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"How would you like to get out of
the city over Saturday and Sunday?-"
Bald Warren, coming home early to
find Helen almost exhausted with the
heat.

"Oh, Warren! can you get away

early to-morrow.?" Helen queried.
Warren had been staying late every

Saturday afternoon for extra business,
and Helen had steadfastly refused to
leave the city when he could not Join
her week-ends at least.

"Sure I can. I'm going to take it
off, no matter what conies up. I hate
like the dickens to have you here in
this terrible heat when you might
Just as well be away somewhere," he
added, kissing her more tenderly than
Usual.

"I like to be here if It helps you
any," Helen rejoined, catching his
hand and holding it against her race
Tor a second. "Well, what's the plan?"
*he said gaily. "You look as if you
had something up your sleeve."

"I have and you'll be' crazy about
It. In fact, I told Tom we'd come, I
was so sure you'd like the idea."

"Well, out with it, tell me every-
thing Isuppose I am in for it," Helen
rejoined anxious to be agreeable, but
glad of any relief from the city. She
and Warren had motored out of town
Ipearly every week-end. but their lit-
tle jaunts had been expensive and
Warren had grumbled several times at
the prices.

"Well. Tom dropped in this morning
and said that he and Babbie were
making up a small house party for the
week-end. He told me we simply had
to accept so I proceeded to do so on
the spot. Babbie said she wouldn't
take no for an answer."

"I'm so glad you accepted dear,
nothing will please me better. Who
is to be there?"

"Carp, of course, and the Garnetts
ar® going out from Hempstead, and
Jack Parmalee and Benedict, you re-
member him, don't you know you liked
him so much the afternoon you met
him at Frances Knowles? And, oh,
yes, Lola Wilcox is to be there."

Warren Is Insistent
If Warren ha dexploded a bomb-

shell he could not have rousd Helen
more. So Lola Wilcox was to be there,
and Warren had already accepted, so
that it would be impossible for her
to draw back now. Helen was fur-
ious. She hardly knew how to contain
herself for a moment, but she managed
to maintain a silence that could almost
be felt.

Warren whirled the paper he had
opened nonchalantly. Helen wonder-
ed if he were as unconcerned as he
seemed to be, and then, as he looked
up and smiled, he asked:

"How do you like the crowd?"
"I like everyone but Miss Wilcox,"

she retorted.
"Why, what's the matter with her?"

Warren returned.
"Nothing, nothing at all; I simply

don't like her - 1 believe I shall cail
Babble up and tell her I won't bo
there. I shouldn't have a good time,
so what's the use of going?"

"You were crazy enough about go-
ing until I mentioned Miss Wilcox and
then you refuse to go," Warren said,
flushing angrily. "You have the most
foolish grudge against that woman and
she has never done a thing against you
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Warrent had said enough to reduce
Helen to passionate tears, but she
pluckily held her ground, and strug-
gled for self-control.

"And what is more." Warren con-
tinued, "you'll either go down to the
Bells with to-morrow, or else I
shall go alone."

Helen was on the point of telling
him that that was what he would have
to do when the bell suddenly rang, and
before she could tell Mary not to ad-
mit anyone, a laughing, girlish voice
asked for Helen and the next minute
Frances was in the room.

"Frances," said Helen, rising im-
petuously, "when did you get back,
dear? I've missed you so. Oh, you
look so well, and I think you're plump-
er than you were."

The Girls Confer
"It's good to see you," Frances re-

turned, keeping an arm about Helen
and shaking hands with Warren. "I
got in this morning and I Just had to

rush up here this afternoon to find out
if you are going to the Bells ana to tell
you that if you're not, you've got to
reconsider and come. I know you're
invited. Helen, you look thin, come
on in.your room while I take off my
hat and we can have a chat together.
I know Mr. Curtis won't mind."

And Frances, whose keen eyes had
seen that something was wrong car-
ried Heyen off to her own room, where
the two women looked at each other a
few minutes before the tears rose to
Helen's eyes.

You'll think I'm crazy," Helen said
sadly, "but Warren and I were just
discussing going to the Bells when you
came in. I refused to go when I heard
that Lola Wilcox was going."

Frances was thinking rapidly. I
have a plan," she said finally, "but
you must be willing to play the game,
an don tbe cross when I tell you what
it is."

Helen looked up interestedly, and
Frances began to eagerly outline her
plan of action.

