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PART L

“Hallo, Jack. Look live there.
manager wants yo.'

“Bother the manager,”! was the
prompt reply, given in no very amiable
tone, 1 was Jack. Tom, our néw store
keeper, owned the stentorian volca
which had fust summoned me; and the
fact that 1 was at the moment gented
In our hut, trying to drink a pannikin
of rather hot tea for bremkfast, vx-
plaing the tone of Thy renly,

Btation managers, however, nre nec-
essury evils ig Australie, and as long
as you are on a statlon It Is quite as
well to keep In with them as not, =o 1
finished my tea and walked across to
the store, some Afly yards away.

“That you, Jack?' The volce came
from the end of the satlon storehouss
that was divided off for an office, and It
wns that of Macalllster, the manager,

“Yewu, sir; d1d you want me?"’

"Yosu, Come here, youngster,
apened the door and found the manager
gtanding beslde the onen #afe with &
small lsather bag in his hand.

“Look here, Jack,” he said, “this has
got to go to Marooma to-day, and since
Bob has gone and twisted his bhlasted
ankle, you're the only hand I've got
that I rcan trust to take It, so you'll
have to go. You've been to Maroona,
haven't you?"

“Yes, sir. I know the rond all right
enough, but 1 don’t think I could get
there In one day."

“No. But you can get to ‘Hulchen's'
to-night, and you'll be there hefore two
o'clock to-morrow. I daresay the hands
will have done shearing by that time,
and they'll be wanting to move on.”

Y1 money, Is it 1 sald, looking a
little doubtfully at the bag.

“Money? 1 should rather say it was
—twelve hundred and fifty pounds in
nntes and gold, and twenty In sllver,
Lthat's all, g0 you'll have to look out you
don't lose IL."

I looked at it doubtfully. “Hadn't
T better take a revolver?” 1 asketd.

The mannger laughed., A revolver,™
he repeated, “bless your henrt, young-
ster, that sort of thing's plaved out
years ago. Do you fancy you're back
in the old bushranging times? No,
Take a good horse—hitch this on to
your belt underneath your coat, and
Yll warrant you safe enough from all
the bushrangers you'll meet between
here and Maroona.'

“All right, sir" 1 sald, unfastening
my belt and slipping it through the
loop on the bag, which was seuled up,

“Let me see,” he sald, “what horse
are you riding now?"

“Firefly, this last fortnight, but his
off foot's a bit tender.”

“All right, then, take Cossack: he's
fAoing nothing, and if he's a bit lively,
all the better—ninety-five miles’ll take
that out of him. Now, voungster," ha
nidded, “you be off, and mind yourself,
I'll look for you back on Saturday.”

As 1 stepped out of the office I felt
Just a lttle proud. Only eight months
on the station, and trusted with a job
ke this. There was nothing, of course,
in riding to Maroona; anybody but a
very now hand could do that; but there
wae a good deal In being trusted with
nearly thirteen hundred pounds for the
sheaters’ wages, Cossack was in the
stable, and in five minutes T had sad-
died him and started across country at
A amart canter, It was early spring—
the onhly season when Australia is to
be seen at her best. The rains had beerr
plentiful, and now the weather had set
in warm. The country, as far as the
eye could reéach, was green—the strange
metallle bronze green of the native
grass—and it stretched before me to
the far horizon line in long, softly-tint-
el billowe, sleeping under the hage of
the golden sunshine. 1 kept the track,
for on both sides the grass rose tall
and rank, as high as my horse's girth.
ite heavy drooping masses lghted here
and there at the edges by hright
splashes of color where gorgeous wild-
flowers peeped through the tangle and
gwayed gently in the morning hivezes,

The alr was full of the life of the
epring. Myrlads of Insccts fllled the
atmosphere with thelr musical hum oy
whirred past me In their
Night. Even the dim recesses of the
forast, through a pateh of which I had
to pass, were cheerful for onee with the
chatter of parrots and the loud, ex-
ultant sereams of golden-crestoed cocli-
atoos. Cossack had been lively ond
At firet, as the manager had expe
but when he saw that resl business
was meant he gettled down to the long
gstretebing canter with whieh the Aus-
tralian horse will cover seven miles
hour through the brolling heat of
long summer's day

