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RN NENENNE
AT HER POST OF DUTY

Heroic Manner in Which Girl
Telegrapher Foiled Band of
Train Robbers.

WARION LOWELL LIVINGSTON.

“vou are not afraid, Esther?”

«sot a particle, Nettie. Why should
{ be? This is not my first time on
duty here, ¥You Eknow.”

“Yes, but at night, and all by your-
salf! [ should think you would die
with lonesomeness.”

“What! With your dear brother
paul to think of? Why, Nettie, just
imagine it—he may be a passenger
gn the very train I send speeding to
¢he city at midnight”

rather Manning mounted the iron
ladder leading to the track tower,
half 2 mile from the nearest house
of a small scattered settlement

Her father had been dispatcher at
rower 10 for fifteen years, and before
that in other employment with the
Central Northern. He was something
of an invalid, and in one month would
be due for honorable retirement from
the service and a pemnslon, if nothing
happened to spoil his record. During
the past yvear, while mnot teaching
school, his helpful daughter, Esther,
had learned telegraphy and had famfil-
tarized herself with all the detaiis of
her father's work. The night shift,
with its chill mists and tiresome
treadmill svstem, had been a hard-
ghip to old Mr. Manning. He was par-
teularly indisposed this particular
evening, and Esther had insisted on
acting as his substitute.

3he was engaged to Paul Reynolds,
who had been for a year in the west
and was expected home daily. His
gister had accompanied Esther to the
tower, a8 noted. The latter waited
till Bruce Vallette, the day operator,
was relieved by Esther. Then the two
walked away, leaving Esther alone at
her post of duty in the gathering
dusk.

Tower 10 commanded the wires
west thirty miles to Lyons Junction,
gnd east past the dangerous curves
and trestles of the next section. The
track inspection patrol reported from
that branch shortly after dark. Then
Esther saw an accommodation through
to the east, and by nine o'clock two
freichts in the eopposite direction.
Everything was now trim and tidy on
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She Had Shot Out the Whits Light
Signal.

the schednles. She had only the Night
Fiver to take care of, due at 12:03.
That erack train of the road usually
went through clean as a whistle. All
Esther had to look out for was crosa
orders from either end of the line.

Esther saw that the west sema-
phore was set for clear tracks. Half
2 mile distant where the big curve
began was the east semaphore. Bhe
noted that the go-ahead white lght
showed. Some occasional messages
went over the wires, but no call for
Tower 10 through the ensuing hour.

“Now for a comfortable resting
spell ” reflected Esther; but the rest-
ing spell merged into a reading, and
then into a thinking spell. It waa
pleasant to realize that she was doing
her duty and helping her father; it
was still more so to anticipate the
home ecoming of Paul Reynolds. He
had written a glowing account of his
puccess as a gold miner, hinting at a
ecomfortable nest egg, and telling
Esther to keep her eyes open for a
neat littla cottage, big enough, though,
to shelter “father,” as well as them-
palves.

Esther roused from her day dream
reverie with something of a shock.
Very suddenly the trap door in the
floor was given a great push, as if
from a man’s strong shoulder. Esther
had taken tke precaution to bolt it.
f8he heard a2 mufied ejaculation of
disappointment. Warned—more, alarm-
pd—Esther sprang nup quickly and
threw the tin shade over the lamp on
the operator’s table.

She ran to the window and glanced
down. It was just in time to see a
lurking form steal from the tower
base and slink over behind the cattle
pens. Here he was joined by two
men. They seemed to converse ani-
matedly. Two of them leaped into:
the ditch at the side of the .n'm!:n;i
and started in the direction of thei
east semaphore. The third man
stood half concealed by a great frame:
nilled with hay used in the cattl? pens.

| Esther summoned all her

east tracks. A startled cry escaped
her lips. The white clear signal was
not visible. It had been changed to
the red stop signal. Esther sprang
to the semaphore levers.

“The wires are cut!” she gasped,
white and trembling and almost over
come.

Within fifteen minutes the Night
Fiyer was due. The signal to come
on was set, and she could not change

it. The east signal had been tam-

pered with. The Flyer would not dis-
cover this until its engineer had pass-
ed the tower. The train would halt
around the curve at a deserted spot,
outside of any immediate help. :

“Train robbers!” breathed Esther,
aghast. “What shall 1 do?”’

