
2 PROGRESS, SATURDAY, MARCH 19, 1898 

LOST LOCOMOTIVE NO. 67. 
THE SUPERINTENDENT'S STORY OF 

ADISAPPEARANCOE. ; 

A New Eogine Thst Just Threw Its Eu- 

ginger and Vanished—Aflidavitys That it 

Left mw Ghost Which Ran Over the Coun- 

try—Fate of the Engineer, 

‘One of the most beautiful traits of my 

character,” began the division superintend- 
ent, ‘is an overwhelming love of truth. 

For that reason your demand for a sory 
places me in an unpleasant predicament, 
since the only story I know is one which 

no one has ever believed. But you shall 

have it. 
‘Some years ago I wag yardmaster at 

(Great Plains, Neb., then the western term- 

inus ot the Missouri, Nebraska and west- 

ern Railway. Along in December we re- 

ceived three new engines from the Bald- 

wins. Ooe was a yard engine, another a 
twelve-wheel freighter, and the third a big 
compound to haul the California and Chic- 

ago express. Sixty seven was the number 

of the last engine, and she was a beauty 

For a week or so she was put at jerking 

the big freights beuween Great Plains and 
Millersburg just to get her wind, and 

then—Dec. 24, it was—she was fired up in 
the aiterncon preparatory to making her 

first trip with the express from the West 

An engineer of the name of Gabbert was 

to take her out, and a young Irishman, 

Tom Brine, was to fire. Bill Gabbert was 

an old hand and one of tae best on the 

road, and we knew that if any, man was 

capable of getting the best licks out of an 

engine he was that man. 

“There was quite a crowd in the round- 

house tbat night when the time cam: for 
running 67 out and down to the station 

She stood, with her brass work shining 

brightly in the dim light, humming and 

stewing as though eager for the road. 
Bill Gabbert looked her carefully over 

from pilot to coupler, and then stepped 
aboard and disappeared in the cab. A 

moment liter we loiterers outside saw him 

stagger out ard fall back against the tend- 

er and stand there looking ahead with 

terror on his face.’ 

¢« “What is it, Bill I cried. He turned 

toward ue, his features drawn and ghastly, 

passed his hand across his face, and stag- 

gered to his feet. He moved as though 

to leave the engine, and then, pulling 
himself together, stood there looking 

down, dazed and white and trembling. 

¢« ‘What's up, Bill? cried a dozan 

voices. He shook his head ; then said : 

‘Boys, I've seen my death,’ he said, in a 

voice low and hosrse. ‘I was studying the 
gauge when all of a sudden I seemed to be 

looking out of a cab window, and to see 

something on the track abead. I jerked the 

whistle cord and tried to down brakes, but 
couldn't. Then the engine was over the 
thing, and I saw that it was me. It was 
all as plaia as day. There was a mile post 
nigh, and the number was 126 1 tried to 

yell and couldn’t make a sonnd, and then— 
then—it all went away again.” He passed 
his band across his tace. ‘Boys l've seen 
my death.’ : 

‘Nobody spoke for a minute Th:n: 
‘Aw, chase yerselt Bil. It's indigestion 
you've got,’ cried one ot the boys, and 
‘Brace up, Bill,” cricd another, “twas 
dramin’ ye were.’ 

‘Bill,’ said 1,, ‘you're not feeling fit, Go 
home and lie down and let me s.nd an 
other man out this run. Brinker here wll 
o, eh? 

¢ “That will I,” growled Brinkep, just in 
from a long freight run. ‘Go bome, map, 
and rest a bit. Ye'll be all right by 

morning. But Gabbert shook his pead. 
¢ *No, sir thanks. I'll take her out. 1'm 

better already. 1 dare ssy I was a bit 
dizzy hke. Mayue there's nothing in it.’ 
He went back tothe cab and leaned out 
the window. Where's Brine sir ?’ 

