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Acton cut off. It was what rallroad
men oall a jerk water run, whatever
that may be, a little jaunt of ten miles
acroas the divide connectiug the north
ern divislon with the Denver sten
It was just about like running a trul
Jay, and the run was glven to lwud
Enciate, for after that Uft at Oxford
bhis back was never strong enough to
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Georgla, who was never bappy un
less be had elght or ten Pullmans be
hind him and the right of way over
everything between Omaba and Den-
ver, made great sport of his father's
little smoking car and day coach be
hind the big engine,

Foley made sport of the remodeled
englne. He used to stand by while
the old engineer was ofling and ask
htmi whether ae thomght she could
catch a jack rabbit. “I mean,' Foley
would say, “If the rabbit was feelinc
well”

Dad Binclair took It all grimly and
quietty. He bad rallroaded too long to
care for anybody's chaff. But one oy,
aftor the skyscraper had got ber tlues
pretty well chalked up with alkali, o
jey Insisted that she must be renamed

“I have the only genuine skyscruper
on the West End myself.” declared 15
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Then they launghes] uproariously. and
in the teeth of Dad Sinelalr's protests
for he olijected at once amd vigorously
—the queer aate stiuck to the engine
and sticks yver,

To bave seen the great hulking wma
¢hine yon would pever huve suspe
there coulid be another story left in e
Yet oue there wis—a story of the winl
As she stomd when olid man Sy
elair took her on Acton run
was the Hustration 1 have
seen of the adage that one can
tell from the o
It will jump

Hive you ever felt the
I think, unless you have
sens o on the plains
where think the wind
really blows only on the ocenn
the pridrles

The summer that Dad teek the A
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of one August— hot, dry, werclless, th
despalr of the farmer and the terror
trainmen
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Angust evening. wi!
the gale =tlll sweeping up from ihe
southwest, that Dad came lambering
into Acton with his lttle trolley train
He had barely pulled up at the plat
form to unload his passengers when
the station agent, Morris Reynolds,
coatless and hatless, rushed up o the
engiue ahead of the hostler and spring
into the calb. Reynolds was one of
the quietest fellows in the servige. To
kee him without cout or hat didn’t
count for much in such weather, bnt
to sec him sallow with fright and al
most specchless was enough to stir
even old Dud Sinclair.

It was not Imd's habit to ask (ues
tions, but he looked at the man In gues
tioning amuazewent. Reynolds choked
and caught at his breath as he seized
the engineer's arm and polnted down
the line.

“Dad,” be gaspad, “three ears of coul
standing over there on the second spur
blew loose n few minotes ngo!™

*Where are they "

“Where are they?
the switch and down
miles nan hour.™

The old man
man by the shoulder.
mean? How long ago?
due? Talk qulck, man!
matter with you?

“Not five minntes ago. No. 1 Is Jdue
bere In less thao thirty minotes, They'li
go into her sure. Dad,” cried Reyn-
olds, nall in a fright, “what’ll 1 do?
For Leaven's snke, do something! |
called up Riverton and tried to eatch
1, but she'd passed. 1 was too lite,
There'll be a wreek, and I'm booked

Blown through
the line forty

grasped the frightened
“What do you
When is 1
What's the
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for the penitentiary. What can I do?"

All the while the station agent, panic
gtricken, rattled on Sinclair was look-
Ing ut his wateh, casting it up, charting
it all nuder his thick, gray, grizzled
wonl, fast ps thought could compass.

N 1 headded for Acton, and her pace
witg a4 hustle every mile of the way-
three curs of howling down on
fier, ow fast he dared not think, and
through It all Lhe was asking himsell
what day it was,  Thursdny?  Up!l
Yes, Georgle, bis boy, was on the fier
No, 1, It was his day up. If they met
o nocurve
“Uncouple ber!” roared Dad Sinclair
a giant tone,

“What are you golng to do?”

“Rurns,”
man, “give her steam, and guick, boy!
Dump in grense, waste, oll, everything!

Are you clear there?" he eried, open-
ing the throttle as he looked back.

