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.rmnrked Emma, "“She's a brand new
Ishlp. fsn't she ™
| "No, I'm not gind.,” he declared fu-
| rfously, rising and walking albout the
room. “I'm tired of him, of his rot-
ten old stoamsnip line, of all of ft—
you hear? Of all of 1t.”
| “Joe, please!" she protested.
know 1"—

"1 know you've slaved and bore with
me long enough! Here I nm—handling

“Yon
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CHAPTER 1V.
HERE wns n knock, the un-
latehad duor opened, and James
Smith walked In,
“Anybody at home? he de-
manded briskly.

“Not a solitary lving soul” Emma |

assured him. “Come in"
“IHello, Joe! You a dead one, too?"
he said.

“Almost,” replied Brooks, hrighten-
fng up a litle In spite of himself un-
der the influence of his friend's good
natnred smile and cheerinesa that pos.
itively emanated from him. *Just
come up?™

“Yep, und I reckon In nbout time to
help,” he said, glancing at the crock-
ery on the tablo,

“Just in time" assentod Rmma,
whose drooping spirita also began to
rise under tho diversion eaussd by hia
advent. “But fimt expain what you
mean by not coming to dinner.”

“1 eouldn't come, really. 1 tried my
best, hut 1 had to attend to such a lot
of business that eouldu’t be put off
that I was unable to get here In time.
1 hope you d¥in't walt long far me.
I'm awfully sorry.*

“You look It—I don't think,” she
gcolded, “Go on; get busy If you're
going tot™

“All right,” he answered, taking up
& small plle of cups and saucers very
gingerly. “Where do thess go?! If
you left it to me, like ae not I'd ba
putting a soup plate behind the door
and slip a broem into the sideboasd.”

“They go right In herv.”

He stopped on the wiy to the side-
board and tdrned to Brooks,

“Been the latest extra, Joa?™ be In- |

quired. *“The Orinoco wasn't bardly
seratchod getting out of Rio Jaosiro.”

“Yon don*t may!™

“Kind o seraped over the bar. Bhel
only be a day late now."

“Do be careful with those cups, Jim-
gy,” admonlshed PFmma. “They're
china.”

“Don't you suppose I know that?”

“l mean real china” she smpha-
slzed,

“All china and Chinamen ook allke
to me, Here's the paper, Jos. You'll
find all about the Orinoco on the In-
slde page.”

He drew it from his pocket, and as
he did so one of the cups balanesd on
the saucera slipped off and smasbed to
bits on the carpet.

“Now, Jimsy, pou eertainky are going
to get 1t,” commented Jos, rising and
taking the paper extended %o him.

Bmith looked appealingly at his
hostess.

“Jimsy,” she ehided, assoming an
expreselon of mock gravity, “bow
could you—my very best Bunday go to
meeting china! How eould youl”

“Not how ecould I—how a1d IT™ he
corrected, stooping and picking up the
pleces. *You koow, Emma, I've had
butter fingers ever since 1 was & lttle
ghaver, and I guoess I alwayps will
have—in business and everything else."

“Why, how do you mean?

“I've been clumsy all my Hfe, that's
all. Everything I've ever had In my
hands thot was worth much I've gen-
erally let allp and fall. Out fo Colo-
rado when I was a kid around Lead-
ville they used to say that I sure
would turn out to be a rawed off and
hammered down, good for nothing
man. S0 you eee the way things have
turned out. I've broken about even
with that prophecy.”

“How broken even?

“Taking thelr slde for the book, I
win the firat bet and lose the second.
There pin't nothing sawed off and
hammered down about me, I8 thero?"’

“1 should say not,"” she sald, with a
merry laugh, “You've heen palled out
like n plece of taffy.”

“Then 1 win, but it was In doubt
quite some time. Never really did
Btart to grow untll I was fAfteem, and
then 1 just cased out futo my present
altitude. But the second proposition—
that good for nothing bet—I guess they
win."”

