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EAST AND SOUTH

AM PM PM
Nnp, 2 No 4 No o
Dally I'aily Bcncaly
ex.Sun. 1
Ly Richmond .......... %03 335 £15
Ly Cottaga Girove ..., ¥.T 427 9w
Ar Cinelnnatl .......-- 181y .40 11.15
A as i
a0 i No.i,
Daudly Dallv
Lv r‘.ineinnafjl l‘:'lij" i:s‘n’
r Richmon SR 51 gy
o e NORl.: AND WERT
AM PM
No. 1 No.#
Dally Dally
Ly Richmond R O 7.00
Ar Muncie ceavas il B 857
Ar Mariun . L.8Tpm .50
Ar Peru . veararies Sobpi 1100
Ar Norih Judson ..... :};l.\ll‘“u L PM
No, 2 NC. 4 No
Dradly Ieily Suaonly
ex. Sun.
Ly North Judson ...... W@ 10am :
Lv Pera .......... .. 505 IL35pm 415
Ar Richmond .......... 205 aaspm 815
For rates or Information recgarding con-
mections inquire of . A BLA R,
Home Phone 44 ity Tieket Agent.

LTR.!-\.!::!S 2

Every D
Moncie, Marion, Pern

and Northern Indiana cities

Leave Richmond
Daily, 10:45 am —7:00 pm
Through tickets sold to al)
points.
For narticulars eaquire o
C. A. Bram. C. P. A.
Home Tel. 44
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$150,000
Athletic
EFvents

in the

Great Arena

at the

Exposition

PENNSYLVANIA

SHORT LINES

A FINE
CORITEIR

s i g
On Street Car Line

In Boulevard
Addition

AT A
BARGAIN

W. H. Bradbury & Son

Westcott Block.

TIME TABLE.

On Sundays Cars Leave One Trip
Later.

First ear leaves Richmond for In-
dianapolis at 5 a. m.

First car leaves Dublin for Rich-
mond at 5 a m.

Every car for Indianapolis leaves
Richmond on the odd hour, from
$:00 a. m. to 7:00 p. m.

First car leaves Indianapolis for
Richmond at 7:00 a. m. and every
other hour thereafter until 5:00 p. m.

Hourly service from Richmond to
Dublin and intermediate points, from
$:00 a. m. to 11:00 p. 1.

Subject to change without notice..
RATE OF FARE.
Richmond to Graves .. .......$0.06

e to Centerville .. ... 10

& to Jackson Park .. . .1b
o to Washington Rd . .15
! L to Germantown . .. .20
e to Cambridge City . .25
f « to Dublin .. ..... . 30
£ to Indianapolis . ... 1.05

Eotal Rates St. Louis World’s Fair.

For copy of World’s  Fair official
samphlet, naming Hotel accommoda-
Hons and rates during Universal Ex-
position of 1904, address E. A. Ford,
Beneral Passenger Agent Pennsylva-

4 tia-Vandalia Lines, Pittsburg, Pa.
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TAKE

THE NEW WAY
To
CINCINNATI

The Popular Sho:t Live, Twelve miles
nearer than any other route. ____

Trains leave Richmond
Daily, g:05 a m
5 3:35 pm
Sunday, 8:x5 p m
Returning, ar.ive in Richmond—
Daily, xo:45am
ss 7:00 P m

Direct connec!ion m d» =t Cinciu_uati
with all Southern and Easturn Lines

For any information call on
C. A. BLAIR, City Ticket Agt

Home Phone 44

Why Whitewash

Fences and outbuildings
when you can apply with
just the same labor and
just a little more cost

Lucas Cold
Water Paint

Then you have a far more
permanent job.

The rain won’t
wash it off.

HORNADAY’S
HARDWARE Store

Phone 199 816 Main St.

e

Pensylvania Lines

TIME TABLE

CINCINNATI AND 'CHICAGO DIV.
In Effect 2 p. m , Feb 14, 1904,

Arrive WESTWARD Depart
Rich and Logan Ac Ex 6.45 am
11 10 am Chicago Mail and Ex® 11.15 am
1240 pm Cin and Mack Ex
4 45 pm Cin and Logan Ex 5.00 pm
7 25 pm Cin and Rich Aec Ex®
1050 pm Cin and Mack Mail and Ex* 1
11.00 pm Cin and Chi Mail and Ex* 11.15 pm
\EASTWARD
4.05 am hi and Cin Mail and Ex» 415 am
Mack and Cin Mail and Ex* 5.15am
Rich and Cin Ac Ex* 7.00am
0.45 am Logan and Cin Ac Ex 10,10 am
Mack and Cic Ex 3.45 pm
3.55 pm Fast South Ex and Mail® 4.00 pm
3.40 pm Logan and Rich Ac

