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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Jim's Chance !
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ng up his time-
sheets at the wshed foreman's deak,
looked up in sur were flung
at him, rather than spoken, by the tall man
who stood {ramed i the doorway of the little
othee.

“Why, what's the matter,
querted.

Big Bill Harrigan, crack driver of the North-
port loco. shed express link, heaved his
six-foot-two of bone and muscle over the
threshold and stood, a massive figure in oil-
stained overalls, under the glaring electric
light.
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“ My fireman, Wilson, has hurt humself,”
he explained briefly, * Ifell from the running-
board as we were taking water. They've run
him off to hoapital—it looks like a broken arm,”

He gave an anxious glance at the clock.

“Seven-fifty—I must be away n five
minutes, for I can’t aflord to lose time this
run, We've got bullion from the South
African mail on board! Where's the foreman,
Jim 77

His question was answered at that moment
by the appearance of Donaldson, a red-
headed, choleric Scotsman, who presided over
the destinies of the men and engines stabled
at Northport Harbour shed.

“Why, Harrigan |  he exclaimed. * What
are you doing here ? The boat train is due
away In about five minutes! 1 was just



going down to see what had Lecome of vou.”

Hastily Harrigan explained what had hap-
pened to his fireman.

“ A fireman I must have, Mr. Donaldson,”
he concluded. ** There’ll be the dickens to
pay if we don’t get that train through right on
time. It's bad enough to have to work her
up to the Rand on a night like this without a
pilot, to say nothing of a small army of detec-
tives snooping round as though they thought
I was going to steal my own engine | ”

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Donaldson.

‘ There’s not a spare man in the place. The
three spare men have gone out to a derailment
at Carrowbank. Christmas Eve as usual !

For a moment there was silence in the oftice
whilst the wind blowing in from the sea
whistled round the building and lashed the
driving rain 1nto fresh transports of fury
against the glass panes of the windows.

Jim Darrell, an interested spectator of the
little drama, realised at once the desperate
predicament. 1t being Christmas Eve, there
were no trains out of Northport except the
South African Mail Special, delayed in depar-
ture owing to the late arrival of the liner in
harbour. The only available enginemen besides
Big Bill Harrigan and his unfortunate fireman
Wilson had been called away to a breakdown
twenty miles away—and now Wilson was
mmjured and there was no man to fire the
engine of the boat traimn for her long run to
the mining metropolis, Johannesburg.

“1'll get & man down from the town now,”
snapped Donaldson. * You'll be able to get
away in half an hour at the most, Harrigan.”

The burly driver looked black.

““ Is there no one mn the shed who can fire
for me—now ?”’ he snapped. *This is a
matter of minutes, with the Mail Special, Mr.
Donaldson.”

Donaldson nodded, and grimly reached for

the telephone.
“ It is; but there’s nobody who can——"

“Jecan!”

1t was Jim Darrell, flushed with sudden
oxcitement, who interrupted him. Jumping
to his feet, he confronted the startled foreman
and driver and, breathlessly, put into a few
hurried words the ambition of a life-time.

« Mr. Donaldson, I can fire Bill's loco. for
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him ! You know 1 shall pass my firing tests
next month—I would have passed thisg .
1f 1t hadn’t been for my having to go away on
]!El“dit:.' reliel. 1 can fire vour tra OT you,
Bill.”

With a weary smile Donaldson shook lus
head.

“1I'm sorry, Jim. I'd give vou the ¢l

Pa—

if I could, but until you're a passed fireman
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Then DBig Bill Harrigan lLroke into the
conversation.

“The Mail must get thro on nd
\"-'t“‘s'i_‘ ;_‘:l"f. IER ’:t-l':_ v I _".‘.-..':‘.'*"*::ﬂ In a « ]
this. Jim's only a kid—-"

“I'm eighteen,” interjected Jim, " and
I'll bet you I can hold the pressure you want
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all the way up to Johan R
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be, Mr. Donaldson—remulations and an hour s
delay to that bullion, or a blind eye and a
chance of keeping time 7

-
1-1-l|r1--.