“Nonsense, Jimsy, Fow can you say
;sm-h o thing? You're good for & whole
ot."

“Emma,” he deelared solemnly,
“there have been moments of fmaneial
stringency when that declaration seem-
ed to he open to doubt.”

“Jimsy, you're an idiot!™ she leugh-
ed.

“Macovered I
ceremoniously.

Brooks, who had been reeding the
paper, threw it down angrily.

“ID—n him!" he growled.

“Joe!" exclalmed his wife reproach-
fully.

“D—n who?"* Inquired Smith,

“Why, Willlams," he replied.

“Lots bhave done that,” sald the su-
perintendent. “But what's the matter
now, Joey"

“His luck, went on Brooks, "The
Orinoco Isn't scratched, If any one
else owned a ship and she got {oto a
muss like that the chances are a hon-
dred to one that she'd have foundered
—been a complete loss.™

“That's right,” nssented Smith.

“But Willlams—he don't lose her. He
couldn't"”

“Y ahonid think wwu'd ba elad™ re.

he nvowed bowing

—_J

all the money of that line, ain't that

80, Jimsy 7"

“That's right,” admitted tha Iatter.
“But what's the matter?"

“Matter? Isn't it matter cnough that
I rhould do all this for a mean, misera-
ble living? 1 sulfer and work, and

work and suffer, for that nasty, nig-
gnrdly selary and thia beast, this wild
anfimal of a Wlllfams, keeps us all
etarving—yea, starving! Don't 1 de-
gorve something a lttle better Do

Fyou know what 1 could do? 1 could
steal thousands, nnd no one would
L ever know !

“Joo!" she ejaculated, greatly shock-
ed,

“Oh, I'm not going to do It; but, with
all this responsibllity, when [ aek for
money I don't get It—not a dollar, You
Idn. Jimsy: you're single and you ean
|quit. And then WHllams—what docs

Comes nround hore to my

he do?
wife with my mother-ln-law—3—n him
—4od rubs it in”

Emma looked at him pleadingty.

“Joo, you mustn't, Captain Willlama
menns well, but"—

He turned upon ber savagely.

*That's H-—he menns well He
|meant well when be was & south FPa-
cific trader. Ilc moant well whem he
treated NDls erew llko dogn. e meant
'well when be'd kill a sallor with na
|much thought as a epider killa » fy.
'[le meant well when he chesatad ba-
[tives, murdered men, smuggied China-
Imen iInto this country, sunk vessels
for insurance., He meant well when
he eame esst, bought the Latia-Admart-
ran company and pot your fether oot
of business, and now—oow that he
hoas his money, his milllons maybe, be
meuns well whea he refoses to givre
his men a falr ahase of what they pro-
duce. Means well?! Yes, he Goss—

‘"Well, there’'s a whots lot of truth
In what Jos says,™ pet In Smith eon.
cilatingly. “You wse, Willlsawm Jdid
rtart out as o eaptein of a sowth Pa-
rific trader, buot, like most of them
fellowa, | goess he sbole 2 geod Gaal
niore than he trafed. He bad fhe rep-
vtation of buing the stromgest man oo

the eonst or In the trapies—seudd
2 man's arm with ss moch
you'd snap & wmaw. He's harsh, W1
llams fs—harsh! Whep he came east
he got control of the Latin-American,
He loved money, and he got ii—most
any way he could. Yes, Joe ought to
have more, that's sure. He ought to
have more.”

“You know I shoull” went on
Brooks, somewhbat mollified by his
friend's acquiescence and support and
drawing a bulky pocketbook from the
ingide pocket of hias walstcoat, “1've
got control of all the money of the
company. That's my job. Why, here,
this nlone Is the afternoon collectiona,
too late to put in the safe, pearly
£3,000, more than twiee us mweb un 1
get In a year, I could tnke H all and
then not be caught or at least not for
months, but®—

“Why, Joe, I'm surprised!” bhis wife
broke In.