COLUMBUS AND INDIANAPOLIS DIV,
In Effect 9a. m , Nov. 29,
WESTWARD

4.45am N Y and St L. Mail* 450 am
St L Fast Ex® 4.45 am
St L Fast Mail and Ex® 10.15 am
10.25 am Col and Ind Ac Ex 10 30 am
1.20 pm N Y and St L Mail and Ex* 1325 pm
915 pm Col and Ind Ac Ex* 10 10 pm
EASTWARD
523am 8t Land N Y Mailar” "¢ - am
9.45am Indand Col Ac Mailan “x Am
9.50 am St Land N Y Fast 'f =
3.45 pm - Ind and Col A2 3¢ .57 pm
4.58 pm Penna Special (Ma]) =
720pm StLandN Y Mail aad 2z 780 pm
8.40 pm St Land N Y Limited Ex*

DAYTON AND XENIA DIV,
In Effect 12.01 p. m., Jan. 24
WESTWARD

437 am 8t L. Fast Ex*©

10.00 am Springfd and Rich Ac®

10 10 am 8t L Fast Maijl and Ex*
10.02 pm Sprin and Rich Mail and Ex®

EASTWARD

Rich and Sprin Mail and Ex*
Rich and Xenia Ac Ex*
N Y Fast Mgil®
Penna Special Mail and Ex*
StLand N Y Limited Ex*
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GRAND RAPIDS AND INDIANA RY.
n Effect Sa m., Feb, 16
SOUTHWARD

455 am Mack and Cin Mail and Ex*
9.42am Ft W and Rich Mail and Ex
3.40 pm Mack and Cin Mail and Ex
9.45 pm Sunday Aci

NORTHWARD

Rich and G R Mail and Ex* 5.40 am
Cin and Mack Mail and Ex 12.50 pm
Cin and Mack Mail and Ex* 10.55 pm

“Duily. #3unday only. All trains, unless
otherwise indicated, depart and arrive daily,
except Sunday.

TIME TABLE
Daston and Western

Traction Co.

In effect January 25, 1904,
Cars leave union station, south 8th St_,
every hour—#6:00, 7:45, and 45 minutes
after every bour until 7:45 p. m., 9:00,
9:15and 11 p. m,, ‘for New Westville,
Eaton, West Alexandria, Dayton,
Xenia; Tippecanoe, Troy, Pigua, Spring-
field, Urbana, London, Columbus,
Last car to Dayton at 9 p, m,, stops
only at New Westvill e, New Hope, Eaton,
rest Alkexanderia and way pointseast,
9.15 and 11 p, m, to West Alexandria
only,
New Paris local car leaves at 4 50, 6:20,
8;20, 10;20 a, m., 12:20, 2:20 and 6:20 pm.
For further information call phoue 269,
C. 0. BAKER, Agent,
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(Continued.)

*Are there any shakes over here?”
sald I, and then as her expression an-
swered me I asked, “What kind ?”

“Copperheads and"—

“8t. Patrick’s day in the morning!”
1 exclaimed, and for the time of most
of that utterance I was in the air.

I alighted on a rock near her and,
reaching across, took her by the arm.

“You go straight back to the boat,”
gaid I, and she had to go, for I led her
firmly and did not release her arm un-
til she was' fairly aboard the sKiff,
pleading, protesting, Iaughing, her
hands full of the most beautiful roses.

“What do you mean,” said I, looking
sternly down at her, “by going up there

I returned to the boat with my harvest
of roses.

into that den of serpents and leaving

me down here to burn tobacco while

they were killing you? Now, don't

venture to stir until I eome back.”

“There’'s no danger if you're careful,”
said she, and then when I was among
the roses: “I knew you'd do just like
that—thrashing around in the bushes
and trying to get bhitten. Anybody
could have seen how reckless you
were."

I was indeed in no mood to exhibit
the virtue of prudence. *Be tranqguil,”
gaid I. “There isn’'t a snake in the
world that can catch me, though an-
other animal might by running at the
same rate.”

“I don't understard,” said she.

“Y can run three times as fast from
a snake as from anything else that
lives.” T explalned. “That's simple,
isn’t it? There! Now we have enough.”

I returned to the boat with my har-
vest of roses and added them to hers.

“You don’t look as if you'd had a good
time,” said she.

I wiped some frozen perspiration
from my forehead and shivered.

“Lucy Ann,” said I, without meaning
to be familiar, but merely fervent, “the
honest fact is that I am so afraid of
snakes that I can scarcely sit down on
the ground up there in the field, though
I have been assured by everybody from
Jimmy Lamoine to the most truthful
person I could get hold of that there are
no snakes on the place.”

“That's so,"” said she.
They're all up there.”

And she pointed to the hill

I rowed slowly back to the landing
while my pilot arranged the roses in a
manner to display their beauties to the
best advantage. It was really a pretty
gift for the girl, and I felt under obli-
gations to Miss Witherspoon which there
seemed to be no Immediate way of dis-
charging. 1 tried to speak very kindly
to her and to say the things that she
would like.

