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COMPENSATION.

Ohi ware I blind, I still should know
The splendid sun were shining:
His warmth wonld, through the unseen

glow,
Fill eyes for vision pining.

And were T deaf, 1 stlll should feel
Elystan music round me:

In soundlesd curs would yet be real
The thrill that ouee had found me.

Bo, were 1 dumb, "twould matter not
That words could ne'er be spoken:

PFor soul to soul oan volee 1ts thought
Though sllence be unbroken.

=Clay MacCauley, In N. Y,

Indepondent.

VW idiad bl Vil i
CY JOSEPH REYNOLDS. I

G Y1, maybe because of her appor-
tunities, wos the anly one to sus-
pect tragedy breathing behind
curtain None of the ever-changing
occupants of Archier's
time !
Ilb_\'rhl'-m_-:n.l.l_ \
dull exviie
young i
8 stedl 1runk u
refinement, wits seen going
;JI Up the common stijrease;

wlents of the
cre was a ripple of

inend as e ai

from nowhere, o

d w poezling oir of

but it

firzed out the first time he was heard |

e drop his voice when the landlord’s
agent called,  Down on his luck, ask.
ing for o few days’
thetic cliord was struck at  once
After 1hint uul". ONE PErson troubled
about him and his fugitive ways, and
ahat was Gyp, the delieate, deformed
girl in the loweat room, who was paid

1o keep the stair and landings re-
specialie, n | 1 P Wihs it ¢ beek
and vl od i the tenement
wantin ol syl o 'u-.||;|_\_
He | the shy parior, so high up
that the tnvadid who rented St before
himi hud lween known 1o panse for
vent i ui 20 thimes, Liyp,
with the Keenn Higenee her Kind,
wud bound o note whut o farecicul
manount ol 1 fure bad been enrricd
up, &0 How el t nt of -
g i e \ Lo 1 L our
chiiy ~he 1} v hizs mrm st be
Frank ) 1 1" e letter is
Turity o the nement—eume  fre
quent or | . They were mostly
Im i hn (k! md unee or twi
Wl L i 1 I e shiv hind
bien LSS e Iwited ol
as hie Lo y nd hit A |
Wis dour o tgingeest of all, Le
wads &on Ive wilhout
work amd wi t friends. Regularly,
Bt dusi, bhe w gt for about an
hour: fur the i the day he fol-
lowed the e [ the Invalld and sat
alonie in the quiet  rooin.  Doing
whot? MHeaven nlone had an Inkling,
Twice s week she washed the stale-
ense down: aud she ¢ ften [-il'-:‘-i'll onver

snd wrung out her
cens TAICS  UNDeC -
earing somefhin

that $op londing
flunnel hedf
L bhonen of |

i un

Hn--v"l-s- had wpened bis door salily
and cavght her at it

“Oh, 1 beg your pardon!™ lu
pered. | that langung.
wondercil what the serubbing u
Wis.,

Gyp didn't serub thot bit again.
Finally her fevlings toile the form of
o vast owonder wmiel pity:  because,
with Ler womnn's | she dl-
vined wmany little things tin only o
womaon woitld notice,  He wias not
maoil; e was not o eriminal in hid-
||; Iis face told that., He could

i L o mim with o mystery.

One night she saw him st ' sharply
out us usunl,  As it happened, she
was Jjust pbont to run on one of her
own furtive errands. Gyp had nn'
wotion of weigbing impulses. She
dollowed him at a little distanee. 1le

put two or three long envelopes eares
fully pillur  box hllui then
sanlshed through o doorway. It was
a Lranch of the public library, and
no place for typ, There wore two
hushed rooms. She ventured uncer-
tainly In. Ostensibly engrossed by o
snedieal  directory, she watched
through the gless partition. He had
turned to a certiln corner of 4 news-
paper and was staring as if fasci-
nated, Just as he made to tear him-
self away the Hghts blazed up discon-
eertingly. Hoth noticed something—
she that he wias two shades whiter
than usuanl, and he that she had been
watching him. e flicked back the
sheets and walked out, with a pink
#pot on either cheek. Agiin the im-
pulse was open to eriticlsm, but a
minute or so later she found herself
scauning that printied corner. Her
Eps began to worlc—as they always
did when she read. There it was—
sometling thut helped to solve the
and ot the same time thick-

into the

mystery,
ened it:

“If Frank Meredith will only com-

municate with known addresses he
will Tearn that bygones are hygones
In the fullest sense. Ethel heart-

Yroken'
Thut next morning, as she set her

pail steadlly down on the top land-

g, bis door clicked; he looked out,
It made ler jgmup.  She had heen
pleturing the face of “Ethel” in her

sonnsuds, and her l'u& curled,

*“1 hope as you didnt think —*"
she began, and stopped, glowing with
strange confusion, Ten to one
Aad forgotten all about it.

