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Sanline’s Cross Order

How a Cyclone Wrecked and Saved.

BY ALVAH MILTQN KERR,
Author of «In Front of the Stampede,” and Other Stories.

[Copyright, 1%02, by Alvah Milton Kerr.]

The accident in Pulver’s Valley was | savagery, a man with a reputation for

perhaps as strange a happening as the
annals of railroading in the middle
west can show. To a certain order of
minds it had the cast and color of a
miracle;to the more literal and hard-
headed, it appealed as pure coinci-
dence; but to both it was, perhaps,
equally astounding and impressive, It
had inception in the next chair to mine
in the dispatcher’s offce at Traynor.
It was the result of a cross order—
that terrifying shadow of doom and
disgmge which hovers over every
train dispatcher’s life, though happily
not so menacing as formerly, owing
to improved methods.

I had been some three months in the
dispatcher’s office. My position was
that ol way operator, which signifies
that I had not reached the grade of
dispatcher, but stood next to it, my
work confined to receiving car
reports from the different stations and
sending and taking all sorts of mes-
gages relaling to the train master’'s
denartment.

There were three dispatchers, divid-
ing t 24 hours of the day into
tricik of eight hours c¢ach. DBesides
myself and the three dispatchers there
was Trainmaster Wilkins, “0Old Wilk”
we called him, & grizzled graduate
from the dispatcher’s chair. Charley
Sanline had the second trick—that is,
from 8 in the morning until 4 in the
afternoon. lig was a dear fellow, kind,
conscientious, painstaking, and every
one liked him. Through several years
he had ordered (rains from midnight
until 8 in the morning, and with never
a serious blunder. But his night vig-
ils and the long strain had brcken his
health. Gradually he had grown thin,
and the telitale pallor of overwork
crept into his cheeks. Daily I sat be-
£ide him, marvelinzg at his pluck, as
1 saw his long, thin fingers dancing
on the key, as he bent over the train-
sheet, guiding the hurling monsters
over 200 miles of track. Old Wilk
wanted him to quit and go to Califor-
mia, but Charley couldn’t afford it, he
said. We knew this was true, for he
had a wmother to support, his father
being dead; besides he was trying to
keep a younger brother in high school
until the boy should graduate.

“Oh, I'll be all right when
Weather comes,” he would. say in
summer; and, “Never mind, I will
Lrace up when spring arrives,” would
be his laughing excuse in winter.

The trainmaster, grim, serious and
seemingly as cool and unfeeling as
iron, I observed, often watched San-
line, and sometimes gruffly ordered him
10 go out and walk about for a half-
hour, while the old veteran himself
took Charley’'s chair and ordered the
trains, to the discomfort of many a
lazy operator out on the wire.

One day, toward the hot end of June,
a long frainm of coaches, decorated
with bunting and many flags, came
pounding across the switches and drew
up alongside the platform at Traynor.
The train was loaded, principally, with
well-dressed men, wearing badges up-
on the lapels of their coats, and car-
rying ribbon-knotted canes, the noisy
aggregation representing a great po-
litical club on its way to a nominating
convention at Chicago.

As the panting engine was uncoupl-
ed and started for her stall in the
roundhouse, the crowd swarmed onto
the station platform. Looking down
from the bay window of the office, for
We were in the second story, I saw the
€eneral manager of the road in a group
of men by the train. Having some
messages for him, I hurried down and
presented them. He drew a writing
vad from his pocket, and, scribbling
several replies, handed them to me,
then turned with a cheery ‘“Hello,
Drant!” and shook the grimy hand of
& short, grayish, solid-looking man in
engineer’'s overalls, who was passing
toward the front.

“How is the 90, Drant?
take us to Chicago in two hours, you
think? The boys are anxious to get
in for the afternoon session,” said the
general manager.

Drant looked up at the tall official,
& twinkle in his keen, gray eyes. He
was an odd mixture of humor and
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making fast runs. ‘‘The ‘90’ is well,
sir. T'll make her take you there in
that time if I have to drive a wedge
in her pop.” he said.

The manager laughed and held up
his hand protestingly. “O, let her have
her safety-valve, Drant! Don’t wedge
that, or she _may blow up! In that
event the east would probably nomin-
ate the next president, the west being
short a lot of logrollers and dele-
gates.” He glanced smilingly over the
crowd of politicians.

