A LOVE SONG.
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The song the rnhln ulnkl in May,
It 18 the one I sing; :

He has the same sweet words to sap
Across the flelds of spring. &

Amid the green leaves on the tree,
Hark to his lyric line;

A burst of love and melody—
Bweetheart, be mine!

The south wind's message to the rose
In music soft and clear,

It is the same a8 mine which goes
To hey whom love holds dear

He sings the crimson to her checks;
She trembles on the vine

With joy at every word he speaks;
Sweetheart, be mine!

Bo, like the south wind’s and the bird's,
Let my fate be at last;

Bince I have dared to steal their words
My lot with theirs 1 cast.

The rose and robin’s mate shall give
Their hearts to love—ang thine.

Bay the glad word and let me live;
Sweetheart, be m
—Frank D. Sherman in Harper's Bazar,
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THE FLEUR-DE-LIS

Was It Dream, Illusion or
» Mingling With the Dead?

BY S. L. BACON.
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I was a young man then, 24 years of
age. That is very young, is it not? And
1 had been at work ever since I was a
mere lad, for I had had my living to
make, and at the time of which I write
1 held a good position and had the re-
spect of my employers.

I bad been given just at this time a
hollday because of a generally wornout
condition of body and mind, having
been warned by my physician that un-
less 1 followed his prescription of ab-
solute rest and change I should suc-
cumb to a fever very prevalent then,
8o 1 crossed the channel and burled
myself in a little seaport village In
France. It was an ideal place in which
to rest and gather strength. The salt
alr blew refreshingly, and all night
long one could hear the sound of the
waves lashing up against the shore,

The only thing of interest in this
quiet little place was the story of the
wreck of the Fleur-de-lis and the fact
that a good part of the rulned vessel
still remalned imbedded in the Im-
mense banks of sand which cover the
coast of this region. My garrulous
landlord told me the story of the ship
while I discussed my rolls and coffee
the morning after my arrival. The big
three masted vessel had been caught in
a furious gale. It had been a storm
before which the fisher folk trembled
and which had since been a byword
among them.

It had occurred In December, more
than, three months before, and In the
fury of the hurricane and the black-
nesg of the night the ship had com-
pletely lost her bearings and, steered
at random, had struck a terrible reef
some distance out. The crew and the
three passengers she carried had made
for the boats, but before their escape
could be effected the sel was swung
ulmul and the boats dashed against the

. Of all on board only two were
saved, the first mate and the cook.
'U.u-sp rescued almost by a miracle,
could tell of that dreadful night,

Afterward the wind had driven the
yessel on whth its powerful lashings
and hurled it upon the shore. It was
tastened firmly by two projecting points
of rock and lay upon its slde, a mere
discolored carcass of what had been
the Fleur-de-lis.

I was sufficlently interested, espe-
clally as the sun_was warm and bright,
to follow my host's suggestion and
stroll off to view the wreck myself. I
took the direction he had polnted out
and after brisk walking found myself
nearing the coast. The flat yellow
sands stretched before me, and as 1
stepped upon their moist surface I felt
that the sea had been there not long
before. There was a fresh wind blow-
ing, and the strong, fragrant salt alr
seemed to bring returning strength
with It. I walked faster. 1 felt a
sense of exultant life.

Finally I came upon what had look-
ed in the distance like a black rock.
It was the ruins of the vessel. But it
was not entirely destroyed. After
climbing over the lower side I could
see Into the hold, which was filled
with debris. I marveled as the rotten
planks creaked under me that the ship
should have remalned here so long. I
even suspected some of the keener
spirits of the town of making her fast,
that their object of Interest and curi-
osity might not be lost.

I stood upon the deck of the strand-
ed vessel and looked about me with de-
light and admiration. From necessity
1 was with the large manufacturing
firm of Davenport & Co., but by nature
I was an artist. With the love of art
strong within me I had all my life
been obliged to crush it down until I
had the means to justify my ambition
and cultivate what I felt sure was my
gift. Only recently had I been able
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to begin study, and strong encourage- |

ment had been given me, Now I seat-
ed myself amid the rulns, with my
back to the shore, drew out my sketch-
book and lost myself In my beloved
work.