She imagined the Night Flyer at
the mercey of lawless, armed bandits.
Esther glanced at the eclock. In siy
minutes the fastest train on the Cen-
tral Northern would come dashing
down the rails: She could see one of
the men in half view, as if his special
mission was to prevent her from in-
terfering with his nefarious plans.

! innata
 bravery and good sense. In ome cor-
ner of the tower room stood a repeat-
ing rifle, a part of the furnishment of
all isolated stations along the line.
With pride and nerve she recalled
some of her past proficieney in arch-
ery. She threw up a west window,
took alm at the semaphore, and fired.

No result. Again—and there was

a crash. She had shot out the white !

light signal' Surely the Night Flyer
would take some heed of this cireum-
stance!

A second rapid suggestion came to
her mind, and she ran for a corner
where a big bundle of red fire signal
fuses lay.

Carrying these to the table, she se-
lected one. Drawing the screen from
the lamp, she flared the end of the
fusee and gave it a fling. It landed,
hissing and sputtering, amid the loose
hay near the cattle pens. In an in-
stant the mass burst Into flames TUn-

l FAUNTLEROY NOW A MAN !

VYivian Burnett, to-day, and In his

“Lord Fauntleroy” days.

til the bundle was exhausted she lit.

and hurled fusees. It was not only
a grand beacon, the blazing hay, but
the glare spread red and warningly
across the sky.

Bang—bang—bang! A hail of bul.
letg from the revolver of the man left
on guard rattled across the crashing
windows of the tower. Then he dart-
ed down the rails in search of his
companions.

Up dashed the Night Flyer. Esther
was down from the tower, rifie in
hand, a figure hercic as the train
came to a stop and its crew surround-
ed her. In an instant an armed party
was made up, proceeding to the east
semaphore to investigate the situation
at that point

The bafled bandits had fled, but
preparations were discovered to hold

«Little Lord Fauntleroy” has found | sians and Greeks used dogs as allles |

pnother “Dearest.” This time it's a
- wife who until recently was Miss
Oonstance Buel, daughter of a well
known magazine editor, Clarence C.
Buel.

Vivian Burnett, the original of
=Little Lord Fauntleroy” and many
other child-heroes found in the books
written by his mother, Mrs. Frances
Hodgson Burnett, 18 now 38 years
old, and, although he's a suocessful
business man and active in politics in
his home town on Long Island, he’s
ptill often called “Little Lord Fauntle-
m_n

up the train in true wild western

fagshion—the train which carried in

its express car over half a million in
Currency.
The leader of the

investigating i

A BU3Y SEAMSTRESS

' 8he Leaves Vork of Destruction Long
Enough to Alter Her Dress

group was a young man from the west |

—Esther's lover. When the Night

Fiyer resumed its run, Paul Reynolds
came back to the tower to greet the
brave girl soon to become his wife.

The rallroad company did some-
thing more than pension old Mr. Man-
ning. They sent Esther a substantial
wedding present as a reward for her
herolc efforts In saving the Night
Flyer.

(Copyright, 1913, by W. G. Chapmar.)

HE WAS A REAL ENTHUSIAST

What the Great American National
Game Did for One Ardent
Fanatic.

He had torned away from the front
of a newspaper office, when he found
a8 man at his elbow smiling at him,
and, after a feeling of anger, he also
smiled, and said:

*l see you have got on my eurve,
Yes, I turned aside to look at the
baseball score, forgetting that the
m were over for the season.

of habit, you know. Been do-
ing the same thing for months and
months. ™

*“You were an enthusiast?” queried
the other.

“Say. I lived on #t7 I ate and slepf
with it. Hvery morning I made a bet
pnd every evening I found I had lost
{t. When the games began last spring
I had a hundred friends. When they
closed I hadn't one. I had called them
all lars and horse thieves over base-
ball and they couldn’t stand it.”

“It gets in the blood.”