Hour after hour he Kebpt It up with
the steady endurance of hisa race,
ride was a lonely one, bul elght months
of station lHfe had made solltude s«
to me like a second nature, 1 couldn't
miss my way, for 1 was steering for an
outlying spur of the Australian Alps
which now rose rugged and gray before
me. 1 knew 1 had o round the end of
the spur Just where the Clnna-gulla
ereek comes out Into the open., and 1
should b within about twenty miles of
Hutchons' accommodation house on the
dividing runge, where I was to put up
for the night, On, and on—over the
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tonig, rolling waves of the plain, with
now and then a glimpss of a tall gray
kankngroo that bounded off to right or
left through the waving grass, or a
little furry bandicoot that would scud
with a quuek rush, half jump and half
run, Into the Impencirable shelter of
the il herbage,

Twice I had stopped at the streams
we had crossed to give Cossack a drink
and once to give him a feed from the
norebag 1T earried at the pommel of the
sanddle, and now asz the sun was wester.
Ing and beginning to throw long shad-
ows from the range across the plain 1

reached at lust the end of the spur for |

which 1 had been steering so long, The
sharp tinkling gush of the stream made

Cogsack prick forward his emrs as we |

descended the slope into the broad bot-
tom, where the Cinna-gulln crecik
dashed nver ite Aashing bed of pollshed
white pehbles,

The long shadow of the range had
fallen dark and sllent over the phain
and the light was dying very low in
the western rky before I rode up to
Huatchen's:
recommend it to the fastidious, but a
year In Australian had effectually re-
moved me out of that class, and 1 was
well pleared to let the stableman tnke
clarge of Cossack while 1 walked into
the rough and ready common room of
“The Divide." Supper—the rough but
plentiful Australlun bush supper—with
ite invariable mutton and its inevitabla
damper-bread and tea, und after sit-
ting sleepily for half an hour in the
place where 1 had supped 1 was giad to
he shown the way to & rough bed in a
gtil rougher bedroom where 1 could
rest after my sixty-mile ride.

I avwoke with the Mazing morning
sun full in my face, and knew that I
bad overslept myself, To spring out of

e ———

came bmek to me. I st up and looked
stupldly around; no, It wasn't a drasam,
There within half a dosen yards of me
Iay Copsaok on his side In the very mid-
dle of the road—dead, evidently desd.
A big, powerful man mood at my side
unrcrewing the top of o pocket Mask
and looking at me with ingquiring eyes
A few yards away there stoo] a shock-
headed black holding a big, brown
horse.

“Here, young fellow, have a drop of
thin,” the man sid. 1 glanced at him
an 1 obeyed, and noticed that he was
dressed In the qulet wniform of Lthe
mounted pollos,

“What,” 1 sald, stupldly. "Where's
the man that shot my horss?"

He looked ut Costack as he lay on the
track, and then back at me, ‘;Sloped,
1 should say,"” he replied dryly. “What
did he take of yours with him?*"

Ag he spoke my hand went Instinc.
tively to the place where my belt had
been—it was gone, 1 sprang to my feet
with a ery, “He's got the bag,” I shout-
ed. “"He's robbed me of the wages
thirteen hundred pounds,

“Oh” he sald, “that's it, is it?"" Then
he turned to the black.