(Another Instalment in this inter-
esting series will appear here soon.)

in her life. In fact, she goes out of
her way to say pleasant things about
you."

"Indeed," Helen said, with ominous
calm. ":When do you see her so often
that she has an opportunity to say nice
things about me?"

"Why I see her occasionally," War-
ren returned, "at lunch and sometimes
in the street. Pads and Fancies is
published right near us. The trouble
is you are jealous of her."

When a man tells a woman that she
is Jealous of another, ?\u2666! it strikes
home, feminine psychology demands
direct denial. It is fatal for a woman
to confess Jealousy, no matter how
jealous she may be.

"I don't see what reason you have
to say that. Warren."

"Well, I don't see any other reason
for it, unless it's because she's witty
and bright and attractive."

"Does that mean that I ana none of
those things."

"Don't be an idiot," said Warren im-
patiently, "you know what I mean.
She writes cleverly and she always has
a dozen or so men hanging about her.
no wonder she knows how to handle
them."

432 Market St.
will open Saturday, Sept. 9th, with a full
line of fresh meats, smoked meats and
sausages.

All goods will be sold at cost price on the
Opening Day

AH Meats Government Inspected i
MARKETS IN 13 STATES

Main Office, Chicago, 111.
Packing House, Peoria, 111.
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Early Coal Buying Advisable |

It's the part of wisdom to buy your winter supply of coal now.
Once the frost and ice and snow of winter get busy, it's pretty'
difficult to keep the coal free of dust and dirt. Summer-mined
caol by the very nature of things is cleaner, the screening we
give it insures practically a complete absence of dust and dirt.
Phone your order now. I

J. B. MONTGOMERY
600?Either Phone. Third and Chestnut Streets '
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Diced /com oar oven
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BATHING SUIT IS
MADE FOR CHILD

Either Girls or Boys Wear
This Comfortable Little Cos-

tume With Separate Skirt

. By MAY MANTON

0124 Basting Line and Added
Seam Allowance) Child's Bathing

Suit, 2, 4 and 6 years.
This Is a suit that is warranted to make

the small child happy. Without the
skirt «t can be used for either the boys
or the girls. It is perfectly simple, it
involves very little labor for the making
and it is throughly comfortable. It can
be made from flannel or from mohair or
from the salt water silk but most mothers
will like flannel for the little children.
In the picture, white flannel is trimmed
with blue. Blue trimmed with white
braid or with white flannel would perhaps
seem more serviceable, but the white
has no color to fade and is always pretty
and childlike. The skirt is separata
and attached to its own belt.

For the 4 year size will be needed, 3yards of material 27 inches wide, 2 yards
36 or 1 % yards 44, with 1% yards 27I Kyards 36 or 44, for the skirt and
yard 36 for the trimming.

The pattern No. 8988 is cut in sizes for
children of 2, 4 and 6 years of age. It
will be mailed to any address by the
Fashion Department of this paper, on
receiDt of ten cents.

MRS. C. R. zrr, BURIED
Special to the Telegraph

Mechanicsburg, Pa., Sept. 7. Fu-
neral services of Mrs. C. B. Zug, who
died suddenly at Ocean City, N. J.,
where she was spending some time,
were held this afternoon at 2 o'clock
at her late home in West Main street.
The Rev. J. R. Forncrook, pastor of
the Church of God, at Penbrook, offi-
ciated, assisted by the Rev. Dr. T. C.
McCarrell of Middletown, a former
pastor of the Presbyterian church in
this place. Burial was made in
Chestnut Hill cemetery.

Heat Rash,
Skin Soreness

Child's suffering relieved by

1 <slfk&S I
/(omfprt\
V^OWDERy

Here is proof and baby's picture
"My work is entirely among infants.

Five years ago Sykes' Comfort Powder
. was recommended to me

jjfSkby an eminent children's
\u25a0Sir *uy A\ Specialist in Boston, as

V. the best Powder to use
\ in my work. I must say

it is a wonder worker.
,'3 I am sending two pic-

? £ 1 tures of little ones who
both suffered severely from heat rash,
which entirely disappeared in two days
by applying Comfort Powder after
everything else had failed."?Lillian A.
Guilfard, S) Char'gate W.,Boston, Mass.

