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CHAPTER II1,

Late in the afternoon I tramped into
Varshminster. It was by no means my
et visit lnl'htlf!‘e(w provincial town.
i “mider the shadow of the eathodeal tower
Jwelt relatives with whom 1 had afore-
time spent school and holidays,
Their honse was the goal of wﬁh’lm-
we, nned o week's rest was to Teconp
we for the toils of the walking tour.
The tragic oconrrence at tho Fen inn
altered ull my plans. ' With an assassin to
tw teackerd thure was no time for com-

rtalile idlencss, Francis Briarfield had

u my friend, and I owed it to his
pemory to avenge his death, Itwas no
vosy task I had set myself. Irecognized
want from the first,

L place, therefore, of seeking the cen-
<o of the town and my maiden wunt's I
rorned oft ot the outskirts and made
for Bellin Hall,  Aecording to the story

Francis, his brother was ﬁnﬁn};
with the Belling and it was necessary
thut | should seo him at onee about the
matter, My neqouaintance with Mrs. Bol-
Linand her danghter was confined to

wual  conversation at crowded “‘at
bomes"" during the season. Thad hardly
tie right to thrust my<elf on them un-
mnvited, but my bosiness brooked no

Iny. The sooner Felix knew the trath

¢ better it wonld be for hin If he
wote guilty, T eonld punish him for his
crime by denonneing him ot once to the
anthorities; if innoecnt, he need lose no
tine in hunting down those who had

vn his brother.  Besides 1 wished to

pat Olivia on her guard against the

musquernding a8 Franeis Briar-

wlil That I intended todo in any ense,
whother he was innocent or guilty,

Hellin Hall was a grotesque specimen
¢ architecture, built by Jercminh Bel-

u, who had mude his money out of
lnoking. It was uncommonly like o
wary, but perhaps the deceased Jore-
rtah liked somoething to remind him of
the origin of his fortune and keep him
trom thinking his ancestors came over
with Willinm the Conqueror. He mar-
| the danghter of o baronet and then

w his departure to the next world,
aving hiz widow well provided for
i his danghter an heiress in her own

Mrs. Bellin was a pretty woman,
with no brains and o giggling langh.
Her danghter had the besuty of her
miother and the brains of her father, so

wus  altogether a charming girl
How she conld tolerate her silly dolly
famother I conld never undorstand
Poriinps 28 years of congtant forbearance
had inured her to the triak

On arriving at the front door I learned
that Mr. Briarfield was within and sent
up my card, requesting n private inter-
view, For the present I did pot wish to
see Olivin, a8 it was my intention to
warn Felix that 1 was cognizant of his
rrickery. My theory was proved correct
« the following dialogue:

Myself—Is Mr. Briarficld within?

Footman—Yes, sir. Mr. Francis
irtarticld has just returned from town.

After which guestion and answer 1
was shown mto a room. Observe that 1
hal saned **Mr. Briarficld, " and the foot-
man answered *‘Mr. Francis Briarfield. "
Now, n¢ 1 well knew that the man
bearing that name was lying dead at the
Fen dnm, it was conelusive proof that
Felix, to gain the hand of Olivia, was
masguernding as his brother. I had just
nrgnvd this ont to my complete satisfao-
tum when Felix made his appenrance.

The resomblance betwean the brothers
wis exteaordinary. 1 haa some diffical-
‘v in persuading myself that the maon
tefore me was not he whom 1 had seen
dead that morning, the smme pale face,
dark bntr amd jaunty mustache, the
same gestures, the same gravity of de-
meanor and actoally the same tones in
e vl There was not the slightest
differenee between Felix and Francis
e ome daplicated the other. [no longer
wonidered that Olivia wae  devvived,
Ihspite my  aequaintanes with  the
trothwrs, 1 ghould bave been tricked
myself. As it was, I stared open mouth-
ol ar the young man.

“This is a pleasant sorprise, Den-
um, " e said, looking anxiously at
mes ST ddiel not know you were in this
paart of the world. "

*ieor was 1 until yestopdoy, [ am on
o v dking tour und  last night slept at
The Fen inn '

UThe Fer o, ' he repented, with a
“What took you to that
ot ol the way place?'*

“1 eame by the mazshes, and as I
Wit belatod luud to tike the shelter that
wilomed,

“Bar, man alive,* eaid Felix, rais-
g his exvobrows, “‘the inn is empiy!"