“Here you, Jacky, iake a horse—mnke
A look you. Burrm horse gone,”

Jacky leaped like a ont upon the horse
he was holding, and disappeared down

| the track,

The constable pulled out his watch,

| “You left Hutehen's about seven, didn't

The place hadn't much to |

hod and complete my simple tollet was |
the work of but  minute or two, and |

in a quarter of
lovwed a hasty breakfast
agnin on my journey, The morning
wns  beautiful, and Cossack, who
scemed ag fresh as when we had starvt-
ed for our ride of yesterday, appeared
to enjoy it as much as 1 did myself,
The way to¢ Marcona lay for the first
twelve miles or =0 along the foot of the
range, and here the bush ran out into
the plain In long tongues through
which a rough road had been cut, broad
cnough for twe carts to pass one an-
other, T wantged to get to the stagion
by twelve o'clock If possible, and It was
now after seven, so that a steady seven
miles an hour would just about do it in
the time. There was no need to push
Corssack. He wos golng nt his own
favorite pace and scemed to enjoy it
He evidently liked the cool shade of
the forest, with its long arcades of
shadow, Necked and splaghed with gol-
den bars and spots of sunshine, and 1
fully sympathized with him. The wooll
was full of life; parrots chattered and
called In harsh conversational tones
from tree to tree; cockatoos scolded
and gvwore in the leafy researches where
the flash of thelr white and golden
plumnge combined with thelr volecs to
hetrny them; bandicoots scuttled
neross the track with a shy, quick, mo-
tlon; an occagional greeen or hrown Hz-
ard darted up a tree, its bright eve
turned Inquiringly on the intruders;
and now and then a striped or spotted
snake would glide with a swift sinnous
motion that taxed the eye to follow It
Into the dimmer ghndows of the forest,
Now we were drawing closer to the
range, for I could hear the gush and
murmur of the stream that ran along
Itg foot on my left hand, and 1 knew
that 1 #hould soon have passed the for-
est rond and have to strike across the
open plain in the full blaze of the morn-
ing sunshine, At that moment my ear
caught new sound which belonged
nelither to the forest nor the stream. It
was dull, and sounded distant at first,
but it wag the tramp of horses’ hoofs,
and It vame from behind. There was
nothing much in that, and yet I felt my
hand eteal involuntarlly to my belt
where the bag of money hung concealed
under my coat, The horse was travel-
Ing faster than mine, for the sounds
grew louder every minute, and I turned
half round in my saddle to see what my
new companion might be like He
wasn't following the roud, but riding &
itle way within the edge of the forest
my right. 1 could just makes out

had =wal-
and started

un hour 1

on

he wae coming with the long swinging
pallop of the old bush stager through
i irses, I was wondeving whother 1
witer pull up or Ltake no notice til

rame mlongeide, when suddenly he

ol me In a deep, strong volos

Hallo, young fellow!"” he shouted
“Hold hard there!” The volee -
mpary, and there was a hardly con-
cealed threst In the tone. What was
th Conld he be bushranger?
Then Macallister's words came back (o
ma! “Bless your hoeart, youngster, that
sort of thing's played out years ago
No, It couldn't e a bushranger. Ques-
tlen and passed through my
mind ut lightning speed, but 1 nelther
replied to the hall, nor checked the
sl of Cossnck's vanter. In another
second the summoens came again, and
this time in louder and if possible a
harsher tone than before: *““Hold hard,
I say, youngster!" The tone decided
m,

“ANnd wiu

ghouted, ux= 1

maun ! i

answer

L

Lthe mischlel are you?" 1

touched Cossack's tlank
with the spur, a hint which he Instantly
acknowledged by breaking Into n gal-
lop. Cossack's gallop was well known
In.ll'.'- district, and 1 had litle fear of
the tal bay overtuking high, Perhaps
my pursuor was of the same opinlon,
for inmnother balf minote |
Aorce oth that came
waod; then there caime o sudden sharp
report of pisiol, which reached my
cara Just as Cossmack made a wild, head
long plunge, throwing mo
from a &ling. 1 heard the report, 1
felt myself hurled through the nir: I
struck against something—and  that
was all,

heard a
volling out of the

a

ke a stone

PART 11,

“Hallo.” 1t was the first sound that
reached my war. I opened my eyves and
Saw a man's foce bending over e,
“Hallo," I amswored, as 1 struggled to
rire, "Hold hard, youngsier,” eald the
mun.  They were the last words I had
heard, and like a Oash the whole thing