The old engine, pulling clear of lwr
conclies, quivered as she gathered her
self under the steam, She leaped ahead
with a swish. The drivers churned iu
the sand, bit foto it with gritting tires
and forged ahead with a suck and a
hiss and & roar. Before Beynolds had
falrly gathered his wits Sinclair, leas
ing his train on the main track In frout
of the depot, wus clattering over the
switch after the runaways. The wiud
was & terror, and they had too good a
start. But the way Soda Water Sal
took the gait when she once felt her
feet under her made the wrinkled en-
gineer at her throttle set his mouth
with the grimness of a gamester. It
meant the runaways—and catch them
—or the diteh for Soda Water Bal, and
the throbbing old machine seemed 1o
know it, for ber nose hung to the sweel
Illke the snout of a polnter.

He was a man of a bundred even
then—Burns—but nobody knew it then
We hadn't thought much about Burns
before. He wus a tall, lank Irish boy,
with an open face and a morniug
smile. Dad SRinelair took him on bw
cause nobody olse would have him
Burns wae so green that Foley suld
you couldn’t set his name afire. [le
would, so Foley sald, put out a hot box
just by blinking at it

But every man's turn comes once,
and it had come to Burns. It was ek
Burns' chance now to show what wan
pner of stuff was bred (o his long Irish
bones. It was his tusk to make the
steam—1f he could—faster than Dud
Sinelair could burn It. What use
grip the throttle and scheme if Durns
dido’t furnish the power, put the lile
fnto her heels ne she raoced the wind
the merclless, restless gale sweeping
over the prairie faster than horse conlid
{ fiy before {t?¥
[ Working smoothly and swirtly into a
i dizzy whirl, the monstrous drivers took
| the <tee] {n Jeaps< and bounds, Dad Sin
lenning from the eab windosw,
glontingly  watched their gathering
spesdd. pulied the bar up noteh afte
naotel, and fed Burng' fire Into the old
eugine's arteries fast and faster
she could throw it luto her steel hw-!'-

That was the night the West il
knew that a greevhorn had enst s
chrysialis and stood out a man—Kuew
that the bonor roll of our frontler (i
| vislon wanted one more name, o
[that It was big Dick Burns', Sinclalr
bnug
hix eves straluing nto the night ahed
|and the face of the long Irish
| streaked with smut and  channeled
]w‘ith swent, lit every minute with the
| glare of the furnace ns he fed the
| white bot hlast that leaped and curled
laud foumed under the erown sheet ol
Soda Water Sal
| There he stooped and sweat an
swung us =he slewad and lurched andd
Herked across the fish plates, Carefull)
| nursingly, he pushed the
[ steam pointer bigher, higher, higher o
dinl =gl that desplte the trew
dous drafts of Iad's throttle,
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I Burng heard the ery It nerpved him to
a supreme effort.

the coal to the fire, the fire to the wu
ter, the water to the gauge, the ganz

to the stack and buck agaln to the co.
—that was DBurns. Nelther eyes
ears nor mnscles for anything s

steam.

Such a firing as the West End ney
saw till that night; such a firing as t!
oll eungine never felt in her chollus:
fiues till that night; such a firing
Dad Sioelair, king of all West
Enst Eud flremen, lifted his hat o
that was Burns' firing that night «
Boda Water Sal, the night she cha
the Acton runaways down the line 1
pave yeorgie Sinclnir and No. 1,

It was a frightful pace—~bhow frigh!

Ll

rul no one ever knew; nelther old man
Binclalr nor Dick Burns ever cared
Only, the crew of a freight, side track-
ed for the approaching filer, saw au
engine figing light; knew the hunter
and the guarry, for they had seen the
runaways shoot by-—saw then, a min-
ute after, a =tar and a streak and a
trail of rotten smoke fly down the
wind, and she Lad come and passcd
and gone.

It wns just east of that siding, so
Burns and Sinclair always maintain.
ed, but It measured 10,000 feet ecust,
that they caught them,

A shout from Dad brought the drip-

thunderad Dad to his Ilrt‘-i
standing  still

ping fireman up standing, and, looking
ahend, he saw in the blaze of their
own headlight the string of coulers
ahead of them—so it
seemed to him—their own speed wus
so great, and the runaways were al-
most equaling it. They were making
forty miles an hour when they dashed
pnst the paralyzed freight crew.

