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THE FIRST CHAFTER
Bill Dunn

HT ]Ju_g{f locomotive backed ‘sli.ﬂ-\t_‘.' away
T from the water-tank, moving down the
line with ever-lessening speed until her
buffers kissed those of the first coaeh in the
long train standing beside the platform at
Millchester terminus.

So beautifully handled was she that scarcely
govone amongst the big complement of
passengers was aware of her linking up, until
lier gentle pressure pushed the cars a few
ioches back. Then, with couplings secured, the
E.40 waited for the hands of the station clock
to reach the scheduled minute ere commencing
ber might journey to the north.

Jack Preseot had almost attained the limit
of his ambition ; he had, onlv a week before,
reached the footplate of the great four-
coupled “ No. 339 "—" Rushing Rosie,” as
she was affectionately called by the employés
of the company. He was now her fireman,
gecond in command to Bill Dunn, the driver,
whose hand had controlled her nughty
machinery ever since the 8,40 was put on the
time-tahble,

Jack had, of eourse, started liz railwavy
career in the usual way—as a cleaner—but
% keen was he upon his work that he quickly
attracted the attention of lis foreman, and
in & remarkably short space of time had
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worked his wav to his present |-n:-'itic:rn. with
onlv Dunn between him and full control of
the system’s best loco.

But Bill Dunn, though frequently sour-
'h-]”Eu-['.-al gl morose, was a star driver with
3 fine record of service behind him. He had
driven the -8.40 Itiuh’r after Ilff_f]lt for years,
and never was he known to have dropped
more than a few seconds on the journey.
That train was lis pet; he knew every turn
of the wheels, every creak of a pston, every
sich from the big slide-valve cylinders that
sucked the steam from the engine's huge
boiler.

Yet it was small wonder that Bill was
morase ; he had his troubles—more, perhaps,
than the rest of us, His affections in life were
at one time equally divided between his wile,
his kiddy, and his engine—until the terrible
occurrence of just two months before this story
opens, when little Bill had strayed too near
the fire at home, with fatal results. His night-
shirt had caught the blaze, and his mother, in
her frantic efforts to save the child, had also
eustained such severe burns that she sue-
cumbed a few hours after the poor hittle fellow,
leaving Dunn Senior with but one remaining
love to oceupy his affections—the great iron
horse that drew the B.40).

There 18 no exaggeration here, let me tell
you, It 18 common knowledge amongst railway
folk that a driver will grow to love a particular
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engine as though it were living flesh and blood,
You see, it becomes part of himself, as it were.
and a long-service man gets specially fond of
the machine he has driven regularly from the
time it leaves the builders until the day when
it 18 condemned to the scra pping shop.

But Bill Dunn had been a good hushand and
father before that sad affair, and even “ No.
3397 was only an engine after all. Proud
though he was of his charge, he now merely
drove her mechanically—he never showed
the great enthusiasm of late which had
formerly been a by-word among his colleamies,
A i he E]ll:f.“.’r'}' Bill of a few th;-t weeks lu;-{f_'.rp:
had developed into a short-tempered, sour,
taciturn being who would searcely even nod
when a fellow-driver said, “ Mornin’, mate ! '

And another thing—a wvery serions thing
where an engine-driver is concerned—Dunn
had recently been suspected of acquiring a
taste for “ strong waters.” He was never
actually intoxicated, but hiz visits to the
local inn had been sufficiently pumerous
to draw forth a strong censure from his
superiors on two distinet occasions already.
They all knew what was wrong, and sincercly
pitied the poor chap, but they also knew that
the 8,40 was one of the most important trains
runming, and invariably carried a full load of
passengers | Dunn, star driver though he was,
would have to be superseded unless these dis-
guieting signs quickly disappeared,

And this evening Jack Prescot had not
been many minutes on the footplate ere he
noticed, to his regret, that the driver did not
seem to have heeded those warnings; for
Jack was really fond of his companion, and
felt as deeply for him as did the rest. There-
fore, it was with inward dismay that he
realised how strongly Bill's breath smelt of
liquor, which, accompanied by a |
thickening of the speech, left no doubt in hi
mind that the driver would be better sleeping
it' off than conveying a big load of human
beings over practically the whole length of the
line. Yet, despite these signs, the man was
certainly not actually intoxicated. X

The guard’s whistle presently gounded, s
feeble note bLeing quickly drowned by a
sudden shriek from * No. 339's” whistle ;

then, with a tightening of couplings. the long

‘he over,

train pulled out of Millchester, clattering over
the innumerable points until the iron way,
clear and unbroken, lay like an interminable
ribbon ahead.