This time it was my turn to be as-
tmished, I Felix thought the inn was
cmpty, why did he appoint it 00 meet-
g place for his brother? He cither
Liew too much or too little, so it be-
Fovwed o to eonduet the emversation
With the utinost dexterity.

It was not empty last night at all
vents, "' 1 retorted, Keeping my eyces
liaed on his face

“Indecd! Are gypsics  encamped
there*'" he said coolly.

“Well, not cxactly,” I answered,
cmunlaring his ealm.  **It wat in charge
of o man called Strent and his daugh-
tep. "

“This is pews to me. 1T was always
tnder the impression that the Fen inn
Wi quite deserted. ™

**You have not been near it lately?”’

“No. Noluly goes near il They say
it i haonted. ”* |

“Pshaw. ™ I answered gngrily. ‘‘an

- i

elight start,
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Ola wile & tale: And yet, ™ 1 agaea arter
A moment's thonght, “‘it may well be
haunted after what took place thers last
night. "

““This mm to grow img "
said Pelix. *‘Had you an adventure?"*

“Yes. I met with your brother. "

"“Impossible! My brother Felix is in

s,
*'1 am talking of Francis.”

“Francis,” he repeated, with a dis-
agreenble smile, ““Francis? Well, Den-
h:lml, lh‘nl:: Francis. "’

I think youn are making a mistak
Briarficld,” said Icoldly. * Your hrotl?
er Froncis slept at the Fen inn last
night. "'

I slept in this honse.

*“1 quite believe that But you are
Felix!"

“'Oh, " said Briarfield, bursting into
a harsh Inngh, ‘1 seo you are mak‘ing
the inevitable mistake of mi xing me up
with my brother. It is pardonable un-
dor tho circumstances; otherwise 1
might resent yoor plain speaking.

The assurance of the man was socom-
plete that I wondered if he knew that
his secret was safe by the death of his
brother. Snch knowledge would account
for his complacency. Yet it was quite
impossible that he could know of the
death, as he certninly had not been to
the inn. 1 knew that from my own
knowledge

“If yon are Francis,” said I slowly,
**you are engaged to Miss Bellin. "’

“I am,” he answered hanghtily,
“‘but by what right yon"

“*Une moment, Mr. Briorficld. Miss
Bollin gave her lover Francis a pearl
ring. I do not see it on your finger. "’

Ho glanced down at his hand and
grew confused.

“1 lost it,"” he muttered—"'I lost it
some: time ago, i

*“That is not truel”

*“Do yon dare to""'——

*1 dare anvthing in connection with
what I know to be s frasud. You ars
passing vourself of as your brother
Francis.” |

"By whnt right do you make this
mad assertion?"’ E

“From what Francis told me last
night.”

“Dut I tell yon I am Francis, '’ he
said savagely. *‘Don't I know myown
name®"™"

“1f yom are the man yon assert your-
sclf to be, where is the pearl ring*"”

“I lost it. ™"

*“You did not. You never had it. 1
saw it on the finger of Francis no later
than last night, "

“I think you are mad, Denham!"
eaid Felix, white with passion, *‘or else
you must be talking of Felix, who is in
Paris.

“That untruth will not serve, '’ I said
coldly. **Felix is before me, and Fran-
cis is Iving dead at the Fen inn. "’

“What! Frauncis dead?"’ he cried uan-
guardedly.

““Ah, yon admit it is Francis®"

“No, I don’t,"” he retorted quickly.
**T only re-echoed your words. What do
you mean by saying such a thing?"’

For answer 1 rose from my seat and
made for the door. The farce wearied
me.

‘““Where are you going, Denham?"’ he
asked, following me np.

“For the police, " 1 answered, facing
him. *Yes, I am determined to find
out the mystery of Francis Briarfield's
death. You, hix brother, decline to help
me, o I shall place the matter in the
hands of tho authorities. "’

“Upon my soul, Denham," eaid Fe-
lix, detnining me, *‘you are either mad
or drunk. 1 declare most solemuly that
1 am Franeis Briarfield. From this story
of yours I shonld think it was my broth-
er Felix who s dead, did I not kuow
he is in Poris?"