“That might prove a blessing,”
grunted Drant, laconically, as the su-
perb ‘“90” came backing down to be
coupled on. “l1 guess the old girl will
dance you there all right,”” he added,
locking fondly at the mighty machine.

‘“Ha, there, Drant; here’s orders for
us!” shouted the conductor from the
office window, “Come up and sign
‘em!”

Wiping his perspiring forehead and
oily hands on a piece of waste, Drant
climbed the stairs. 1 was at his heels.

The order was a long one, involving
several meeting points and the pass-
ing of a nuniber of trains as the spe-
cial progressed over the 110 miles be-
tween Traynor and Chicago. I .no-
ticed that Sanline did not look even
as well as usual, and how his thin
fingers trembled as he handed out the
order book to be signed.

“Don’t let any rust accumulate un-
der the ‘90 Drant,” shouted Wilkins,
as the conductor and engineer seized
their orders and hurried out the door.
Drant grunted derisively; that was all.

With flags fluttering and the “90”
emitting great, snorting gasps from
her exhausts, the long train went
smashing over the yard frogs and out
upon the smooth rails, and began
whirling away along the green valley
toward the east,

The first station, Fruitlane, she was
to pass without stopping; at the third
station out, Treetor, her order was to
meet a wild oil—that is, a special of

rushed out. As I turned for the door
I glanced back. Sanline was hanging
white and wavering across his table,
one hand on the key and calling Tree-
tor like mad, the other wiping the
tricking perspiration from his face.

‘“Poor boy, what a frightful thing
has fallen upon him,” I thought, as I
went lunging down the stairs, and the
vision of Sanline hanging over the keys
haunted me through every phase of the
terrible scene that followed.

With a few bounds I cleared plat-
form and track and tumbled into the
gangway of the “103.” I was still on
my knees when Stevens pulled her
throttle open.

“Throw that switch open! Let us
out!” I heard him yelling to someone
I could not see.

With a succession of thunderous
blows on the frogs, the “103” tore out
through the yards and -started along
the valley like a wild thing. The fire-
man began shoveling coal into the fire-
box with might and main. The heat
from the bhoiler-head, combined with
the hot sultriness of the day, was
something maddening. I clutched my
fingers in the engineer's smutted
clothes and clung to him, trying to
tell him the situation of the imperiled
trains as the roll of the engine banged
me bhack and forth.

“There’s no operator at Fruitlane,
you know,” I shouted near his ear,
“and the man gt Treetor is at dinner.
The oil-wild wiil come through Tree-
tor without stopping, making for
Fruitlane, and the special will pass
Fruitlane without stopping, making to
meet the oil-wild at Treetor. They
will ccllide about two miles this side
of Treetor, Charley said.”

“Did he give the cross?”

I nodded. a choking lump rising in-
to my throat.

Stevens kicked his feet against the
footboard and ground his teeth. Me
had the throttle iever back in the last
notch, and we were
wind.
was a kind of continuous thunder.

“Drant will drive the '90’ like Satan!”

“I have crossed 'em!”

oil tank cars running west. As soon
as the “20” cleared the switches at
Traynor, Drant pulled her throttle
lever back close to the last notch and

t hung his greasy cap on the reversing
The fizeman flung his cap am- |

lever.
ong the coal in the tender, tore his
shirt collar open and began a battle
to Keep her hot.
face was steaming sweat.

A stifling heat lay
Over 10,000 fields of motionless corn it
pulsed in soft gleamings, cattle stood

'
i
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he shouted. “He is probably maxing
over 50 miles an hour. We will have

[ to make 60 miles an hour, and then we

In five minutes his

over the land. ;

in the still shadows of trees, or thirst- |
ily pushed their red nostrils into the

streams, horses at plow and mower
stopped without bidding, heaving their
dripping flanks, while the faces of the
working men were scarlet. A thin, hot
steam seemed to fill all space, the sun
looked faintly dim; yet out of it an
intolerable heat seemed to beat as from
the open door of a furnace. All life
seemed half mad with suffering. Up in
the office at Traynor we had been
working since morning .in great dis-
comfgrt. Old Wilk, after a gasping
puft, said the weather felt like
cyclones. Sanline, poor fellow, ham-
mered away on the brass, his face wet
but pallid. I felt irritable and weak.
The heat was stupefying.

The big eastern special, however,
had not been gone three minutes be-
fore the office force awoke to such ac-
tivity as perhaps it had never known
before, for Sanline suddenly sprang to
his feet, with kis hand in his hair and
his face like ashes. A strange, pitifui
note came from his lips. He staggered
back, looking with wild eyes at the
train sheet.