Without waiting for orders—what or-
ders did such a man need ?—without n
word Burna crawled out of his window
with a piln and ran forward ou the
footboard, clinging the best he could us
the engine dipped and lurched, climbed
down on the coweatcher and lifted the
pilot bar to ~ouple. It was a crazy
thing to attempt. He was much like-
ller to get under the pilot than to suc-
ceed, yet he tried It

Then it was that the fine hand of
Dad Siocluir enme Into play. To tem-
per the speed enough, and just enougl,
to push ber nose just enough and far
enough for Burns to make the draw
bar of the runaway—that was the
nlcety of the big seamed hands on the
throttle and on the air, the very magic
of touch which on a slender bar of
steel could push a bundred tons of flv-
fog metal up and hold It steady iu «
play of six iuches on the teeth of the
gale that tore down behind him.

Again and asgain Burns tried to
couple and falled. Rinelair, struining
asuxiously albead, caught sight of the

silently desperate to the throttle, |

heandlight of No. 1 rounding O'Fallon's
| bluffs.
He oried to Burus,
mongh it seeius, the flreman heard
| Above all the infernal din, the tearin:
of the flauges and the roaring of the
‘\\'iml Burns Leard the ery, It nerved
him to o supreme efort. Heslipped (e
| eve onee more joto the dranw and man-
e to li:'llil lils i, l'p went Lis=
bond In sigual.
Cheking the

and, ineredibi=

i, Sluclir thre s
the brake shoes flaming agalnst ¢
big drivers. The sand poured ou th
ridls, and with Burus up on the coglet
serting brokes the three great u
awiays were bronght to with a
that would have astounded the wos.
reckless soapegrices in the world,

While the plucky fireman crept alon:

| the top of the
[ from Deing blown bodily through !]--
|a1r Sinclalr, with every resource thu
braln and nerve and power could ex
ert, was struggling to overcome the
lwrr Lle headway of pursuer and pur
|au-.l vriving now frightfully into the
beaming bead of No. 1.
! With the Johnson bar over and the
{drivers dancing a gallop backward:
| with the sand striking fire and the ralls
burning under It; with the old =k
scraper shivering again In a territic
struggle and Burns twisting the heads
off the brake rods; with every trick of
old Sineclair's cunning and his boy
plicuting every one of them in the
cab of No, 1—still they came togethor
It was too feurful a womentum 1o
overcome, when minutes mean miles
and tous are reckoned by thousands

They came together, but Instead of
an appalling wreck, destruction
death it was only a bump. No. 1 hiul
the speed when they met, and It was
| a ear of conl dumped & bit sudden und
a nose on Georgle's ¢ugine like a full
| back's after a center rush. The piiw
| doubled back into the ponles, and th:
headlight was scoured with nut,
and slack, bmt the stack was hardly
brulsed.

The minuie they struck Georgie
clilr, makioz and leaping frow
his cab, ran forward in the dark, paut
| lng with rage aud excitement. Burns,
Jl(ll‘\ h In band, was blmself just jum)
ing down to get forward. His foce
wore its usual grin, even when Geor
gle ussalled bhbw with
abuse
| “What do you wean,
| lubber?' Le shouted, with much the
lungs of Lis father. “What are you
doing switching conl here on the main
line?"

In fact, Georgle called the astonished
fireman evervthing he could think of
until hls father, who was blundering
forward on his side of the engine, hear-
ing the voice, turned and ran around
behind the tender to take a hand him-
self.

“Mean?" he roared above the blow
of his enfety. “Mean?' he bellowed In
the teeth of the wind. “Mean? Why.
you impudent, empty heanded, ungrate-
ful rapscallion, what do you mean com-
ing around here to abuse a man that's
saved you end your train from the
scrap?”

And big Dick Burns, standing by
with his torch, burst ioto an Irish
langh, fairly douhbled up before the
nonplused boy and listened with great
relish to the excited father and ex-
eited son, It was not hard to under-
stand Georgle's nmuzement and anger
at finding Soda Water 8al behind three
ears of coal halfway between stations
on the main line and on his time—and
that the fastest time on the division.
But what amused Burns most wuas to
sce the lmperturbable old Dad pitching
Into his boy with a8 much spirit as the
young man himself showed.

It was because both men were scared
out of their wits; scared over their
narrow escape from a frightful wreck;
from having each killed the other.
maybe—the son the father, and the fa-
ther the son.