‘He's not back irom supper yet, Bill. 
He said to tell you you'd find him at ihe 
switch’ Gabbert nodded and waved a 
hand. 

‘Good bye, lads’ he cried. 
‘ ‘Good-by.” we answered, without en- 

thusiasm. Then 67 gave a twang of her 
bell, her drivers slowly revolved, «nd re. 
splendect in new paint and polished metal 
she ran slowly out through the big door- 
way on to the two glistening rails which 
curved away into the darkuess to the left. 

‘It was probably a desire to steady his 
nerves that led Gabbert to pull wide the 
throttle as he did, for when clear of the 
house the big wheels bit at the rails, a 
shower of sparks shot off into the nigkt, 
and 67 s tender went whisking around the 
curve hike a can on a dog's tail. It was a 
good quarter of a mile to the station, and 
owing to the long curve, 67 was out of 
sight when a tLird of the distance bad been 
travelled. One or two of the men and 
myselt walked down the track to the paint 
shop, which, after a moment's talk with 
the foreman, 1 leit just as tbe whistle ot 
the express sounded outside of town. 
Under the shadow of the water tank, a 
figure hurried past me. 

¢ ‘1s that you, Brine ?' I called. 
“*Yes, mir. Where's 67, air? They 

telephoned from the roundhcuse that she 
came down ten minutes ago.’ 

**So she did ; Gabbert took her out.’ 
‘ “We can't find her.’ 
“Can't find her! Nonsense! What's 

that down on the switch ?’ 
“That's an M. I’. special, sir. I've look- 

ed all over the yard and so has Chase. 
Some one said ste went by the station a 
while ago running thirty miles a hour.’ 

‘What! Come on; I'll telephone down 
to the esst tower. Look out!” 
‘We stepped aside and the express went 

by, her shoes grinding the wheels as she 
slid down the frosty track to the platform. 
Two minutes after I was ia the baggage 
room telephoning to the eastern switch 
tower. 

‘Yes,’ came the answer. ‘67 went east 
running light at 7:04 What you mean 1 
dou’t know, but it you're goifig to run any 
more wildcats around here let me know 
and I'll resign. There's an extra freight 
at "I banged the receiver into place 
and ran to tbe platform. Brine, with a 
scared face, met me at the door. 

‘They've foun! Bill Gabbert, sir, down 
the track with his head knocked open. 
They're bringing him up. What's it me4n 
sir?’ I shook my head. Down the track 
a little bunch of lights flashed to and tro, 
coming nearer. 

‘Take a switch engine’ I said, ‘run up 
to the house and bring down 34 or 37. Tell 
Brinker he'll have to take the run. If 
Brinker's not there, find someone else.’ 
Then, as Brine rushed off, I turned and 
sprang up:tairs to the despatcher’s room. 
A minute or two later all traffic to the east 
was stopped and side tracked. Then the 
davpatchor wired Millersburg, sixty miles 
away, to ditch 67 in a good soft bed and 
tor God's sake to keep the track clear. 

‘The California and Cbicago express 
pulled out of Great Plains four minutes 
late, drawn by engine 44 Brinker at the 
throttl: and Tom Brine firing. Bil! Gab- 
bert, with a cracked skull, lay, in the hos- 
pital two weeks before he spoke Then it 
was little enough he told. He had opened 
the trottle for a spurt down the yard and 
when about 300 feet shy of the station had 
put his band out to slow down when a fit 
of dizziness seized him. He clutched at 
the side of the cab, felt as though some 
one was pushing bim from the cab, found 
bimself falling and knew no more. That 
was all he could—or would— tell us. The 
blow bad left him not quite right in the 
head, it was thought, and two months 
later he was made foreman 'of section 12 
and went down the road to live in the sec- 
tion house. His engineering days were 
over. 

‘Engire 67 was never again seen—at 
least not in the flash. Somewhere between 
Great Plains and Wilson's, twenty-three 
mi'es east, she disappeared as completely 
as though she had sunk into the earth or 
flown away through the sky. Never was 
there a more astonished set of officials than 
those of tha M N. and W.’ 