“SYhat's that?" he asked, absently.

In her trepldation she slopped the
water all around his feet, She was
sused to men who would have nailed
fown her clumsiness with an oath;
bus this one only stepped back.

“I was golng to say all along,” she
stammered, “if you'd like y room
Just swept out I could do it all under
e, It'l no trouble, and—and lt musd
want

“Under one? Yeu're kind,” he sald.
=] don't know—perhaps it does. Did
gou mean now?

“Jutnroullh. I mesn it's »o
IOnbb."

R

'I||l..‘:

tenvment hoad |

ik, set-lipped |
reying |

conscious- |

grace, n sympa- |

he |

m“‘- R I RO |

diously avolded looking pointedly
round, but she could not help seeing | ewn
something that brushed away another
slice of the mystery—a taljle in the
corner by the window covered with
writing paper. That's what he did
then, wrote all doy long. He had
no carpes down; in five minutes her
swall broom had lightly flicked round
the walls; in five more her long one
hond gathered up the worst of the |
dust and flue. He waited on the land- |
ing outside. Ax she brushed the hoap
past him he held out two eoins that
had grown hot in his band, He
knew that she often thoroughiy
| eleaned n room for fourpence.
“What's that for?" she whispered,
shorply—a girl who seldom saw oc-
casion to whisper,
| won't
Detter.
“1 know you're kind,”
past a throat lomp,
rovms soon get dirty.”

ask to do it again. You know

e

he said again,

He threw back the door. &o‘ﬁ- o see

hﬁk_ on the »

Gyp knew all nu'w: kn:w in her
eruds woy tlat that book had come
to secus a mptter of e snd death to
the wan. ‘The werds he had dropped.
the way he came out and listencd
when the postimuann knocked, the gray
fear on his face, that vanished as she
| came up with only a long en:elope.
And here—here she was, carrying the

| purcel up the endicss stairs, with a

' 1o him.

“Put it back, or 1|

“These—these | comen

A

] They do, in six or seven weeks. He |

She
and

went in: the dust had suhsided.

hnelt thexe, wringing her flannel,

picturing him a1 the tible in the cor-
ner. No, she shoald never dare to
offer to cook bim a meal, 1t geemed
the most ridiculous  thing in  the

v, lmt sommghow, ber
eart was beating faster under the

Touse, that addenly  seemed  too
l-‘,.-l'-‘\' for the daylight, at the
| thought that she hadl “done him that
morsel o posd.”  He was one of the
men who painfully need some one to
look after them, and, in the nature of
things, that same one conld only be
n womnn, It all well to have
{ "broken hearts™ Dusy fingers are
the things a helpless man needs,

And after thnt—aufter that Gyp, su-
premely unconscions of her own taet,
found regnlar apportunities of doing

world that d:

wias

Lo that little seérviee, No one |.l|l'\\:
and if he could never seem to find
his voice in thanks he seemed to
know that any mention of payment

would bring the blosd surering to her

cheoks. Just ng you may find a fanlt-
less kernel in a fool of o husk, so you
mny liave the heart of a true woman
henenth an 3'iilrm-~'.n.'-.' hoddice. Liyp
or the love of the thing. 1f
ruy one had soggested that she i
t for love of the man Gyp might
found herselfl upable to une-

R,
Iil" .>'\'.'J- 'j " "f I"' Teng :u'l'-:

encrially stood gpen. One day, ot

an howre when most of the pecupants
vere ont, Gyposaw o thll, aristoeratic

o entleman, with white hinir frine

r his silk leer, sturing Ineredulousty
In,

“Daow does myv ®son lndge here? 1
moeaa, o 8 Meredith?™ he asked,
keepin tion

g L ut the A T
- : |'.‘-|'|\'|1||"'.'_ “Nrs
I think he o 1w Pl=I'1 show you,”

unmbed sensation, It had come buck
She had taken it from the
carrier's hand. The publisher's priut-
ed adidress was on it. She bad only
to loy it down beslde his door, tap

ouee,. and creep down aguln as fust
s possible. How right down silly
of lLer!

