
thieves. McClure, move the engine back to the car 
and I'll couple it up  and we'll move it up near the 
shanty, seal it up until the federal authorities can get 
here," and \Vynne pushed his waj toward the car, to 
await the arrival of the engine from the switch shanty. 

Nest morning, at the hospital, Charlie opened his 
eyes. H e  was (lazed, antl immctliately calletl for some- 
one to tell him where he was and what hatl happened. 

"Did-did they get in the car ?" was one of his first 
questions. 

;\[iss Loval, his nurse, sat beside his bed and told 
him as many of the details as she knew. 

I t  only confused him the more. H e  
was dumb with grief I-- ' ' ' 
of the suspicion poi 
him. All because 
gestecl [lie agents 
cup of coffee. I t  
preposterous! I t  I 
a11 as much of a rn 
tery to him as it 
was to Wynne 
and the rest. 
Here lie was, 6 
laid up for a 
week or more 1 
and this accu- 4 
sation hangin? 
over his head. 
H e  must see 

started to\vard the door. 
"If there's anything we can do for you, just let us 

know," he added kindly. "Some of the boys will be 
tlroppin' in to see you." 

I t  was one of those crisp mornings in December. 
The sun was shining on the snow-covered city, bring- 
ing to light thousands of sparkling crystals. 

Charlie hatl been out of the hospital a week. H e  

was rather weak and greatly discouraged. H e  fe!t 
that his year's work in the game he loved so well 
could not have endcd in a more tragic way. There 
\v:w~'t even a person who really understood. H e  had 
made no plans. There was in his mind one strong 

A 
I ~ 1 ~ 1 1  ne ncnrtl --\ 
nting to\vartl all guilt. Perha 

1. coiiltl nc 
get a y. f rc 
was - J -- y e  \ . -  - .,> 

was . 

Id clear his name of 
ips that n7as why he 
)t tear himself away 
)m the town where he 
ad been so busily 

engaged for a year. 
Due to the sta- 

\ t i o n  b e i n g  
small but of 
conkide r a I) I e 
revenue, and a. 
good i n  t e r- 
change point, it 
o c c u r r e d t o  
him that an- 

\Vynne. 
About 

o'clock 

Tlrr  i r i~pocl  o f  tlrr col l i s io~z ,  l i f ted  tlir coi. 

three fro111 the  gr.ofmc! otrd litri-lrd i f  irrlo tr 
l i l t lr rii~clr Oy f h c  s ide  of //re rood. 

t h a t  
afternoon, \Vynne paid him a call. 

"Ho\vcly, Charlie, feeling any better?" he wid as 
he pulled up a chair beside the I d .  I-Iiq face was 

grave ant1 Charlie knew that inwardly he was accusing 
him of the crime. 

"hlr. \\'ynne, I rlon't know what happenctl last 
night-the last I reinember somcbotly told me to lie 
do1~~11-~ook my lantern away and started off with the 
engine. I thought too slow to obey and the next I 
knew, I felt a dull ache in niy head and I remen~ber 
falling. When I awoke, I was in this room. Did- 
did they find out who it was?" he atldetl anxiously. 

"No the authorities have the case in hantl-I expect 
they'll visit you for statements. I t  does look rather 
funny, Charlie, your asking me whether that car was 
guarded or not, and suggesting they leave it with you, 
but we haven't any real evidence against you. \Ye 
have orders to let you go, though, Charlie. You'll be 
getting a visit from the officers soon, I imagine. \Vhen 
you get up, drop around the office. It's too bad, but 
of course, we can't any of us help much," antl he 

other attempt 
r m i ~ h t  be made 
\ - 

to rob it-either in the yards or at the 
- 5tatio11. 

7 - 
'l'owards evening, he met the eve- 

ninq 1 ) a w m p  train from the North. T w o  men 
alighted from it. They were of striking appearance, 
in' frict, unusual types to have business in a town like 
Cravensrille. 

Charlie watched them as  they surveyed the station. 
They went to the window and inquired of the cashier 
as  to the roatls and if it were possible to reach the 
main highway. 

They left the station and made their way toward the 
to\v11, presumably to  the hotel. 

"Just a freak notion of mine. They're alright. I've 
got so I suspect everybody but a resident of this town," 
said Charlie as  he ambled down to the switch shanty 
for a chat with the boys. 

f \  1 hat night was clear and the moon painted the snow- 
covcretl hills that encircle the little town with a mys- 
terious. yellow light. 