“You bet. I couldn’t think of any-

thing but baseball all day, and at
night I dreamed of it, and cried out
{n my sleep. My wife refused to dis-
cuss the game, and the relations be-
tween us were strained. Our servant
girl refused to argue, and I discharged
her. Mv fatherinlaw said there was
po game like poker, and I Insulted
him. On Sunday, when there was no
game, the day seemed a week long
to me. The boss offered to raise my
wages five dollars a week if 1 would
cut it out, and I told him he was no
t-"

“But it’s all over now.”

“Yes, and I'm glad of it. In another
month I can get over thinking about

low's head off.”

Esther wondered what these suspi-
cious movements betokened. - Just
then she chanced to glance down

i o o

. Did you ever know a busier little
pody than Iliss Millle Moth? And
did any one ever know a valner little
body than this same Misa Mlillie.

~ Bome of those queer little folks who
oome uninv.ied into’ our pantries, of
pariors or c-llars are so economical
that they .ivc all through a life time
'4n one suit of clothes. Not so with
MfiMe ‘Mot!.. Busy little seamstress
'that she is she makesa over her own
, “best gown' and m it from a
| sggbhe” skirt to a Russian tunic until
' you wonder where ever she gets time
'to make those funny lttle holes in
' the carpets and the overcoais.

i But just »s soon as the frivolous
lady sets up housekeeping in the poe
ket of a fur overcoat, or the fold of
' a broadcloti cape she begins dress
making. As she spins and sews, she
nibbles at the fur or the aloth In
which she iestles and as she grows

iwtﬂe and long, she fairly outgrows
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| MRS MOTH DOES SEWING

J"-l:he only dress she has to her name.
| Then she zets busy “making over”;
ishe lets it out here and there and
| when one end is finished she turng
.right round, puts her tail where her
head used to be and then fixes up the
' other end of that old grayish-white
' dress of hers.

It's only when she leaves the box
| o* stored things that Millie Moth
| gives up her sewing. The Man of the
House must have his overcoat for
:nwhila. and the Lady of the House
' must wear her wraps so Miss Moth
goes off for a vacation. Taking her
only dress with her she pokes herselt
away in a cornice and waits until the
winter clothes are back in the closet
and then her dressmaking begins all

over again.

Toronto’s average midwinter tem-
pemturehaﬂ ranged in ten years frgm
14.6 to 26.5.
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A GIANT AMONG DOGS

i A peace loving dog Is the Great
| Dane. He'd rather lick your hand

| than rend your head from your shold- |

1

| ers; he’d rather snuggle in a comfort-

ia‘nle kennel than bivouae on the bat-

| tlefield.

! In far away days when Cyrus con- |

| quered Babylon the Persian leader
: sent his troup of “war-dogs” into the
| thick of the battle, and his victory
| was much easier because of thelr

| brutal method of fighting, and at the |

| historic battle of Marathon both Per-

| to thelr armies.
i From these “soldier dogs” descend-
| ed the German boarhound, which in

time became known as the Great

Dane. The “son of battle” is ann‘l

big and powerful, the average weight
' of a Great Dane being 100 pounds

|
| and his height 32 inches.

THE ORIGINAL RUBBERNECK

Glant Heron a Great Fisherman and
Vermin Exterminator

The giant heron has so much neck
that to get it out of his way he colls
#t in and out until it looks like a
great glistening blue question mark.

But as a matter of fact the solemn
old “glant” asks no questions of any
one, when he sees what he wants in
the way of a fat frog or a plump little

fish he untwists his neck, darts his
long sharp bill into the water and
without ever sayving “by your leawve™
he picks up a fish or a frog or a water
gpider and swallows It

In South America and other tropical
countries where the gilant heron ias
known the natives look upon him very
unkindly because he eats m.ma:iy
fiah, but some of the wise ones among
| tham know that if {t were not for the
heron their country would be over
yun with snakes and rats. These
trouhlesome creatuves make food for
the heron family and they dom’t last
long in places where the glant birds
e oOmMImMON.