She was nearly up to his landing.
She bad paused. —if a parcel
, he bud said a dozen times,
“you might let me have It at onee.™
She had paused, she knew net why.
‘The silence of his room awed her,

| Into her bead came that queer recol

leetion of the man down the stroet—
the men who, out of work und des-
perate, had swallowed o dime's worth
uf carbolic aeid, And she heard a rus-
tle— a soft, sitken, slow rustle on the

. St Jjects were printed
i for the depari-

ment of agriculture during the past
fiscal year. As there are about 6,000,

laborers, in the United States, this
Is one pamphlet for ench one.
any farmer did not get his copy, it
was because he did not apply [er it,

to the members of congress for free |
distribution. There is hardly a sub-
jeet in which farmers are interested |
that is not diseussed in some one of
the yarious bulletins, Information
is contained in them about the feed-
ing of farm animals,
how to kill weeds, the care and feed-
ing of chickens, butter making and

stairs behind, as if some great lady
were feeling her way up. Gyp looked
und  Jooked. A sweet woval face
framed in £, came above the land-
ing, the dark, velvet
looking  bescechingly, fearfully, up
into bers. Aud Gyp knew what had

Bappened. It was the woman—the
womain  whose heart was his, the
woman who had come to find and take

And Gyp's  red haods
piarcel in o spasm of

bim awny.
clutelied the

jealousy.

“Mr. Mer
—"" The wii
Bytes 1
reuthed back,

Al this

willth?  They told me he
spor brohe off,

Ko “l".'i lll'rl‘.
“That's his room,
-here's his hook

Yot
Gyp
higr there,

come bock as it went. Will yon take
2"

A\ puuse. His door had opened!
IHe kuew nothing of the tragedy

Lreathing outéide, of the two womeil
ked into each other's eyes,
ver knew, aml never would
of the Inst whisper.

his book! And he does nol

(), thauk yon! Hless you for
it to me=his book!
I vame to the minote,  It—Iit was to
e, 1 waited il I dared wait no
longer! Not n word, e need not
know now, good-by "

She had taken the precious pareel
euinat the furs of her breast
el was pone.

Just a week lnter, when Gyp knelt

\\h.- (LALL]
lie
know,
“Jis
know?

telline me! Give

l'uu!-h_\',

eclose n

wearily down to wash the top stairs, |

the man’s door eponed, In the man's
eyes was o wikl lght, in his hand
that morning’s letter.  For one of the

oy She I“"‘l"{ and | most wonderful things in life had
1 re o the next landing, | happened. And it seemed so natural
ot for ife conld »1 we help lis- | that it should happen!
nine, 1 rib n sl l,mk'“l “tiyp,” he said, “1 knew you'd be
hen o dull bound, as lf the man | glad—1 know yon will.
re N Pt whddvely from l my book. You shall have a ur]w
writing table  And then e “"“‘] ‘l"';.'"]‘u‘-’ ‘“:&'9»;' -
“What! 1 asked vou not to try and | ©F send 4ll‘rn
find me. I told you—> = know this n-lllrmﬁ. '\nu u.- l.‘-.-n kind
| 5y bow!  Ive searehed nll Now nh. but you have! T wanted—I
‘\'-.sk' for vou. You—here. in this | meant all along to give yon a little

den!
:li‘i:"

I was a good-for-
nothing—1 could goy 1 simply took
at your word, Perhoaps, when |
| van show you that I'm not so worth-
I'll think of coming back. Not
before! You musn't come here,. You
| need not worr X
jiur' by writing, and I'm In hopes

“But, my boy, it's impossible—it's
starvation! Look st you now! I'eo-
ple are saying | let you go to your
ruin!”

“To just the reverse, it may be,
Dad, if 1 have your obstinate, hasty
upl:u that is hardly my fault, I've
| had 1o swallow the lumps 'm guite
comfortable hére, whatever the |1Im o
is. No, you lhad better not come in-
{elde, You'll go back and say I'm mud,
I'm not. I'll tell you this much: 1"
—his voice trembled here—"1've been
writing a book—a novel. I'm in hopes
it may be the beginning of un end. If
it comes back—-if it fails—then I'Il
realize that I've made the mistake of
my life; and 1 may make another,
Lut it won't. I enn't talk anbout it—
you'd never understand. You'll know
soon."