“Of course Joe woukin't tale & cent
that don't belong to him,” sabd Bmith.
“l know that. Willlams does too. So
| I guess he figures him eafe and don't
sce the least bit of use in paying hlm
more,"

“But T won't stand it!* Brooks de-
clared, waxing wroth again and fling-
ing himself In his chalr. *“Why do yon
get ralses, Jimsy? You've been ad-
vanced time and time agein.'

“Lord, 1 don't know,"” he replied. *1
just tell the old fellow that I calenlate
I'm worth more money, 'Come across
or we scparate,’ I say, and so far he's
always come."”

“] was so glud to hear of your last
good luck,” remarked Emma siacerely.

A look of regret eame over Bmith's
| face,

“1 only wish Joe had got it instead
of me,"” he sald.

Brooks jumped to hls feet,

{

“You don't need to wish that,
| Bmith," he cried excitedly. *T'm no
object of charlty—no, 1 gin't. And

you're like all the rest of the eapitul-
istic erowd—grind, griod, grind. Waell,
look ont, there's golng to be a smasbup
—you understand? A smashup, and you

all go—milllonaires, toadies and-—well. |

that's all I've got to say.™
He snatched hils hat from a book in
| the hall and went out without another

i word, slamming the front door behiud |
him so heavily that the glasses on 1be|

| sldeboard rattled,

Emmn gazed at Bmith in blank dis-
may.

“I can't understand Joe," she sald,
shaking hor hend In worry and per-
plexity. “Tle's growing Bo morese and
discontented."

“It's funny, ain't 11" observed Bmith
reflectively. “Joe's just rushed oant,
filled up to the throat with snarchy,
soclulism, smrshups and all that stuff,
almost ready to throw a bomb."

“Nonsense!"
“He 18, yet If Willlams had ralsed
l him today $10 a week he would have
been a firm bellever in eapital and the
way It works."
‘ Bhe sighed, took a seat opposite to
him at the table and with great ear-
neginess started in to question him.

“Jimsy,'" sho began, “tell me honest-
ly—why doesn’'t Joe get on?"

“I really don't know," he averred.

“I'm afrald you do,”” Emma inslsted,

“Honest, 1 don't. I've been so busy
getting slong myself that I baven't
pald much attention to any one elwe."

He paused and gazed up ot the eefl.
ing, engroesed In thought,

)
“You know, Emma," lie went on sud-

denly, turning toward her, “this get-
ting along business 18 n funny game.
Buch & lot depenidls om whot 8 man
means when he gets along.  Sowe get
along when they hove got o lot of
money, some: when they hiave o wife
and a4 home and a bunch of kids, some
when they are able to plek pockets
and fool the coppers, Getting ulong
and why you do or why you don't de-
pends a god deal on where you want
to get.”

“And you, Jimey? she questioncd.
"Have you been getting along?

“Oh, yes, I guess so, I ailn't got a
whole Jot to kick about; perhaps o 1t-
tle less, maybe a lttle more, than Joe,
But the great {dea I8 not to get sore,
Joe'a all right. Maybe he's just belng
prepared for a better living. When it
comes he'll appreclate 1t more.”

“S8omebow I don't seem to under-
stind him ns I used to," ghe confessed,
“There's bheen n change that worrles
me—that worrlesd me greatly.”

Three sharp rings of the bell put an
end to further conversation, and she
rose, disappointed, and pushed the but-
ton,

“That's mother's ring,” she =sald.
“Please help me to bring some chnirs
from the parlor. We can't go there be-
canse everything's covered up and In
disorder. They're papering the room.
I shouldnt wonder {f Captain Wil-
linms were with them Ife taukes
mamma nnd Beth oat In his new auto
and bas brought them around here
quite frequently of late”

“Ioes he ever take you for a ride?

“Ho asks me to go, but I won't"

“Why not?