1

| that his horse was a tall bay, and that |

|

you. You'd be here about the half
hour., It's close on cight now. Well,
half an hour Isn't much of a start, after
all, How do you feel yourself, now,
young fellow?” he asked, suddenly;
“all right?*

I felt my arms and legs a little doubt-
fully, “Well, there's no hones broken,
I fancy, but I've felt better in my time.
1 must hanve come on my head, 1 think,
for it's precious shaky, but I'm not
much the worse,"

He ran his eye quickly over me as 1
spoke, “Right yow are,” he sald. “You
come along with Jacky and me, and
we'll oo If we can't hear something of
this bag of yours. 1've a kind of notion
that I've got business with your feiend,
anyway. How the devil you could have
been fool enough to let him or anybody
else know about the bag, I can't think."”

1 didn’t let a soul know," 1 replied,
Indignantly. “Nobody knew about it
except Macalllster, the manager,” |
continued,in answer to hig toneand the
look of searching inquiry In his eyes
that were fixed on me as 1 spoke.

“Only the manager?'' he sald,

"Well,” T added, “come to think of |t,
It'a Just possible Tom might have
known, If he was listening, for he was
in the store at the time"”

“Tom., Who's Tom?" he asked.

“Tom's the accountent and store-
keeper at Bundalla. He was in the
store when the manager gave me the
hag in the office, and the office |s a part
of the store."

"Could he have seen, do you think?"

“Not he, but he might have heard
us talking—the partition’s only thin.
He might have heard Macallister tell
me not to take a revolver,” 1 added, a
senae of injury making me for the mao
ment inclined to throw the blame of
my disaster on Mucallister or anybody
else,

The gergeant whistled. "Oh," he sald,
“and how long have you known Tom?"

“It's only about three weeks since he
was taken on. He came up with a let-
ter from somebody in Sydney."

The sergeant whistled In a meditative
wny again, “Ahb, I shouldn't wonder.”
he =aid, “But Here's Jacky coming
back. Now we'll gee what chance there
is of tracking Tom."

Jacky rode up as he spoke, and
Jumped from the horse like & monkey,

“Well, Jacky, you make-a-find him™"*

“Finry? You betty, Jacky fnindy:
White fellow tupld fellow him.”

“All right,” exclalmed the sergeant,
turning to me. “Do you think you're
fit for & tramp that may be a longish
one?"

“What! To catch the scoundrel that
ghot Cossack? Hather!"

“Come on the line, then: we've no
time to Jose,"

The wergeant Insisted on my mount-
Ing his horse and we started, Jacky
trotting slowly along in front, his great
shaggy head bent forwards and moving
slowly from sifde to side as he went.
We proceeded for perhaps a quarter of
a mile along the bLush track till the
treds grew thinner and we found our-
selves In tho open. There was bush
again In front of us, perhaps half a
mile off, and on our left was thie chans
nel of the Clnna-gulla creek, winding
round the foot of the range, which
sloped gently upwards, its Llllows of
bronze-green forest glittering In the
morining sun, The grass grew thick on
the track and no trace of either horse
or man was vixible to civilized eyes,
but presently Jacky waved his hand
with a motion of supsrior knowledge,
and without looking behind hm turned
off at an angle towards the stream.
We followed Lim without question, and
in a few minutes we had reached the
~bank, The channel of the stream was
shallow aidd the bank low and covered
with a thick earpet of ferns and flow-
ers, and still there were
marks of a horse's hoof
Jacky stepped from the
large waterworn pebbles
the stream rushed and
ran with a sharp

vigible

BieT,
to the
which
gurgled as |t
tinkling music. A
few yards down the creek he crossed
and ascended the bank Into the eool
shawods of the trees beyond. There he
walted till we joined him,

“White follow make a walk here,'
e id, pointing to a faint
thie Jeaves and moss;
aother word
head bent
swinging

no
to b
bank
over

" he
mark among
then without an-
turned, and with his
started off a2t a long.
which It was no
matter to keep up with on tle rough,
sloping ground amongst the trees,

