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In the midmoming quist, the balhing
heach and the ocean reflecied only the
brightness of the Inviting sun. But »
Hittle way back from the glistening sand
and conversing through a small par)
ward a suburban statlon the streeis of
the seaniffe resort were allve with men
and women, hurrying to tha city for the
grind of the day. Motor ears, oo, plvi-

ing noisclessly along the boulevards Jrow
up In turm befors t(he station and dla-
charged thelr passengers. From one of
these s middip-aged, military looking

wman, Gensral Holmes, an ex-army offloer
and A& milroad man, alighted on the
platform. A governess and a pretly girl,
Heolen—Oeneral Tlolmes' only child—had
accompanied him to the train, and when
he turped to ihe open tonnésat o say
moodbye, Flalen sprang impuisively half
way Into his arma. Hie train pulled in
as he quite simply but affeclionxtely
kissed his child and boarded Lthé nearest
CAar. 1
Helen, promised & moming In the pari,
Isft the motlor car wilh her gaverness
the mament they crossed a amall weeni
rallroad runming hack of the bearh, £he |
already had hor eys on what she wanted |
to play with. A comlented dog. at prace
with the world and sunning himself on w
eranty slope, had riveted her alert ove;
Helen advanoed Joyously to get  ae
qualnted. The dog seomed not averss Lo
& pamsive friendahip, but the Nittle mald,
sitting down, sought something more,
and by pulllng hard and wiih confidence
at hin neck, soon had hla unpromising
head-after a fanhion, at least=In her
diminutive lap, b
The straln on hia senaibilities appesrsd
more than her amiable and care-free
friend could stand. After submitting for
A time he miled over, Jumped up and
trotted briakly away for a new seclunion
and A new peace. ¥elan, undaunted, fol-

the Incldent. Put a moment later the
fow apeciators In the pceple rallroad
aquare, walting of
minlature tralns, saw a protesting dog |
trotting rapidly away from a eurly- |
halred girl. who briskly and relentlessly
followed, ’

A newspbay, relaxing asainst & con-
venlent lamp post after the morning
, watehad the pursuil for a moment
with Janguld interest, then tumed to look |
&t an amproachine train on the sceni
road. Te seemad no more Lhan hall
awske, His wits In trrth. wers woal
morning  found him

:

over his shouler al
friend, was malloning nncer-
direcily down the narrow
the encaming traln. Tlalen,
nething of e ‘rain w=t
chass, Tan after at ton
peants saw her. dangor
rounded the curve fust In

"
her
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Amos Rhinclander, » New York man of
large means, and General Holmes, return-
Ing on Helen'n elghleenth Birthday with
Rhinelander and Rhlnelunder's nephow—
Robert Seagrue, hlmeell & young and
ambitious railroad promoter—from s trip
of Inapsotion of the t'dewater terminale
of Holmes' rond, was eagerly awnlted by
his dsughter at thelr country home
among the Ban Pablo foothille. A mes-
ange sent up ta her from Higoal, the fub-
urban station of tho country seat, had
aaked har to meet her fathar that dey on
No. 8, the through eastern Phssenger
train,

The motor ear had gone ahead and
Helen, taking Rocket, ane of her favorite
hunting horses, rode down dt her lelaure
to the station,

While far from being & spolled cohild,

Helen felt very much at home anywhars
on the Copper Range & Tidewater rall-
rond,
On the day that Helen cahtered lazily
down through the foothills toward Signal,
a leng westhound freight traln, after
olimbing the grade sast of a bdbig hill
known on the divislon as Blackbird pass,
reached the summit enly to find itsalf In
trouble, The alr pump, after balking all
moming, had quit, and the sonductor
Woing forward found the engineer, after
repeated eofforts with the big machine,
helpless—the nirtirnkes out of pervice,
Without losing much tme, the cenductor
rigged up hia emergency telephone snd
ashed for instructions from the dis-
patcher, The anawer to his request was
ourt: “Bring In No. 185 by hand brakes.”
The erew aproad to iheir posts en the
decks, the lJumbering string of heavily
Iaden oars were oarefully started down
the hill, and the long string began rapidly
to pick up speed.

It pleked up, Infdeed. toe rapldly. The
orew valnly strove to hold back tha un-
wisldy train. Clubs in hand and with the
brakes hard jammed, (hey saw (helr mon-
stor rosistieanly gelting away from them
The conductar hurried forward, for a
confarence, to the cab, and ocomparing
watlches with the sngineer, Inoked sarloun
~within tkenty minutes they would be
running on N, 80'a tima; they might sven
meat 1t at the boltom of tha Ml befove
they reached Signal

The conductor acted quickly, Pleking
up & lump of coal he poratehed a mensnge
on & white signal flax and wrapped It
around & wrench. Cedar Grove station
was hardly a mile ahead. As the enetne
dashed by it the sonductor. in the anag-
way, hurled the message through the of.
flen window. Ploling it up and hastily
feading the rough serawl, (he startled
operntor wired the tidings instaniy 1o
the mext station. That station
Hignal.