**A fine story, but it does not impose
on me,”" I answered scoffingly. *“‘Listen
to me, Briarficld. Yoor brother Francis
went out to South America some six
monthis ago. Befere he went he was en-
gnged to Miss Bellinn The mother
wonld not hear of the marriage, so the
engagement was kept quict.  Yon alone
knew of it and took advantage of such
knowledge to suppress the letters sent
to Miuss Bellin through yonu by Francis
and represent yourself to Olivia as
her lover returned three months before
his time. You, 1 quite believe, are sup-
posed to be in Paris, so that you may
the more easily carry out the game.

“*This is mere raving. '’

“It is the truth, and you kvow it
As Miss Bellin did not answer his let-
ters, Francis thonght somcthing was
wrong and returned home.  Afraid lest
he shonld find out your plot, yon asked
him to meet you at the Fen inn, and
there cither intended to throw yourself
o his merey or—to murder him. "’

**Murder him!"' he repeated fiercely.
It is false!"”

“That will be for the police to deter-
mine- ”» . .

“But sarely, Denham, you don't in-
tend to inform tlw.dﬁuliw':'" L

“I min going to do 80 nOw.

Felix seized me by the arm and drag-
ged me buck to my seat. He was now
much agitated, but nusde every cffort to
restrain his emaotion.

“'8it down, ' he said in a hoarse tone.
“You do me wrong, Denham—on my
soul you do me wrong. I was ‘-:'!!WL
I am engaged, to Olivin Bellin, Her
mother coeented to onr engagement
after Ireturned to England three months
arn.  Felix. I believe, is in Paris. 1
aon’t know whom you met at the inn last
night. It was not I—it could not have
been Felix. There was no avpointment

petween uk. T am not masquerading as
Francis becanse 1 am Francis. ™

“1 don’t believe yon. ™'

“¥You must! 1 can bring forward
witnesses to prove my identity ™

““They may be misled by the resem-
blance. Remember, yonand Francis are
mm "

“1 said before, and 1 say it again,
you are mad!"" he cried, roughly casting
me off. *“Whoever heard of an appoint-
ment beiog made at a rained inn? No
ono has lived there for months. Ask
any one in Marshminster, and they will
tell you so.™

‘‘Strent and his danghter Rose— 1
began, when he cut me short.

“Who are they? I mnever heard of
them. They are figments of some dream.
Yon went into that rnined inn last night
and dreamed all this. ™

“You don’t believe my story?”’

‘“Not one word,”” said Felix coolly,
looking me straight in the face.

“Then I don’t believe one word of
yours, " I cried, jumping up. *‘Let us
place tho matter in®tho hands of the
anthorities and #ce who will be beliey-
ul'l
b'"W]mt are you going tosay, Den-

m?'"*

*“Say? That Francis Briarfield has
died in the Fen inn, ™

“Yon won't believe that I am Fran-
cis?'" he eaid, evidently making some re-
rolve.

“Na. Yon are Felix!™

““One moment, *’ he said, going to the
dogr. ‘1 shall_prove my identity and in

USit down.” he said in a hoarse tone.,
& manner that will admit of nodenial. ™
With that he vanished, and I waited
to see what forther evidence he would
bring forward to back up his imposture.

CHAFPTER 1V.

There was no doubt that Felix in-
tended to continue passing himself off
as Francis. For bow long I was uncer-
tain; perhaps for the rest of his nataral
life or until he made Olivia his wife.
In this latter event he could reveal the
frand with impunity and revert to his
own identity. I could not help thinking
that he had been informed beferehand
of the death of his brother, else he wonld
not have dared to keep up his imposture
with a possible revelution so near at
bandl. Even assoming such ignorance, 1
bad now told him of the death myself and
#o strengthened his position. 1 regret-
ted that 1 bad not been more eautions.

I was curions to see whom he wonld
bring forward as n witness to his iden-
tity. Scarcely Olivia, us if she once had
suspicion of the truth she wonld never
rest until all was cleared up to her satis-
faction. I hardly thonght Felix would
run such risk, the more 5o as his story
of losing the pear!] ring could not stand
agninst my nssertion that it was on the
finger of the dead man.  If he still per-
sisted in declaring himself to be Fran-
cis, I determined that he shonld ride
with me to the Fen inn and there see
the corpse of the man whose name he
had so shamelessly assamed.  That
would sarely settle the matter.