Prescot stoked up when necessarv, all the
time keeping a covert eye on his companion,
but Bill Dunn seemed quite capable of per-
forming his duties. Indeed, nothing of any
account happened during the first tén miles or
so—until they were approaching Carlea, a
small wayside station where all drivers were
directed to reduce speed in order to take a
sharp curve immediately beyond.

Jack had expected Dunn to follow the usnal
procedure, but evidently the drink he had
imbibed had dulled the man's memory, for
e completely ignored the rule.

“Isay!” shouted Prescot, ** we've
the mark, Bill! Blow her, quickly—"

But Dunn, instead of complyving, turned
away from the levers—swung round until he
faced his companion ; and Jack backed away,
for the moment unnerved by what he saw.

He knew the driver had taken dnnk, yet
what he now beheld was not the result of
liquor ; for the other’s face was dead white,
relieved only by two glowing eyes that blazed
madly into his own.

“Dunn! For Heaven's sake——""

The words were drowned in a cackle of
insane laughter, as the man reeled nearer across
the rocking cab-flgor. His outstretched hands
gripped the fireman’s shoulders.

*“* Blow her ! He, he, he ! Slow her, ye gay,”
he chuckled. * Not this trip, son! Thirty
years I've worked for "em—thirty year, man
an' boy—an' now they'd like to fire me. Ho,
h;:, ho! M&—Bi}l Dunn—the best driver on
the = — -

“ You lunatic! Take your hands away ! "
& Prescot in panic, as he saw the lights of

lea platform rushing towards them. © We'll
you mad fool !

“ Mad fool, am 1% Well, small wonder,
laddie, I've had enough to make me mad—a
wife an’ kid—no, K:un’t_l" as Jack tried to
slip past him. ** This engine’s runnin’ all out,
Itell ye! Tl give "em somethin' to sack me
for-—more'n takin’ & drop of drink to kill my
troubles,” et ;

Proscot had a swift mental picture of a
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huge train piled in a mass of twisted wreckage
upon the ateep embankment En-}'un-i (arlea
curve—hearing the agonising groans of the
injured, and seeing the stretcher-bearers carry-
ing their grim, white-sheeted burdens, il-
luminated by the fierce glow of the blazing
coaches,

Poor old Dann ! It was easy to understand
what had happened. His sorrow had bitten
him too deeply, being still further increased
by his threat
of dismssal
unless he gave
up the only
thing that
made him for-

et his omel.
His brain had
not pro ved
equal to 1if,
and this was
the result,

Carlea Sta-
tion flashed
bv in a blur of
l:'t-ght as the
8 40 rocked
and roared
between the
platforms.
Bevond — less
than half a
mile beyond
— was the
sharp curve
that meant
certain de-
struction at
guch a suicidal
speed. It
had got to be done—now or never,

Realising that he had a dangerous lunatie
to deal with, even though Dunn’s condition
might be only temporary, Prescot saw that
he would require to act both quickly and
craftily. Feinting a spring to the right, he
suddenly stepped the opposite way, darting
past the driver and seizing the lever in front.
But Dunn, with a howl of rage that could he
beard even ahove the roar of the wheels, was
after him like a cat, locking lis arms round
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Jack's waist jl‘lﬂi- as the latter moved the
handle across.

“Tet go! Leave that alone, I tell }'El
Ye young cub!”

Prescot got one hand under hus adversary’s
chin, and pressed 1t desperately back. It is
alwavs a good move in a game like that, but
the driver. with a madman’s cunning, kept his
head well down on his chest. To and fro [‘h[:j;
swaved. from the cab to the tender, then back
; again—but
the good work
had been ac-
complished ;
the speed was
perceptibly
slower as the
first few vards
of the hend
were rounded
in safety.

