
with them much plunder from the passen- 
gers, but they had not been able to get 

into the express safe, although they were 
at work drilling it open when relief came. 
From the time that the engine stopped 

Polly was missing. When the rescued and 
excited passengers and express messengers 
began to crowd around and inquire the 
Mercer men remembered her. A party 
of them went out to find the girl who had 
brought help to the beleaguered tram. 

In a little clump of bushes they heard a 
man moaning, and an instant later they 
saw Polly kneeling mm the sand, with her 

father’s head in her lap, crying bitcerly. 
And they gathered up the brave engineer 
and his daughter and carried them down to 
the train, cheering all the way. 
Engineer Marshall was not badly hurt, 

and he was able to be in Mercer when the 
general manager of the road thanked the 
blushing Polly officially and offered a new 
and better position in Merder. And of 
course all the passengers and express mes- 
sengers heard about Polly's brave deed and 
said a great many pleasant things about 
her, but Polly, being a sensible girl, only 

blushed and said that she had to do it, and 
that any other girl would have done the 
same under like circumstances—which no 
one believed, of course. 

Later, when the robbers were captured, 
Polly was able to identify one of them posi- 
tively—the one who bad run the engine— 
and through him the entire party was con- 
victed and sentenced to the penitentiary. 

“Wadsleigh says he never makes mis- 
takes.’ 
‘Hm—m! That's one of ’em.’ 
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Too Much Headache, 

ter from which I shall quote two sentences, 
giving a paragraph to each: 

“] was never free from headache for 
more than five years.” 

+] felt that lite was not worth living.’ 
The second sentence is eo nearly a cor- 

ollary from the first that it might well 
enough be omitted; still, we will let it 
stand. But why should mortal man hive a 
continuous h:adache for five years? Yet 
this one had, he says, and we can’t doubt 

it. What a long river of pain! i wonder 
that both sensation and sanity were not 

drowned in it. Pain durirg waking hours 
to take the edge from all pleasure; pain 
during necessary sleep to prevent all 
happy dreams snd to make seli-forgetful- 
ness impossible ! What a life! Indeed, 1 

| was not worth living. But, alas ! we are 

sometimes obliged to accept worthless life 
as we accept a long visitation of foul 

| weather. Yet, wait. Is that quite true? 

| The weather, of But must 
| submit to unlimited physical tress ? 
| [.et’s think firet, then answer. 

| 

| 

course one 

) 
dis 

Omi‘ting what has already been cited, the 
letter runs thus: ‘Ever sincel was six 

| teen years old I suffered from illness. | 
Even it my appetite had not been poor, I | 

{ should bave been afraid to eat, as after 
| ever meal [ had intense pain in the chest 
| and a sense of deadness in the stomach, as | 

| though my bedy was making no use of the 
food. 

‘1 was then residing at Ipswich, where I 
attended the hospital as an out-patient for 
two months, bat got no better. 1 went 
trom one doctor to another in hope some 
of them would know what ailed me and 
how to cure it. One of them told me I 
had grown too fast, and that my system 
was weakened. They gave me quinine, 
iron tonics, and other medicines, but no 
benefit came of it. And this doctoring 
was expensive. as everytody knows who 
has tried it. Many a pound it cost me, 
which I should have been blithe enough to 
spare if only the money had brought me 
health. But no; it was wasted; it went 
for nothing ; the money was gone and the 
pain and illness remained. 

‘1 had no hope of getting better, for 
hope must rest on something, and I had 
nothing for it to rest on. By this time, I 
was so weak, nervous, and depressed in 
spirits that I lost the common instincts of a 
social being; I wanted no company, no 
talk.” 

Luckily tor cur good friend the inform- 
ation he needed came to him through his 
eves, not through his ears. The printed 
page, to one whose headaches, may not 
look like a flower garden, but it is better 
than the clack of tongues. Someone had 
left a book at the house. Mr. Aldous 
picked it up and read in it a description of 
his disease, and the name of th2 remedy 
Mother Seigel’s Curative Syrup. 

‘I sent forthe Syrup,’ be says; ‘and alter 
taking it a few days 1 felt somewhat better. 
Therefore 1 continued to take it, improving 
gradually ; and by the time I hid used 
eight bottles I was completely well, and 
have ever since been strong and robust. I 
can now eat any kind ot food, and never 
have the slightest pain. Your medicine 
Las given me a new lease of life, and so I 
tell all my friends. (Signed) H. E. 
Aldous, 14, Tuscan Road, Plumstead, 
pear London, January 3rd, 1894) 
¢ A new lease, and no mistake. And, as 
Mr. Aldous is yet a young man, we may 
hope it will prove a long lease also. The 
clouds bave drifted by, and with a clear 
brain he now perceives how needless was 
that fearful headache of hie, and the other 
aches bound up with it. His nerves were 
rattled and his blood poisoned with the 
products of non-digested food; lite trans- 
formed into death; blessing turned into 
bane ; dyspepsia. The famous remedy he 
names reversed this blasting process and 
dispelled its evil results. Hence he now 
finds life worth living. And for how many, 
how very many, has it not done the same 
kindly thing! 
No wonder they speak of it to. their 

friends. Happiness will sing and talk. And, 
save for aches and pains, most of us would 
be happy. 