“That's just what I ean't tell. There
in pomething about the man that In
repulsive—hoe looks at me so atrange-
Iy. And then I know just how he has
treated Joe, and'—

“And what?'

“1 don't ltke him—that's all"

“That's coneugh, It seems to me.
Aftor all, I guess be figures nll to the
bad with women—decent women.”

"Mamma and Beth ke him."

“Well, your mother never did shine
np to me more'n the law allowed, nnd
ns for Beth, she's a niee enough girl,
but her education hurts her, I think."

"Huoeh! Fere they are™

And the little woman hurried into
the hall o open the door for them.
w busband that she did not

understand her mother
any more than her mother understood
her she had expressed exnetly the
mental relation in which they stood
toward each other. Mrs. Harris was
one of those women occaslonally to be
met with who continue to treat their
grownup sons, and especially thelr
grownup dsughters, as children and
feel it iIncumbent npon them—nbay, con-
gider it thelr bounden duty—to Inter-
fere with advice and comment in the

CHAPTEH V.

HEN broad minded Mrs,
Hrooks obeserved to her

| thon

natural progress of domestic sophls- |

tication of thelr young wedded off-
spring. Mareover, she wns 8 woman
wholly lacking In tact and depth of
mind and possessed to an exaggernted
degree that *guicksand of reason,'”
vanity.

Mrs, Harrls and Miss Beth Harris
were out for a ride with Captaln Wil-
Hama, who accompanied them, and all
were In automobile tenua, Her mother
and sister greeted BEmma effasively.

to have the sitting room papered and
that It was all npset.

“This aln't bad," commented Captain
Willlama, “It's real cozy, and you ean
#ce i woman's bad a hand in the ar-
rangement."

“But it's a little bit of & stuffy four
roomed flat,"” objected Beth, turning

“Ielo! You herof®
up her pretty nose. “Really, 1 should
dle In one."

“Well, Beth," remarked Smith, with
his gulet drawl, "you never can tell.
Maybe you will™

Beth made a grimace,

“l would, If I had to do my own
work, washing dishes—ugh!”

“1 don't see how Himnma stands it
declured Mrs. Harrls, “It's just drudg-
ery!"

“Well, mother, please remember It's
Emma who does stand it, after all,” re-
torted thnt little woman patiently, “so
plense, please, don't you mind.*

“1 think it's a great lttle nook, Mrs,
Brooks," oplued Williams,

“Thank you, captain,' she sald gmte-
fully.

“And fixed up nice and comfortuble,
Oan’t say os anything looks cheap.”

“Thank you agnin, Perbaps it {sn't"

“You know, captnin, you ain‘t the
only one who's found out the seeret
of making a dollar produce 500 cents,”
eald Swmith, with his whimsical samile.

“Has he done that?' Ingulred Mra.
Harris, affecting surprise and admira-

“Figuratively spenking, I presume?
chimed in Beth primly.

“1 always thought 500 was figura-
tively speaking,” euld Bmith,

Captain Wilkams had produced his
pipe, fllled it and lighted it without
asking permission.

“Smith says I'm close.
declared. “To me business ia busl
negs. If I've got money nobody gave
it to me. I earned what I earned, and
then I made that earn more.”

“You sure aln't given it no vaca-

I'm not" he

| tlons, captain,” commented his super-

Thelir escort extended bis hand, but

Mrs. Brooks was too much oceupled
for once In responding to her parent's
embraces to notice It. He stalked in

with rude familiarity without remov- |

ing his automoblle eap, upon which he
had ponshed up his goggles and found
himself faece to face with Smith,
“Hello! You here?' he suld by way
of greeting, greatly surprised to see

his superintendent there on thnt above

all nights.

"Yl‘l-ﬂﬂ."
agnin.™

“Ought to take a berth here,” grunt-
o1 his employer, looking round for the
maost comfortable chalr and installing
bhimgelf in it, “You're always around."”

“Much as possible,” admitted Bmith
tranquilly, remaining standing. “Iow
do you find your new car?'