In the bouncing engine cab thers werm
Erave faces. “What are you wuing to dor
Shouted the engineer. WRhout healts-
tion the conductor cried: “Cut off the
oaboose. We can't stop t-Jdet the trin
€0 The engineer agteed: “We've only
Eot one Jifs aplece. No time 1o loss.

was

Ueorge!" he yelled 10 his firermun,
“make for the enbooes.™
Tha fireman, perbaps (he youngeat

AL In the two crews, wilhout mnswer-

Ing. continued 18 humt for s wrench.

"Wake up. COeorge”” shouted the ocon.
s Moome o)

1="They Struggled with the Balky Brake., 2—'You Ar, Hurt," She Said.
Smiled, “1o Seo a President’s Daughter S8o Very Olever.”

Tha two, who lUked him, pulled the boy
toward the Wender. Ile whook loows.

“Stay and be—hanged,” shouted the
conductor, with a flery expletive. "Let
him alone,” he erled, wngrily, “"He's
dippy, Come!" And with his companiona
huatiing close after, ho atarted over the
coal on (he tender.

The train had attained a frightful pace.
Alrondy gllmpeen of ita long, eurving
roll on the distant hill might be wseen
from the window of Sigual station, where
the disturbed operator had taken tho
memsafo of the runaway from Cedar
Orove and was read'ng it to Helen
Holmes, breathless hesides his table:
“Alr brakes broken dowm, Running
away, Sidetrack No, 30.—No, 145"

It was the import of the lust sentence
which for an Instant frose her senses
Her father! The passenger train fmcing
that rupaway on the single track be-
fow Signal Moere than once wshe had
hoard har fathsr declars that the stretch
between BSignal and the next estation,
Heamun, muat be double-tracked—only,
money was B0 hard to gel. If the lnck
of it should now cost him his life, the
lives of perhaps half a hundred otheral
Whils she was thinking, the operator
was working furfoualy at his key with
a message for Beaman station. His one
hape of avelding the head-on polllsion
wus to ocateh the passonger (rain at
No. 3. Runaway on main line."
told “Halen, clossly watching his
nervous fingers, what he had sent. “I
should have An answer in a minute.”

It came At once The siation
operator first tried to write {t, then
threw down his pen and repeated its
worda unsteadily to the frightensd girl.

“Na. B left on time. Hetween here and
the river.''

With wide-open eyes ahe looked la-
tently toward the mountains. At the
moment the rolllng hills now hid the
runaway, but the situation was charting
itself ke Mghtning, in her mind. Be-
twoen where she stood and where the
passenger Lraln was coming the line
trossed Bam Pablo river, & navigable
Udeowater gtrenim and a waterway that
fod o considermble traffic to the yailroad.
Her father had put across the-San Pablo
& huge jackknife drawtridge—i{he best an
honest engineesr and an honest rallrosd
directorate conld bulld. Just over the
river from Bignal statfon he had already
pit In, aa & atart towiard double-tracking.
A long sidetrmolk. At Sigual there was
no siding, nothing, In fact, but the sta-
tlon bullding.

With everything of this speeding ke
& fim through her lhesd, Helen was
dashing out of the office when the stroam
of & whistle aignal bore down on her
ears. Confused a8 she was, [t meant
nothing 1o her. A chance,

the slding
switeh and sidetrack the fataj ransway
bofore It ahould strike and soatter to de-
struction the helpess pessenger traln

Rocket, withowt & thought other than

running te him, headlong, vaulied upen
his back, In her fear she cried to Mim.
The home heard-=it seemoed as I ho un-
derstood. Ha woke, qulvering, at the im-
ot of her body. Whirliing with s
charge, .at the touch of the bridle rein,
gulek that he slmost bolied from bn-
whoe was Lrying (o seat

greal drafip of
a8 Rocket's wiry

RIZand ¢he GAME
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8—*Very Gratifying," Ho