“My boy, yon Know it
biek—you know what
You're an unknown., Publishers play
vpon names nowadays; they're bhound
to. You know well I-==why. I'd have
puid for it to be printed and let you
have your fair chance. You'd e cer-
tain then of getting a hearing, I
don’t wish to thwart your ideas, but

let me pay that!™

A pause, as if he were struggling
nguingt the shargest temptation that
vver came fo o man elutehing the
lowest rung of that slippery ladder,
IFhen an nmazing nnswer, &

“No! No,air! A month ago T might
Lave thought twice of that; but now
—~now I feel that 1 want my lgok to
stund upon its merits. You dont
know what o book becomes to its au-
{ thor. Heaven knows 1 had to realize
it was ull or nothing with me! I want
to make my own way in the world.”

“Then, my boy, if you won't con-
gider me, think of that poor girl with
her breaking heart. You left her
without & word, after you had won
her affection. Think of her!™

“1 do,” he said, brokenly. “I think
of her every moment 1 live. 1 would
pever let it be said that I married
her for her money. I wrote to her—
{1 gave up all thoughts of it. Bhe
! imows—she knows that If ever I make
s name for myself—— Don't—don't
dare to tell her where I am. If you
do—r

His doow banged on a sob, The old
gentleman stood for & minute as if

and then back down

half of witat | ¢
*Hut you sald it,

L

less,

"

will come
things are!

T ——— G I —m

stapefiad,
' the cterngl atalre Elﬂllﬂu-

I'rank, you know 1 never meant !

I can eke out a liv- |

|

present,. You must—you must;
have been go thoughtful,™

It was an cunvelope with a gold
piece inside. He went hurriedly down
the stiirg. For him a new life had
begun, He was treading a golden,
dancing path, with g woman's sweoet
oval fnee nt the far end of it. His
book Lad been taken! He eould not
be expected to know of the huddled,
dreary figure on the top of the land-
ing there; of the red, twitching
hanids that covered a face, He had
given hier an eagle, Women like Gyp
Lave mo hearts to break.—Chicago
Tribune,

y ALL IN A NAME.

The Fumous Wife Thought the “Pro-
fesslon™ of the Freachman Evie
dently a Splendid One.

During the summer a distinguished
member of the French academy
rented a cottage in Saveoy, nnd when
the time came for his return to Paris
he went to say farewell to the owner
of the cottage, a prosperous farmer’s
wife, says the Drooklyn Citizen.

“I hope you will write your name

you

in my album before you go,” she
snid.
“With pleasure,” he replied, and,

taking the pen, he wrote his naume
in the book,

“Thanks," she raid, “but won't youn
please tell me your profession, so
that I can write it after your name 2"

“0Oh, put it down ‘land owner.'" he
answered,

“Dut ¥hat lsn't a profeszion,”
said.

“Well, then, put down
cian,’" was his answer.

These words seemed to puzzle her,
and therefore he asked with a smile,

“Don’t you know what an ncmlvnu-
cian is?"

“No, not quite,”” she answered, “but
it's such a long word that the pro-
fession must be a splendid one.”

she

‘academi-

Knew Where the Whip Came From.

Signor Marconi, of “wireless” fame,
is fond of dogs, and used to own a
cocker spaniel of nnusual intelligence,

The young inventor says that oue
daoy he took this dog to a saddler's
with him and bought there a whip.
That afternoon the animal was dis-
obedient, and be punished it with
the whip he had just purchased. But
in the evening, when he came to look
for the weapon again, it was nowhere
to be found.

Just then there tame a ring at
the bell. It was the maddler, whip
in hand. “Yeur dog, sir,” he said,
“brought thia to the shop in his
mouth this affernoon and lald it om
‘h ’W M m ‘ Ma’d.
Tribune.

eyes in it were |

the cire of milk, the vegetable gur

tle, bread makisg, how to raise ap- |

ples, rice culture, tomato growing,
sugar as food, insec®s ulfecting to-
baceco, cottom and grapes; diseases
of potatoes and apples, how to deteet

olcomargarine and renovated butter, |

tree planting on  rural school
grounds, the Angora goat, and scores
| of other things. It would be diffi-
cult to estimate, with any degree ol
accuracy, saye the Youth's Compan-
iom, the finuncial benefic which bas
acerued to  the farmers from the
perusal of these bulletins, Such men
us believe they must be continnally

studying to keep abreast of the times |

and to understund the possibilities of
their business have been the
diligent readers of the publications
of the department of ngrienlture.
is the benefit which these men have
derived that justifies the continued
exenditure of money by the govern
ment for free education of this kind,
an education nlmost as neccssary to
national prosperity as that provided
for the children in the public schools,

most

Objection is made to w Imi is called
ragtime by those who favor “classic”