Dunn was a
powerful man,
heavy, and
tough as iron,
and Jack felt
a8 thnugh
EVETy ounce
of breath were
beingo forced
from his bhody,
He pressed
hard again at
the other’'s
chin, and at
last the dri-
vers head

k shat out his hand, madly clutching at the rail, missed it by a went up witl
foot as the weight of the other’s body pulled him aside, and together erk -jjf -t h:
they flew through space. & Jerk ; yct he

(See opposite paze : v,
R still gripped

his companion tightly, endeavouring to drag
him aside,

They reeled back once more, Prescot’s foot
suddenly slipping on the steel plates, which
threw all his weight against Dunn, The
driver's grasp loosened for a moment : then, as
he felt himaself falling, he made a frantic orab
at Jack, which the latter had no time to avoid,

The madman’s fingers gripped and held ;
somehow even in his demented state he seerned
fo realise what was about to happen, They
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had swayed opposite the gap between tender
and cab, scarcely &ix inches of flogr plating
geparating them from the open. Jack sghot
out his hand, madly clutching at the rail
missed 1t by a foot as the weight of the other's
body pulled him aside, and together they flew
through space, to strike the prassy embank-
ment with a concussion that flung them apart,
And on through the might rushed the 8,40,
the passengers in her comfortably-lighted
carriages blissfully unconscious of what was
happening in the darkness outside-—ynaware
that the great engine which drew them was
dashing to destruction like a mettlesome
runaway, without a hand to control her !

THE SECOND CHAPTER
A Race Agalnst Odds

ILL Duny was dead, Being undereath
when they fell, he had landed with
fearful force, and Jack saw at once, by

the now brilliant moonlight, that nothing could
be done for the unfortunate fellow. The fire-
man staggered to his feet, shaken and bruised,
staring as though fascinated at the triangle of
red tail-lights disappearing away up the line.

* Great Heavens|” |

The words suddenly hissed through his lips
in a half-strangled gasp. It was bad enough
at any time, in all conscience—but to-night of
all nights ! Jack had just remembered some-
thing which, in the headiong rush of recent
events, had slipped his memory till now—
something that chilled his blood, and almest
caused him to sink back weakly again upon
the grassy slope.

Usually the 8,40 had a clear, unbroken run
from Carlea curve to Donthorpe, over fifty
miles away; and, going as she was now at
moderate speed, it was barely possible that
& swift engine conld overtake her before she
covered the distance, when, by running along-
gide, a cool-headed fellow might essay erossing
from cab to cab. It had heen done before
under similar circumstances, Jack had read,
and he himself would be guite willing to risk
it, considering what was at stake. But to-
night utterly prevented any such lll;l:n heing
carried out, for the 8,40 was due to be held up
at Croftbury Junction—the next place of im-
portance on the route,

( m9 )

A royal party had been visiting the big
manufacturing centres, and their train was
scheduled to enter the main system from a
branch line at Croftbury about the same
hour as the express would reach that station.
All trafic was to be suspended until the
" SBpecial 7 had passed ; the points would be
closed, and the signals against the 2.40;
but, like a mad dog that rmEﬂa blindly ahead,
she would keep to her headlong course—and
Croftbury was less than twenty-five miles off !

Jack’s teeth gritted together as ho dashed
down the embankment and into the four-foot
way between the two lines of metals, Was
there any hope ? During his fight with Dunn
lie had had no chance of stoling, therefore
" No, 339 ” had not received her usual regular
“leed 5 yet the fire was good, and wonld
probably take her the fatal distance at half
speed, What was more, the line unfortu-
nately had a slight downward gradient for
several miles,

Secarcely knowing what he wanted to do, he
sprinted back towards Carlea like a man
possessed. He must see the stationmaster;
something must be attempted, no matter what,

Suddealy he gave a gasp, springing quickly
aside.” A huge six-cou goods engine was
coming towards him down the line, presently
Ipatming and shunting back again—evidently to
ink up with some trucks in a siding at the
station further on.

She was a fast-looking brute, capahble of
doing forty or fifty “ all out,” and in a flash

Prescot decided what he would attempt—as

a drowning man seizés a straw.