I worked steadily, for there were
several fantastic points to make, and
along the coast, which stretched to the

right of me, there were many beautiful |

views to be sketched.
strong, and the long walk had tired
me. Moreover, the strong salt breeze
carried a soothing potion upon its
breath. The low surge of the waves
was like a cradle song. My pencil slid
from my inanimate fingers, my head
dropped to one side, and my eyes clos-
ed. I slept.

I awoke suddenly. It was the sensa-
tion of cold, of a chill, which awaken-
ed me. How long had I slept? The sky
bad changed;
heard the cry of a gull flying inland. I
rubbed my eyes. \Where was 1?7 Was
this the Fleur de- lls? 1 lonkcd agnln.

But I was not

it was dark, lowering. I |

feet and cried
ship was mov-

Then I sprang to my
aloud in horror, for the
ing.

The sands of the fast receding beach
were enveloped and concealed by the
water. The tide was up, and the ves-
sel, the vessel upon which I stood, was
detached from its hold and headed out
to sea!

I eried aloud. I shrieked. I thought I
must jump into the water. Finally I
felt the hopelessness of my situation
and resigned myself to despalr.
strong wind had sprung up, almost a
squall, and it drove the ship on faster.
The shores faded, about me was the
measureless sea. Night came on. I was
faint and worn with hunger, and I

crawled down into the hold and wished |

for death to come to my release.

Suddenly as 1 lay there I heard a
faint sound. It was not like any nolse
I had ever heard, and yet it was
strangely familiar to me. I strained
my ears; while I listened there passed
me suddenly a gleam of light. It was
surely some one carrying a lantern.
Some one. Who?

I started up. Cold perspiration was
upon me. The next Instant I knew and
recognized the sounds I had heard. It
was the moving of the machinery of a
vessel, but dim and far away, lke the
suggestion rather than the actual
thing. I rose and with the sense of re-
turning strength all fear left me. I
climbed upon deck. The masts were
there as they had been when the
Fleur-de-1is was happlly sailing home-
ward. The sallors were at their post.
The captain, a tall, slender man, stood
with his glass to his eyes. But about
them all was an alr of vague strange-
ness. A deep melancholy, mingled with
an unearthly quiet, pervaded them.
Thelr movements were felt rather
than heard.

As I stood looking without fear up-
on the marvelous scene my attention
was arrested by the figure of a young
girl. She stood with her profile to-
ward me, the wind stirred the little
curls of her light hair, with a faint,
transparent hint of color in it, as Is
sometimes seen upon the heart of a
cloud. She had a blue scarf twisted
about her throat, which she held In
place with the delicate fingers of one
hand. On one of them there glistened
a ruby of great size and brilllancy.

She turned her face slowly as 1
looked and smiled a faint, unmirthful
smile. I approached her and lifted my
hat.

“Will you tell me,” 1 sald, my eyes
meanwhile feasting upon her beauty,
“what ship this is and where it is go-
ing?"

She looked at me half sadly, I
thought, and answered In a low, vi-
brant tone:

“It is the Fleur-de-lis, but it Is dead,
you know., We are all dead, and we
are salling through eternity. You are a
stranger. 1 am glad to see you. We
have been alone so long.”

The volce of this young girl thrilled
me as nothing had ever done before.
My heart beat fast. I looked Into her
blue eyes, with their changing lights,
and the past and future faded. I cared
only for the present.

“Are you alone?’ 1 ventured. I
could scarcely restrain myself from
putting my hand on her delicate wrist,
from caressing her soft hair.

“No,” she replied; “I have my mald
and Mme. d'Estell with me.”

“You are French, then?”

“Yes, but I was at school in Eng-
land.” An absent look came into her
eyes. “That was long, long ago. I
must go now and help madame with
dinner. We take the cook’s place. He
was lost, you know."”

She smiled sadly and left me.

A repast was presently served In the
long saloon, but all hunger seemed to
have left me, nor did I see any of the
others partake of anything set before
them. Afterward I walked on deck
with the girl. We paused, looking at
the horn shaped moon together. 1 felt
the blown strands of her hair upon my
face.

“Will you tell me your name?’ I
whispered to her.

She turned her face to me serenely.

“I have forgotten,” she sald simply.

The answer did not surprise me, for
to me the past was a blank.

“Then I shall call you Psyche,” I
sald.

“Very well,” she replied, and we be-
gan to walk again.

Thus days went by, or at least some
form of time, just what I could not
tell. I was like one Intoxicated with
a joyous wine. 1 thought and cared
only for the beautiful French girl. Her
seductive beauty enchanted me; her
proximity thrilled me with intense de-
light.

