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story had taken, and was inclined to believe 
that the conductor was drawing largely upon 
his imagination for the facts. 

“Why, don’t you know that an engine 
can no more make headway on a greased 
track than a tom-cat can climb a steep roof 
covered with ice?” said the conductor, with 
a pitying glance at one so profoundly igno- 
rant of railroad matters as myself, 
slapped Jake on the back, and said, ‘ Old 
fellow, your ‘cuteness has brought us all ou 
of a bad scrape.’ 

“Tn a few,seconds the lantern of the train 
behind us was getting dim in the distance. 
We slackened speed and backed down to 
see ‘what the matter was with Simpson,’ as 
Jake said. There stood the old Ben 
franktin puffing and snorting and pawing 
like a mad bull, the driving wheels buzzing 
around onthe greased track like all 
possessed, but not gaining an inch. We 
sanded the track and bore down upon the 
old machine. Jake was the first aboard, 
spoiling for a good chance at the engineer 
Simpson, But no sign of engineer, fire- 
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(Aas the danger of forest fires. 
‘The woods are so encumbered with brush- 
wood, that in the dry season a spark is 
sufficient to cause a conflagration, the ra- 
vages of which may extend for miles. One 
ef these terrible occurrences is thus de- 
scribed :— 

“ After toiling for an hour through a wide 
bottom of tall weeds and matted grass, I 
reached the grove, erected a small shed of 
boughs after the manner of the Indians, 
and, lying down, was soon asleep before a 
huge fire, which I built against the trunk of 

“afallen tree. I was awakened by the in- 
creasing violence of the gale. At times it 
sank into low wailings, and then would 
swell again, howling and whistling through 
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man, or any other living being was to be 
found. The engine had only a tender 
attached, and although there was still a 
full head of steam on, the fires were getting 
low. We made short work in pushing back 
to Lakeland. We reached the station, and 
got fairly upon the switch when the Green- 
port train, which we should meet there, 
came in, and were waiting as if nothing 
had happened, and as if we had not been 
fifteen miles out on the road to meet it a 
few minutes before. 

“The telegraph operator at Lakeland 
handed me a despatch which read as 
follows :— 

‘To Conductor C »—The Ben Frank- 
Zin has broken loose and is coming up the 
road. Turn switch at Lakeland and run 
her off the track.—Brooklyn, ro.5 p.m. 

Barton, Superintendent.’ 
“You see, we did not have much time 

for turning switches at Lakeland,” he con- 
tinued, “so we did still: better, and saved 
the old Zen—which was not responsible, 
after all—from a smash-up.” : 

  

ON FIRE. 
the trees. After sitting by the fire fora 
short time, I.again threw myself upon my 
pallet of dried grass, but could not sleep. 
There was something dismal and thrilling 
in the sound of the wind. At times wild 
voices seemed shrieking through the wood- 
land. It was in vain that I closed my eyes; 
a kind of superstitious feeling came over 
me, and, though I saw nothing, my ears 
drank in every sound. I gazed around in 
every direction and sat with my hand on my 
gun-trigger, for my feelings were so wrought 
up that I momentarily expected to see an 
armed Indian start from behind each bush, 
At last I rose up and sat by the fire. 
Suddenly a swift gust swept through the 
grove, and whirled off sparks and cinders 
in every direction. In an instant fifty little 
fires shot their forked tongues in the 
air, and seemed to flicker with a mo:


