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‘When farkness fell around him  the
wne-armed nan was wetl npon his way.
The night seemed durker from the pall
of amoke that hung about, and the wind
moaned and whimlled through the tree-
tops. 1m and on he went. with the
pungs of hunger growing keener every
apinute. In fime he reached o bridge,
wnd stopped to rest awhile.  The man
had Lok) hint that hie would have to crosa
the second Lridge before he reached Me-
Cowan'v. How lundy i all  seemed.
There wus not o honse in sight, snd oo
bound but the gurgling of the river and
Ahe wailing of the wind. Tlhe country
¥ound about seemcd very wild and grand.

e roilway seemed to run through a
kind of gorge ur gully, skirting round by
&he aide of a stecp sloping hill, with the
tiver down below on the other side. The
bash, with which it had formerly been
davered, had been parily cleared by fire
Ko pub the railway through. -Higher up,
bowever, some charred gaunt irees were
planding oul apgainst the sky. One of
#lese kept creaking in the wind, and it
eeemed to hin as though & soul hea
been encased in it and was trying to get
dree.  He stood ond looked al if, the
Aall gaunt trunk, with one blackened arm
sxtended. Somehow it seemed to Te-
mind him of himseli—counted out, just
eamberer of the ground.

He louked over at the swiltly-flowing
river, pnrgling in the derkness down be-
fow, which all the time seemed calling
him to come. 1t would be su casy just
ko sink to rest,  Suddenly he pulted

imself together with a slark.

Was it he. he wondered, who had al-
most done this thing ! He who had
®lways thought a anzn a coward and a
whirker who would throw away lis life.
He set his juw more fimoly, aml con-
tinued on his way. No doubt, wearl-
Hess and hunger lud begun Lo tell upon
bis mind. - He. squared hiz  shoulders
aternly and got a firmer grip upon him-
eclf, The wind rouse sobbing, ending in
& wail, and the dead tree creaked de-
Eisively.

He could hardty keep his footing, The
wind secmed guddenly to gain in foree as
it came rushing through ihe gully. He
had berly walked a few steps further
when Tie heard & splitting, rending, crash,
He started, and luoked round. The wiad
had Dlown {be dead tree over and it was
wolling down the hill. ' :

A convulsive shudder-slook him, as he
plood and watlched it, 1t had fallen on
the very spal where he had just beem
slanding. A little while before he had
wished to die : little had he known how
near him death was passing.  Had he
not moved on just then as he did, he
would now probably be dead. There
st surely e <ome teasan for his liy-
ing—why be had been Lhus spared.

The thonght had hardly Jashed across
his brain when he hiad scen the reason ;
the dend tree s it lay was half across
the line, and in a little while the train
would eome, rushing onwards to #s fate.

Al the tales which he had heard of
traina derniled and wrecked, came rush-
dng throtugh his mind,  With one com-
Pprehensive glunee he took the situation
an, nod shuddered ag e saw what must
be the inevitable reyults ; the tree acroas
fhe line and the river down below. The
. mmater secmed to gursle with malivious

apite, as il it knew already of the livea

dlatb it would ¢laim. The man looked
rhund Lim in o hopeless way, as the
magnitude of lis resaponsibility dawned
guddenly upon him; and his soul waa

Llled with blank despair. He had mot
ﬁen & mntch, that hie might light a fire,

%4 a kind of waraning symal. It was

t anollier instance of the irony of

ste, Lthal this tling should huve hap-
pened in such a lonely place, with mo
woe near e lielp except a one-armed man.

Again Llhere came the wailing of the
wind, amt the sound of running waler,
while ull.-the while the precious Lime wna
flying. 11 was <o long since he had
peayed e hrd almost forgetten  how,

ven now, it waa not for himself, but for
dhone whose lives depended- oun  Nis
strengir

" God,” lie brenthed in arguislh, YHive
me sirengih that T mwy do this thing.”
© Wilth every muwle straining, he tug-
ged and pulled with all his might, while
beads of sweat stood out upon his Lrow.

If only he had Lad his cther arm, i$

would have been so ecasy.  Ke bad been

noted in Lia college days fur Lhe weighta

RChat he could Yift.  Still, tha time that

e bad spent st Oxford in trining and

thlclics, mow slood him fo ‘gnod stead.

and on, he worked, swemingty with
tile headwny, and yet the log was mov-

[ inek by invh.
CA singiog noise was rshing throogh
his head ; bos boain Beamed dicy, and ba

“a start he realised its meaning.

felt faint from lack of foml. But he
dared not stop to resk. At Inat some
work had breen entrusted to his enre, and
it was up to him to see it through,

From the distance came a° rumhling
noise growing louder every minute, With
The
train was drawing nearer, it was on the
second bridge. His breath waa coming
quickly, ‘in short heaving gispe v and
his hand and arm were torn and blister-
ed, and blood wus running down,

The rumbling sound was drawing near-
er, lie could see the engine’s lights shin-
ing in the distance.

Again he breathed in anguish, "0 God,

let my strength last ont that 1 may do-

it.”  He dared not losk towards thosae
eyes of fire.  He could hear the snort.
ing breath, as the big iron steed eame
rushing on. With an almost super-
fiuman effort he tugged nnd pulled again,

He breathed a silent prayer of thanks-
giving fo his (od; hia strength had
lasted out, and now the line was clear.
His brain was reeling from the stroin.
Now {hat it was over,- reaction had
ael in.  The next moment he had fallen
forwards fauinting, and lay across the
line. , , The passengers aboard the
train, wondered why a sudden jolt oc-
curred, and why the train pulled up,
The men gol out, and went to sce the
cause, while frightened women put their
heads out through the windows. Hoon,
all was clear, to those who went to see.