"Good enongh. Cost §65,000—onght to
bhe good—ought to be.'

Mrs. Harris and Beth bustled in,
throwing open their automoblle conts
and disclosing very handsome gowne
that contrasted strangely with Emma's
poor litde cotton frock.

“Why, good evening, Jimsy!™ cricd
Mrs. Harrls. “Where's Joe 7

“Gone out for a walk, I guess" he
answered. “Howdy, Beth?

replied Jimsy. “I'm here

“Yery well, thank you, Mr. Smith," |

responded that young
what frigldly.

“Mr. Bmith?" he echoed, looking at
bher curlously.

The girl ruised her eyebrows and af-
fected surprise.

“Isa't that right? she inquired.

“Yes—Bmith is the name,"” he replied.
“It ain't that I've forgot {t—no—only

person geome-

to remind you that the first one—Jim- |

sy—ain't been ehanged."”

“No, dearle; Jimay wouldn't know
what It meant to be mistered,” ob-
served Mra. Harrls with an Intonation
of disdaln.

“Me neithor," put in Willlams, “but
4 man's got to get used to L'

“Have you got used to it, captain?"
asked Emma.

“Yes and no. I never bad it glven to
me until 1 came east—always used to
be Cap'n Bill or something on that or-
der—bunt with eastern alrs and a bit
of prosperity your old ways have got
to change."

Mra, Harrls had bLeen gazing about
her deprecatingly. B8he wanted to
know why they should stay in the din-
Ing room. Emma expinined that they
bad succeeded {n Inducipg the jenitor

intendent dryly.

“And that's right” affirmed Mrs
Harrls with some beat. “1 belleve Ix
men getting money. Mr. Harris was
one of those soft hearted men who
never mode the best of his opportuni-
tles—alwnys trying to be fair and
square with other men, and what
thanks did he get?'

“Mother, please!” remonstrated Em-
ma.

“It's true,” went on her parent. *“If
he hadn't been that way, Emma, do
you suppose you'd be here doing your
own work?'

“Afother, I Inslst—yon must not"—

“Mother {8 perfectly right,” Inter-
rupted Beth, “Emma, you don't de-
serve thls kind of a life”

“But have I complalned ™ demanded
Mrs. Brooks desperately. “Why do
you say such things?®'

“Becnuse I've got myself to think
of, snapped her mother. “You're
wasting yvourself—tied up to the house
nll the time—and everybody—ull my
friends know Just how you're fixed.
You're never invited anywhere any
more,"

“Completely forgotten,” sald Beth.

Brooks, who hnd let himself (o el-
lently and unobgerved, stond in the
hall frresolutely, watching them and
Hstening to the conversation.

“Pleage  don't, entreated Emma,
greatly distressed. “It's my affalr, and,
besides, before people—

"You might say the captnin's almost
one of the famlly since your father
died,” put in her mother. “I knew
yvou should never have married Joo—
that he couldn't take care of you the
wiy he ought.”

“It's too late now," sald Beth, shrug-
ging her shoulders. “Capliain, don't
you think Emma should have more?"”

“Well, Mrs, Brooks must know her
own mind,"” he replled. *“Your father
when he worked for me always had a
wuy of his own., Rut It does seem o
if she sbould at least have a hired
girl and more than four rooms to a
gat, but"—

Brooks strode into the room, livid
with passion, goaded to a white heat
of fury, reckless of everything, mur-
der in hls heart, and, hurling his bhat
to the floor, faced the company.

“It doea seem so, does it? he falrly
hissed, going over to his employer.
“I'm glad you think so. And why
hasn't she? Wil you tell me that?
Bpeak! Wil you tell me that? 11 tell
you why, you slave driver!"

Mre. Harris and Beth sat speechless
and pale, but 8mith rose.

“Steady, Joe, boy!"” he admonished.

Emma had hurried to her busband
and grosped his erm.