‘But she must be tomewhzre.” shouted 
the general superintendent. ‘Of course 
she must,” shouted everybody else. “She 
bad no wings,’ growled the traffic manager. 
‘Nor legs,” grumbled the chief despatcher. 

‘Between Great Plains and Wilson's,’ 
the division superintendent went on ‘are 
two branches, cneleadiog north and con- 
necting at Centre City with the A. N. O. 
and G. for New Ocleans. and another run- 
ning northwest to the Black Hills. The 
agent at Byer, distant trom Great Piains 
nine miles, reported that a light engine had 
passed through a little after 7 of the night 
of the 24th. He had been in the staion 
at the time and did not see her number. 
A few minutes later a trackwalker 
on section 13 saw her pass, observing 
ber number plainly. He saw no one in 
the cab. There al trace ended. 
No. 67 never reached Wilson's. She 

had not left the track nor jumped the one 
bridge on the way. Sone might have 
broken a switch and gone south or north- 
west, but no one on either branch saw her 
Inquiries were sent to all connecting lines, 
and two car hunters travelled the country 
for a month, at the end of which period 67's 
disappearance was was as great a mystery 
as ever. Of course, during that time we 
heard plenty of stories ot light engines 
running about the country. A letter trom 
a place in Kansas bore the signatures of 
eight reputable citizens who swore before a 
no-ary to having seen an engine number 
(7 ruoning wes’ over the main line ot the 
Kansas Pacific Railway at 12 o'clock at 
the rate of a mile a minute and with all 
lights burning. Young Burns, who was 
then assistant freight agent, made quiet a 
scrapbook out of rhe stuff that came by 
mail and wire, until the general superia- 
tendant borrowed it—and burned it. For 
tbe company kept the escapade of 67 very 
quiet, and, for a wonder, the papers never 
got bold of it to any extent 

‘One day— 67 bad been gone then nearly 
two months—I mat Bill Gabbert in town, 
and dragging him into the Brunswick, 
bought a veer for him, 

‘Bill,’ said I, where in the name of a 
cow’s horn, is 677° The old engineer's 
band shock as he sat down hiss glass and 
turned to me with a white face. 

‘For God's sake, sir, con't say nothin’ 
about her.’ 

‘Look here, Bill,’ I continued. ‘You 
know more than you've ever told. What 
fit? What did you see in the cab of 67 
ater you pulled out of tha roundhouse that 
night ?} 

‘But he only shook his head and turned 
to go. Then he hesitated, and, facing 
me again, said, ‘I know this, sir; 67 is 
stilirunning. I've seen her twice— once 
in the Big Cut; again on bridge 6. The 
next time I'll not live to tell of it. Good- 
by, sir.’ f 
The division superintendent paused to 

light a fresh cigar, then continued : 
‘But I'm making a long dog ot a short 

tail, friends. So for what I have told may 
b: corroborated by referring to the com- 
pany’s officials. though they won't care to 
say much. What follows was seen by but 
two men of whom one is dead, the other 
here before you. 

‘ It was the anniversary of 67's exodus, 
Christmas eve. The right was cold, dark, 
and still, and smelt of snow. I had gone 
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down to Wilson's in) the afternoon to 
take supper with a friend, and now, at 
10.30, I found myself some four miles 
from home speeding through the darkness 
on my railroad bicycle. No trains were 
due until almost midnight, and I paid 
small heed to the track ahead or behind, 
but buckled tightly down to business and 
made the little wheels fairly fly. Ttrough 
the Big Cut I flew with deatening clatter, 
crossed a litile bridge, and a moment 
later sighted the lights ot the section 
house twinkling far up the track. 