What Is “Rag- 00

Muosielt

er in the Milwan-

fme* -+ 2
i kee Wisconsin tells

a story which tends to show

| for the sypcopations that even the
|\\ritcrs of “clagsic’ music loved: “in

They've taken {8 large institotion of musienl learn- |
,a*»{; the siadents were waal

ather
in groups of three or more in ong ol
the unoccupled rooms to
semble—sometimes violin and piano,
but oftener four and six hands at the
keyboard. Strange to say, however,
at these lmprovised musicales there
were never strains from the great
masters, whose works are supposed
to be the sole consideration of the
youthful aspirants for piano-fistic
honors, but instead weird medleya
and Improvisations of such trash as
‘Coon, Coon,' ‘I Need the Money’ and
other incidents in ragtime life. Of
course this state of affairs was
shocking and not to be tolerated
within those sacred precinets. Conse-
guently there was placed in a con-
spicuous position the next day a
placard bearing this legend: ‘The
playing of ragtime strictly forbid-
den under all eireumstances in the
rooms of this college.! It is said
that since this injunction the pupils
persist in ironing out all the crinkly
syncopations in the studies that are
given them, and that even Beethoven
suffers by the proecess. The pupils
are now walting for the judges to
interpret the law on the meaning of
ragtime.”

Editors out west still occasionally
sling ink with breezy emphasis. For
instance, a vival journalist recently
aroused the ire of Editor Bayse, of the
Belleville (Kan.) Telescope, and thia
is how the gentleman named began
his reply: “From time immemorial
it has been customary for ants and
fleas and flies and fools, scoundrels
and sknlawags and skunks, Januses,
fackansses and Judases, lizards, leeches

and their superiors in particular. The
adtack last week,” cte.

DR. FENNER'S

KIDNEY an
Backache
“‘*”’ECURE

STVTUSTDANGE i Ssidls

Six million two hundred thousand
farmers’ builetins on a hundred and | §
forty different sub.

X0 !.! mcl‘!-, uclu"l‘e “t ng‘ iculll‘-’ll

It

for they are nearly all turned over

hog-cholera, |

den, good roads, breeds of dairy cat- |

v

Yot o write!

that
(ragtime muy be only snother name |

play en- '

and lice, to assail mankind in general !

Cuortains, Window

Picture Frames, give vsa wll. Weo cun
.!-nil )’ﬂll ill
|
~\ ' .
Style and in
|
:) .
1 rlces.-.....
; Our stock is new and up-to-date. It is

| uo trouble to show

REPAIRING neatly and promptly dove,

Lewisiown

No. 12=14 Valley St.

If yom are th veed of Furniture, Carpets,
Mutlmpl, Ruys, Oilcloth, Linoleuu,! Lage

Bhiades, Pictures, aud

goods and quute prices,

Furniture Co,,

Felix Block

HELPING THE HORSES.
|
| They Work Hard and Falthfally and
Therefore Are Futitled to
Connlderat- Care,

What an unpleasant hindrance a
fore hand or foot Is when one jx do-
ing nctive msnoal lnlor. How about
the horee thint has to work when lime
or with raow

sares on his back or
thoulders? asks HRural New Yorker.
After o forennon of ngony with the

collar pressing on these
| it Is littly wonder that he
when taken from thesta
noon und is not
wenring the

sore places

hnngs back
bir {orolter-
enthurinstic aboug
harness again.  Mest eol-

lar gulls or similar sores nre needless
| —trade-marks of bad management,
laziness or thoughtless eruclty of
| those b uullm-' the horses. l-fitting
| or dirly collars cause part of the trml
ble, and a lurge share of the remaine.
duer eomes from excessively long, hard
pulling In hot weatlher, so that the
skin under the eollariz really cooked.
A bit of tinkeriog will often help the
fit of n collar, If not, it is poor coons
omy & use it, Thegart which touches
| e {