Charlie took the short cut toward his hotel, as it was 
quite late. On his way home, he was thinking that it 
was four weeks since that terrible night. This idle- 
ness was making him jumpy. 
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Rather on impulse, he suddenly made up his mind 
to take one last glance at  the station-intuition perhalls 
led his steps toward it. As he swung around an empty 
box car within several hundred feet of the building, 
he saw a big, black car pull up to the curb. TWO men 
alighted. H e  could also see the cashier through the 
window, preparing to lock up for the night. The last 
train had \vended its way out of the little town and 
business was over until the morrow. 

H e  felt in his hip pocket for the autonlatic he had 
been carrying ever since his accident. I t  was a raw 
deal he got and he was determined that he should not 
be caught unawares a second time. 

A switch engine was in the yard, several tracks on 
the other side of a cut of cars, but there was no other 
animation to mar the quietness of the scene. 

H e  waited, undecided what to do. Then he saw it 
all happen. 

The two men crept up to the door, walked in the 
station and through the window he saw old Martin, 
the cashier throw up both hands. One of the figures 
came around and, leaning over, emptied the safe of 
its contents. 

They went behind Martin and with one stroke, he 
fell unconscious to the floor. The men worked in 
much the same manner as those who attacked him, he 
thought, and he was determined that i f  there was a 
way, he woulcl trap them. The light was snuffed out, 
and he saw then1 leave the building and hurry toward 
the waiting, throbbing machine and it glided away, 
gaining speed a t  every inch, until it started on the old 
Edgehill road toward the highway. 

H e  fairly leaped toward the switch engine, working 
on a nearby track and climbed in the cab. Engineer 
McClure looked at him in surprise. 

"No time for words, McClure," and he whipped out 
his automatic. "You and Jim drive this engine, and 
drive like hell! Start down the main track ahd don't 
slow up till you get to Baxter's crossing." Old Mc- 
Clure had never seen his eyes blaze like that before. 

"Suppose No. 19 should be on time. You fool, we 
can't move on the main line without orders !" McClure 
tried to argue. 

"I said start and I meant it. I'll explain later," antl 
Charlie's hand was nervous on the gun. 

The switch engine started antl gained speed with 
each notch old McClure pulled on the throttle. The 
night wind cut his face as he leaned out, searching the 
track for the approach of the fast passenger train, on 
its way through the little town. The track of cold 
steel lay ahead and the engine skimmed over it, clouds 
of steam ascending toward the sky. I t  was a night 
of a thousand stars, but to Charlie the night for the 
realization of his dreams. If they could make it to the 

crossing, thcre was only one where the car could cross 
the track, about ten miles distant. I t  was his only 
chance. If the switch engine could block the way! 

"Don't let up," Charlie yelled above the din of the 
throbbing engine and his mouth was set in a deter- 
mined line. Old McClure let the engine out another 
notch. 

Occasionally, Charlie glanced sideways at  the road, 
and he thought he could discern the flash of two head- 
lights, as the car swung over the slippery road. 

As they neared Baxter's crossing, for two miles the 
road ran practically parallel with the track and it was 
McClure who called attention to the racing car. 

"That feller's racin' death. H e  don't know there's 
a crossing up here two miles." 

"Let him race-I hope we hit him. Don't stop till 
you block the crossing!" Charlie grimly commanded. 

Neck antl neck they raced, first the engine leading, 
then the car, but the steel rails were more reliable than 
the slippery road and the car lagged a t  times. Old 
McClure began to apply the brakes. The car, un- 
aware of the crossing, swerved into it just as McClure 
clamped down on the emergency, and the impact of 
the collision, lifted the car from the ground and hurled 
it into a little ditch by the side of the road. 

A few feet further on, the engine stopped, panting 
and puffing. The three men leaped off and sprinted 
back up the tracks. 

The wheels of the death car had not stopped spin- 
ning. From underneath its tangled mass came a slight 
groan. The three of them pulled and tore until they 
finally estracted three of the bodies from the ruins. 
Two were past attention, and one was unconscious, 
but still breathing. 

The three men lifted the unconscious man to the 
enginc, but before they left the car, Charlie estracted 
from one of the side pockets the little leather bag which 
contained something like $3,000 in bills and silver. 

Very few words had been exchanged between Char- 
lie, 1IcClure and Jim. Charlie nervously watched the 
unconicious man, occasionally feeling his pulse. I t  
was beginning to dawn upon the crew what this fran- 
tic ride had been for. 

"I won't forget this, fellows," Charlie said. "There's 
going to be no explanation required from you. I think 
I've got the leader of the gang who got me in trouble 
and besides, here's the money from the little station. 
If yn1'11 go back when you get to the yards, you'll find 
they left Martin in a bad shape and I couldn't attend 
to him before I left." 