Azain Donaldson reflected for a few seconds

that seemed eternity to the eager Jim. Then :
“1’ll take a {'L;I.:'m‘_” he said. ** Off you go,

Darrell—and the best of luck to vou ! "

Before Jim could realiee his good fortune,
IT:llTi;:.'lll had caught lum I':\ the arm and

r

whirled him from the
darkness outside,
“Come on, sonnv,
“you and 1 and 53D against a
slippery rails, and Father Time; and af you
don’t give me two hundred on the gauge all
the way to the Rand you'll never tread a
footplate again!”

room into the rain and
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wet night,

THE SECOND CHAPTER
The Danger Light ]
FOR so long as he lives Jim Darrell will
remember that night when he fired the
Mail Special out of Northport. Wind and rain
greeted them boisterously as they left the
shed at the double and ran across the network
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The moasked foce of an ntro fer soccared over the side of the cab, and a ¢un menaced Jim and Harrlgan,
Dot mawe, Me. Driver ! snapped the man.
of rails, | ' | shining 1n ¢ | cattees that flickered in the light of the roaring
Y tha laman : . . ' . ' ‘
of the lamy - h Stsoof o ire. Little had he dreamed that in a might he
), the [ast | 1 ~ d o would turn from engine-cleaner to express
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the cab,
The cab ! Jun Darrell had eleaned the cab
ot 030 often enough;  had groomed the

shiming levers with painstaking care, and had
burnished with tender hands those gleaming

ficetnen, and thus ln one stroke of good
fortune achieve the hall- ‘way milestone to his
life’'s ambition——to sit in the scat where
Big Bill Harrigan sat, his body hunched
againgt the sway of the engine, his careful
hands nursing 535 over curve and gradient,
his eyes scanning those winking reds and
greens that [mintml the way to *i;l.f{‘t}’

But there was no time for day-dreams now,
Harrizan, he saw, was i anxious conclave
with T racey, the ,r_;uur:l who had occupied the
Mail’'s van for fifteen years. Mechanically
Jim tested brake and injectors, swung over



the lever that controlled the blast, and =ent
the pressure-gauge creeping upwards to the
200 mark. His fire needed attention, and
for half a minute he wielded shovel and
“ pricker ’ dexterously, till 535 was purring
and hissing with eagerness to be away.

Stray fragments of conversation from the
rails floated up to him, then a green lamp was
waved, a whistle blew, and Big Bill Harrigan
swung himself into the cab, flashed a glance
of approval at the levers and gauges, and
nodded his satisfaction to his young mate.
Then, a touch of the throttle—wider, a twist
at the sand-ejector wheel as the giant drivers
Jost their grip, caught, and spun wildly once
more. Then they swung over the points on
to the fast line, and the open road lay before
them.

That first thirty miles was as some dreadful
nightmare to Jim Darrell. The Mail was
toiling against the grade all the way, and
before the first half hour was up Jim’s head
was spinning dizzily, while every muscle
ached from feeding that roaring, insatiable
fire. Try as he would, the pressure began to
fall, and as they breasted a stiff climb Big Bill
Harrigan cast an anxious glance at the steam-

gauge. With a grim smile Jim carried on,
swinging the shovel untiringly till Big Bill

stopped him with a gesture.

“ Over the summit now—easy a while and
take a rest—plenty of steam.”

His words, shouted across the swaying cab
of 535, were almost lost in the thunderous
roar of their passage.

For a few minutes Jim took a well-earned
rest, hanging over the cab-rail to gaze
down the line ahead as signal after signal
flashed past. Big Bill, with a glance at his
watch, pursed his lips and jerked the regu-
lator still wider; 035, responding gallantly
to this new call upon her strength, leaped
forward like a live thing, and they raced,
swaying and rolling, with whistle screaming
defiance, over a long viaduct and through a
dark, deserted station whose stark platforms
flung back the thupdermg echo of their
cighty-mile-an-hour flight. .