was n difficulty, but Rocket, who could
thread a lava bod without brulsing a fet-
ook or oross a pralrie-dog town st full
upeed wnd hold his mistross as stoady
nn If sahp were pliting on a rocking horse,
was not likely to balk at galloping over
mere tles—besides, she would give him
his time. At the worst, any bridge, she
said te herself, must be reached before
it can be crossed, and her eyes wers al-
ready fixed hard on the one she must
oross, when she thought she paw the
great jJuckknife span moving mysteri-
ously on s balanced bed, Urging her
horse ta his best, centering all of her
faculties on mastering the tiokliah task
ahiond, Halen's eyos set in o stare on the
mokknife, to determine whether it was
moeving or tricking her straining senses
In almost an instant her doubt was re-
solved: to hor comsternation she saw Lhe
huge knife draw, moving unmistakably
upward, Her eyes sought the bridge
tower—the bridge tender was standing at
the open window. MHer glance aweit the
stroteh of river, then she remembered,
then ahe understood, then she know, all—
a river tug wos bearing mapidly down-
atream; she could see the pilot and the
eaptain In the whealhouse; the bridge
was lifting for the boat's passage.

The balked girl drove her littie apurs
into Rocket. The horse sprang. infurd-
ated, to greater eoffort. If ahe could
make the draw In time ahe wouold jump
it—a slight rise—aothing should keep her
back.

Without swerving for an instant from
her purpose; without shrinking from her
single alternative, and only praying for
time still to make good her endeavor,
Helen headed Rocket stralght for the
open draw, Flis foet struck the pler, Bhe
gave the horwe hin head. The wiry besst
saw what yawned below., Hs heard his
mistreas’ quick word. As his fest tovehed
the brink of the abutment (he horse
golled like a spring. and for an instant
guivered. His miatress with a sharp cry
of command vose In her stirrups: then
Munching himeelf and his borden, ke
an arrow far out, the hunter spring with
Helen cleanly mto the river. Thers waa
A great aplash and the parted watera
dlosed over their heads.

A pilat, captain and bridgetender stood
us men dased, lnoking on. The river cap-
taln, yelling ghe crew to quarters, hurried
forward o row out lines as soon aa
the tug should eome withim reach of the
tmperiled girl. The bridpetender, In the
window, ghoed to the scene, watchoed the
clreling Bubhilea where horse and rder
had plunged down, walting for them to
reappear. For an Interminable instant
the onlookers walted. It seemed an |If
the .l'tb would never come up. Then n
giriish head of soaked curls rose among
the ripplea, a yvoung fece emerved from
the troubled stream, and Helgn, throwing
herslf Pree from Roeket, shook the waler
from her eyes and nose with a swim-
mar's quick certaln puff and struck out
for shore. Flocket was nol far away
With a few powerful stroakes his mistrosy

tide, runnine heavily through the chan-

plar of Lthe opngsita bank
serambling in & momant from the water,
bore hia charge vnhuri up the steep bhank,
and ander her urging A up the track
to the tower,

The bridgetender, at the door, con-
fronted her. The deipping givl, seated on
her quivering horss, told the astontshied
man in s fow (:ni. what had happoned,
and as be whi into the tower agape
to lower lhe draw Helen urgrd Rocket at
& rin down the track. It sesmed as IF
her ears bubbled and rang with the rum
bis of the two approaching trains, hut |
har brain had ceased to take note of any-
thing beyond her one stubborn resolve to
reach the siding ywitch—ahs could see it

gaught bis mane and recoversd him.  The |

nel, carred the twe together below the |

plainly ahead. The bridgetender wans
hantily lowering the knife for tha freight.
Determined, while in the river, to leave
the bridee apen and wreek the freight
Helen belleved ahe could avold even that,
and had given the tender hils orders ac-
cordingly. The tug, which had
whistling wildly, now heeled vialently to-
ward the wharf, where the captain, a
Eame sport, had resolved to make fant
and sea the excitement ont. With the

baan

| boatl crew anhore and dashing across the

whartf to watch Helen, she crouched lko
A Jockey over Rocket as he orushed and
mcattered the cinders under his flying
feet, and In what seemed another mo-
ment—ao fast had ate flown—checking the
horse cruelly, she threw her lines and
slid from his back besdo the nmidetrack
switch,

Running to It, she grasped the lever
only to fined the awiteh locked,

Hhe could mee samolte streaming from
the stack of the engine. Bahind, ahe hnad
no need to look, the rumble of the hoad-
end of the runaway was thundering on
the bridge. Desperation cleareq her head,
Hhe caught up a heavy stone from the
r'eht-of-way and pounded flercaly at the
awitoh lock. She struck at the stout bow
and hammered in a fury at the reslst-
Ing cover.