Due to the weather conditions, No. 19 was late, and 
the switch engine cleared the main track ten minutes 
before the flyer passed through the town. 

( N o w  turn to Page 25, please) 
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There are three separate yards;  the standard yard, 
where material is placed that does not require addi- 
tional labor to place it back in service, and is available 
at a n~oment's notice; the reclaim yard, where all mate- 
rial is in such shape that it can be repaired by running 
it through the shop, and is to be held until workers 
can get to i t ;  and the angle bar yard, where angle 
bars and continuous joints are held until they can be 
given attention. 

As fast as the matcrial is reclaimed and finished, it 
is talten to a part of the yard marked off into divisions. 
Here the different division requisitions are filled. Every 
day a car moves out to one of these divisions, con- 
taining perhaps some of the same scrap material sent in, 
except in a very different shape than when it first 
arrived. 

The roundhouse, handling engines for the soul11 
side station is lo- 
cated in one end 
of the yards. This 
roundhouse is un- 
der the supervi- 
sion of Mr.  J. L. 
Harvey, ma s t e r 
mechanic, but un- 
der Mr .  Leysaht's 
direction. 

The  roundhouse 
turns f rom twen- 
ty-six to thirty 
engines a month, 
ant1 tries to give 
classified repairs 
to one en,' w l e  a 
month. The power 
plant is unclcr the 
supervision o f 

wagon load of heavy material from one shop to an- 
other-completing the round trip. 

Some two or  three years ago shop "mules" were 
purchased. These "mules" are small trucks, operated 
in the same manner as a Ford.  A t  a demonstration 
prior to their purchase, one of thcm pulled a loaded box 
car of heavy store departmcnt material. They hitch onto 
filled wagons and get around the yards at  the rate of  
fifteen or twenty miles an hour, handling efficiently 
and quickly the work formerly done by hand, and 
saving $21.00 a day in labor alone. 

Mr .  Leysaht has invenled a signal systen~. The  
shop "mules" can go anywhere, and have no beaten 
path;  however, outside of each shop is a triangle block 
placed on a concrete base. One side is red, another 
blue and anolher white. As the "mule" t l r i ~ c r s  go 
by, i f  the red sitle is to the front, they Itnow that that 

Orle o f  the  five frog artd s a i t c h  plat~rrs i r ~  the Urriled Slalcs .  
electrically drivel!, iirstalled at a cost o f  $20,000.01). 

Mr.  I?. TV. Lampton, roundhouse foreman, and contains 
t n  o Heine tubular boilers, of 225 horse power capacity. 

Here the big oil-burning engines are turned and 
given light repairs, therefore the oiling facilities are 
located here. 

One tank holds 210,000 gallons, another under- 
g r o ~ ~ d  tank 20,000, and three overhead tanks contain 
38,000 gallons. The roundhouse is a nineteen-stall one, 
five stalls of which are equipped with drop pits. 

Rapid Movemerzt front Yard to Yard 
One detail of most astonishinq proportions is the 

rapid movement with which the different materials are 
transported from one shop to another, from one yard 
to another and between the different cars. 

This was formerly done by wagon gangs, six gangs 
in number, and seleral men who used wl~eelbarrows. 
I t  required six men some forty minutes to move a 

foreman has a 
load for t h e m  
and when they 
h a v e delivered 
the one they have, 
they will p i c I t  

it up. I f t 11 e 
blue signal is out, 
it means that the 
foreman w a n t s 
an empty wagon 
to load, and the 
w h i t e  s i g n a l  
means he h a s 
nothing and does 
not need a wagon 
at that time. 

Mr .  Ley s a h t 
has one of the 
hardest places on 

the railroad to keep clean, yet it is almost spotless. 
Tours of inspection made by officials and outsiders 
v e w r  fail to bring forth a comment on the tidiness of 
the place. And Mr.  Leysaht is more than proud of the 
efforts of his co-workers. 

A "Sure 'Nouglz" Scrap Pile 
Outside of the twisted masses of rods, broken cou- 

plers, engine pilots and tangled heaps of scrap, there 
is one place to  which Mr .  Leysaht directed the atten- 
tion of the photographer, which he claims does not be- 
long to him. The division forces are so used to ship- 
ping every bit of scrap to him that he sometimes gets 
more than his share. 

This scrap pile consists of tin cans, springs, barbed 
wire and material which can Ix used only to fill a deep 
hole in some ravine and might as well fill one on the 

(Now ttrwn to Pagc 23, please) 