Felix was bolder than 1 gave him
eredit for, as his witness proved to be
none other than Olivia Bellin,  She en-
tered the room with assnmed lightness,
but her face was nnxions, and she glane-
ed every now and then at Felix as
though to seck his aid and conntenunes.
He, ns was natural, wore a haggard ex-
pression.  His nerves were tensioned up
to the highest pitch, a matter of small
wonderment, sesing that his life's hap-
piness depoended upon this interview.

**What is this strange story you bring,
Mr. Denham?’ asked Olivia, greoting
me coldly. Inonr best days we were
never overfriendly.

**Has not Mr. Briarfield told yon?"

*1 have not had the time,” inter-
posed Felix gunickly. “‘Bevond a few
hints of the truth she knows nothing.

“Not even that you are Felix Briar-
field**

“Felix®’ vepeated Miss Bellin in sar-
prise. “*But you are making a mistake,
Mr. Denham.  This is Francis. ™

**So he says. "’

“Youn see, Olivia, ' said Briarfield,
addressing Miss Bellin, “Denham in-
sists upon taking me for my brother Fe-
lix. "

*“How absurd! 1 assare yom, Mr.
Denbam, that Felix is in Paris. [ re-

ceived a letter from him only this morn-
ing."'
*‘Impossible, ™ raid I, taken aback by
the authority of her tone.

““It is quite true. "’ she eontinued hur-
riedly. “*Excuse me for 2 mament, and
I shall fetch the letter. Yoo must be-
lieve the evidence of your own eves. ™’

When she left the room, Felix turned
toward me with a gleam of triumph in
his eyes, Iy

*‘Are you convinced?'" he asked mock-
agly.

“*No. Iam puzzled.™

““In what way?""

*To think how you managed to gel
that letter sent on from Paris without
being there yourself, "’

‘*Against stupidity the gods them-
selves fight iz vain, "’ quoth Felix, shrug-
ging his shovlders.  “‘I assure you tha!
my brother Felix is in Paris. Miss Bel-
lin is abont to produce a letter received
from him only this morning, and yet
you insist that I am not myself and that
he whom [ pretend to be is dead. You
are mad. "

“‘Here is fhe letor,” said Miss Bel-
lin, entering s$*#’s moment. *“You see,
it bears the date of vesterdar. He iz at
pregent ste=ing ot toe Hotel des Etran-

{ ham.

pmnﬂaﬂa?&ﬂmw talks ot

genuine
doubt, as it bore the French and Eng
lish postmarks. I quite believed that i1
was written by Felix, but also that
had been forwarded from Paris by
emissary of the young man in order
keep up the needful deception. Certain-
ly Felix hnd a marked talent for in-
rigue.

2Bz

“If Felix Briarfield is in Paris, " said
I, handing back the letter to Olivia,
“‘who was it | met at the Fen inn last
night*"'

“The Fen inn?"' replied Olivia, with
a puzzled look. **Why, no one lives there
now, Mr. Danham. It is in ruins and
has been empty for over two yeam, ™'

‘Nevertholess it wos tenanted last
night, and 1 slept there; also I met
Francis Briarfield at the same place.”

*“Francis was not out of the honse last
night,’” declared Olivia decisively.

**Quite troe,"” he replied. ‘I went tc
bed early with a bad headache. "'

*‘1t was not you I met at the inn last
night, but your brother Francis. *’

*‘How can you persist in so foolish a
story?"’ said Olivia angrily. ‘‘This is
Francis, and Felix is in Paris. Youn
could not have met cither of them at
the Fen inn last night, and indeed 1
can’t believe that you slept there at all. ™’

“I did, Miss Bellin, and there I met
Francis. "'

“‘If you did, where is he now? Why
not clear up the mystery by bringing
him here with yon*"' -

“*Because he ig dead.”

“Dead!”’ she echoed, catching the
arm of Francie. “Dead! Whois dead?”

“*Francis Briarficld.”"

“He is mad,"” she said to Felix in 2
low tone, her face white with fear.