“Oh!” he cried; “Oh, my God, I have
crossed 'em!”

“What!” roared Wilkins; and with
two strides he was at Charley’s table.
‘“Where? What have you done?” he
demanded.

“T've given the o¢il-wild orders to
meet Drant at Fruitlane, and Drant’'s
order is to meet them at Treetor! They
will meet two miles this side of Tree-
tor! It's Treetor's hour at dinner! 1
can’t raise him! Oh, my God!” He
clutched the edge of the table, tremb-
ling with terror and weakness. I
looked at him in horror.

Wilkins smote the circuit breaker
open and called Treetor for & moment,
then rushed to the window { nd shout-
ed hoarsely:

“Bring your engine on t¢ the main

line, Sievens!
special—a cross order! Be quick!”

The *“103” stood on the siding acrcss
from the station, exhausting slowly as
she worked her injector pumps. She
was ready -to be coupled to a train
froin the west.

“Take a line relay and go with him,”
Wilkins cried to me. “If they come
together cut the wire jand report to
me."”

I caught a relay instrument from
the shelf of the suprly case, threw a
coil of insulated wide over my shoul-
der, snatched climbers and pliers, and

Go afier the Chicago ;
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will probably not catch him.
this—if they should happen to stop
and we struck ’em in the rear! Say,
get up in the window on the other
side, and yell to me if you see ’em.
This is a crazy idea, sending us af-
ter 'em in this way. Burns’—to the
fireman—‘“pound the stuff under her!
Keep her hot!”

Sweat was dripping from the fire-
man’s chin. He rocked back and forth
like a machine. Stevens held his watch
in his right hand, his left on the tirot-
tle. Now and then he glanced at the
timepiece, then strained his eyes
ahead.
thrcugh Fruitlane like a meteor. I
saw a glimmer of smal] houses, a man
falling back with uplifted hands
against the side of the little depot,
and then, as with a breath, we were
in the open again.

From Traynor to Fruitlane we had
come in almost a straight line, but
here we struck the flanking hills of
the broad valley, and from thence
eastward the track flowed forward in
long curves, following in some degree
the flexures of a small river. Here the

drawn, intent look on Stevens’ features |

deepened, and his hand on the throttle
worked nervously, as if he would glad-
ly close the valves, but he pluckily
held her throat wide open and we fiew
onward. To one not strung to the
keenest pitch of excitement, our speed
would have been terrifying; but per-
sonally I was not strongly impressed
by this, for the transcendant danger
of crashing into the passenger train,
somewhere before us, the fact that in
five or ten minutes the splendid special
and the oil-wild might rush together,
eclipsed all else, save fleeting bits of
thought that raced through my mind
like sparks: How was Charley bearing
this? Would the Treetor operator re-
turn to his office before the oil-wild
passed his station? How should we
stop the special if we overtook it?
Then somehow 1 became aware that
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going like the ,
The roar of the giant machine }

I hate |

In seven minutes we rushed !

the hot, still atmosphere had turned a
brown-green hue, and as we whirled
round a long bend suddenly miles and
miles of level valley lay open before us.
To the northeast of it, indescribably
majestic and awful, hung a leaning
mountain of cloud, black-green a. wue
base.and smoky through all its foamy
crags. It seemed pitching forward as
if to fall .upon and overwhelm the
world. Half way down . the boiling
mountain an immense island of brassy
vapor was plunging into it like a mov-
ing continent. I saw the two twist-
ing together like mighty serpents, and
knew that death was abroad in the
sky.

Stevens did not seem to notice it.
His eyes were feeding on the reaches
of track before us. Swinging in to-
ward the hills for half a mile or more,
I lost sight of the colliding storm
clouds for a little space; but when a
half-minute later we rushed round an
outward-bending curve, I saw miles
away to the northeast, a forest being
torn into fragments. Above it whirled
#n indescribable cylinder of cloud, an
appalling monster of destruction. Al-
most black at the base it towered
heavenward for thousands of feet, and
spread out against the sky, dark-green
and veined with curling. forks of
lightning. As it spun round it seemed
an infinite auger boring . into the
earth and tearing the very hills into
ruin. It was moving toward the south-
west with far greater speed than ever
a locomotive ran,

I was on iy knees in the left-hand
forward window .of the cab, clutching
the frame-work as the engine rolled
and plunged. 1 glanced at Stevens.
He was leaning forward watching the
track ahead, the veins on his temple
distended, the cords of his neck stand-
ing out. The fireman seemed never to
look up. The handle of the shovel
was wet, his face was streaming.