“Oh, Joe, don*t!" she fmplored. “You
don't"—

e flung hor ronghly from him,

“Let me alone!” he shouted and turn-
ed to Willlams agaln, quivering with
rage. “Do you know why she hasn't "
he contioued, “Well, I'Il tell you all,

It's because this man aln't on the
| sguare. e began by cheating and
mundering niggers who worked for

| him aboard his rotten trading ships.

Then, after hie got throungh with the
belaying pin, after he gol his money,

he pleked up the salary list for n elub,
land he's murdered and wounded and

muimed with that. You see my wife
hore? She's only one of hundreds, and
ghe suffers. 1t 8 too bad she married
me, It 4& too bad that she's got to do
her own work. [t €2 too bad that she's
got to wash and serul and swent in
the heat, but that man's (o blame. 1f
you gave me a falr share of whut 1
produce, If you didn't grind down, op-

press and ploch, she wouldn't have (o,
| I've worked for you five years, bard,
honeat, nud nll the time you'se been
grinding me down, down, and thou-
sands of others, thousands, You know,
[all of you kuow -my mother-inlaw
and smart slster-lndaw know—yon've
||'-lled up your money on the blood and
sweat and misery of others. That's
the kind of a man you are, and you

might as well know 16"

Cuptaln Williams had listened to this
denuncintion at first In utter amaze-

ment, Then his shuggy eyebrows had

knitted together, and his Httle eyes
| bad narrowed to alits, while the blood
| bad spread over his face In a deep
glow through the velms that swelled
out Hke cords on hia neck and throat.

“There aln't no one ever sald them
thing® to me nnd got away with it
'he thunderd, clinching his fists and
gnthering all his tremendous strength
as be rose to crush his accuser,

Mra, Harrls and Beth sprang up in
great alarm, and nt the captain's ter-
rifying volce and his feroclous as-
pect Brooks shrank back. Smith stood
impassive, but watching Williams, to-
ward whom he had been edging.

Emma had stepped quickly between
the captain and ber husband.

“Please — please, captain — for my
|sake,” she pleaded.

“1 don't care—let him come on,”
erted Brooks doggedly, but his volee
foltering.

Willlams gnzed at the sweet, frall
woman standing imploriogly before
hifin, and a8 he gazed his muscles grad-
ually relaxed, the wrath faded from
his epen, and finally the corners of his
mouth twitehed in n faint smile.

“All right, Mrs. Brooks' ha said
gently.
I apologise.”

moved away across the room.

"Joe, you know It's your home—our
home," expostulated his wife.

*}—I—forgot. Excuse me,” he mut-
tered sulkily, looking ashamed.

Bmith spoke up, his winning smile
Hghting his face:

“You know, it's been an all fired hot
day—just the kind of weather when
about every mother's son s on edge,
Now, Joe, he slipped a cog, and that
port of put the whole confounded ma-
¢hine out of gear, including the cap-
tain, But now, you see, It's just all
forgotten.”

“Possibly. As far as ['m concerned
1 muet be going,” declared Mrs. Har-
ris eoldly.

“Indeed, yes!" chirped Beth,

Brooks now, his rage having spent
{tself and his bravado fizzled out, was
almost crying.

“}—I"— he begnn.

But the words choked in his throat,
and, picking up his hat, he hastened
out of the room and the fint.

“Will you please take us away, cap-
tain?"’ requested Mrs. Harris.

“Just n moment,” he said.
Brooks, I'm almighty sorry
what bappened just now."

“I—1'd rather you wouldn't speak of
it,”" she told him.

“Perhaps 1 have been a little hard.”
he sald earnestly and apologetically.
“1 want you all to understand that

“Mrs.
about

TARw o B -

" Pleasc—please, captatn—for my sake"
ghe pleaded.

I've lived a hard life with hard peo-
ple, Bince the dny I shipped before
the mast in @ north Pacific sealer 1
learned what 8 euff and a blow was;
what rotten grub, the scurvy and all
them things meant, nnd I knew that
the only thing between them things
and comfort, decency and the respect
of folks was money. I started to get
money, and maybe I have been a lit-
tle hard—just a little hard."