Almost as Wonderful. 

It Scotchmen have little humor, they 
sometimes display a pretty good counter- 
teit of that useful and amiable quality. 
A native of Scotland traveling in the 

United States was taken to see the Niagara 
Falls, says Household Words. ‘There,’ 
said his American companion, ‘did you ever 
see anything so wonderful as that *’ 

‘Ay, man,” answered the tourist, who 
had listened to as much American brag as 
he could well digest; ‘ay, man, at Peebles 
I once saw a peacock wi’ a wudden leg.’ 

MIRACLES TO-DAY, 

william H, White of Portuguese Cove, 
Racked by the Tortures of Rheumatism, 
Is Quickly Relieved and Permanently 

Cured by the Great South Ameri- 

can Rheumatic Cure. 

“] was & martyr to acute rheumatism 
for years. All the known remedies and 
best doctors were given a trial, but noth- 
ing ever gave me any permanent relief un- 
til I obtained your great South American 
Rheumatic Cure. It has done so much 
for me that I gladly give my testimony, 
that other sufferers from the agonies of 
rheumatism may take my advice and try 
this great remedy. I am satisfied it will 
cure them as it bas me.” 

Under my left hand as I write lies a let- | ¥yery Minute of the 

| | 
| 

TIME-TABLE MAKING, 

£ Running Time of 

Trains to bs Considered 

Tke most intricate and important task 

in a railway's operation is the making of 

timetable. 

cards which can be 

To 
ILS 

1 
found in the 

By this is not meant the 

folders | 

with the departure and arrival of trains, | 
but the card which is the guide of the 

operating force. Peculiar charts are 

those which the experts use in lay- | 
ing out schedules bearing closely on 

every minute of the running time of trains, 

and when the completed work has been | | 
carefully vertifizd before the final printing, | 

no person but the one having the work un- | 

der control comprehends the minutesness, 

the detail, the exactness that we been 

employed in ‘stringing a time card,’ as it is 

NX rer nd | 1 | 
Livery modaern rail yal nis a room ae- 

oted to the stringi | 1d 

18 usual ill 1 ( ) 

stan 1 

whi yy \ ) 

up i th I 4 

finish, with a 

colors. Thes : 

a Is AAR ar AA pt’ ~ | 

lines running from right left are di- 

visions of station and distances. The lines 

ranning the other way, from top to bottom 

are the divisions of time. Mates figure 
very extensively in these lines. If the 

division is a busy one the lines are one 

minute limes. If it is not so busy five 
minutes are accounted for in each space. 
This is a general plan of each chart. 

Along the right side of the board are 
the names of the stations in ragular order, 
say from east to west. For convenience 
and uniformity trains running westward 

commence from the top and from the west- 
ward at the bottom of the chart. A fast 
mail going west leaves the terminus, for 
instance, under the existing card at 7 30 a. 

m. It reaches its destination at 7 50. In 
order to indicate on the board the time of 
leaving each of these stations a string is 
run from the top of the board to the sta- 
tion at which the train makes the next 
stop. This string verges to the left for 
west-bound trains in all cases. The time 
needed to make the next start had com- 

puted by the prover officer and the line 

crosses the time division line on the station 

line. This shows just when the train must 

be at the next station. It shows the 

course of the train from the time it steams 

out until it stops. 
The faster the trains run and the fewer 

the stops the straighter the line hangs 
from the top to the bottom. Thus in the 

case of a fast mail, which travels at the 

highest possible spzed consistent with 
satety ani which may cover 130 miles be- 

tween the hours of 7.30 a. m. and 9.12 a. 

m., the line falls almost straight down the 

board. The rate of speed isso great that 

asthe train travels westward the time 

divisions are involved to the slightest de- 

gree and that line hugs the right end of 

the board. If the train is a slow local, 

making all the stations, thz line travels 

quite rapidly downward and to the left, 

each suceeding station being indicated on 
the time mark by a pin holding the stripg 
to the board on the station line. This is 
the general system and as accurate a de- 
scription of the result as could be given. 

YSPEPSIA 
CURED BY DR. CHASE. 

eee. 

. . FOR EIGIiTEEN YEARS 

W.W.HODGES SUFFERED 

—DR. CHASE'S KIDNEY- 

LIVER PILLS EFFECTED 

AN ALMOST MIRACULOUS 

Messrs. EDMANSON, BATES & Co., 

Toronto. 