“There they are!” Sievens suddenly
shouted. ‘“‘Pound it under her, Burns!
Give it to her!” He surged forward
over his knees, as if he would push
the rushing engine faster,

I loked ahead, for my eyes had been
lifted to the spinning core of storm
approaching from the northeast. With
one glance I saw that which made
my scalp creep. We were within
three miles of Treetor, and something
more than a mile ahead of us the track
swung outward Into the valley, fol-
lowing the base of a long, projecting
! ridge. Near the beginning of this great
curve we saw Drant’s special rushing
obliquely toward the outer point of the
sloping ridge; beyond the point of
land, perhaps a half a mile, I saw for
an instant the polished jacket of the
ecil-wild’'s engine glitter against the
lightning; then she was lost to sight
on an immense curve.

Stevens saw it at the same moment,
and threw himself back and pressed
his hands over his eyes, writhing like
one who felt something of the pain of
the hundreds of human beings who
must surely be crushed to death in a
few seconds. As for myself, I was
dumb with horror for a little space.
My tongue and lips seemed suddenly
parched, and I swallowed painfully,
trying to speak. With my eyes follow-
ing the special as she thundered to-
ward destruction, I forgot the monster
in the heavens. Suddenly I was con-
scious of pointing toward the north-
east, and shouting something. Stev-
ens saw, and jaming the throttle shut,
fell forward on his knees and gazed
outward and upward, all his features
working oddly.

The vast, whirling cone of cloud was
coming directly across the valley to-
ward the point of the ridge. Houses,
barns, fences, trees, all things were
being sucked from the surface of the
earth by its awful lips. The air about
us was green, and somehow all cb-
Jects seemed touched with a film of
rust. "

It looked that both Drant and the
oil-wild must sweep directly into it,

Could Drant see it?

reeling wrack of force. The men on
the oil-wild must surely see it. Would
they stop, or, trying to run by it,
dash the more certainly into Drant?

As the mad speed of the “103”
ened, we gazed forward in fascinated
terror at the converging forces near
the point of the ridge. The panting
fireman threw down his shovel, and,
dashing the sweat from his eyes, look-
ed and wondered.

Our suspense was but a few mo-
ments. With the roar and power of a
hundred rushing trains the cyclone
struck the point of the ridge.
waters of the little river burst up the
hillside; tons of earth lifted into the
air and turned to dust;
ridge leaped clear of the ground like
flying straws, and, in the midst of dust

| 8pecial mount directly up the slope and
! Stop on the hillside, the engine turn-
ing on its side. It was the most re-
markable vision ever vouchsafed our
eyes,

Three minutes later we jumped
down from the ‘103" near the wreck.
Around the point of the ridge there
was no railroad track and scarcelv

had been swept away. By searching
I found the broken end of wire num-
i ber two, and, attaching my relay,
grounded the wire in the mud at the
river’s marge.

A half hour after the strange acci-
dent I called up Traynor, mnd gave
Trainmaster Wilkins the foliowing:

“The Chicago specilal is up on a

tor. Most of the coaches are on the
rails; the track runs directly uphill.
Engine 90 ran off the end of the rails,
lies on her side. No one hurt.
oil-wild stands on the other side of
the ridge; ran into the twisted track
and stopped; cannot back the train
without assistance. None of the crew
i injured. No track areund the hill, a
cyclone crossed between the two trains
lifting the track up the hill on each

ties and fishplates held the ties to-
gether at each side, and Drant’s train
iran up the slope, We have flagmen
out east and west.”

Wilkins said some odd and sulphur-
ous things on the wire, then added.
‘“Have ordered wrecking train for-
ward. Connect a wire through if you
can.”

‘“How is Charley?”
fully.

“Had him taken home; he's in bad
shape.
gave  the cross order—he will under-
stand.”

It was like old Wilk. hard and seri-
ous on the surface, but tender a- a
mother at heart. He wanted to pro-
tect poor Sanline’s good fame.