‘ Suddenly above the noise of my own 
locomotion I distinctly h-ard the hum of 
an approaching train behind me. Astound- 
ed 4 looked backward over my shoulder. 
Nearer and nearer came the sound, and 
then a flood ot light rounded the curve 
behind, out of the Big Cut came a flaring 
headlight, and instantly the track became 
two long, curving needles of light. It 
wes useless to attempt to reach the 
section house. I applied the brake, 
swung my bicycle off tke rails in- 
to a gully, and, drawing back, watched 
the oncoming train. What it could be 
I could not think. Possibly some be- 
lated freight, though, for the matter 
ot that, I was almost certain that all 
the trains had passed. Louder and loud- 
er grew the rattle and jar, higher and high- 
er sang tha rails, and more distinct each 
moment came the bing-bang, thump- 
thump of the great wheels. Then I not- 
iced a strange unsteaiiness of the bead. 
light. From side to side it swayed, like a 
mast head light in a heavy swell, and with 
8 queer tremor at my heart I knew that 
the engine approaching me was light; 
running light, and at such a terrific speed 
as threatened each moment to burl her 
from the track. And at the same instant 
Bill Gabbert’s strang» tale came back to 
me. With a gasp I crouched back against 
the further bank of the ditch. I felt faint, 
and then my sight cleared, a glare of in- 
tensely white light was all about 
me, a deafening noise filled, my 
ears and I saw quite plainly the 
black figures €7 against the light, 
caught a fleeting glimpse of the empty and 
dimly illumined cab, saw the tender piled 
high with coal, and then found myself run- 
ning blindly down the track in a cloud of 
dust and cinders in the wake of the mon- 
strous swaying shape. Nearly opposite the 
section house I slackened my pace and 
tried to pierce the gloom. The engine was 
only a faint echo of sound in the back dis- 
tance. 

‘I stumbled over some obstacle, and fell 
to my knees. With fingers that trembled 
I drew forth a match and lighting it, held 
italo!t. A man's body lay directly across 
the rails. As the little flame brightened I 
looked about me. A few feet distant within 
the dim circle of light, stood a milepost, 
white and ghostlike, and the black figures 
on it stood forth distinctly, 126. Gathering 
courage, I dropped my gaze and looked 
into the wide, unseeing eyes of Bill Gab- 
bert.’ 

WANTED, 
Heirs of Charles Colvin, 

George Tipper, Abraham Tup- 
per, Mrs. Ann Ressiter. And 
6co others for uficlaimed 
money. Write us. 
McFARLANE & CO. Truro, N. S 

OONDENSED ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Announcements underthis heading not exceeding 
five lines (about 86 words) cost 26 cents each 
insertion. Five centsextra for every additional 
line 

1 Pack, May I. C. U. Home; 1 Pack, Es. 
5 PACKS OF ® ®R "5 pack. Flirtation: 1 Pack. Hold 
CARDS FREE to the Light ; 1 Pack, Our Sofa just holds 

Two ; 1 sample book full of Novelties, 
Send Se. silver for postage. 

By an Old Established House—High 
Wa NTEDG 5 Man or Woman, good Church 
standiug, willing to learn our business then to act 
as Manager and State Correspondent here. Salary 
$900 Eoclose selt-iddressed stamped envelope to 
A. T. Elder, Manager, 278 Michigan Ave. Chicago, 
Ill. 

COLLECTIONS and old stamps 
STAMPS bought for cash. State size of 
collection or send list. For particulars address 
Box 358 St. John, N. B. 

A VALUABLE PROPERTY FOR SAL in the growing town of Berwick, 
.8., known as “Brown’s Block” and contains 

three stores all rented, also two t¢enemants which 
can be easily converted into a Hotel. O:chard and 
siable in rear. Berwick is a noted health resort 
and is one of the most growing and prosperous 
towns in Nova Sco ia. There is an excellent open- 
ing here for a et Tania meg] down Somat 
on mo €. ould exchauge for good farming 
TT Noaty to H. E. eB orW. V. 
Brown, Berwick., Nova Scotia. 