DEAR Sigs,—I take the liberty of writing to 

you regarding my experience with DR. CHASE'S 

KiDNEY-LIVER PILLS, and the wonderful cure of 

dyspepsia of 18 years’ standing effected by them 

with three boxes. I am as well as I ever was, 

and am a man of 64 years of age, 1 have re- 

commended OF. CHASES KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS tO 

a great number of people and they all say they 

are worth their weight in gold. If you desire 

any further statement or certificate of my case, 

I will be pleased to furnish one. 
Yours truly, 

W. W. HODGES, 

Holland Landing, Ont. 

hans iy 

One must see the men at work making the 
changes to realize the extent of the calcu- 
lation and responsibility. 
When spring changes are to be made the 

train dispatchers of the division are seat 
for and assemble in the cardroom. There 
they meet the superintendsnt’s clerks and 
begin {manipulation of the boards. This 
would seem to be a small affair, but the 
changes of the time at one station in that 
division of one train necessitates the 
change of the time not only at every station 
on the division, but also {requently involves 
the time of other trains. Taen the clerks 
snd dispatchers must compute the changes, 

verify them, make the changes by a general 
shifting of the station pins and che k off on 

| the printed card. 

| While at the boards the men p ent a 

work on a boa ify h. 

tae enormous numper of trans involving the 

suburban servi meskes l Ke a 

dling some ones series of suburl JErvice 
| or some through train. As the change of 
time is called for the staring point—say 
Chicago—the man handling the train or 

| series cuts out the pin and makes the shift 
| to comply with the new time. He cor- 
rects it by checking up as he goes. Then 
he and the clerk compare the figures for 
the next station, based on a computation 

| of the time needed to make it, and also 
| with reference ot clearing the track for the 
through train. This brings in ths man 

il through train, and they all 

h nd CUES situation, 
1 due r 1 t AT time 

] lin engl r diffial- 
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This is done until an absolutely yrrect 
table is turned out from the press. 

This 1s a fair explanation of the trouble 
it causes the employes of a great railroad 
system in the mere arrangement of tables 
tor the operation of the trains. The cards 
thus complied are the resuit of painstaking 
effort in the superintendent's office, based 
on the arbitrary natural conditions of the 
conditions of the road In the city, for 
instance, there is an ordinance which com- 
pels the trainmen to hold their trains 
always in full control and not exceed a 
given rate an hour. Then there are heavy 
grades at cersain points and th2 trains can 
only mike a certain speed. These are 
arbitrary points and the time needed to 
cover them must be deducted first and 
then added in ths whole distance to be 
covered on a single trip. 
Any failure to make due allowance for 

these arbitrary points will throw the whole 
schedule out of running order and mike a 
wonderful amount of trouble tor somebody. 
Hence the men are selected for their accur- 
acy as well as knowledge, and what seems 
to be a trifling employment is really the 
one thiug which makes travel by rail a 
thing of safety and dispatch. The delay 
of a train running on a schedale thus com- 
piled will throw everything out of order 
and cause no end of trouble from one end 
of the system to the other. Itis no mean 
task to get out a time card for a modern 
railroad with thousands of miles of tracks 
to cover and hundreds of stations to pro- 
vide with adequate service. 

STRIKING EFFEQOT OF CLIMATE. 

He Was Doubtful of the Slot Machine and 

HIs Increase. 

Occassionally an eloquent testimonial to 
the virtues of a ‘‘health resort” fails to 
find a place in the printed matter sent out 
by the hotel-keepers or others interested 
in the prosperity of the place. 
A railway president, who had gone to 

one of the summer resorts of the North- 
wesf to spend a few weeks, wss sitting on 
the veranda of a hotel enjoying the lake 
scenery and his cigar, when he was accost- 
ed by a resident ‘boomer” with the remark: 

‘You'll find the air here full of ozone, 
sir. You'll sleep like a [log. Before you 

have been here a week you will gain ten 
pounds, or I miss my guess; and I'm gen- 

erally right.’ 
‘I don’t doubt it,” replied the railway 

magnate. ‘I gained eight pounds the very 

first day.’ 
“That beats the racord,” said the ‘boom- 

er,’ slightly dazed, but recovering himself 
promptly, ‘though I've known instances al- 
most equal to it.’ 

‘Yes,’ rejoined the other, ‘eight pounds! 

I weighed myselt on a nickel-in-the-slot 
machine at the railway station when I 
landed here, and the indicator pointed to 
157. An hour later I stepped on the 
same kind of machine at the hotel, and the 
figure was 165. Gain of eight pounds in 
sixty minutes, sir, and I badn't eaten a 
bite! Hadn't done anything but breath 
this wonderful air. Never saw anything 
like it! Marvellous climate, air—simply 
marvellous! And all it cost me was ten 
cents ! 

‘Er-yes.’ observed the resident, and tha 
conversation lagged. 

Gillette, the actor and author of .‘Secret 
Service” is so unwell in England that he is 
eturning to the Uaited S:ates. Daring 
his illness, which necessitated his being out 
of the cast,he was replaced by M. L. Alsop 
who was the Henry Dupont of the original 
cast. 