Two weeks afterward, when the
queer wreck had been straightened
out and- the tracks rebuilt, Wilkins
took a vaeation and went with Charley
i to Califernia. The ‘““old man’ bought
. & fruit ranch near San Jose and gave

Sanline an interest in it. . They never
| came back, save to visit us. Charley’s

outdoor life in California’s sunny or-
chards brought him health again, and
; the old Train Master found the balm
! and leisure of his new life more con-
genial than ‘“running traias over the
hills of Ilinois,” as he once, In jocular
; fashion, wrote me.

I asked fear-
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t to wonder in what
i Wandering.

The ;
{ tom,
i cold sun
trees on the |

any embankment. The telegraph wires |

hillside about two miles west of Tree- |

The |

{ the coming days
. force of our resolution a subtle some-
i thing remains which points to possi-

' of the ability to attain them.
i ity t reat we ¢ in | 2
| Sie-supatiiy 5 Be_soen B3k wal | tion asks itself on such a day as this,
{ What have I done to make the world
{ better for my living in it?

side and hreaking it in the center. The |

| you can.

i itself, unbidden, but the gladness must
Tell General Manager that I '
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THOUGHTS ON
THE NEW YEAR

Amusemenis Have a Prominent
Place in Religious Life.

Visions of Great Possibilities Come to
Youth; Age Locks Only to the
Future.

A thousand years in Thy sight are
when it is past.—

Time and eternity! The one is the
beautiful porch to the grand temple,

the other is the magnificent temple

H itself, whose spaces are immeasurable,
ld ! even by the imagination.

or, missing it, crash together the mo- |
ment the appaling thing had passed. | life with the first breath we draw in
No: the body of !

the ridge rose between him and the | ence, however, we cut off a small sec-

{ tion of eternity, just long encugh to
| encompass our

In very truth we begin the eternal

childhcod. As a matter of conveni-

2arthly life,
Dividing it

and call

it time. into years and

| months and days, we are able to keep
slack- | our varied experiences in mind, telling
{ ourselves that at such

| suffered defeat,

a moment we
at such another we
won the victory and at still another

{ Some dear one came into the house-
i hold to add its little voice to the do-
| mestic

chorus, er perhaps some dear
one suddenly became silent and left us
clime she is now

it is a beautiful and profitable cus-
this which we celebrate as the
shines on each successive
first of January. There are 70 hillocks
in the short journey of human life,

ray i and as we reach each one in turn we
and whirling atoms we saw Drant’s

lay our burdens down for a short re-
spite, gather our friends together, re-
call the past, forecast the future, and
with kindly greetings wish each other
a happy arrival at the next hillock,
then take up our burdens once again
and enter the valley that lies between
the two elevations. It is a day of
good cheer, of fraternal assembly. The
air is full of happy thoughts and good
wishes. The whole world is brighter

{ for it, for heart goes out to heart, and

universal sympathy lifts us for a time
to a higher level. Earth is a little

more comforting and heaven a little |

dearer.

Some new faces have come and some |

of the old faces have disappeared, but
love welcomes the one and faith still

i catches at occasional glimpses of the |
It is the day when we stop for |
a moment to listen to the keynote of |

other.

a better life., Dissatisfied with what
we have done, the soul bids us be
braver, truer and nobler. We heed
the warning, and though the cares of
may diminish the

bilities unattained, while it reminds us
With

strangly small of soul, and on New
Year’'s Day we chide ourselves for
weakness. A sense of shame mingles

with the conseiousness of power, and !

we annually promise ourselves better
things.

Amid the hilarities of the hour there ! : ; > oo
. acter great and noble in whatever sta- !
tion he may be nlaced, and character

come to us serious thoughts. Laughter,
amusement, pleasure have a conspicu-

[ in t ligi life. ad |
o . gt P gt g o B ¢ cannot change it, for it walks through i
i the valley of shadows to the throne of |
On this !

when you must, but be glad whenever
The sadness will come of

be sought, and it is a duty to search
for it until it is found. But behind
the smiles, the frivolities, the gaye-
ties, every reasoning soul finds food
for grave questioning.

To the youth come moments when
the vision of great possibilities visits

cnocoun)
COATED

cure CougHs, CoLDsS
and GRIPPE in one day.

i measures itself.

i Ged,

'to a

i given to &ll the foreign

do things some-
times that cause
pains in the back
and aches in the
muscles. Hard
work and hard
pleasure have pret-
ty near the same
results. A lame
back or shoulder,
aching arms and
legs, and soreness
of the muscles, no
matter how caused,
can be quickly cur-
ed with Omega Oil.