In this way we had traveled for per-
haps an hour, and in the meantime [
bad almost recovered from the effects
of my [fall The sergeant was not a
tulketive companion, and tlfe monoton-
ous arcndes of the gum forest were not
disturbed by conversation. Our gulde
had never once lifted hig eyes from the
ground since we started. At the same
long dog-like trot. his huge head bent
forward ot the same angle and his
¥lender arms hanging at his

he
low
Lot

ey

loosely

| sldes, he journeyed on,

| dently

Buddenly Jacky pulled up and wait-
ed till we remched him, He pointed to
+ faint trock lke a Lridle path that
crogeed our line of march and wound
away amongst. the trees to the rvight,
It was quite distingulshable, but ovi-
was but little used. “White
fellow go here?’ asked the sergeant,
peinting to the path; Jacky noddod.
The sergeant knit hi®g brows ag If in
thought, while Jacky stwod and léoked
at him exactly ae a dog might at his
master, "Well," he sald, at last, “we've
gol 1o chanee 1. There may be mora
of them, and again there mayn't—any-
how, we'll " He looked up at me
suddenly. “How do you seem to feel
now, yvoung fellow?™ he asked. “Fit to
walk for a bit, eh? T deciared that 1
wis all right, and the sergeant and 1
changed places. “"Here," he gald, pull-
Ing o revolver out of his belt and hand-
ing It to me, “you'd betler carry this
il we gee what's up.” He unslung the
short earbire be carried across his
shoulder as he spoke, “"Now, Jacky,"”
he continued, “you make a look white
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fellow—burm, burm.'” Jacky oponed
his mouth in o portentous grin, and
appeared (o ind keen enjoyment In &
soundiess langh entirely to himself, as
he turned and trotted along the bridie
track.

For three or four hundred yards the
whe the same digmal suceeasion of gray
trec trunks, the same scanty under-
growth of flowering heaths and ovea-
sional crimson warntuhs with no land-
mark whaiever but the faint bride path
that wound through it all Al
Jacky lifted his head and stopped, and
the sergeant pulled up his horse and
walted, Jacky threw back
hestd and sniffed the alr susplciously
through hig broad nostrils, ‘White
fellow burn smoke,” he sid: *“whte
fellow tupld fellow!™

“Right you are, Jackv,"” replied the
sergeant, grimly, as e wok a look at
the lock of s carbine. “Now, Juoky,
you make-a-walk asy-make-n-look
white fellow.,” Jacky nodded his hg
head, and went slowly forward along
the track. The sergeant and 1 fols
lowed.

It was farther off than T had
Heved it possible even Jacky's nostrils
could have scented smoke. At lnst,
however, the gray shndows of the for.
et were suddenly exchanged for o
blaze of sunlight, and wa found oure
sclven on the edge of a little natural
clearing It was perhaps o hundred
yarde acrss, and at the onposite slde
there rose n great shapeless mass of
blulsh gray stone, against the side of
which & rough bush hut had been bullt,
Cut of the roof a thin Laze of blue
smoke stole up the face of the rock,
and n horse stood tethered to & sapling
that grew at one side,

We stood looking at

e

it in stlence for

to me and snid In a low tone:
the hor=a, youngster? Dou
| nize Hhim?"

“1 couldn’t gay 1 wes sure of him,"” 1
I said, looking Ward at the horse, “Ho
looks about the smune color, but I
hadn't a chanee o him rightly
amopngit 1he trees before the ghol was
fired.”

“Well, never mind; I'll soon fetch the
man out.,” I thought he war going to
ride forwiard when the rough bark door
was opened and a4 woman came out,
She threw back the long black hndr
that hung round her face and cast a
quick, susplclous glance aver the place,
Hoer eve seemed to rest on our party in
a moment, for she gave a shrill seream
and turned as If to go in aguin, DBefore
she hnd taken n step, however, the door

“Is that

you recog-

B

man =tepped quickly out. He had o
sofl Celt hat drawn over his face, which
came that his facs almost
Invigible, 3¢t somehow the
reemed rot unfamillar to me. The
volee, at any rate, I recognized at once
as he shouted: "Hello! Wha: the devll
are vou after here?”