For brave men do get scared. Don't
believe anything else. But between
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freight cars to keep |f

u torrent of |
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the fright o a coward and the fright
of a brave man there is this difference
—the coward's scare Is apparent before
the danger, that of the brave man after
It has passed, and Burns laughed with
& tremendous mirth “at th' two o' thim
ajawin',” us he expressed It

No man on the West End could turn
on his pins quicker than Georgle Sin-
clair, though, if his hastiness misled
him, When it all came clear he ¢limb-
el into the uld cab—the eab hie himself
had once gove ngainst death in—and
with stumbliug words trled to thank
the tall Irishman, who still laughed In
the exciterent of having won.

And  when Nelghbor unext  day,
thoughtful and taciturn, beard it all,
bhe very carefully looked Boda Water
Sal all over again,

“Dad,” suld be, when the boys got
through telling it for the last time,
“she's a better wachine than I thought
ehe wus."

“There isn't a better pulling your
coaches,"” maintgined Dad Sloclalr
stoutly.

“I'll put her on the main line, Dad,
and give you the 108 for the cut off.
Hm?*

“The 168 will suit me, Nelghbor. Any
old tub—eh, Foley 7" sald Dad, turning
to the cheeky engineer, who had come
gp in time to hear most of the talk.
The old fellow bhad not forgotten Fo-
ley's sneer at Soda Water S8al when he
rechristened her. But Foley, too, had
changed his mind and was ready to
give In.

“That's quite right, Dad.,” he ue-
knowledged. “You can get more out
of any old tub on the division than the
rest of us fellows can get out of a
Baldwin consolldated. 1 mean it too.
It's the best thing I ever heard of.
What are you going to do for Burns,
Nelghbor?' asked Foley, with his usu.
]l assurance.

“1 was thinkiog I would give him
Soda Wuter Sal and put himm on the
right side of the cab for a freight run.
[ reckon he earnci it last night.”

In a few minutes Foley started off to
bunt up Burns.

“See here, Irish.'” sald he in his off
hand way, “next time youn eateh a
|string of runaways just remember to
ielimb up the ladder and set your
brakes before you couple. It will save
8 good deal of wear and tear on the
pilot bar, see? 1 hear you're golog to
get a run. Don't fall out the window
when you get over on the right.”

And that's how Burng was made an
engineer and how Soda Water Sal was
rescued from the disgrace of running
on the trolley.

| ACTUALLY CURES CATARRH.

!Haynes & Taylor's Faith in Hyomei]

's so Strong lhey Sell it Un-
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Haynes & Taglor back up  their
faith in Hyomel as a cure for catarrh
with a
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All chil-
dren com-
plain fre-
quently of
headaches,
backaches,

**their
stomachs
hut,”” and
that they
‘‘don’t feel

one and the
trouble is
almost invariably due to pin worms.
Children haven’'t the strength to com-
bat their ills and indispositions without
the aid of some reliable medicine.

Dr. Caldwell’s

(Laxative)

Syrup Pepsin
is an unfailing, harmless and absoclute
cure for worms, stomach and bowel
troubles, and can be used as freely for
either baby or the bigger child, as for
full grown folks.

If your child seems indisposed, fever-
ish, fretful, peevish, and all out of sorts,
these are symtoms of worms, One dose
of DR.CALDWELL'S SYRUP PEPSIN
as directed, the dejected tond!tion will
soon give way to health and vigo

DR.CALDWELL'S SYRUP PFPS]N
can be obtained in both dollar and half-
dollar sizes from all druggists.

Your money will be refunded if it does
not benefit you.

Y tal d r.qnut wlll b
m nltlm;'nl:o:‘:'clr 2%&31-].'8

00K OF WUNDERB" nnd free sample to
ose who have never tried this wonderful
remedy. Write today,

PEPSIN SYRUP CO.
N ratisello, lilinols
HAYNES & TAYLOR

The Pai
Famil

You know them; they are
numerous. and make their
presence felt evervwhere. The
names of the family are Head-
ache, Toothache, Iarache,
Backache, Stomach ache, Neu-
ralgia, cte. They are sentinels
that warn vou of any derange-
ment of yvour syvstem. When
the brain nerves become ex-
hausted or irritated, Headache
makes vou miserable; if the
stomach nerves are weak, in-
digestion results, and you
double up with pain, and if the
more prominent nerves are af-
fected, Neuralgia simply makes
life unendurable. The way to
stop pain is to soothe and
strengthen the nerves. Dr.
Miles' Anti-Pain Pills do this,
The whole Pain family vield to
their influence. Harmless if
taken as directed.