It is a'liniment that must be
rubbed in thoroughly after first
taking a nice warm bath, and
then the trouble will go away.

Omega Oil is Nature's
remedy for pain. Ithas
a sparkling green color,
and there is nothing
else like it in America.
It is good for every-
thing a liniment ought :
to be good for.,

own

Tell your drugeist you
must
and nothing else.
will give it to you or get
it for you.
Chemical Co., 257 Broad-
way, New York, will mail
you a bottle, prepaid,any-
where i
% for soc. in cash, money

erder or stamps.

have Omega Oil
He

The Omega

752

———— ———

T ————p———

S ]

N -

him. Life is stern, grave, laborious.
He dreams of success and stirs his
inner depths with the determination
to make it his. But what shall the
success be? Wealth, fame, position?
These are well enough, and quite
worthy our utmost effort. Still, if we
have only wealth, or fame or position,
yea, if we have all three in our grasp,
they are not enough. Without manli-
ness, honesty, seif-respect, the ability
to look back on the path we have

traveled without a sigh, they count as ;
nothing when the soul criticises and |
A life of moral prin- |

ciple, of honor, of even-handed justice
is the oniy life worth living.
fore, with all your striving,

let no-

i bility of heart, an unblemished career,
| be your guiding star.

To the man in middle life the ques-

Peasant or

merchant, learned or illiterate,

gquestion

or of regret. One can make his char-

is the only thing that lasts. Death

to be accepted there.
bright morning, if we can congratulate
our own souls on what they have
achieved we have a new year blessing
that comes straight from heaven.

To the aged there is nothing left but
the future.
In the
sweet faith that the sun wilil
the winter points to spring.
no sadness, though the journey draws
close, for the Beyond opens up
its glories and with a single step we
shall be with our beloved ones once
more.

For the young, therefore, and for
the aged, and for all, there is but one

{ wish—that the new year will find us
: strong for its duties and ready to reap
. the harvest in the field in which Pro-
i vidence has placed us.—George
{ Hepworth.
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e

At the Konigs and Laura mining
works, near Breslau, notice has been
miners that
they will be replaced on Jan. 1

German workmen,

There- |

The past has gone heyond !
i recall, and tomorrow beckons.
rise |
again and that we shall rise with it !
There is |

If we have done our work well |
! we shall g6 hence with joy.

. for all Nervous Dise

A Skin of Beauty Is a Joy Forever.

Dr. T, Felix Gourand’s Oriental Cream

or Magical Bautifier.

Removes tan,

pimples, freck-

. les. moth rat~

ches, rash and

J 8kin diseases

f and every

blemish on

beauty, and

defies  deteo-

tion. Ithas

stocd the test

o153 years and

is 50 harmless

we taste it to

be sure it is

g properly made
Accept ne

23 gl*-? N\ counterfeit oF
similar name. Dr. L.A. Sayre said to a lady of
the haut ton (a patient): *As ycu ladies will

Ko other
Cosmetic will do it.

Purifies as well as Beantifies
the Skin.

i use them, I reccmmend ‘Geuraud’s Cream’ ag
; the least harmful of all the skin preparations.”
i Also Poudre Subtile removes superfiucus haip
et - e e T R
must be answered, and the |
answer comes with an armful of joy {

without injury to the skin.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop., 87 Great Jones
streat, New York.
For sale by all druggists and Fancy. Goods

! dealers throughout the United States, Canada
{ and Europe.

({Lung Balsam]

The best Cough Medicine.

<~ ABSOCLUTE SAFETY ¢
i should be the first thought and
§must be rigorously insisted
dupon when buying medicine,
for wupon its safety dependsj
kone's life. ALLENS LUNGY
EBAILLSAM contains no opiumg
fin any fcrm ardd is sofe, sure,H
§and prompt in cases of Croup.{
i Colds, decp-seated Courhs.

i & STOFPED FRIE. Permanently
' A Cured by DR.KLINE'S GREAT
NERVE RESTORER. Positive cure
Fits, Epilepsy,
Spasms and St. Vitus' Dance. No ¥its
or Nervousness after first day’'s use,
TREATISE AND $2 00 Thial. BOTTLR

; sent through Canadian Agencies FRER
i te
| arges he
by | charges only when

e
| Philadeiphia. Pa.

IT patients, they paying exprces
received. Write to
Limited, 931 Arch streat,

xt&w

Kline,