Old established wholesale House 
WANTE wants one or two honest and im. 
dustrious representatives for this section. Can pay 
a hustler about $12.00 a week to start with. DRAWER 
29, Brantford, Ont. 

Young men and women to help in 
WANTED the Armenian cause. Good pay. 

ill send copy of my little book, **Your Place in 
Lite,” free, to any who write. Rev. T. 8. Linscott, 
Brantford, Ont. 

RELIABLE MERCHANTS in 
| each town to handle our water- 
VANTE Water Paint. Five million pounds sold 
n United States last year. VICTOR KOFOD, 
49 Francis Xavier, Montreal. 

at Rothesay for sale or to rent 
R ES | D E N (H E J gd Sue: Shegihe. That 
leasantly situated house known as the Titus prop 
aty aboutons and a half miles from Rothesay Sta- 
tion and within two minutes walk of the Kennebec= 
casis Rent reasonable. Apply to H. &. Fenety, 
Barrister-at- Law, Pugsley Building. 24 6-1 

(reat 
Advances 

Have recently been made in methods of teah- 
ing commercial subjects—tookkeeping and 
Correspondence especially. 

Our nethods are not those of five or even two 
years ago, but the verv latest. embracing the 
la‘est features attaie clo.e of 1897, 

Our Shorthand is also the best——the Isaac 
Pi'man. 

~. (Catalogues 
'» to any add- 
J Tess. 
® 8.KERR&SON 

FROM INDIA AND CEYLON. 
“wgB® TES Pegs, For Guests 

If you want a really fine, full 
flavored, rich ““ bodied’ tea, to 
offer your guests, or for the 
family circle, get 

CF . 

TEAS 
Elephant Brand—of course the 
more expensive grades are best 
—Dbut all are good pur¢ tea, and 
whether you get the 4oc., soc., 
6oc., 7oc* or g1. per lb. grades 
any of them are 

BEST OF TEA VALUES 
Sold at above prices by all good grocers, in 3 & 1 1b. air tight lead packets, 

Always Pure, Always Fresh. 

POULTRY NETTING, 
36, 48. 60, and 72 inches wide. 
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WIRE FENCING, 
36 and 42 inches wide We have a large stock of these goods and if 

you are interested call. or write us, and we will be pleased to quote you 
very low prices. 

Hmerson & Fisher. 
St. John, N. B. 

P. 8. The “Willett Washer is acknowledged to be one of the best in use. 
Have you seen one ? 

BICCEST 
Free OFFER 

YET 

EVERY FARMER WANTS 
The Celebrated and Popular work, Entitled 

Manning's illustrated Book 

Cattle, Sheep and Swine. 

300,000 Sold at $3.00 per Copy 
£2. READ OUR GREAT OFFER,=3 

Li » 
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This great work gives all the information concerning the various breeds and their Characteristics Breaking, Training, Sheltering, Buying, Selling, Profitable Use, snd General Care ; embracing all the Diseases to which they are subject—the Causes, How to Know and What to Do given in plain, simple language, but scientfically correct; and with Directions that are Easily Understood, Easily Applied, and Remedies that are within the Reach of the People; kiving also the Most Approved and Humane Met~ hods for the Care of Stock, the Prevention of Disease, and Restoration to Health. wmoag Determined to outdo all ofters ever vet made, we have secured this celebrated work, the mosticom= plete and practical yet produced, heretofore sold at $3.00 per copy, and offer A Copy Free to every new subscriber to our paper. 

A'thoueh the price of one year’s subscription to the PROGRESS is Only 8200 we now offer to send this great work in slightly cheaper binding and for one new yearly subscription to the PROGRESS. 

MANNING S BOOK, All for Only 
Of it? 

Former Price, $3.00 $2.00 

. The Progress 

Send by Postal Order or Postage Stamps $2.00 
at once and secure this unrivalled and useful premium, 

Free 