Fortunately o doctor was amongst the
pasdengers pboard the train, and hurried-
ly he mode an examinalion, then quietly

. sheok his head.

* He's dead, poor chap,” he munrmured,
“but the oply comfort is, that death was
instantaneous.”

With Dbared heada the _men stond
round, and by flickering lights, took the
situation in.

For those with seeing eves, everything
wai clear ; the blood-stained tree trunk,
and the man's torm and bieedi arm,
told far tao plainly of the struggle there
had been. - .

“Poor chap!” someone muormured,
“and to think he did it with a uingle
arm, and ‘that his left one too !” -

Many eyes were dim, and voices hush-
ed to whiapers.

Quietly and reverently they laid him in
the van ; and in a little while the train
weett on ngain, while all the time the
wind kept up the sobbing plaintive cry.

For the most part, people talked in
whispers, or else sat still in silence.
When one ban been 30 near the brick of
death it makes one siop and think. And,
back there in the wan, iying so silentiy
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*and still, was the body of the brave cour-
ageous man, whose life had been the ton
so ungrudgingly paid down, thst they
might =0 in aafety,

A Humorist’s Relaxation.

Calling one day upon s humorist—
not one whose name appears upon the
title-page of bound volumes, but a pro-
lific writer of magezine and newspaper
jokes, verse, and stories—a friend wmas
not & little puzzled to find Lim serionsly
perusing that preatest of all classics,
the Hible. .

Hardly knowing
apeak of it, the

in whai mood to
caller half-jocularly

- asked: “What kind of funny idea do-you.

expect to work up frum thatt”

The humorist carefuliy inserted a
book mark where he had been reading,
and laid down the volume with that
caressing gentleness which one accords a
literary tremaure, and, semewhat regret-
fully, answered his guestioner; “Years
ago I would never miss m day without
reading somelhing from eitker the Old
or New Testament. But 1 have become
se busy in my line of work that I have
to limit my reading of The Book so a3
1o get in something from the other great
works of inspiration.

“T am now irying a plan of alterna-
ticn. One day, for the limited time I
can spare, I take the Bihle; another
day Shakespeare, another Plato, another
-Goethe, and 8o en.” Then T have to find
time for Dante, for Carlyle, for Emenson,
‘and other philosophers. _And 1 mnst also
fit in & little from the French and Italian
writers. Then there are the Orieutul re-
ligions and mythologies to bz considered
—in tramslation. Also o smattering of
the moderns—ot Ihaen, of James, even of
Shaw and Chesterton. Thea I must slip
in a few Mminutes of Browning, of Tenny-
son, of Whitman and a score of other
English and American poets.  Likewise
there Is to be enatched at intervals a
chapler of fiction, both from the Mustera
and the wear-masters

“You will readily see from this rapid
and skeletonired sketch, that 1 cam hard-

- Iy give a very exhaustive reading to any

one of these, much as I shaald like to
delve deeper into ceriain of them ™
“But,” gasped the caller imcredulously
—=atill puspecting 2 hiddea “joker™—“you
do not really mean that you read all
that steffl geriously?. You do it to get
suggestiona for your owm writimg, don’t

. youl I do noi mean from the Mible, of

coumse. Bui you find a whole jot you
can jolly in the others, I suppose?”

1912

The humerist regarded the spesker
with's guizdical smile. “I pee,” he sald,
“You are one of thoar people who im-
asgine that & professionat “funny man’
must be constantly jingling the jester’s
bells, and wharking somebody with a
Lladder. Now, you are a doctor—or ex-
pect to be when you have paid for that
sheepskia you are after. If I should call
on you somcitme when you are an es-
tablished - medica,. with & large and in-
creasing practice, may 1 expect to find
you immersed in treat’ses en medicine
uand surgery? Would it not seem more
reasonable that you were seeking relaxa.
tlon in & bit of exciting fiction, or a
laughable story

*0Dh, well, that iz different, Of cour:a
T should likely enough want to relieve
the sirain of professivnal duties by soma-
thing of a lighter nature than clinical
notes. But why you, who ecan wrnite
those clever things 1o make folks chuckle,
should want to diy inta auch stuff aa you
Lave mentioned, is more than T can eom-
prewend, - The cases are not reversed;
they have nothing in common.”

The humorist {ouched his forehead:
“My work ia done here; but my life lies
deeper. Y make perhaps a  passable
quality of gingerbread trifles which pleass
the people wiho care for such dxinties,
But  for my own mental and spirituai
sustenance I must draw uwpon the vitul
nourishment of suck mind and leart

“stufl a8 caa only be found im the reul
" -writers—especially from thoge wham the
world has rightly szgreed to-call ‘in-
spired.” ™ .

The tatk turned in other chaansls; hut
a3 the caller rose to leave, lie still had
in mind the opening conversation, anl
with & more uuderstanding sympathy Le
‘szid to the humotiat {meaning it in a
- different sense tham it meeded), “You
jokers are mighty funny folks.”

P ———————

An amusing story is told of a cubist
artist’s picture sent to the Autumn Salon
in Paris, A painting was placed up~ile
-down before the fatigued jury (hanging
<ommitiee), as the porters~ were not
sufliciently edocated in cubism (which
cees cubes in everyihing and everything
im cubes) to determine which way up ih:
picture should go. The piciure was ac-
«cepted, when suddenly someone remarked
that it was the wrong way up. C(n being
righted some deer were discerned at iby
base, and on examination proved to be s0
extremely cubical that 1he picture wag re-
jected.
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