The vessel salled onward, but never
sighted land. Before us stretched al-
ways the boundless water, now taking
strange and varled hues, now bubbling
and whirling around us, now sinking
Into a glassy calm,

One day as I sat with Psyche, as it
pleased my fancy to call her, watching
her as she looked out upon the sea, I
felt a sudden wild longing to paint her
face. A sense of joy and delight sprang
up within me. Tremblingly 1 asked
her If 1 might attempt her portrait.
She, with her ineffably sad smile,
agreed at once.

With a touch that I should have em-
ployed In handling the silk of thistle
down I turned her head to the desired
pose, adjusted the silky tendrils of her
hair and began. My heart thrilled with
a wild rapture as the picture grew un-
der my hand, I designed it to be very
small, scarcely more than a miniature,
and after sketching her head in several
different positions T chose the most
suitable, If, indeed, there could be any
choice. The charm of my existence
cannot be described. 1 felt that for
the first time in all my life I lived. As
the dellcate colors blended together
and with unerring touch portrayed the
perfect face before me my happiness
knew no bounds.

At length the picture was completed.
\s 1 put (he I.Lulsluuf, touuhel upon It

Asl

 trip Into Switzerland,

she rose and came to me, leaning over
my shoulder to look at it.

At that moment a crash of thunder
sounded, and a brilliant flash of light-
ning illuminated the ship. I looked up.
The sky had grown black as night.
The sea, with its inky waves, seemed
to bound toward us, It his:
the sing of the wind. The vess
ed from side to side, and the water
splashed upon the deck. 1 sprang to
my feet and, thrusting the picture into
my bosom, seized my companion's
hand.

Another and still another clap pealed
through the air. In a few moments
we were almost in complete darkness
save when the lightning shot in flash-
Ing lines across the sky. The fury of
the storm was Indescribable. The
wind seemed to have gone mad. Salt
spray dashed on my face, cutting like
a knife. In the darkness I turned and
threw my arms about the girl. As my

| lips sought hers there came suddenly

a cry—a cry that rushed upon me like
a resurrection. I felt my companion
slip from my arms. By a vivid flash of
lightning I caught a glimpse of her
face. It was like a shadow, but wear-
ing still that sad smile upon the lips.

The next instant a light flashed be-
fore my eyes. The storm had abated,
had ceased. All was calm. Beside me
stood a tall man in uniform. His ap-
pearance seemed strange to me, He
suggested that which I had forgotten.
He had his arm thrown about me, and
he seemed to be supporting me.

“Feel better now?’ He spoke In a
loud, gruff voice, and it was to me like
the memory of a dream.

He held something to my lips. It
was like liquid fire. I ;’qwd and
turned from him.

“Psyche!” I eried.

The ship, the crew, my beloved, all
were gone. 1 stood alone upon the
ruins of the Fleur-de-lis. The sea
was calm and placid, the gky blue. The
rotten planks were beneath my feet.

“C'ome, hur said my companion.
“This won't last much long And
he dragged me to the side of the ves-
sel, where there was a boat. Just |
yond I saw the masts of an English
frigate. I felt myself being transport-
ed to the boat, and, though I shrieked
and struggled, begging that those I
had been with on the Fleur-de-lis
might be saved or at least that I
might remain there also, it was of no
avall.

“He is raving,
mutter.,
ty, not unusual in such cases.

I thought of Psyche, of my love, and
with the despair of the thought I
swooned away.

I remained unconscious, ill, for many
days, and when 1 was myself again
we were nearing the shores of Eng-
land. As I tottered weak
deck and, wrapped In a h y cloak
reclined In my easy chair I suddenly
bethought me of my portrait. I put
my hand in my bosom. There, close to
my heart, I felt it. Tremblingly I
drew it forth. I gazed with a sense of
Joy and relief upon it. Just as it had
been completed it was now—the beau-
tiful, perfect featur the
turn of the head, the sweet,
choly smile.

I pressed It to my lips In a delirium
of joy. I spent myself upon it. At
least I had this tangible proof of the
past. It was more than I had dreamed
possible, a treasure. For when I re-
lated my experience to those on board
I saw from their incredulous faces
that they regarded my words but as
the incoherent wanderings of a dis-
traught brain.