“1 find Dr. Miles' Anti-Pain Pills an
excellent remedy for overcoming head-
ache, neuralgin and distressing pains
of all sorts. | have used them for the
r:ll Beven }t-arl' in this capacity with

e hoﬂ of r
JOE MEHRIII Peru, Ind,

Df leu' Anti-Pain Pllls are sold by
{our drugglst, who will guarantee that
he first package will nefit. I It
fails, he will uturndmur money.
25 doses, 25 cents. ever sold i'.-. bulk.

Miles Medical Co., Elkhart, Ind

If you are Constipated, dull, or bil-
lious, or have a sallow lifeless complex-
1on, try Lax-ets just once to see what
they will do for you. Lax-ets are little
toothsome Candy tablets—nice to eat,
nice in effect. No griping, no pain,
Just a gentle laxative effect that is

pleaging and desirable. Handy for
the vest pocket or purse. Lax-ets
meet every desire. Lax-ets come to
you in beautiful lithographed metal
boxes at 5 cents and 25 cents. Sold by
Haynes & Tavlor.

- -

In the musenin at Exeter, England

| Rose

is a bhook bonnd In the skin of a mun
[ who wns hanged in 1830 for poisoning

his wife.
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Eczema and Pimples

are quickly and permanently cured by
ZEMO, a clean liguid for external use.
ZEMO drawe the germs to the surface
of the skin and destroys them, lea\mg
a nice clear healthy skin. Write E. W,
Med. Co.. St. Lounis, Mo., for
sample. All llmggisu sell ZEMO,
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NUNN & TUCKER,

Health in the Canal Zone

The high wages paid make it a migh-
ty temptation to our young artisans to
join the force of skilled workmen need-
ed to construct the Panama Canal.
Many are restrained however by the
fear of feaers and malaria. It is the
knowing ones—those who have used
Electric Bitters, who go there without
this fear, well knowing they are safe
from malarious influence with Electrie
Bitters on hand. Cures blood poison
too* biliousness, weakness and all stom-
ach, liver and kidncy troubles Guaran-
teed by J. H. Orme dauggist. 50c.

THE ORIGINAL

LAXATIVE Gl)lIGH SYHIIP
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PREPARED AT THE LABORATORY OF
E O. DeWITT & 0O., OHIDAGO, U. B. A

For sale by J. H. Orme

Kevil & Co.

HAVE ESTABLISHED A
Fire Insurance Agency in
MARION, KENTUCKY

If you have propertyin the town of
Marion, let them insure it You ,
shall have no reasons to regret it.

Office in Press Bulding, Roow 3
Telephone 225.

Dr. M. Ravdin,

P'ractice Limited to Diseases
and Defects of the

Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat,

SBuits 16 and 17, Arcade
Building, Glasses Fitted.

EVANSVILLE, - [INDIANA

Jom B. Caanrion T. W.

Champion & Champion,

Lawyers,
MaRrioN, . -

Will practice in all the courts of
the Commonwealth,  Special attea-
#ion given to collections,  Offlce in
Press Building, second floor, Roowm 6

W. H. CLARK,

Attorney-at-Law.

Bpecial attention given to collections

CuHAMPION

KEXTUOKY

Will practice in all the courts of the
State and in the United States court
Office in Press Building. Room 7.

Phone 207,

MarioN, Ky
J. B.

KEVIL,
Lawyer

Abstracting a Specialty
Office in Press Building, Room 5

Magriox - - KexTUrexy

MISS NELL WALKER

Stenographer
And Notary Public

OFFICE: With Blue & Nunn.

R L NOORE

Attorney-at-Law.
Office: Room 10, Postoffice Bldg
MARION, KY.

Metz & Sedbern
BARBERS

Clean towels, first class
work, electric massage, hot
or cold bath. Give us a call.
Opposite postoffice.

Nunn & Tucker

Undertakers and
Furniture Dealers

Salem St. MARION, KY.

Parlor

Barber Shap,

Walter McConnell, Prop.

Clean Towels and Good
Workmen.
First Class Hot or Cold Bath
Press Building

TELEPHONES

Switchboards

ALSO

Large Stwock of Electrie
Light, Street Railway
and Telephone Supplies
Constantly on Hand.

Don't fail to send for latest Cata-
logue No. 7.

Jas. Clark Jr. & Co.
813 W. Main 8t. Louisville, Ky,
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