“Thint's him,"” I gasped, In answer to
the guick lcok the seovgeant turned on
me. “That s the beggar that shot Cos-
sack!"

The sergeant touchsd ths
the spur, as he exclabmed:
vou, my fine [¢llow,
come alopg!"

TO BE CONTINUED,.

20 luw WS

horse with
“Im after

o you'd better
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THEY WERE ALL THERE.

From the Cltrelnnat! Tribune.

The wild-eyed gentieman paused ahad
looked long and earnsstly at the little
wheel ventilator, which was whizzing
around in the window pane high over his
bhead,

“Can It be,” he asked, half aloud.

Placing one finger in his right ear,
cloged his eyes thoughtfully for p second,

"“No." ho sald, with a slgh of rolief, as
he moved on again; “it isn't one of mine,
lost from Ms place. They're all there

Unlike mos#t men, he could count
wheels,
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Pertinent Questions.

Why Wil

a Woman Throw Away Her Good
Looks and Comfort?

Why will’'a woman drag ont n
sickly, half-hearted existence
and miss three-quarters of the
joy of living, when she has
health almost within her grasp ?
1f she does not value her good
looks, does she not wvalue her
comfort ¥

Why, my sister, will you suf-
fer that dull paln in the small of

your back, thore bearing-down,
dragging sensations in the loins,
that terrible fullness in the lower
bowel, caused by constipation pro-
seeding from the womb lying over and
presaing on the rectum ? Do you know
that these are signs of displacement, and
that you will never be well while that
lasia ?
What & woman needs who is thus af-
feoted Is to strengthen the lignments so
they will keep her organs in place. There

is nothing better for this purpose than Lydis K. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-

pound.

The great volume of testimony which is eonstantly rolling in, proves

that the Compound is constantly euring thousands of just such eases,
The following letter from Mrs, Marlow is only one of many thonsands which
Mrs, Pinkham has received this year from these she has relieved—surely such

testimony is convinecing:
“My trouble ecommeneed after the

| know what was the matter with me.

a minute, and then the sérgeant turned |

cian and deseribed my symptoms, snd

of the womb,

He sent me some medicine, but it did little good.

birth of my last child, I did not
My husband went to our family physi-
he said T had displncement and falling
Iletit go

on about two years, and every time 1 did any hard work my womb would

come down.
Vegetable Compound, which Id
tinued to take it right along.

ecould not 1ift searcely any weight.

id.

| 1 am well of my womb trouble, and

| Afrs. Pinkbam's Vegetable Compound.™—Mga, L. MARLOW, Misford, Tl

lIHIRl] NATIO

figure |

Finally & lady friend advised me to try Lydia B, Pinkham's
‘ The first bottle helped me so much, I con-
My back was slmost the same a8 no baek. I
My life was justa drag to me.

To-day
have n good, strong back, thanks to
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Rogers’ Silver -Plated Ware,
Starling Silver Loops,

at the very lowest
possible prices at

213 Lackawanna Avenue,

The Public

Knows a Good Thing
When It Sees It. . ..

That is why the circulation of The

Tribune is constantly increasing, and

why we are able to state the following

facts:

FACT 1—The Tribune is delivered to more homes and business places

than any other Scranton

newspaper.

FACT 2—The Tribune is, withont doubt, the best advertising me-
dium in Northeastern Pennsylvania,

FACT 3—The Tribune prints more news and containg more exclusive
teatures than any of its competitors,

FACT 4—The Tribune consists of
upon which day a magni

10 pages daily, except Baturday,
ficent 16 page paper is issned,

FACT 5—The Tribune contains no boiler plate or ‘“patent’” matlter.
Lvery line is carefully selected and well edited.