The captain told me that he had es-
pled a floating wreeck, that with his
glass it had appeared to him that some
one was signaling, and he had sent to
investigate. This story, and not mine,
was everywhere received among my
friends, and as I noted their pitying
glances when I eagerly related my nar-
rative, I ceased finally to make any
mention of it.

But in the solitude of my chamber I
kisse 1 face which 1 ried
against my art and heaped every
dear and endearing name upon it. 1
had a case of chased gold made and
fitted the picture to it. A fine, almost
invisible gold thread was fastened to
this, and It never left my person. As

I heard the officer

melan-

| frained, I |
looked at it at night it seemed less
I wondered if my ca- |

I passed her I was obliged to steady
myself by the railing. Her face was
fdentically the same as the one I felt
against my fast beating heart. She
looked at me. curiously and with sym-
pathy, and the pallor of my face might
well have startled her.

I sought M. Lanze, the maltre d’hotel,
and begged to be introduced. He hesl
tated, but my earnestness Increased,
and finally he presented me to the
young girl. Her name was Marie
Ramee, and she was traveling with her
invalid mother. She had but just left
school.

“You remind me of a dear friend,” 1
said to her In explanation of my pre-
sumption.
my lips.

\\ hen night eame, I took out the por-

I looked eagerly upon the face.

15 indeed a perfect likeness of this

French girl, But as I looked it seemed

to grow less distinet, or were my eyes

tired? I replaced it without kissing the
lips as I usually did.

Marie and I were much together.
walked or sat on the bro
ing out on the beauties
lon

We
id pinzza look-
around us. I
xd to show her the picture, but re-
knew not why. When 1

fresh, less clear.

| re s had injured it, -

| My

| lost on that ves

| nothing

“The strain has caused insani- |
| the

| when I looked at her she wa

upon the |

and

exquisite |

often as [ gazed upon the sweet face |

which looked back at me I longed with
an Intense longing for the orig! , My
heart cried out for my lost one.

will- |

ingly would I have spent all my days |

upon that ghastly wreck to have pos-
sessed the joy of her presence.

I mingled but little in society, for it
held no attraction for me. I was con-
sidered a woman hater and looked
upon with curiosity. But I was pr
perous in my business. Fortune smiled
upon me. I made rapid strides and all
that 1 touched seemed to yield ten-
fold. But whatever art I had in paint-
ing was lost, gone from me forever.
Vainly I strove to restore my talent. 1
could accomplish nothing. Since the
painting of that one perfect picture all
else was of no avail. Finally I aban-
doned the effort in despair.

8o time passed. Years came and
went. I watched the gray hairs come
about my temples, and in my unevent-
ful life counted time “by the figures on
a dial”

Eighteen years went by.
summer of 1889, We all remember the
great heat of that year. I took a little
to Interlaken.
The first evening T was there, after
dinner, I stepped out on the plazza of
the hotel with my cigar. I raised my
eyes from lighting it. I saw standing
at the other side of the balcony the
figure of a young girl.
was toward me as she gazed out at
the beautiful view. Her light hair was
uncovered, and she hatl a blue searf
twisted about her throat. As I looked
she raised one hand to draw It more
closely, and I caught the flash of a
deep red stone upon her finger.

My heart seemed to stand still
Throwing away my eigar and shaking
as with an ague, I approached her, As

There came at last a day when I felt |

LArges

the Fleur-de-lis— |

that Marie loved me. 1 divined that
precions gift was mine and for me
vas reserved God's greatest blessing.
lu-m.rhnu thuu"h I felt that the treas-
v idy within my reach,
d for her love. My arms encircled
. her warm lips met mine. Then I
told her the story of
a story I had vowed neve
Her eyes widened,
a white flower.
Pleur-de-li she exclaimed.
it is not possible, dear one!
mother's only my young
a beautiful girl, ely 18, was
sel.
returning from Eng-

r to relate
her face

named. She wa

land \\nh a companion and maid. They |

Her blue ¢
see it

yes filled with
is lml possible,
" T exclaimed, “and 1 have
her portrait. I painted it, and T will
show it to you now.” 1 put my hand
in my bosom and drew out the case.
With trembling fingers I opened it.
Vaguely 1 gazed it. There was
there; the face had faded ut-
terly!

While T looked, horror stricken, upon
empty case there was breathed
close to my ear a faint sigh. Twice It

ne almost imperceptibly, then it
It was not my companion, for
smiling.

ceased,
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DeWitt's  Little
dainty livtle pills,
cleanse the liver,
invigorate
City drug store.

