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the police after us, You bet the switchmen have been
telephoned along the line to keep a lookout, an’ we
ga,lscrll’t. stop nowheres. We're lost if we take to the
elds.’

‘ Yes, that's s0,” assented two other voices. ‘ What'll
we do ? "’

‘I don't think the tall guy ought to get to the city.
1t's not good for him to be out this time o' night.” said
the first voice, with some humor in it ; and the others
laughed grimly.

‘ What's the superintendent helpin' the warden for ?’
said the coarse voice. ' What's 1t ko him 77

‘Money !’ put in a thwd voeice, laconically. fARY
you seem to forget the B and L, Ill’

‘T'll give him worse'n that wreck,” replied the coarse
voice, fiercely. * D’ye remember the pile o  ties over
near the passenger track at the tunnel? That’s the
track they'll take, and it’s mighty dark right there. It
ain’t far an'-—'’

‘Wo got to hurry,” broke in the first speaker, ° or
they,li be gone. That’ll keep 'em here.’

Christie clung to the iron network and peercd over.
Three shadowy figures crept out from among the weeds
andrdropped to the cinder path below them. In a mo-
ment lt.hey had disappeared, going in the direction of the
tunnel.

The boy hurried to the end of the bridge and scram-
bled down to the tracks. en he ran like mad to the
freight office. If only God would let him get there be-
tore the superintendent’s car left !

The engine, with a tender and one coach, was just
pulling out as the boy came near the oflice. Unuundiul
of s mother's repeated admoenitions, he swung himself
into the cab and fell panting against the side.

‘You can't go ! ’ he gasped to the engineer. ‘Tramps
-—a wreck—’

The engine was stopped, and as soon as Christic
could get his hreath hia story was told. The superin-
tendent and his party hurried forward to {ind out the
cause of the delay. The hoy repeated what he had
overheard and seen, In the group that listened eaperlv
to him was a bov no taller than himself-—a fair-haired
lad in a black Oxford suit of faultless cut, with a
little cap on the back of his head. He looked in un-
utterable admiration at the slight youth hefore him,
who was unexpectedly taking a man's part in the action
of that night.

“That's the three we're after ! ' cried the superin-
tendent. ‘The ties are big Dill's idea, a reminiscence of
his B & I. wreck in '96. We haven't any time to lose
The boy has done us a good turn,’

The fair-haired lad appreoached Christie,

‘Do vou suppose you'll have to call any more to-
night 27 he asked.

*Oh, yes' ' answered Christie, shyly, Ile was sl
breathing hard. ) i

7 guess I'll go with wou, if you don’t mind,’ sald
the other. Do you ?’

¢ No, indeed : 1'd be elad to kave you’

‘May I go. papa ? '

" Ves, if Christie promises to take good carc of you,
and if vou promse to be guided by him '’

* All right, =ir,” they said in a breath

Then the hovs took Christie’s lantern hetween them,
and, in that wholesome fashion o1 comradeship so pe-
culiar 1o hovs, they were soon swinging ulong together
through the dark streets of the town like old friends

“Aren't vou ever afraid?’ asked the superinten-
dent’s son

* N—no," replied Christie, bravely

The other lad looked over his shoulder nto  the
shadows, ]

‘Two of those escaped men are murderms,” be said
‘T think 1 wouldn't like to be a caller—alwuls.’ 1Te
Yaughed.

‘T guess many of the tramps we see here are eacapetd
somethings,’ remarked Christie; 'but 1 don’t heheve
they'd hurt anyone, poor fellows.’

Christie led the other bov to his home aud htroduced
him to lus mother. That was svery earhv—Thefore thers
was a streak of light in the sky Afterward thov went
again to the office. Thanks to Christie, the cinminals
had been canght and were heing taken hach 1o the peni-
tentiary on the superintendent’s special.

At “seven o'clock, when the streels were sprinkled
«ith men going to and from work an the b freight-
vards, the superintendent’s son went to breakiast with
Christic at 1le latter’s home Chirstie’s  niother had
set an extra plate for the giest .

It was a platn, elean. wholesome, appetisig eal—
the Drsf one of s king that the son ol wealth had
evor eaten  He ate with a rehish, for his all-miaht walks
had made lum hunery. The early sun shoune an throngh
the spotless windaws, lighting up the giey tones of the
kitrhen and the simple furmshings of the table The
bvoys laughed and talked without restraint, recaldling the
experiences of the night.

After lhreakfast Christie’s mother brought out  a
pillow and a coverlet and laid them on the couch
the neat little parlor . o

‘T know vou're tired,” she said, ‘and Christic sleeps
w1l day  Won’t you lie down until vour father retuins
or sends word to you’ )

“0Onh, 1 am sleepy, ma'am.’ answered the hov, and
I thank vou for the chance to rest '’ And o nLittle
while afterward he was fast asleep upon the couch, his
fair head thrown back, his body under the gt anoan
attitude of hoyish abandonment—nuch as tired Christie
was slesping in an inner room )

[t was noon when a man of ('omlmmdmp;_hom’mq ns-
cended the steps of Christie’'s home Christic’s mother
roge from her chair to greet him, gathering her sewing
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in her apron. She trembled in spite of herself. When
one is poor and lowly it is a matier of some stir when
one meets a being of wealth and power.