« Half-way, and we're ten minutes late ! ™
shouted Big Bill as they raced into a tunnel,
only to roar 1nto the open again within a
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minute, s that bullion I'm frightened
of, Jim: it’'s in the two vans 1 the

engine, and Tracey tells me that the det.
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tives guarding 1t were afraid of being held up
on the way to Johannesburg.”

Jim nodded silently. He was an adventure
loving boy, and ordinanly the thought of
being involved in a possible attempt to rob
the Mail would have thnlled him bevond

b

measure, but now his responsibility to Big
Bill and 535 outweighed all other o
tions.

As though conse 1e importance of
the occasion, 535 was straining every joint
and rivet to keep up the speed as they dashed
through the storm which howled round the
cab and blurred and blinded the signal lights
in a flurry of swirl n.

“Jensen’s Sp
thev dashed ov a dark junc-
tion. “ Keep b ,Jim ; you'll
Good heavens, at "’

But Jim needed mo warning to show him
what lay ahead. Far down the track he saw
a light that grew in volume with every turn
of those fiving wheels. A red hght—red for
danger !

He turned to shout to Harrigan, but even
as he did so he saw the driver’s arm fly out as
the regulator thudded into the “ shut ™ poai-
tion. One second and Dig Bill's arm caught
the air-latch of the brake; pulled it down.

Suddenly checked, 535 lurched like o
drunken man, while the harsh grind of brakes
told of the air clutehing at her tortured driv-
ing-wheels.  DBig Bill, his face tense, was
holding down the whistle-chiain,  And with
every revolution of the wheels the red hght
by the trackside grew oninously nearer.

For a few seconds D3D scemed to be hurling
herself at the danger signal;  then snddenly
her ﬂix-coupled drivers  locked and  she
skidded to a dead stand. They had stopped.

“What the thunder ! " exclaimed Harnvan
impatiently. ‘“ A hand-light, by Jiminy ! "

At that moment some sixth sense w :ll'llt‘ll
Jim Darrell of mmpending danger, and he
jumped to the side of the cab.

Toolate! A man’shead suddenly appeared
over the side of the cab, and the face under
the cap worn by the intruder was masked !
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You f{ool tied the masked man,
and his gun spat fire

Y L ! o

Bir Bill Harrigan swaved on his feet,

gazed round him stupidly, and then his eyes
seemed to glaze and he crashed in an inani-
mate heap at the feet of his fireman.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER
Strategy !

F-JR a moment Jim stood rooted to the spot,
too aghast at the brutality of the deed
which he had just witnessed to move. Big

HA (

Jm flung his pistol in

the face of the bandit,

and hecard him scream

as he pitched over the

side  of the lurching
engine.

il Harriean  lay  ominously atill, a thin

" '

trickle of Dblood coursing down his tanned
T

At sight of what had happened to Harrigan,
a blind anger possessed .}im Darrell, and he
swung round furiously, hig fista clenched.
But before he could act a powerlul pair of
arms caught him from behind and gripped
lim as in a vice, while the unwavering
menace of the second bandit’s pistol
emphasised the futility of resistance.

Jim subsided., His turn would come, he
realised, and he resolved that when the
chance did come he would make it decidedly
unpleasant for the ruffian who had shot down
Big Bill Harrigan in cold blood.

“ Keep still, you young idiot!” snarled
the man who was holding Jim. *“ Give me
any trouble and I'll break your neck | ”

“All right,” replied Jim sullenly; *1I
know when I'm beaten.”

“That’s better,”” sald the bandit, and

40 ) D



released his grip, though he held his gun
ready for action if Jim should show {urther
violence.

The footplate of 535 secmed suddenly to
have become alive with men. .Jim counted
five of them, and without exception they wore
masks, while turned up coat collars and the
pulled-down peaks of tweed caps served still
further to veill their 1dentity. One of them,
by his nasal twang an American, seemed to
be the leader.

He shouted an order, and three of the
bandits jumped out of the cab and disappeared
in the tceming rain.  The other bent over the
prone form of Big Bill Harrigan and made a
cursory examination of the wound in his head.