Not a plain talcum powder, but a highly
medicated preparation unequalled to
heal skin soreness of infants, children and
adults. Used and endorsed for 20 years
by leading New England physicians,
nurses and mothers. AU Dealers, 25c.
THE COMPOST FOWDEE CO., Boston, Ktu

KIPONA TAN
and SUNBURN
Tan and Sunburn are indications
of a fine time had on Kipona day,
but there is an after effect. The
skin begins to peel and looks un-
sightly.

The best treatment, either for pre-
vention or relief of tan, Is our

Rose Cold Cream,
25f the jar

Forney's Drug Store
?Second, Near Walnut St.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
AND EMBALMER.'

\u25a0k 1745-47 N. SIXTH ST. A
Vwp rnu

A hunted look came to*the eyes of

the manager as he opened the door of
his office. The half dozen of the news-
paper men hurried toward them; the
loungers stared; the buzz of conversa-
tion came to their ears. Carl turned
the reporters away with a snapped
oath, and led his companions to a
side entrance of the hotel. A nod to
a doorman protected their rear, and
they walked down the court beside

the hotel where Carl fitted a key in
the lock of a door and entered. When
he had closed it behind them he
breathed a great sigh of relief.

"Worse than leephes," commented
Colton.

"Damn' sight!" choked the nerve-
racked manager. "This way!"

They were in a small diningroom,
and Colton stumblea over a chair.

"I beg your pardon," the district
attorney said contritely, and with one
hand on the blind man's arm he led
him to the small elevator in the corner
cleverly shielded by a screen. The
elevator door slid closed behind them,
and the car ascended noiselessly.

Even before it stopped they could
hear the sounds of the two men in-
side the private suite, and when Carl
sprang open the door, he shouted a
wrathful exclamation. The rooms had
been literally torn to pieces. Furni-
ture had been pulled out, drawers
overturned, and the carpet had been

| ripped from the floor. Captain Mc-
Mann, red-faced, in his shirt-sleeves,
with perspiration beading his red face,

stood in the center of the room. The
square-Jawed detective crawled from
under a bed, swearing softly.

Thornley Colton stepped from the
; elevator. His thin cane located an
overturned chair, and he stopped an
inch or so from the overturned table.

"Thorough, at least," he observed,
and his delicate nostrils quivered as he
sniffed the close air of the tight-shut
rooms. His finely chiseled lips wore
the faintest of smiles as h'e realized
the lengths the captain had gone when
the blind man had telephoned his
boast that he "would find something."

"Nothing here!" The captain spoke
as though he would stake his life,
reputation, and honor on it. "Never
has been anything here!" he growled.

"No?" The short negative was al-
most a drawl. The problemist offered
his clgaret case all around, and took
one of the rolls. "Lucky you've got
that habit of not smoking while on

iduty, captain," he said. "As soon as
I light this cigaret the clinging smell

' of Egyptian incense in the rooms will
| be destroyed."
I "What's that?" The captain sniffed
the air with loud nasal gulps.

"Your sense of smell is not so keen
as mine, captain." The match touch-

Jed the cigarette end. "You are handi-
capped with keen eyes."

"Where'd the incense come from?"
demanded Carl, with the snappishness
the presence of the police always
seemed to arouse.

"The man who was killed. There
was just a faint trace of it that I
detected when I touched him at the
table. It was much stronger in the
house of the clairvoyant. You smell-
ed it there, attorney?"

The official nodded. "That estab-
lishes the fact that he was here."

Incense ain't as rare as all that,"
declared the captain. "Lots of people
burn it in their houses."

"True," nodded the blind man. "I
said the clinging smell of incense. Any
one who has burned it knows that theodor does not hold. It is only in the j
aromatic smoke, and will not stay on j
clothes nor a room more than a few jminutes. This is an incense odor;
something that no common perfume
has."

"You are trying to prove that the
man lived here before he was murdjer-
ed?" The captain was sarcastic.

"No. He merely came here to be
murdered." The blind man turned to
the square-jawed detective. "Will you
set that table upright?" he asked. His
voice was sharp, the hectic flush was
again on his cheeks. The detective
Jumped to obey without even think-
ing to look for orders from his cap-
tain.

"Thank you." Colton rested the
slim stick against a chair. Slowly his
finger tips moved over the polished
top of the table. A forearm's length
from the edge they lightly brushed
the wood. An inch they moved slow-
ly, two inches. He had examined a
foot, slowly, painstakingly. The
watching men became nervous as the
minutes passed with no sound, no
movement but the slowly sliding fing-
ers. Suddenly the expression on the
blind man's face changed. The fingers
rested, then moved so slowly thatthe eyes could hardly see them move.