“Upon my word, I am beginning tc
think so myse'l,”” 1 said, losing my
temper, “‘Lat I declare on my oath that
Ispeak the truth. Thore is only one way
of solving the riddle. Come ont with
me to the Fen inn and look on the face
of the dead man 1 say is Francis Briar-
field. A single glance will give the lie
to the assertion of this man who pre.
tends to be your lover!™

Felix Jooked at Qlivia, she st him.
1t seemed to me that they grew a shade
paler. I wondered whether any guilty
bond existed between them, as eertain:
Iy they seemed to understand one an-
other very well. Olivia appeared anx-
ious to protect Felix from harm. Either
she really believed him to be Francis ot
had taken her heart from one brother
and given it to the other. It was she
who spoke first, and thronghout the in-
terview the woman played a more dar-
ing game than did the man.  Her atti-
tude puzzled me, and for the moment 1
was quite in the dark as to what were
her real thoughts regarding my story
and that of the psendo Francis

“We cannot go tonight,' she said,
with some hesitation, *‘but tomorrow
morning, if you like, we will ride ount te
the inn "'

I zlanced at my watch.

“It iz now 5 o'clock,” said 1, “*and
will e light ap to 9 or thereabout.
There is plenty of time for us to ride tc
the Fen inn, and I think it advisable
to do go at once. "’

“Why not tomorrow morning®* ob-
jected Felix

*“Great heavens, Briarfield, have vou
no natural affection? Don't 1 tell yon
that your brother is lying dead there!
Can’t yom understand the necessity of
attending to so serious a matter withont
delay? If youn have no affection, you
might at least have deceney. ™'

“1 decline to believe that my brother
is dead, " said Briarfield coolly. *““That
letter shown to you by Olivia proves
that he was in Paris yesterday. He
could not huve come over so quickly,
and besides wonld have no ressou to go
to the Fen inn. "'

**Of conrse if you insist npon assum-
ing your brother’s name I can say noth-
ing, but I know the truth and had it
from the lips of Francis. ™’

“What do yon mean:”" asked Olivia

“I mean that Francis returned from
Chile a few days ago and went to the
Fen inn by appointment in order to hear
the explanation of Felix. "

*What explanation?”

**The reason of Felix passing himself
off as Francis. "

“*You are utterly mistaken, Mr. Den-
1 swear that this is Francis, the
man to whom I am engaged. '

“Can you wish for stronger proof?"'
asked Fulix, with the marked intention
of insulting me.

I paid po attention to his snecr, but
turned round to Miss Bellin and asked
a pertinent question.

“Where is the penrl ring you gave
Francis, Miss Bellin®"*

““The pearl ring?"’ she said, muach ag-
itated. "*Yes, Idid give Francis a pearl
ring, but he lust it. Did younot lose it,
Franeis?" she added, turning toward
her lover.

*“T'wo months ago.*

““Well, Miss Bellin,”" said I deliber-
ately, “‘if you come out with me to the
Fen inn, I will show you the pearl ring
on the finger of the dead man.

*It cannot be—it is impossible, '’ she
murmured, clusping her hands tguether
in great distress. I am utterly bewil-
dered by your talk. Francis returned
from Chile three months sgo, and my
mother consented to our en e

**It was not Francis who returned,* 1
asserted doggediy, “‘but Felix—Felix,
who pretends to be in Paris. "'

**But this letter?:

**Bah! That was written here by Bri-
arfield and forwarded to a friend in
Puaris, to be posted back to you.””

“*Liar!” cried Felix, dashing forward
with clinched fists. *“‘If you dom't re-
tract that statemont, I'1l""——

“*For pity'ssake, be quiet, "’ entreated
Olivia, throwing herself between us

decidedly. *’

“1 sir, it is not so. This is
my affianced lover, Francis. Great heav-
ceng, could » woman make 8 mistake in
80 serious & matter®"’

— e .

“1 believe the resemblance
the brothers would deceive any one. "’

“Let us settle the question by going
to the Fen inn,” said Felix sharply.
“I"1l wager that ghere we find neither
landlord nor any one. ™

“You don't believe me? gaid 1

1 do not, sir. I believe yon have
dreamed all thisrabbish. 1 am here—I,
Prancis Briarficld. Felix, my brother,
fsin Paris, and as to your cock and ball
story of a murder at the Fen inn 1
don’t believe a word of it.””

*“Very well, Briarficld,”" 1 said, pick-
fng up my hat. *‘Yon have chosen your
course. [ will now choose mine. Hither-
to I have kept the affair quiet for yom
sake and for that of Miss Bellin. Now
I will place the matter in the hands of
the anthorities and wash my hands of
the whole affair.”’