Putting on a spurt, he overtook the engine—
springing up the steps to the footplate, and
gasping a few breathless words intoe the
driver’s ear. The man's face blanched, but
ﬁF was a cool hand, and kept his wits abeut

imni.

S It's goin' to be a race, kid!" he said
shortly, gripping the lever. “ She’s got o
big start, but this old woman will mt#his if
nuy’i‘hin’ can. I know her inside out.”

The huge engine seemed to forward
like a restive steed, nmnum %
curve was rounded ; then on througi
moonlight sho tore, her wheels
bopping Boroes the ‘tall joinks, ¥NerS every



t-]‘.:.l 'hu.
another carve,
but it
sufficiently
sharp to make
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wasn 't

any

down neces-
sary. The
,r_'*.m-'i: f'[l'-,'i'f."
huzzed round
it, and then
Jack uttered

g vell of ex-
ultation.

" There she
16! Good

'. '!hr- Snace hietwoeen pursuer

I o
and pursued had dimimshed by halt @ vet
another saw the rear buffersa of the cxXpreas
eearcely three vards from the forward ones of
t] sorond enegine Then Jack _-u|l]-|u'|:‘ from
the cab: the fateful moment had arrived
h was to mean complete success or utter
L) of his pla
Holdineg on like grim death, the rush of wind
lmost blinding him, he crawled slowly along
the side of t &1l ol nassing round to her

and
cCrouc FJIIH'L'
there with his
caze fixed
upon the rear
coach of the
B.40. The
goods loco,
crepi st1l]
r'!th‘-r-!‘. until it
seemed she
was about to
crash into Hle
express  from
behind, but
she was caree
fully regu-
lated by an
experienced
hand, and

front.

Nneveaer :lmr-_-
touched t he
other,

Slowly Prea-
0L rose, ;
nerve braced
for the most

EVery

lard ! S hut
down, or we'll
be into her!”™

The dnver’s grimy hands flashed across the
levers, then gripped the brake, and the wheels
Ahead

froim

seemed to seream along the metals,
three tiny red stars gleamed—four miles
Crofthury !
THE THIRD CHAPTER
Touch and Go !

handled and her peed

EAUTIFULLY BT
regulated to a hair. the }.-=-Fr goods locn.

gradually overhauled the distant 8.10.

risky part of
his ||];I1I]. I
he Sprang either too far or too short 1t meant
certain death, and to make matters worse, the
moanlight wags now bhecoming elouded.,

His eyes were upon the semi-circular hand-
ratl aboave the lamplighter's ladder—the half-
dozen metnl :-'T*'rr.ﬁ' which one sees holted to
the ends of many raillway earmages. Then, as
the bhuffers almost kissed. he sprang,

It was but a second, but it scemed an
etermty betore he felt the eold steel of that
rail eink into his }mim%; and there he hm:lg
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like a fly until his foot found one of the
bepeath. Then he swung himself
ul.j'“rﬂ'rflﬁ to the roof of the l"um:}l.
High overhead gleamed a red o
and away in the distance a cluste
lights—Croftbury Junction

&t epa
cautiously

anger dise,
r of brighter
but Jack tried

[’ ﬁ L] k L+ " N v . ’
1oL L0 Kot them, as he crawled along the rock-
ing roof on all fours,

With his heart pounding like a o

hammer whenever he crossed a gap between
the coaches, he worked his way slowly
almost slipping more than once. but at length
reaching the tender in safety, Here he risked
a further glance ahead, and drew his breath in
gharply.

The |i;:_{1hi'ﬁ of f'mfihurj_,' were almost upon
them, whilst, away to the left, somethine elae
brilliant and moving, met his horrified G
the royal train approaching from the branch
“llt‘. '

H" H]i'] I“"Cf‘ a I'I'!EIIITIHI.:I"I OvVer 'fhl' !‘n;_ﬂ, Rprang
across the cab, and shut off steain. Then he
braked down, the handle fairly buzzing round,
until he realised with a thrill of exultation
that the express was surely slowing. Presently
she came to a standstill, and Prescot leaned
from the cab.