Early Risers are
but they never fail to
remove obstructions
the system. Grover's

Both Sorts,

Flo—These box parties are nothing
but gab and chatter and all that.

Joe—You're right there, Take that
fellow Fitzcorbett, for instance.—Phil-
adelphia P

Correcting a Misapprehension.

Anxious Reader—No, you lose your
bet. The late Max Muller was not re-
lated to Maud.—Cleveland Plain Deal-
er,

A Parvenn.

3? 4l

“Yes, he wears good eclo’es now an
smokes fine cigars, but 1 knew him
when he wuz glad ter share my bread
an ’'lasse New York World.

The most effective little liver pills
made are DeWitt’s Little Early Risers,
They never gripe. Grover's City drug
store.

01d newspapers for sale,

Kodol

Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what you eat.

Itartificially digests the food and aids
Nature in strengthening and recons
structing the exhausted digestive or
gans. 1t isthe latestdiscovereddigest-
ant and tonic. No other preparation
can approach 1t in efficiency. It in-
stantly relievesand permanently cures
Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Heartburn,
Flatulence, Sour Stomach, Nausea,
Sick Headache, Gastralgia,Crampsand
allother results of imperfect, digestion.

Price50c. and $1. Largosizocontains 23 times
smallsize. Book all about dyspepsia muiledfree

| Prepared by E. C. DeWITT & COr Sb'cago.

It was the |

Her profile only |

Girover’s City Drug Store.

AMANDUS OSWALD,

dealer in

Dry Goods, Groceries
and Provisions.

FRESH ROLL BUTTER AND EGGS.

A c»lebmwd brand of XX flour
'ways in stock.

Latest Hats and Caps.

All kinds of houschold utensils,

| N.W. Cor, Uentre and Front Sts., Freeland.

Read - the - Tribune.

Boots

The words quivered upon

It is for her I am |

Rubber

.

and Shoes.

Goods.

All Styles, Onalities and Prices.

Laiest Desions,

IekS,

Lowest Prices.

McMenamin’s

Gents’ Furnishing, Hat and Shoe Store,

86 South Centre Street.

ale Normal el

of this popular ir
o teachers opens J

18 locate ll |n the m
part of the state, within the great summer
|nu of the state, on the main line of
« Rallroad

Ilml ‘tueilitie

fusic, Elocutionary,
‘o Preparatory,

wing' und Modeling
i pupils cous

hm\l(nl\l. \ 13

free; pure

mountain wat d through-
GOOD JOGNIZEL
URE.

We are the only normul school that paid the
state aid in full to all its pupils this spring
ter

\Vvlll‘ for a eatulogue and full Illfulumhlm
while this advertisement i8 before you. We
have ~m|n:~ll|um of interest for you.

P. BIBLE, A, M.,

(.l«:u Principal.

A Girl's Experience.,

My daughter's nerves were terribly out of
order, She was thin and weak; the least noise
startled her, and &he was wakeful at night.
Before she had taken one package of Celery
King the change in her was so
could hardly be taken for the same girl. She
i8 ra lkilr L,l"()\\lll[{ \!(\ll and strong, her com-
plexion is nd she sleeps well ev
night.—Mrs, | coNutt, Brush Valley,

Celery l\lm( (~uren(‘nnsupu(| n, and
Stomach, Liver and Kidney discases,

P. F. McNULTY,

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
AND EMBALMER.

Embalming of female corpses performed
exclusively by Mrs. P. F. MulJully.

PREPARED TO ATTEND CALLS
DAY OR NIGHT,

South Centre street, Freeland,

Condy 0. Boyle,

dealer in
LIQUOR, WINE, BEER, PORTER, ETC.

The finest brands of l)mnosllv and Imported
Whiskey on sale. Fresh pster and Shen-
andoah” Beer and Yuungllun‘v\ Porter on tap.