“ Only a scratch,” he reported in tones of
quiet satisfaction. * I didn’t shoot to kill,
and he’ll be all right in an hour or two.
What's the next move, chief 7"

“Stay and guard this stoker fellow,”
ordered the ringleader. *“ We'll be ready in a
moment.”’

He clhimbed off the footplate and walked
briskly back along the train, leaving Jim
Darrell to take stock of a far from cheerful
situation.

So brilliantly had the hold-up been planned
and executed, that the bandits had met with
scarcely any resistance. The train stafl had
been quickly subdued, while a fusillade of
shots from silencer-fitted automatics had
shown the detectives in charge of the bullion
cars that to ofler fight would be to court
death.

At a glance Jim Darrell saw how complete
was the mastery of the bandits. The spot
they had chosen for the hold-up was ideal
{for their purpose, being in the middle of deso-
Jate, wind-swept veldt. The nearest station—
closed that night—was two miles behind
them ; the nearest signal-box four miles
away. With a sudden sense of utter hope-
lessness, Jim realised that there was no chance
of rescue until the bandits had got safely away
with the bullion.

Meanwhile, great activity was manifest
farther back along the train, Tracey the
guard was being driven by one of the bandits
along the length of the train, reassuring such
passengers &s had been roused from sleep

\

by the sudden emergency stop. The five
detectives guarding the bullion were lLined
up by the side of the track, wocbegone
figures of dizaster,

Jin was wondering how the train-robbers
proposed to remove their booty, when th
return of the ringleader., accom
five other members of the gang,
problem for him.

The ringleader swung himself into the cab

“Son, can you dnive this engine {7 he
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asked peremptorily, and Jim nodded sulleniv.
o could be served

After all, what good purpos

]‘}' ]}'mg HT';-E aere aanvs G chance |
There was always a chance with Jim Darrell ;
that was his creed.

“Get a move on. then!"™ snapped the
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hitle wav,
tell vou to, or
again.

With a gesture of resignation Jim turned on
his blast to get the pressure up again; then
releasing the brake, he swung the regulator
to quarter-port and 535 glided obediently
fl"TWuI‘-l. At the TE.nlII;‘I.‘. of tifi‘\'ing A monsier
express and fecling the great engine move
obediently to Lis Land, Jim Darrell would
in ordinary ci Lave felt both
proud and thrilled ; now, the great disaster
outwelghed all eloe,

Slowly 550 and hLer load of two cars roiled
down the track at about fifteen niles an hour.
They had gone perhiaps two hundred yards
at this speed when the train-robber shouted,
and obediently Jim closed the regulator and
touched the air-latch. Protestingly,
came to a dead stand and stood with safety
valve mnring a column of steam hIi_‘s"ﬂ..lﬁln
as the gauge necdle qllix'rrrt] at the 2o
mark,

One of the bandits covered Jim while the
others clambered down from the cab.  Then
it was that Jim saw the motor-lorry standing,
with lights extinguished, on a rough velit
track that ran alongside the railway hne.

So that was 1it! The bandits would loot
the two bullion vans, load their booty on to
the lorry and drive away into the darkness,

No tricks now, and stop when |
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Limo was precious,  For an instant panic
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hine-—and then ispiration came to him,
Lo attack s captor openly would be suicide;
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strategy  was the only way. Jim's eyes

narrowed as a brain-wave came to him. It
was risky, but 1t was worth trying, and any-
thing was better than standing there un-
potently while the train was sacked.

(
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When he felt rather than saw that the
L] 1- " - -
bandit was looking at him, he screwed his
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Jump on him, Bill ! 7 he yelled.
e, d one. But it wesal
The trick was an old one, but 1t worked.
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For an stant the bandit hesitated, in-
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Then he
urned to look over hiz shoulder—and the
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evolver dropped for a fraction of a second.
cab, his

i Darrell tlung himself across the
mcht the

dectston written clear on his {aoe.
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tat, swung from the shoulder,

Dazed, Jim tried to re-
gain his scattered senses,
while the 535 hurtled
on through the night |

bandit on the point of the jaw and he
rocketed headlong into the tender.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

Winning Throughl

crY of alarm rose in the bandit’s throat,
but was stifled as Jim leaped upon him

and gripped his lean throat between two
brown, knotted fists. I'or a moment the pair
rolled this way and that over the coal-dust
and grime that covered the footplate, till the

)



bandit’s head banged with sickening force
against a stanchion and he relaxed. inert.