He looked up. "One thing you
missed, captain," he said.

MrMann's movement was a signal
for the others. They crowded around
the table, staring down where his fing-
ers h*>d stopped. But there was noth-
ing, absolutely nothing, but the un-
manned polish of the top.

"Keen eyes are not of much use
there, are they?"

"Nothing there, that's why!" snap-
ped the captain.

"A whole story, written out in Eng-
lish words!" Colton's fingers moved
again. "If you have a very powerful
glass you'll see the slight, almost in-
visible, indentations made by a heavy
stylus that wrote a sentence. Here
are the words, they may be of use:
"No human hand can unlock it. Prom
out the dead dynasties.' There the
writing stopped.

"Bunk!" growled the captain again.
"Bunk!" he repeated.

"To any one who doesn't know the
capabilities of the blind, yes. But
I can read Braille letters through a
dozen thick handkerchiefs. Get a
microscope, and you'll see the rough
indentations."

"But what's it mean? There ain't
i nothin' to unlock!"

"Seems to me there's quite a bit to
unlock," declared the blind man.

"I should say so!" gasped Carl,
staring down at the table, with eyes
narrowed in a vain effort to see what
the blind man had said was there.

"Where's the bathroom?" Coltonpicked up his cane.
"Over there." There was no sar-

casm in the voice of the police cap-
tain now. Ho couldn't keep it therenor on his face, though every ounce
of his will power strove to hold the
mask. He felt, subconsciously, that
the blind man would keep his boast;
he knew that the senses of the man
he was trying to beat would find some-
thing that his eyes, trained by years
of experience, had missed. Already
they had found one thing. Were
there others?

"Lucid?to a blind man," remarked
Colton. Then Carl took his arm to
lead him to the bathroom door. The
captain moved to where he could see
every thing the blind man did. Ap-
parently he had not even noticed the
presence of the district attorney, who
should have had no connection withthe case until the police had finished.

The problemist's feet felt the tiled
floor, and he shook his arms free
from the guiding hand. At the white
porcelain tub he dropped to bis knees,

his fingers brushed the tiles under the
tub. He straightened up, his hand
held high above his head. The finger
and thumb apparently grasped some-
thing; but they could see nothing from
where they stood.

"Another clew your sharp eyes fail-
ed to find," announced the blind man
quietly.

The district attorney was the first
to move. The police captain had to
jump to get ahead of him.

"A hair," Colton eald. "A single
hair."

They could see it now, glinting in
the light from the one small window.
It was long, of fineiy spun gold.

"The girl who sat at the next
table!" The exclamation came from
the mouth of the captain, and he bit
his lips because he had been surpris-
ed into open admission.

"Right!" Colton dropped It care-
lessly in the tub. "In the shadow
it was utterly impossible to see the
hair, but my fingers, so sensitive that
they could have located unerringly
that same hair through several sheets
of note paper, found it instantly.
That's one of the feats of the blind
that the average person doesn't be-
lieve until he sees it."

"But what does It mean?" gasped
Carl. "Was the girl here?"

"The evidence seems to indicate
that." Colton rose and carefully
bushed his knees.

"Trying to tell us the old man lived
in this suite and that the girl visited
him without the hotel people getting
wise?" asked the police captain.

"As I said before, the old man
came here merely to be murdered.'"
The blind man stood facing them, one
hand in his trouser pocket, the fingers
of the other twirling the thin cane.

"Nice, quiet little time, clubbing an
old man half to death, and then cut-
ting his wrists to finish it," observed
the police captain shortly.

"You mean the marks on the body."
"Plain enough, I guess," growled

McMann.
"To a person with imagination, yes.

That's your only fault, captain; the
one thins that keeps you in a rut.
You haven't imagination, any more
than Doctor Brown had when he ex-
amined the body. The slashed wrists
caused death, and, of course, there
was no need of an autopsy, which
would have proved that the man was
drugged to unconsciousness before the
wrists were slashed. There could be
no sound because the murdered man
took the drug unsuspiciously, and it
acted at once."

"But the blood! Where is the
blood ?"

Colton's cane tapped the edge of
the tub lightly. "A porcelain tub,"
he said. "That mark under the left
arm, which your lack of imagination
told you had been caused by the heavy
club, was made when the body was
jammed tightly against the round
edge of this tub, as one hand on the
shoulder held it in position and the
other gripped the wrist to hold it over
the drain. A simple turning of the
hot-water tap, and there wasn't a bit
of evidence. Simple, isn't it? witha little imagination and without thehandicap of eyes."

