tramp companions climb up the frame-
wwork of the trestle of Granite Gorge
20 escape a landslide. Almost imme-
diately they are startied to hear the
awhistle -of the opproaching Limited.
To prevent disaster, Bob struggles
desperately to push a boulder from
2he track. Nelson, one of his compan-
dons, wants to let the train be wrecked
—and rob it. With his steel spike he
deals Bob a vicious blow and the lai-
ter falls to Iis knees, dazed.

CHAPTER I1I—Continued
. Memories of gridiron battles,
when the greater the knocks and
the odds the fiercer and hotter ran
his blood, flashed now into Bob's
mind and goaded him to his feet.
To his dizzy brain the track ties
magically became ten yard marks,
‘the granite sides of the railroad cut
through the Gorge became a college
stadium, and the wind became the
roaring of forty thousand game-mad
fans in mighty unison, “Hold ’em
Princeton!” i g
Running low and calling num-
bers to himself as he ran Bob plung-
ed recklessly toward the headlight
which bore down upon him out of
the night like a grotesque and flam-
fing football. He fought madly to
peel off the clinging folds of his wet
coat, while the wind howled at him
an uncanny confusion of pleas:
“Block that kick!—Stop that train!
~Block that kick!—=Stop that train!

His head cleared as he ran, so

that presently he knew enough to
come to a pause and stand, drawn to
his full height there on the gridiron
oi.wooden ties and steel rails, wav-

Bob plunged recklessly toward the
headlight which bore down upon
him.

ing his coat with wide sweeps de-
fiantly up into the burning eye of
{the Cyclopean locomotive. The glar-
ing light blinded him so that his
{whole visual world was a waste of
{whitehot embers. It was as though
| he had opened the door of Hell and
"looked in. His ears, made the keen-

The light dn-lm!
£ intemile'c; of th

trestle, touched with a distant and
guarded radiance the soapsudy rap»

ids swirling through the Gorge, and-

gave the awed spectators on the
high tracks a Dantean glimgse inta
an Inferno. i
~ Bob, coming diffidently no nearer
than the fringe of the crowd, saw
with amused tolerance- that Potts
was sharing the limelight with the
boulder. Leaning importantly
against the big stone, Potts was
sweeping his brimless slouch hat up
and down and around and about in
grandiloquent gestures as he drama-
tically explained to the admiring
rescuees how he had flagged the
train. But Bob’s amusement gave
way to reséntment as he saw Spike
walk boldly into the spotlight from
nowhere and divide attention with
Potts, to the latter’s disappointment,
Bob throbbed with indigination
against this sinster bum, who could
now without compunction bsazenly
|bid for the gratitude of people whom
he had planned to rob—and murder,
That was it—nothing short of mur-
der! Involuntarily, Bob took a step
forward, and a hot accusation rose
to his lips. An appreciation of fu-
tility checked his steps and his cry,
After all, what did it matter? Ta
implicate Spike would be an ins
volved and complicated matter re=
quiring the expenditure of many
words. How could he prove anys
thing against Spike? One bum’s
word would be as good as another’s!
And, dulled by a backrush of all his
indifferencé, he asked himseld
“What's the use?” i
He shrank even farther back inta
the shadows now, wishing that the
train would proceed and leave him
alone with his hobo pals—wishing,
even, that Potts and Spike would
ride away cn the Limited and leave
him entirely alone. His head ached
from his falls. He was worn out
and cold. He wanted now only to
seck out a sheltered hole in the lee
of some big rock and huddle and
burrow down, like a homeless dog,
for a sheep.# He turned, and started
to shamble away, forlorn and friend-
less, into the darkness.
To the center of the crowd
around Potts and Spike the stalwart
enzineer of the Ltmited had pushed
meanwhile. He. listened for a moe
| ment to. their claims, while anger
yand disgust oversprcad his greasy
| face, Then he interrupted scorch-
| ingly.

G ‘ “Say, where the hell do you two

| guys get this stuff? I saw who
saved us. It was the young bum!”