No mechanism ocould stand such an as-
sault for long. The ground unpder her
feot was vibrating with_the fearful pound
of the great frelght engine as It dashed
with itsa heavy drag over Lhe clomshy
rall jointa. She knew the reeling mach‘ne
must be almost on her and the thought
spurreq her to upnatural strenght. The
lock gave way, The excited girl jorked
the lever clear and threw the switeh,
half fainting boside It a8 the monster
ongine struck madly at the points. Then,
with a shock that tore the heavy road-
bed and the roar slmost of an earth-
quake, engine, tender and traln lurched
heavily Inte the slding. Car after car
Jumped and pounded at the stubborn
rails. On and on they ecames, shaking
the wpolld earth under HMelen as  she
gasped, Bwt the thundering., Jumping
wheels continued (o pusa the switch In
safety and the pointa held. The long
train made the siding to the very end
and Helen, almost stunned, saw, In
something like o vislon, the passenger
traln, its brakes throwing streams of
fire from the grinding whesls, race past
her down the main track toward the
bridge.

The runaway frelght was less for-
tunate. At the farther end of the side-
track throa box cars stdod patiently
walting for orders. They had been stand-
Ing thers unmolested for days; they had
tarried one moment too long. The run-
away traln with ita still obatinate [lire-
man, at tmes on the running board and
ol times In the cab, was heading vicl-
ously for them. Ita apeed was much re-
duced after reaching level grade. But the
fireman saw the game was olearly up,
He chose his moment and jumped, land.
ing viclently in the cinder ballast
Bruised and cut, he lay breathloss, al-
most insensible. He heard
the terrific crash into the ldle box cars
The firsl reallsation that oame to the
stunned boy was of someone struggli'ng
to help hBim away fram the wreck—soma
puny strengih excerted to drag his hoavy
body to greater safety. With a breath,

opened hls eyes. A young woman was
bending over bim

He wan a forbldding sight I!Im-a; duat
and gravel bhung in half s doserd cuts
on his foreheéad—hardly a feature of his
face, except his eyes, had escaped tho
mmash of the cindera. Someone with &
vory litle and very wet handkerchiefl
wiped bia eyos snd he could wed more
| cloarly when he opened them again. Ie
joould see the face bent over him and
| two eyes fixed anxiousy on his—a girl's
face, strange and yot—what could it be
of recollection that struggled through
his whirling senses?

Nor had Helen, as she knelt ang worked
over the injured man, dreamed of meslng
any faco ghe had ever looked Into boefore

But Rocket; | Ewen had it bedn uninjured she would

hardly have recalled it usder ordinary
com'nuu Bul Llwo people, a young
mah, npnow, angd & Young woman were
tweting wnder extraordinary olroum-
Mareey qnd thelr syes were very close
togethar. The man caught at her hand
as it puased with the poor little stained
handkerchjef across his forehead,
pod W, and oked kneenly into Helen's
oyes.

"I surely know you,
ing his eyon from hers
leasing her gasze

he sadd, not k-

Unequal 1o re-
Ehe stared at him with-

[}
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“THI now,
| sines.™

pisted the somewhat dismantied fireman. | him—=but whatever may have been her
*I guean ' he added calmly, look'ng back | thoughts, she made no reply,

|lt the mers of cars, 'l nesded d couple | (To Be Continued.)

| [ - \ ———— e e——————

AUTHOR OF “WHISPERING
SMITH,” “THE MOUNTAIN
DIVIDE,” “STRATEGY OF
GREAT RAILROADS,” ETC. :
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beach,” he went on, slowly,
hort—the minlature rallroad !

Bhe regarded him a moment In silence
Then she xpoke: “Isn It possible?” she

e el A really didn’t belong to me, I blew out only
“I'm the little boy,” he smiled grimly. |one.  The other side 1a running fine yot.
I've never seen the Witle girl | v pockon.* A

"You were \of days more.”
“How many coylinder heads 4i4 you
blow eut?' sputtersd the general

T dldn't have but two, and as they

Amos Rhinslander took the scens In
A sonse of confusion assailed her: she

with an abumdance of satiafled humor [ 4
wanted to escape his look You are | g0 wns a big, wholesome fellow. He-
| hurt,” she sald, dismissing with an ef- side him stood Beagrue, silsnt and ob.
fort oll consciovsness of the'r SIYRREe | .0t Both betore and after her father
mesting

introduced him, he ventured something of
A compliment—tried, as It were, for a
mament, to take the stage and seemad to