McMann swung around on thesquare-jawed detective. "Dust someof that finger-print powder on the
taps, Tom!" he ordered.

Tom. with the tip of his finger cov-
ered with a handkerchief, gingerly
touched the hot-water tap, to raise it.A paper packet yielded some fine
white powder that dusted the polished
tap, then was blown off. Every onebut the blind man stepped forwardto stare; he merely stood back withhis hands behind him.

!!SJt a s '*>n!" grutued the detective."Forgot that Brown testified themurderer wore gloves so that hecould beat Bertillon, didn't you?" sug-
gested Colton quietly.

"Then the murdered man did, too "

asserted the captain. "We haven'tbeen asleep. We dusted that finger-print powder round before."
uii

yes! Eyes a^aln! "

Protested theblind man wearily. "Of course, there

After Vacation Peel
Your Discolored Skin

i
??

Women returning from the seasidewith browned, reddened or freckledcomplexions willbe wise in immediatelytaking up the mercolized wax treatment. Weatherbeaten skin had bestcome off, for no amount of "beautify-
ng" will ever make such skin pretty tolook at. The surest, safest, easiest wavto shed the despoiled cuticle is withthe treatment suggested. Put the waxon before retiring, as you would colacream, and rinse it off next morningwith warm water. Minute particles nfscarf skin will peel off day by daygradually showing the healthy, youth-

ful skin beneath. One ounce of mercol-ized wax obtainable at any drug store
is enough to make any discolored otspotted complexion clear, white andsatiny soft. Its action Is so gentle noharm Is caused and the face shows notrace of its use.

Burning heat. Irritating winds anadirt are such wrinkle-makers that thudaily use of the following astringent-
tonic lotion at this season is highly ad-visable: Powdered saxolite. one ounce
dissolved In witch hazel, one-half plni'
Used as a face bath this Is a splendla
wrinkle remover and preventive.?Ad-
vertisement.

Silver
Sandals
A Detective Story of Mys-

tery, Love and Adventure.

By Clinton H. Stagg
Copyright, W. J. Watt & Co.,

International News Service.
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Children Gry For15 yiolADnchn

J NOT NARCOTIC. gorlc, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It Is pleasant. It?SgjGsP';] r»^cfOiLDrV mmpaaiSi contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other NarcoticR&S&/: substance. Its age Is its guarantee. Itdestroys Worm*
SfTFJ ' HA. ) and allays Feverlshness. For more than thirty years it

f 1 I has been in constant use for the relief of Constipation,
> Flatulency, Wind Colic, all Teething Troubles and

mSS^ 1 I Diarrhoea. It regulates the Stomach and Bowels,
M«" flarimswr J assimilates the Food, giving healthy and natural eleen.

~ The Children's Panacea?The Mother's Friend* -

"

I'SSS*! GENUINE CASTOR IA ALWAYS

fgßßlllljij l? por over 3j years
eL: I' The Klnd You Have A,ways Bought

? TH \u25a0 CKNTAUR COMPANY.N CW YORK CITV.

was nothing left to «ee! All a crim-
inal has to fight is eyes. A simple

cotton glove will defeat the most elab-
orate Bertillon bureau in the world.

Naturally, the murtisred man wore
gloves. Do you suppose that detail
would be overlooked, after months of
preparation ?"

"Theory!" snapped the captain. "All
theory!"

"But you'll concede It pretty well
borne out by the fact Don't turn
off that hot water!" The sharp words
caused the detective to straighten up
suddenly.

Colton lowered the cane that had
told him of the movement. From his
pocket he took a handkerchief. ' He
bent over swiftly, rubbed the cloth
over the metal cross pieces in the tub
outlet, and pulled his hand quickly
from under the warm stream of water.

"See that! "See that!" he jerked,
holding out the handkerchief. \u25a0 "See
the exidence of blood there! That
proves it!"

On the handkerchief was just the
faintest tinue of red.

"Great God!" The exclamation
burst from Manager Carl.

"Are you blind ?" the captain de-
manded explosively.