“Do what you think fit,"" retorted
Briarficld fiercely and turned his back
on me. Stung by his contemptuons man-
ner, [ walked smartly toward the door,
but was stopped on the threshold by
Miss Bellin.

*“It is no use, your going to see the
police, Mr. Denham, "’ she said anxions.
Iy. I assure it will only get yom into
tronble. Your story is too wild to be-
lieve. They will say you are mad.”’

“I'll take the risk of that. I am not
yot so mad ar not to believe the evi-
dence of my own eyes. Let me pass,
Miss Bellin, ™’

“Stay!” she gaid in a peremptory
tane. ‘Lot me speak a moment with
Francis. ™

I bowed my head in token of acquies-
cence, and she glided back to where Fe-
lix was looking out of the window. For
a few minutes they spoke together in
low, hurried voices.  She seemed te be

For a few minutes they spoke together in
Lowr, hwiricd voldogs.
entreating and he refosing. At length
he evidently yiclded to her prayers, for
he sank into n chair with a gesture of

despair, and ehe returned to my side.

**I dom’t wish yom to get into trouble,
Mr. Denham, ™" she said eoldly, “‘nor do
I wish you to nse my name, as you as-
surcdly will do in making your
to the police. I believe this story of
yours to be a hallocination, and in or-
der to convinee yon of it am willing to
ride out to the Fen inn tomorrow with
vou and Francis. When we arrive there,
1 as=ure yon we shall see nothing. *

“1 am certain you'll see more than
son bargoin for,” said 1 dryly. *'1
wonld rather vou went there tonight, ™'

1 caunot. My mother wonld Lot al-
low me to go.  Be a little considerate,
Mr. Denham. "™

1 saw the justice of this reasoning
and forbore to press thg point.  After
all, so long as they welt the time did
pot much mutter.

““Then et it be tomorrow morning, ™
I aid ooldly, “‘at 10 o'clock. T will be
at your park gates. If yon and Briar.
field are not there. 1 go at once to the
police office und give information con-
cerning the murder of Francie ™'

(To be continned. )
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ening femaie direnses, which wroek the const ita-
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Usitep Hosrrrat asn Dispessany,
Auiew C. Burret, Pres,

Plumbers,
Steam and Gas Fitters.

118-121 E. 17th St.
Rock Island, IIL
Sole Agents for the Farman.

Tel. No. 1288

JOHN JOERS,
Vice President.

ERNEST WAGXNER,
Sec. and Treas,

£. L. MITCHELL, Preg's.

UNDEER THE STATE LAW

Roek Island Savings Bank,

Roox Isiawp, Iin.
Open dslly from § 4. m. 10 3 p. m., and Saturday everinge from 7 15 8§ o'closk.
Five per osut Interest pald on Deposite. Money losned on Personal col-
Isteral or Rea! Estate security.
OFFVICRERS ©
F C. DENERANN, Vice Preg™.

ey

J N, BUFORD, Oselter,

Mitcnell, H. F. Bull, L Mwor,
Jokn Valk.

JOHN M. PARIDON.

Painters

Beges bavinees July G, 1880, sad ocrupy the soutbesst corper of Miichell & Lyrde's vew duliding

PARIDON & SON
and Decorators

PAFER EANUERS, CALSUMINERS, etc.
SEOP, 419 Beventsenth St., ROCK ISLAND, ILL.

HENEY A. FARIDON

i Nl

All kinds of carpenter
work done

SEIVERS & ANDERSON
CONTRACTORS and BUILDERS

Office and Shop 721 Twelfth street

A i i, Yy

General jotibing dote on short votice
and satisfartion Fusran.ced

ROCK ISLAXD

J. F, BoaspmsLd

ROSENFIELD BROS.

PRACTICAL

Plumbers, Steam, Gas Fitters,

ouse Heating and Banitary Plumbing. Basement Rock Island Nat. Basnk

Ton RossrinLn.

e o |

J. SPILGER,
Contractor and Builder.

Shop and Residence No. 811 Third avenue.

Shop ou Vine Btrest.

JOHN EONOSKY,
Carpenter and Builder,

OFFICE, MO: 3821 BIXTH AVENUE,

BOCK ISLAND,

prompt stleation.

City 'Bus and Express Line.

For Bus or Espress Line telepbone 1147, and you will receive

TINEESLAEER & SPENCER, Props.