‘Good morning, ma’am !’ he said. *They told me
at the office that my boy was here, and I thought I'd
come for him myseclf *

: }Ie smiled pleasantliy, and then his face was like the
hoy's.

‘I'th eall him, sir,” the woman repiied, a little re-
gretfully ; he was sleeping so peacefully.’

When they were ready to leave, the superintendent’s
ann <nid -

‘1'd hetter not walke Christie to say good-bye, but
plrase tell him that I have had a fine time, and I'm
ever s0 much ohfiged.’

He put out his hand to Christie’'s mother in a cor-
dial way.

. ‘You're a nice boy,” she said frankly, as she shook
his hand. ‘God bless you !’

‘I've been  talking to the men in the office,” the
superintendent here broke in, ‘and I'm glad vou didn’t
sue the company fov your husband’s death. You might
have been told that you had prounds for a suit, but

getting mixed up in law isn't good for a woman. Still
1 think your son is quite too young to be a caller,

and I've told Mr. Carter to put some one older in his
place. I know you’ll agree with me that he’'d better ge
back to school. Seo good-bye!’ And he hurried off
with his son.

Christie’s mother put her hands to her throbbing
temples and leaned against the door-jamb, all blackness
before her and around her. Was her boy to be dis-
charged like this ? What had he done to be thrown
out. without warming, when the little he earned was S0
sorely needed ? God knew that she would willingly work
her fingers to the hone if she could keep him from the
dangers of the rarlroad and give him an education. DBut
could this man be so ungrateful 1o the lad who had
saved his life 7 She tottered and sai down limply.

Presently the superintendent’s son came running
back from the corner where his father stood.

‘ I say,” he cried, as Christie’s mother opened
the door for him, ‘father savs he’s heen so upset by last
night's doings that he can’t think of everything in order
vet. e forgol to teil you all he wanted to say, and
has let me have the pleasure to speak for him. He'll
see that vou get a good sum from the railroad, because
vour husband’s death wias not clearly his own f{ault
and you mnever sued the company. And as for Christie,
necanse of what he did last night, Jfather will zee that
he gets an edueation and a good start, if he's the kind
of bov that father thinks he is. He's to call on father
nt the railroad station in the c¢ity to-morrow at noon,
Sav to him how glad [ am for his sake, since he told
me he jast longed and longed to go to school and learn.'

Christie’s mother could not utter a word. The good
news was too much for her. Could it all be true ? She
clasped her hand and raised her dim eyes up toward
Gad, while tears of Joy and grutitude ran  down Ther
checks

© Oh, don’t—please don't '’ the Loy exclaimed. ‘My
mother would he crymg with a broken heart this morn-
ing if it hadn't bheen for Christie: and now you must
share her jov that my ifather’s hife was saved.”

Dut Christie’s mother wept without resirajnt, Alter
all, God aluaaxs  answers our pravers. She had asked
for many thines for her bov, hut latterly her entreaties
had, outside of spiritual graces, narrowed down to one
favor—that he might be spared from the dangers of a
caller’s work : and now the Almightv had given her all
—safotv, a little fortune, an oducation., a helpful fiiend,
ard a promused start in hie—all of which she had ever
dreamed and had hardly dared to ask.

Trulv the good son of a good mother is certain to
prosper in CGod's own time and way.—'Ave Maria '

1t is peculiarly approepriate that the lnte Sir Charles
Govan Dufly should have had the spivilual comifort of an
Tuish priest in his last :llness.  Tlor a few years past
Father Jobn Titzpatrick, a distinguished memnber of the
Ohlates of Mary Immaenlate, has been staying at Nice,
and omoveld the friendship of the aced statesman. It is
not generally known that Father Fitzpatrick, who was
horn of Irish parents,, near Birkenhead, in 1859, is a
ciever poct, as well as a prose wriler. Under the pen-
name of * A DPressman,’ he publhished some very fascinat-
ing works 14 vears aco, and his verses have heen highly
praised—heing stronalv redelont of the Wordsworth school
He has weitten nuich on Faber, Lthe preat Oralorian, who
was angeestrtonably o charming verse writer, and was at
one time reparded as the egual of  Wowdsworth. Sir
Charles Gavan Infiv’s ened was truly Christian, and he
died Mully fortificd by the rites ol the Catholic Church,
of which he had alwavs been o devout member, ever
wnee the time when he was wont to serve Mass for the
Tev D McMullen, parish priest of Monaghan, in 1825,

MYERS and CO., Dentista, Octagon, corner of George
street. They puarantee highest class work at moderate
tces. Thefr artificial teeth give general satisfaction, and
the fact of their supplying a temporary denture while the
rumms are bealing does away with the inconvenience of
heiner monthse without teeth. They manufacture a single
artificial tooth for Ten Shillings, and sets equally mode-
rate. The administration of nitrous-oxide pgas is alse a
great hoon to those peeding the extraction of a tooth.
Read advertisement.—**#

¥ou ean protect yourself from any serious aftar of-
fects arising from a bad cold by taking TUSSICURA.--*

MAIN STREET, PALMERSTON NORTH.—LAND, INSURANCE AND
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