"This proves it!" Colton dropped
the handkerchief into the tub and
turned the tap. "If I wasn't blind T
wouldn't have found that. But I know
that every pian who commits a crime
works to destroy the evidence that
eyes will see. The murderer in this
case turned off the tap the minute the
last sign of blood disappeared from
the tub, and considered himself per-
fectly safe. But he didn't know that
the sections of that drain guard that
are in every bathtub would hold a few
of the coagulated corpuscles which
would soften again when the hot
water ran. Eyes would never have
seen them, because they would never
think to look for them. A glass
wouldn't have shown them because
of their position. Perfectly safe, ex-
cept for a blind man!"

His stick held before him, he walk-
ed from the bathroom. Mechanically
the others followed. In the center of
the littered room the problemist stop-
ped. His head turned toward the door
of the elevator as though his ears had
caught some sudden suspicious sound.
A tense expression came to his facei
then faded.

"I think I've found all I came for," |
he said quietly.

(To Be Continued.)

HOW OLD ARE YOU
BY YOUR HAIR?

You may be thirty in years, but if
you are baldheaded or gray, people
will surely take you to be many years
older.

Dandruff is the root of most hair
evils. If itwere not for the little de-
structive germs working with a per-
sistency worthy of a better cause there
would be but litte baldness, and lesspeople prematurely gray.

Parisian Sage will help you to keep
young looking and attractive.

It is guaranteed by H. C. Kennedy
to make hair grow and stop falling
hair; to remove every bit of dandruff;
to stop itching of the scalp almost in-
stantly.

Parisian Sage is one of the most in-
vigorating, satisfying, and pleasant
hair dressings made; it makes the hair
soft, luxuriant and handsome; it is
especially praised by women who love
beautiful soft and lustrous hair. Par-
isian Sage Is sold by druggists every-
where, and a large bottle never costs
more than 50 cents.

We Had
1,000 of These

! '

12K Gold Filled

Eyeglass Mountings
at SI.OO each

In 12 sizes. At the present time we
have less than 260 and they are going l
fast. They cannot be duplicated for I
less than $2.00 each after these are
sold. If you need a good mounting
now or think you will in the future, it!will pay you to buy now. Your lenses
CRn be put in now or later free of i
charge.

The price docs not include lenses.

302 Market St., with H. C. Cluster

HARRISBURG ASTONISHED
BY SIMPLE MIXTURE

Harrisburg people are astonished at
the INSTANT action of simple buck-
thorn bark, glycerine, etc., as mixed in
Alder-i-ka. ONE SPOONFUL removes
such surprising foul matter it relieves
almost ANY CASE constipation, sour
stomach or gas. Be cause Adler-i-ka
acts on BOTII lower and upper bowel,
a few doses often relieve or prevent
appendicitis. A short treatment helps
chronic stomach trouble. H. C. Ken-
nedy, druggist, 321 Market street.
Advertisement. .

Purify the
Complexion

iS&Sik not kc troubled with
complexion ills. Keep
fill blemishes concealed
.

wWlc >0" are treating

f/rtc them. You can do this Instantly
p.'yK-y* without detection by using

Hj. Gouraud's 13

Oriental Cream
alio assist you to overcome "thoseills at the same time 1/they do not oric-inate internally. Renders to the skin ason, pearly-white appearance. Non-greasy.

_____
lor trial sizeFEPD. T- HOPKINS & SON. N«w York Citr

» |

THE XEW

Reading Fair
REDUCED RATES

SEPTEMBER 12 TO 15
Special ExrurNlon Tickets will be

k<mml K»lnK' and returning only on
<lute issued.

SPECIAL TRAINS WEDNESDAY,
SEPTEMBER 13

FROM Fare. A.M.
I.v.

Harrisburg $1.75 8.05
Hummelstown 1.45 8.20
Brownstone 1.45 8.22
Swatara 1.40 8.25
Hershey 1.35 8.28
Palmyra 1.25 8.34
Annville 1.10 8.42
Reading (arrive) 0.55

RETURNING Leave Reading
(Main Station) 7.30 P. M-, for above
stations.
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tAsk
The

Merchants
For Whom

We Work |
As To Our

Ability

We will gladly furnish you
with the list, but here's a
good plan: Notice the clean*
est windows?

WE "DlD**THEM,

Harrisburg Window
Cleaning Co.

OFFICE?SOS EAST ST.
Bell I'hono 3520

Vmm? b?amX
\u25a0 \u25a0

HEADQUARTERS FOB fl|

SHIRTS
SIDES & sides;

Use Telegraph Ad
~
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