‘.3 Are the best mw&p}; ?;:r‘;"

e,
Iiltle washing of the hilmlldél‘s‘ht nnon
and night will help. The blistered |
tkin may be avoided by stopping for
a minute now and then to lift the
collavs and let the shoulders cool,
But no matter how well the harness
fits, u horse doing such work ns plow=
ing, harrowing or mowing is entitled
to have his harness removed at noon.
This takes but a few minutes, yet we |
know of men so luzy or thoughtless |
that they seldom do it. A galled shouls |
der is more easily prevented than

cured. o
CATTLE VACCINATION.
 Philadelphin Professor Announees a

Sure Way of Defentlng Tubeércn-
losls In Hovines.*

Dr., Leonard Pearson, dean of the
veterinary department of the Uni-
versity of Pennsylvania,
that he has discovered a method of
vaccination whereby cattle may be
made immune to tuberculosis, e has

been nssisted in his experiments by |
Dr. 8. H. Gilliland, demonstrator in |

baeteriology in the veterinary school.
In a recent experiment Dr. Pearson
uked four young cows which were as
| free from symptoms of disense as any
that could be procured. Two of these
were vaccinated in March. 1In July all
four were Inoculated with tubercle
baeilli. All were killed in the fol-
lowing October, The two which had
been vaceinated showed no signs of
tuberculdr infection, but the others
hnd marked traces of the disease.

In the process of vaccination a sus.
pension of tubercle bacilli which is
nopvirulent for cattle was injected.
The operation was repeated at inter-
vals and the quantity of matter in-
for a few times falled to appear,

“I eonsider that the principle of im-
munization,” Dr. Pearson sald, “as
shown by our experiments, is proved
{ and it is now only remains te work
| ont the details of the method, This
|work is to be continued on a larger
scale for the purpose of ascertaining
the simplest and shortest practicable
| method of vaccination.”

Golden Harvest.
| The Drugglst—Did old Bullyon's
case yield to your treatment?
| T‘ho Phyllelan—lt did. I ‘treated
six months and his heirs
pnld me 81,&00.—-0111“:0 Daily News:

] Sure Enough.

Yeui.—-lt'lhlrd to keep a good man

cﬂmsonbelk—-'l'hn‘l why they pui
nch heavy monumenis over some of
{Shem, I yuppose.~Yonkers Statesman.

Difference In Ranlk.
“Say, ca won't yer please gim-
me n dime
“Naw! 1 jt:‘t gave me last dime to
.mwoteutl me
udnlrd."—ﬁh‘o

announces

bprmg Open.;;

At the NEW STORE Sun e B

Larger stock and pric .
than ever.  Oue Store is 1)
with new things for Sprin, 1 Wy
pouds, Grenndines, Wool [
Goods, Sitk Waists, Do 8
Beautiful live of Rull:, S
Juckets, Wrappers, Muslio-, (3
lllu]_rlmma and White Spr

We will have a Epevial sle

Ladies Musclin Undgy
wear, May 1st to the |
'We will have the most | y@
|lmu of underwear ever -lum
| Sunbury,

20 yds. muslin $1.00. °
33 yds. muslin $1.00.
Gingham 5c and 7c¢. -
Calico 5¢c and 7c.

$1.00 White Spread 85..
$1.00 Table Linen 20¢ 13 X

i andiees w- 000
show, “om

i
H. F. Clemm

446 Market St.,, SUNBURY,H
Three doors east of the Market H

D e e n xR

1 FURNITUR:

' Do you need any furnituret
| % If so, don't fail to come to o
store and get our prices,

'+ We can suit youl
‘. style and pricey
from the cheaf
est to the bettef
grade.

& Flegant Thres-iee
& Dot-noom out

Hard wood, golden oak

Only $12.50
Mattresses = $1.
Bedsprings = 514

Grood T hite
Hnamec' Bcod
withh &  ring

85.00

Chalrs, Rockers, ' ‘ouchis, Sidé

boards, Fancy and choap B¢
fonsion Tablex, Haby Cacrlae
snd Go-carts,

M. HARTMAN FURNITEREC
= Miminbure, -
ol 4ol

Schroyer & Smyst

FIRE
INSUIRANCE
AGI.NTS.

Represent onl; # ent-plass SR

Fiabing pert cranel
l..cl'ln v

Wemmmb- sned by

b Jeles nnd
‘mll- our

c@ BAImC 18
) AII business enlrusted to 08
|wlllhpmpﬂyumndcd

! 4
omcncHnTNUT ST
In Schruyer's Building, 12

VE 5
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