98 Centre street.
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RAILROAD TIMETABLES

EHIGH VALLEY RAILROAD,
November 25, 1900,
ARRANGEMENT OF PASSENGER TRAINS.
LEAVE FREKLAND,

6 12 a m for Weatherly, Mauch Chunk,
Allentown, bBethiehem, Euston, Philu-
delphin und New Yor

7 40 u w tor Sandy Ku White Haven,
Wilkes-Barre, Fittston and Scrunton,

8 18 a wm tor Huzleton, Mubunoy City,
Shenandoab, Ashiund, Weatherly,

Mauuch Chunk, Allentown, Bethle hu

Buswon, Philudelphin and New York.

w i fur Huzleton, Mubunoy City nln n-

andoub, wt. Curmel, Shamokin and

Pousville,

12 14 p m tor Sandy Run, White Huven,
Wilkes-Burre, deranton aud all points

ost,
p m for Weatherly, Mauch Chunk, Al-
lentown, Bethiehem, Baston, Philadel-
phiwand New Yor
v for Huzieton, Mubanoy City, Shen-
andouh, Mt Carcl, dhamoKin and
Pousville, Weutherly, Muuch Chunk,
Allentown, Bethlehem, Eusion, Phiins
de ||:hm nud :\Lv«

v 30

{ m for l(lul. White Huven,
\ uku umnu. Seranton ana all points
|v m for Huzleton, Mahanoy City, Shen-
wudosh, Mt. Carinel wnd Shumokin,
ARRIVE AT FREELAND,

7 40 a m from Weatherly, Pottsville, Ash-
lund, Shenandouwn, Mubunoy City aud
Huzieton,

17 ww trom Philadelphia, Euston, Bethle.
bemw, Allentown, Muuch Chunk, Weat
ul_,, Huz i, Muhauoy City, Shenun-
douh, At Carmel and Shumoki

9 30a m {rom Scrantou, Wilkes-lurre and
White Haven,

214 p m from Pottsville, Shumokin, Mt.
Curwel, Sheuwndoub,  Mahunoy City
and Huzleton,

112 p o “'L's'" l?‘ w York, Philudelphia,
Euston, Bethlebem, Alicntown
Chunk and Weatherl 1

442 b from Scranton, Wilkes-Barre and
White

6 84 p m from New York, I'hl]mh~lphh\.

uston, Bethlehe m, Au. ntown, Fotts:

ville, Shamokin, Mt. Shenun-
donh, Mubunoy City ulul iy 2ot ton.

7 29 ‘n w frowm scranton, Wilkes-Barre and

White Haven,

Arur further intormation inquire of Ticket

Bor

WOLLIN Il Wll nUR, (n-mrnl‘uul»l 'rintendent,

rilandt stroe ulkL!

CHAS. 8. e rul Py u«ullum \u

ndu Street, Aew §o;

ST, KEITH, Division Supeninte mh-m'k e

luzleton, Pa,

"JT"HE DELAWARE, SUSQUEHANNA AND
BCHUYLKILL RAILROAD,
> table in effect April 18, 1897,
e brifton tor Jeado, l-.t.hh_y. Ha:
Beaver Meadow Koud, u«f.]n‘n
leton Jum.lmn at .nu)nlu duily
d 7 3 p m, Sunds, Y.
d Htton for Hurwood, Cranbe
d Deringer ut b 3, 6 50
excopx Sunday; and 0 a m, 238 |l: :ﬁ. db‘:z‘u-

cains leave Drifton for Oneida
llnlv\(m(l LKoad, Bumboldt Roud,
sheppton at 6 00w m, dully eXoont Seod
(luj nan . 1) n‘m, 2 35 p m, Sunday.
Try eave hulrluudum.llnu 10 r H
;“ru‘;l‘ln-xr) Tombicken and Deringer ;{::;(‘n,d'
Xce
:-umhu) ©xcept Sunday; and 555 am, 422 p m,
Trains leave Hazleton Junction fe
r Onel
Junction, Harwood l(und Ilumlu‘lhtol?nl;:gl.
:l)ul\l.ldu und Shepptou at 6 52, % 11108 m, 4 4l P 1,
aily except S| i
‘\'I"‘hl PL Sunday; nnd ToT a m, 311 pm,
Trains leave Deringer for Tomhick n,
:‘rtu‘r:}; lﬁh::'wnml dH IllL eton Junction and ("(r;:l"l;
p m, daily except Sun §
n%l. 507 p m, Sunday. % iy
I&Ins leave sheppron for Oneida, B
Roud, Harwood Road. Oneida Junction. Hgrt
:ulln.lu(;)ulluu and Koun ut 711 am, 1240, 5o
aily except Sunda " 344
b m b’uu(lu)' y;and 811 m, 34
Trains leave Sheppton for Bea
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