Potts coughed and slunk back a
little while the enginver claborated
to the white faces encircling him:

“For me it was like having a front
seat at the movies. The Old Girl's
eye lit up the whole thing like a
show. Just as I came around the
curve I seen the young bum running
toward us like a madman, waving
his coat. If he hadn’t come as far
as he did, nothing could have saved
us from going over. He stood
there in the middle of the tracks as
confident as a traffic cop. You
know, a driver's instinct gets used
to seeing everything at once. Away

er by their greater responsibility,| pack of him 1 spotted the boulder
ibrought”to him above the storm a|,, the trestle and knew why the

sound of screeching brakes that

young fellow was flagging me. I set

jwas at once a relief and a warning|ghe prakesand closed my eyes "cause

}=-he jumped, and a blistering cylin-
ider head grazed him as the train
tbrushed by like a hot broom,

I didn't want to see him chewed
down, for he made no move to get
out of the way, but just stood there

| In his next conscious moment|pynched over a little like Liseen kids

“on his back by the stony trackside,
his head pillowed on the ample hand

Bob discovered that he was lying|from State College gettin' ready ta

tackle the guy with the ball. For
a minute I got a wild notion he was

of a trainman, while the rain—which | oi 1o try and tackle thg Limited
had l?een chnllmg—now} tapped a re- Funny how many queer. notions cat
{freshing staccato on his face. The| ieam through your head when yous
| great sleek fength of the greyhound | yrain is runnin’ off the track!”

!Limited was at a standstill. Pale

Bob's eyes.

you, 'bo—are you—"

ral'td saying shakily,

“Oh, I'm all right.

thaps.”
group of trainmen, mail clerks and

slippery trestle as they peered into
\the shrieking blackness of the Gor«
7 ge and speculated upon the horrible-
"ness of the fate they had been saved.

Bob anticipated the question by| The
getting quickly to his feet, aided by | good-naturedly, then admitted “Yes,
(the strong arms of the trainman, Fatty, I remember that T couldn’

“My young colleagues performed

light filtering down from Pullman|, peroic service,” interrupted Potts
windows revealed the question in|«p.¢ T—I, sir,

endeavored with
might and main to dislodge this

“0. K. "bo, but no more'n a f00t| great stone while Bob ran to flag
to spare,” said the trainman grate-

fully; then, with concern, “but say, |in your mental picture of the climac-

you. Recollect, sir, was I not with.

tic moment of this perilous event?*
engineer appraised < Potts

decide which would be the most

Just a little| dangerous| to hit—the boulder or
winded, and a mite bruised per-|you!”

The engineer's glance fell sternly

A bit unsteadily Bob walked with|on Spike. “But this bum was no-
the engineer toward the excited|where in sight!”.

Spike returned the engineer's

passengers who were milling warily | logk, eye for eye, unabashed and in-
{around the boulder on the gusty,|solent.

However, an interruption
came when a tall, slim young mail
clerk who, disheveléd and breathe
less, had elbowed his way into the
foref; of the dripping crowd in
time to hear the engineer’s descrip-
tion of the Aagging. asked.
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son than any of us for’ wanting to
gl to Crater City alive to-night.”

Then, in disappointment, after a
swift look around.

“Hell, he's lit out. Gee, I thought
he didn’t look like no ordinary bum,
and this proves it, or he'd be hangin’
around for a handout. Look! There
he goes now—past the sleepers.
Hey!”

Whether or not the storm pre-
vented Bob from hearing, at any
rate he gave no sign that he had
heard, but with his hands in pockets
and shoulders hunched continued
indifferently on his way. Jim Fowl-
er, the young mail clerk who, more
than any other, ‘had reasons - for

Bob halted and stared inguisitive-
ly at Fouwler.

wanting to recach Crater City soon
and in safety, darted after Bob, de-
termined that he should not run
away from the gratitude of at least
one of those whom he had bene-
facted.