“I almost forgot where I was..
Bmith, his hands in his pockets,.

*“No one would call you easy, cap-
taln'' agreed Smith,

“"Anyway, Mrs. Brooks,” continned
Willlams, “Joe keeps his job, and it
nin't golng to make a bit of differonce
between us."

“Not the
wonder.

“Certainly not,"” said Mrs. Harris.

“Joe,"” declared Beth languldly, “was
absurd, He quite bores me"

Smith semiled at ber and Injected a
good deal of frony into his tone as he
said:

“Yes, you looked as if somcthing
was wrong, Beth"

The eaptaln approached Mrs. Drooks
Iwith an attempt at gallantry that was
|elephantine and grotesque aumd sclized
.llwr hand, which she suffered to re-

main Hmply tn his clnsp,

“Well, Mra. Brooks” he said, *if
(i all gquared you will come riding
with us, won't you?"
| “Not tonight. Ydu will excuse me,™
el replied.

“Certninly,” he assured her, warmly
shaking ber hand as thongh it were a
pump handle.  “Good night”

“Good night,” she answered.

Then she advanced to recelve the
parting kissos of her mother and sis.
|ter, which were n good deal less cor-
dlal than those with which they had,
greeted her on thelr arvival.  Thelr
weulntory  reserves seemed tn have
lieen kept In eold storage durlng the
Interval,

The fonet that in the engrossing core-
mony of leave taking with Mrs, Brooks
averybody forgot to be polite enough
to sny good night to Bmith did not
ruflle his equanimity in the least.

lenst?” she nsked, with
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Glasses
Fitted

0. G. WEAVER,

GRADUATE OPTICIAN,

11273 Main Street,

A, O. BLAKE,
AUCTIONEER.

You will make money
by having mie.

BELL PHONE (-U Bethany, Pa.
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Time Card In Effect Sept. 14th, 1909,

SCRANTON DIVISION

?"’! 1 2 [to
= b:‘é: Buat ; 2}

a 38 tatlons ] 3 3

5548 ala 2
Hir ul 14 i

| THIATN.Y., At Lyl Binl.
11 TOOAL., .  BOOKIN.....LLY) 41U, §
[11 j250 * . Hanvock.... **| 215/ 4
110 BH 1€ 45 ** . Blarlight.... *| 230 4
10 969 * Proston Park " | 845} 4
103419 ll1 “ o Winwood, ,, 4] 285 4
100819 05 Poyntalle.,. “| 3106| &
PANTIRL M .. Urson...... “lams
PABI11 84 ¢ Pleasant MU, | 340 &
9011 30 * . Uniondale,. “ | 843 &
9Bul11 20  orest City, * | 805 &
o8if1108 ** C'rb'ndale YA Y If4 04|18
Po411 04 Onrbondale. | 410 8
vie b | White Bridge ... .
B 8610 56 MayOeld Yd. “| 418 8
BdBi0 48 * L Jermyn.... M ET N ]
B4310 4% ¢ _ Archibald,, “ | 4 ]
‘wmu “ ... Winton,.. | 4 [}
19 “ Peokville. "] 484 8
o “ LOlyphmot.. Y| 4381 8
Aacio s~ . Dickson ... | ¢43( 8
85 wae THE e LTI
02K ™ | Provid L 144l 0
BAM0 19 * . Park Pince.. * | 48| 0
81500 I Ly, Beranton .. Ar] ¢ 55| ¢

A r M

AdGaTdonal leavo Carcondale for M
fladd Yard at 6,80 &. m. duily, and 530 pm
., Additienal
far Car 6858 dally and b
oopt Bunday.

J. 0. Anvuraon, 4. K Weran,
Traiito

M s Trevaling Agans,

ﬂlu':..‘:lin York, Boranton, Pa.
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