FACT 6—The Tribune has, since its birth, constantly set the pace
in the journalistic race in this section and today has oui-

distanced all competitors,

iry to follow,

The Tribune leads, the others

FACT 7—The Tribune is the best newspaper in the state, outside of

Philadelphia and Pittaburg.

delivered every morning
and et the hest,

It costs but 50 cents a month,
before breaklast, Subseribe now

iql,

e —————————

Manufacturers of

30

421 Lnokeawanons Aven s,

T

The searet of saving lies in correat Buys
Itee more than tn anything alse., You will
find an opportunity to ctonomise hare
better than any other store In the elty,
A speclal sale of Ladles' Fine Sults now
Eolng on,

BTYLIBH CHASH BUITSE, fancy

stripes, well hung skirt, Reogu-
lar $6.80 for

" $2.98

FINR A COVERT TH
SUITA Ny fronts, blager nuEL[I-):tJ:

jm"kt:. :‘:lk " Nned : throughout;: mnews-
ert !
BT 1o v et crr e 4,98

l“ll!\'#i [m—:lt(lill-i 9:‘]"!‘!-!_ fiy I‘;nnlljmzknl. full
nffeta, il ined, perfeet
hung skirt. Good yalues alt lls'." 56'98
SBEPARATE DHESS BKIRTE—-Fine Mo-
halr Wkirts, new shape, full sl 98
width, percoaline lined, ¥ ones,, ]
ELEGANT BLACK CREPON SKIRTS,
’fnli at'tor;. l’m} Ia:rk dmrd‘ edge bind-
neg,; roaline | Ji T inter-
fas; persline Tned sad it 43, O8
A NEW LOT of fine 8ilk Walsts in china,
surah and Indla, In plalds, checks,
siripea, Hoihlll l“rld‘}nlklt‘t dot deslgna,
many new ideas and fashiona-
ble codorings. Your cholce at.. SI‘oa
A n;wﬂu\l lot nf!?nn H-’llh l"lnpr-n.
back., Never sold for less than
$4.00, to go nt pai Tl besilie 51'98
A Hitle Jlot of Covert Cloth
Capes, Empire back, 8ale prica 656

No Charge for Alterations.

LL WOOL

Emplre

(L. WEINGART, PROP'R

The MOsf |
Delightful

SPRINGC
TRIPS

are those by the handsome large steams
ships of the

OLD DOMINION LINE

sailing every weerk day from New
York to OLD POINT COMFORT, VIR«
GINIA BEACH AND RICHMOND, VA,

Round trip tickels, covering =a
health-giving sea voyage of 700 miles,
with meals and stateroom accommos
dations enroute, for $13, $13.50 and
$14,00.

SEND FOR PARTICULARS,

OLD DOMINION STEAMSHIP CO.,

Pler 26, North River, New York
W, L. GUILLAUDEU, Vice-Pres. & Traftic Mgr

————

ELECTRICAL MACHINERY
REPAIRED BY
SKILLED WORKMEN,
THE
LACKAWANNA LUBRICATING CO,
1212 CAPOUSE AVE,

SCRANTON.

HOTELS.

THE MURRAY HILL

MURRAY HILL PARK,
THOUSAND ISLANDS.

The best located and best
furnished hotel on the St.
Lawrence river, Accommo-
dations for 300 guests.

Opens June 25th, 1807,

F. R. WHITE, Prop.

Gien Mountain House.
WATKINS SCHUYLER 1 l_l_'.'\"l'_‘:'. :\'.‘ Y.
On Seueca Lake. On lloeof New York Uens
teal, Pennsylvaunla, und Lebigh Valley Iall-
r A 1,400 fest above wow. No maloris.
New water works, supplying mountain
spring water, Sanitary plumbing. Entireiy
new muabagement. Splendid Ashing. G600
wores, Incloding the imous Watkins Glen,
Popular prices. Special mtes for exnursion
purtics, J. R. KEENAN, foriaerly Hotal
Chamberiaio, Mgr, Address W, E HOBIN-

« Prop.

SEE THE RIVETS.

y
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(TRADE MARK.)
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ANTON,

Our Mattresses with Patent Lifters are a Good Thing. The Lifters Cost Nothing.

They are as good as can be m

dealer has them, Ifnot. we have.

ade,

All our mattresses I‘we these Lifters attached, Your