Grabbing the bandit’s pistol, Jim leaped
to his feet. Not an instant too soon, for the
sounds of the struggle had alarmed the other
members of the gang, and they came rushing
out of the bullion-curs.

Jim was cool as ice. Covering the tender
and the darkness behind 1t with las pistol, he
snatched at the regulator and jerked 1t
savagely open. A roar of steam burst from
535's dwarled smoke-stack as her unleashed
drivers slipped impotently on the greasy
rails. Instantly Jim caught the sand-ejector
and spun the little wheel till the big drivers
caught, slipped, and caught again.

Slowly at first, then with rapidly increasing
speed, 533 began to move. It seemed that she
went forward with agonising slowness, and
Jim slammed the regulator wide open. The
engine lurched, swayed, and with a stertorous
cough, leaped into her stride hke a racing
greyhound.

Crack ! A shot snapped out, and some-
thing sang past Jim’s head to hit the fircbox
roof with a ringing crash. Blindly, Jim fired
over the back of the tender, and out of the
darkness came a scream of agony.

Two of the bandits, Jim realised, had
climbed on to the back of the tender. Another
bullet whistled over his head, struck the
steam-gauge with a shattering crash. Then
something hit him in the arm, and he felt a
sharp pain creep stingingly down the hmb.

A ficht to the death, he realised, and fired
again. There was an answering crash from
the back of the tender, and Jim took aim at
a crouching form.

Then they were upon him, two raging ban-
dits. Jim flung his pistol in the face of one,
and heard him scream as he pitched over the
side of the rolling, lurching engme. The
other rushed down the banked coal on the
tender, and Jim collared him low round the
ankles, Rugger fashion. For a minute they
rolled locked together over the footplate, the
bandit scratching, snarling, biting, til Jim’s
clutching hand found a pi?ce of coal, and he
brought it down with all his force on the back

of his enemy’s head. | _
Dazed, hg staggered to his feet and tried
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filled the cab, and with everv swav of the
flyving tramn ning coal
rolling ‘-‘hrnu_:;h the rn‘;-; firebox door.
for the prone form of the insensible bandit and
the LNCONSCIOS }IJTT;_'.E‘,’;, the
footplate to himeeli, |

Slamming the firebox door shut,
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staggered to the throttle. His head was going
round and round. his arm hurt him badl
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l-lmlin:_: lips, and his Dbloodstained hand
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Before him he saw the Junction lights:
red from the flickering gantries that marked
the way to the Rand. Red for danger!
With a last effort Jim jammed shut the regu-
lator, pulled down the air-latch, and fell, a
tumbled :{.f.?-l’t. over the lever as H3D and her
load dashed, steam-smothered, into a platform
of the Junction.

They found him there when 535 came
grinding to a stop ; police, company officials,
and detectives, all hastily summoned by
tolﬁ]ﬂmnc. CTOW ﬂi:'.-:_:' ih‘fnl 115*: r.’lh u];rrﬂ Ji!ll,
Blg Bl" ]I”TTE_L’-I“, :.L'] the tmin-ru]r]wr ]d_\'
together in a crumpled heap.

o I)l"';ill ' e was the ﬂ‘n'-'t.'n.l'lli"]{ ‘h't'!‘l“t‘t il
they gazed at that tumbled heap of humanity.

But Jim Darrell's luck held. He wasn't
dead—only exhausted—and  neither  was
Big Bill Marrigan. They had saved the
Mail and her load of bullion,

Iivery day now, when 535 pulls out of
Northport on her run, with Big Bill Harrigan
at the throttle, yvou can sce Jim Darrell, the
pride of the line, standing on the footplate—
for he's now a full-blown fireman.

Back in the shed they call him *“Lucky Jim,”
the boy who took his chance one stormy
Christmas Eve !

THE END
)
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