A ery of recognition and amazement cul
off their words., The passenger train had

backed down on the scens h-;‘ father awalt confidently an mppreciation of his
his trlend Rhinslander, young Henerne, Irnmnr‘k |
{the Bignal station operator, the tng oap-| . poen whether confused by her
| taln and the train passengers orowded much-wilted plight, or engroased by the 1
the obmervation platform looking at her| . ton of her adventure, could hardly &
and the shaken-up fireman notice his effort to be agreeable. Storm '\
he flagman could hardly raise  th® | had wone to hin engine. Her father was
| stepeeocer  qntek  enoneh | to releans | pogine his Aaughter back: to the ob-
'IIrrlmrn af that he might zel down to his | Looyation platform. From it Helen looked
danughter He Wnew nll-tle operator had ‘ stendily back ta Btorm, nhow  standing
| told the story He wught his daughter down the track ‘n the midat of the wreck-
fn his nrma with a shawer of MINY Fe | gon.  The passenger engine sounded twa
| proaches. “"What he cried HAave ¥9U | aharp  blasts of the whistle. Storm
|[nﬁ[ your mind? Arp voo mnd? Helenw's jaakad around: the passsnger traln was
|Fl.r‘- tell bofove her father's anger. Bhe maving ahead He maw i Lthe group on
| wae a duttfol girl ‘Who's thin boy?™" | the rear platform one figure—that of a
he demandod, polnting to the grimed and | slender girl In A wot jockey costume, a
dsfigured flreman, “What's your name™™ | gmile lighting her face an ahe looked to-
“Brorm. Qoenernl Holmes~Gerorge Storm, | ward him. She wha lifting her hand to
fireman.”' responded the boy, unmoved, hin Bruised forehaad and waved back her
‘What were you stivkine ke »n Tesch | gresting. Peslde HHelen stood Baagrue.
to a rinaway engine for—why didn't you | He @’d not seem ploassd with her attituds - |

go baok with the rest of the crew?’ de
manded the head of the road sevorely

Huorm the ealmly,

remark In her
=he quite plainly heard
"Very gratifying.” he

and dropped an lronical
ear. Thix one

met aranult Tland understond

thought T might be able o get the alr | amiled, “to find a prealdent’s daughter sno
pump golng,' he counteread, very clever. And.,” he added softly. “she
“md you do ItT" asked Holmes, with | seems to take a real interest In engine-
anrcasin, men:’”’
“1'd have done it If I'd had tim=," per- Helen  looked deliberately around mt

isit Washington |
¢—_: en route to New York

This is the gayest season in many years
— in Washington, with Congress in session
: 4%, and the social life of the capital at its
Lil[f I height. The shortest line to Washington,
and the only one running solid all-steel,
electric-lighted trains without change

confusedly |

|Rock Island Lings

the first he had boen able to draw, he |
! Enjoy the Southland’s

| that makes for a2 summer in
|

slop- |

|

Ot wpemking. "T'm sure | know you,
he oxcialmed, perplexed

He rose of a sudden to hla Fest—ao |
saally i surprised her. It was (he

ot 0 Y
— between Chicago and Washington is the

Baltimore & Ohio

Every modern convenience of travel over the “$100,000,000
Better” route with its new roadbed, its luxurious trains and
its celebrated dining-car service, Liberal stopover privileges.

Four splendid allsteel through trains
from Chicago daily
I\f‘:lhinlun 845 0. m. and l:.o.w :::..tlg‘a”nf tn%ﬂrm

of 81 charged to New York 1 refunded il st is made
route. No extra fare to Washington. TE 2 g

The New York Limited —Leaves Chicagoat 543 p.m. Arrives
'Washington 443 p. m. Daylight ride through the mountains.

The Washington-New York Express—Lea Chicago
st 828 a. m.  Arrives Washington 7.0 a. n:.'.

The New York Express.Leaves Chicago st 9. p. m.
Arrives Washington 10.50 p. m.

All traine leave Grand Contral Station, Chicago,
and leave 83d Street Station, 15 minutes leter.
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balmy climate during this coming

groves of palm trees and everything

s d\:;;ltel‘ in the semi-tropics.

Tickets on sale daily to April 30th with
return limit of June 1st, 1916

Only $50.68 for the round trip 1o Jacksonville, Fla., $87.18

in g:msmuh(h?s:::tc:::mpmdi"“ reductions to other points

Liberal Stopover Privileges
Connocd:g service via Rock Island Line
utomatic Block Signals
Finest Modern All-Steel Egquipment
ute Safety
Superb Dining Car Service
Write, pho call at mavel Bureay
:l:’?nl "muru Snl:o::. for :m:.t::‘:::c.i:::!a‘t{ou, |ilfom:
4. 8. McNALLY, Divislon Passanger Agent
Phone Douglas 428

winter—beautiful beaches,

#

See real estate columns for bargains