“What the hell do you want?
Why don't you let me alone?” Bob
asked sullenly when gvertaken,

Unrebufied, Jim Fowler extended
a friendly hand. “I want to thank
you, Mister, for saving my life upon
thé night of all nights in my life
when I am most needed at home—"

Bob shrugged and did not even
extend his hand. Curiosity as to
why he had played so important a
part in this young mail clerk’s life
did not rouse a spark of interest in
him, for to this tramp the little
everyday affairs of the world seeme
ed unrealistically far -away, remote
and long ago.  For him, now, the
only starkly real things were the
rain, the depressing chill, his aching
head, and his desire to be’ hlone.
He felt sheepish rather than pleased
because he had saved members of
this human society which he hated
as a whole. He turned abruptly and
started away again, without a word,

Regret and bafflement shadewed
Jim's eyes at the attitude of this
man who had saved his life—and
others—yet seemed to régret have
ing done so. But Jim's own thap-
piness had ‘the illimitable elasticity
of completeness; so, he tried again.

“Why are you headin’ west, 'bo—
there’s nothing but barren mjoun-
tain passes and a couple of empty
section shacks for more miles than
you can tramp in this stors. Better
ride in to Crater City in my mail

X -ﬂw’d come aiocg and
give me d!”
't mind,” said Bob,

“My pame’s Fowler—Jim Fowls
er,” the gierk informed him, “and
this is my ear.” pointing to the first
of threée mail coaches. A stoc
marine-with an alert rifle was sil-
houetted i the half-open door—a
reluctant bodily martyr to regula-
tions while euriosity towed his spir-
it to the enginc's nose.

“My name’s Bob—Bob—Wilson,”
replied the young tramp, meeting
for the first time the need of invent-
ing a surname.

The two picked their way silently
along the trackside toward the tres-
tle to ascertain how long the delay
would lagt, Male passengers re-
turning, with an important sense of
being advemturous souls, to bear
first hand tidings to their affrighted
females a8 to what had happened—
and how long we'll be—and where
are we—amd was anybody hurt—
looked upon Bob as he passed’ with
the supevgl;:'us gratitude of the
well-fed. e patronized him with
a shoulder pat; others called out
words of appfobation. Bob shrank
from the slaps, and with moody
tolerance ignorcd the praise.

The train crew had crowbarred
the boulder off the frestle to eter-
nal oblivien on the hed of the tor-
rent below, and were now engaged
in inspeeting the tracks. The big
stone seemed to have struck the
trestle squarely in the center, bes
tween the rails, which were undam-
aged except for minor dents; bne tie
was squashed into wood -pulp, and

| several others were immoderately

splintered. 8till. it was safe to,pro~
ceed cautiously, the conductor and
the engineer decided.

Spike and Potts’ had drawn dis-
crectly into the background, out of
the circle of action where they might
have been invited to help remove
the boulder; but, catching sight of
Bob simultangous!y with observing
that the bulk of work was now over,
they came close again.

The conduetor cocked an ex-
pertly calculating eye at his watch,
ordered the trainmen back to their
posts, and with Morse, the engineer,
then approached Jim and the
tramps.

“I've invited this man to ride to
Crater City inmy car, Smogs,” said
Jim to the comductor; then, with
hesitation, “and the other bu~his
friends, I mean—can come too, I
guess.”

The beefy “gonductor stared at
Bob importantly. “It was a cour-
ageous thing for a fellow like you
to do, and of cotirse we're all grate-
ful. It was my intention to suggeést
that you could ride in with us. The
passengers haye signifred their pure
pose of taking up a purse, which
will be presel to you .when we
arrive in Cratee' City. We hope you
will put the money to some useful
| purpose,” he goncluded victuously,
“that might redeem you from your
—err-r—present mode of life

Some rcprr emotion agitated
the corners of Bob’s mouth, as he

T

heroically overcame am impule to
punich the c@ or's, M “He

turned his g abrup..; the

conductor, whoy much put out, rolls

ed his eyes e ively at Morse to
bear witness g such ingratitude.
But the eng ‘merely grinned
‘and hopped y
where he co
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peculiar dante. By marking bees with | S
colors and fecding some while leaving |
others unfed, the experimenter proved
that only those which had been fed
would start the dance t brought
swarms 0 new feeding
* %
Movies for Ship Passengers
to Cure Seasickness
Bengickness is believed to be due
to strain on the eyes caused
by the constantly shifting planes of | ¢
the ship. ";’o counteract the effects of
this: movemen: and thus possibly