But what he saw there made him gasp
alresh. Not fifty yards ahead half a dozen
brilhantly lighted carriages were crossing the
down-line at an angle—coming from the branch
to the main up-track. Two minutes delay on
his part would have spelt chaos ! :

The royal train flashed past with a roar,
fast disappearing into the night, and Fireman
Jack took the express slowly into Croftbury,
when the red lights before him had changed
to green.

forward,

“ Rushing Rosie " has a new driver now,
who nightly controls the 8.40 on her north-
ward run. But it's scarcely necessary to
mention his name ; you will have guessed that
for yourselves long before this paragraph is
written,
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No. 11.—-SHOOTING

“Nap ™ ranks as a defightful game
In muiny a youthiful fool's eves

Bt ApOTtaTgen 'I.l.uﬂ'h_l.' ol 1he name
Delight in seoring hull"sopes

They love to ¥iew the solfid butrs,
And hear the crack of rifles -

Whilst all the dackers and the * puta™
Indulgs o aimless trifles.

et Harry Wharton taking aim,
How cool e is, anil stoady *
A fiberal wealth of shooting fame
Unr skippwer's won already,
Few " shooting stars ™' of Greviriam School
Can hope to coms ont winners
Apalost this “ crack,” who, as o rule,
searcs only bulls and nners.

Against the rival sehools around
We have keon competition ;
And side by side, npon the ground,
Wea take up onr position
Thon comes the steady = Crack | " and ** Zipp 1 **
Andd bullotz Ay before s,
Untll the vickors ery " Hip, hip' "™
And vandquistied groan in ehoros.

Hepe's (o all lovers of tho sport !
Frotn thowe who shoot a = grizedy,"

To thos who, Every seasor, coljet
i shiviting wing at Bisley

That this = qllllr.l* n splenlid game
There™ really no disparting ;

Theen et us bolily strve Tor nme
And skill in rifle shootlog.

g

A2 VLVVRDED

i o T W
“AVLLTRRVRALLLLLRARAARRPY

[N
L
=l

]

at
el



. F, l
FAr o b F i Ty ¥
s ’ Y 2
¥ | " . l—-‘- -
N B =, F' .".f =z L =y, = _j:‘l!' ' j" ;
[ =] — Se— |

Ballads a? ji;fl;l-l;i-uﬂ Sl
na
SHookwood

G0OD gave s Hampehilrs (rom of ol ,
And crawhned her woode with glory:

He gave ber ptalwaris, eirong and bold,
T gliine in Rong snd sLory.

And in thle aplond|id sontiiern shira
Stapds Hookwood 8 sitdeslon:

Ife nobln walle, 118 ntatoly &pine,

Compal our sdmirdtion,

Majertlc nildines prasl our gate,
(me anclent, and ome modern.
Within thexe wallz, iho highesi pralsa
BEath Siver and young Dodd ocarn.
Ona leads the © Clasales,” omo the " Mods, ™
In puite n Brm and el way:
When Hghiing foes, U any odds
That viclory comes (hefr wayl

Gonrge Bilkeley, mtrong and sound of limb,
I Bookwood's gallant leailer:

Thi« jualora Hil lovn np ta- him,
Hiz wayn delight ench repdsp.

A Trojan an the playing Gelds,
A mmiphity man of kpowledge:

Bmall wepdiér Boskwood never vields

To apy rival dallepnl

Hetweon the rival Bidea ecxigia
AoPeud of apclent standing:

Aod (aat and farioue Aghiz with Arie
Keen growing and expanding.

But whin againat 8 comieon foa
Thewn facilons are nunited,

They Baiils side by plde, and sheow

How wrongs meay’ all ba  righted?

(f Fimmy Sliver ba (& maid,
That he's & siurdy Hritgn:

No curming fod does Jimmy dread,
Br him they're ofter smiiten.
He [n a bay whossa sxplolla rank
With thage of Harry Wharion:
The lcadieg light m every prank, .

Op when thera's any spard on! i

Lemg Aaurigh Hookwond! Mar sl giand
Erapt dnd strong for ofer:

And may her popa, on eavery hanpd |
Be spurred to hilgh #adeavour
No bay can read wlihour a thrill
Of her advan Elory [
Ard mar her gallant exploils still -

1

Be told ih song and story!