' DISEASES IN POULTRY

Them

Reviewing the more common ail-

these facts: If in the early stages
of bumble-foot, i
corn by painting liberally with tinc-
ture of lodine, daily, for a week.

high perches or roosting places. In
flying down the fowl's feet often come
in contact with some hard, sharp ob-
ject which causes a bruise resulting
' {n the corn. When our hens are al-
' Jowed to become overfat, a disorder
' of the oviduct is often the result,
|'whill:h causes it to “break ‘down be-
hind.” It really is no disease—mere-
,‘ a penalty for injudicious feeding.
'ghe best remedy known is to kill and
eat all such specimens. They are not
gick birds. Canker is a disgusting ail-
ment, but generally in the start 1t
can be checked by several applica-
tions of fine salt rubbed on the sore
spots. Four drops of aconite in a
half pint of drinking -water, given
daily for a week or mole, is effective
In cases of catarrh. Chicken-poX can
be successfully treated by anointing
the head and wattles with carbolated
vaseline, after having first bathed
wall with hot water. One-zrain ouin-

OCommon Allments and How to Check |

| ments in the poultry yard, we leara |

Bumble-foot is caused by having too |
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HENS, from......

brought in with crops

of raw furs, for which
price will be paid.

Beef ilides, Sheepsi
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prices at my store,

M. GLASER

| In@ pIIT should also De given each
it for a2 week.

n & bird is debilitated it needs
something nourishing so as to build
'up the wasting tissues. There is
nothing better than a raw fresh egg

signs of recovery. Then it can be
changed to a little cooked meat, and
' & little muriatic of fron added to the
drinking water. When it is noticed
that a bird is mopish, but otherwise
geems in good health, this sluggish-
ness can be quickly remedied by giv-
ing & family liver pill—just the kind
thet you wounld take yourself did you

out of sorts. Repeat each night

three nights In succession. If
poseible alsc allow the bird free range

over a grass plot during (he day time.

end, or, where they lle across others,
| pockets burn out of the sides. A fire
| seldom destroys them, but it reduces
. their value between 10 and 16 per
cent.

| bwter spent than the same day given
. up to plowing in water.

Any Quantity, for which the fpl-
lowing Cash Prices will be paid:

- -

CHICKENS, from.........
OLD ROOSTERS. from
DUOCES...... —... -

GEESE, from...... .........
Parties having Poultry to sell will kindly bring them in to

me on Saturdays. Poultry must not be fed, and
empty.

Raw Furs Wanted

The season will soon be here for hunting and
trapping. 1 am in the market for any quantity

Hair, Rags, Rubber, Ete., bought at highest cash

every morning until the fowl shows

T 2 O Josesfosfosfocfesfecieriacfedocrcferiecfcfececpraf ool -I:

9¢. to 1lc.
12¢. to 1ic.
7c. to 8e.

10c.
9c. to 10c.

must be

the highest cash market

ing, Wool, Tallow, Horse

- Durham
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WHEN OFF THE FARM.

The husbandmen, when waxing old,
and well supplied with yellow gold,
remarks, "I'll quit the farm; "'ve had
my fill of honest toil; this thing of
wrestling with the soil has sort o’ lost
lits charm.* And so he buys a house
lin town, and thinks tnat he will settle
'dowd to soft and downy ease ; but ere
'a year has gone its way, he's yearning
| for the bale of hay. the pielets an
| the bees. He finds theurban lifea bore;
' his feet are cold. his soul is sore, time
| drags on leaden feet ; so he resolves to
| travel back to the tall alfalfa stack,
'and shock the bearbed wheat’ The

farmer seldom learns to read ; he is so
' busy sowing seed, and wielding shap-
| herds’ erooks and making hay in ver-
|dant wvales, and combing burs from
horses’ tails, he has no time for books.
So when he moves himself to town to

Logs on the ground burn om the town, he cannot with a home sitdown,

. ond read the stuff that's hot; he can-
' uot lose himself in Pope, or swallow
'deep in Shakespeare’s dope, or soak up

Walter Scott Unbappy is that man.
| indeed, who thinks it waste of time to

| A day spent in running water fur- | read, whose thoughts are all of hay,
we can spread the | mews or opening outlets of drains 18 | who'd rather mess around a churn

' than read a book by Lawrence Sterne,
. or ode by Thomas Gray.-Walt Mason.
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Your surplus earnings in our
Savings Department earn inter-

est at current rate. 236
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