As we pasged the orchard I observed
that the girl had deserted her easel and
umbrella, which were where we had
previously seen them, she herself hav-
ing gone up to the lodge. This sug-
gested to me the idea that if I could
make sufficient haste I might learn
what reception was accorded my gift.
I made the little boat go so fast that
Miss Witherspoon cried out that the
water would come in over the stern,
but I observed that her eyes were very
bright with the excitement and that she
geemed to like it quite as well as the
pretty speeches which I had been labo-
riously devising. Women are naturally
so deceitful that lying to them is like
playing the piano to Paderewski. Lucy
Ann, though the most truthful of her
gex, could have beaten me out of sight
at saying the thing that isn't meant,
and so she took small pleasure in my
inferior performance, but she really did
like to see me row a boat.

We found Jimmy Lamoine at the
landing, and [ was very glad to see
him, for I disliked the idea of asking
Miss Witherspoon to take the roses. As
for Jimmy, I rejoice to speak well of
him In any way, and it s the solid
truth that he delighted to be service-
able. I wrote a hasty note on my card
to this effect:

“To the keeper of the harbor light,
from the poor sailor who struck the
outer reef.”

Jimmy took the bouquet, and we
watched him till he squeezed his slen-
der body through the hedge fence into
the orchard.

“As for the pilot's fee”— said Miss
Witherspoon. “But that doesn’'t mat-
ter.” . . '

“There aren't.
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Whereupon I solemnly took from my
coat pocket the largest and finest rose
of all and put it into her hand. It was
a great coup, carefully meditated.

“I never thought you'd remember it.,”
snid Lucy Ann, staring at the rose.
“I'il press it in the family Bible. The
dictionary isn’t good enough for it.”

“Now,” said I, “will you come out
with me again just for a few minutes?”

She would bave demurred, but I ih-
sisted:

“] don’t want to be alone out there.
If the girl doesn’'t wear my posies
when she comes down through the
orchard again I shall be tempted to
jump into the lake.”

“0Of course she'll wear them,” said
Lucy Ann. “Any girl would do that
much.”

“Then come and behold my joy.”

She consented with reluctance, and
we rowed out far enough into the lake
to command a view Jof the orchard.
We could see the lodge, but not dis-
tinctly because of the abundance of
foliage. The girl was sitting on the
veranda, but Jimmy was not visible.
He must have done his errand and
gone on toward the house.

“She's arranging them now,” said
Lucy Ann. “Evidently I did not fix
them well enough to suit her.”

I assured my young friend that her
work with the roses had been of the
highest order of excellence, but she
still seemed to be hurt. For my own
part, I was flattered and absurdly
pleased that the girl should take so
much pains with my gift. I should not
have known what she was doing ex-
cept for Lucy Ann's suggestion, for we
were a long way off, and the girl sat
by a table with her back turned
toward us:; but after a very long time,
as it seemed to me, she arose, holding
the bouguet against her gown as if to
try the effect. Then she picked up
something from the floor of the
veranda, tossed it through the window
and, unfolding her indispensable para-
sol, she came slowly down through the
orchard.

We had fleeting glimpses of her
among the trees, and it was not until
gshe had covered more than half the
distance that she came fully into view.
The flowers were fastened at her belt.

“How white they look!” said I. “The
color scarcely shows at all at this dis-
tance."”

Lucy Ann did not reply. She was
sitting np very straight, and her gray
eyes were wide open. At last she be-
gan to shake her head slowly, and a
gueer little smile played round her
mouth while her forehead was frown-
ing.

“Yes,” she said, “they do look a trifie
pale.”

The girl had reached the spot where
the easel stood, and we had a better
view of the blossoms than when she
had been more directly approaching us
I glanced hastily at Lucy Ann.

“Those are not my roses,” said I.

“They're not roses at all.,” she re-
joined. *“They’'re pond lilies.”

“Pond lilies!” I exclaimed.
should she get pond lilles?”

“There are a few already at the up-
per end of the lake,” =said she.

“But do you suppose she’s been up
there alone?”

“Somebody has,"”
“That's certain.”

I took up the oars and pulled toward
the shore with the stroke of a tired

“Where

answered she.

fisherman who has been out in the rain
all day. Lucy Ann sat in the stern
and tried te look sympathetic, but sha
failed. When the boat touched the
beach, I did not Immediately arise. I
leaned forward upon the oars.

“Did yeu see her toss aunything in
through the window 7" 1 asked.

“Yes,” replied Luey Ann in the hush-
ed volice appropriate to a delicate sub-
ject.

“Might have been a bean bag by the
way she threw it, eh?”

“l didn’'t particularly notice,”
Lucy Ann.

“You're a great girl,” said I, extend-
ing m¥ hand to assist her to rise.
“Don’'t say anything about this fool-
ishness.”

“Oh, no!” said she.
single soul.”

She gained the shore with my assist-
ance and waited while I made the
painter fast.

“Where is your rose?’ I asked, turn-
ing toward her.

She put up her hand hastily to her
throat.

“1 fastened it there,” said she.
must be in the boat.”

But it wasn't. Lucy Ann expressed
appropriate sorrow, but she did not
spend much time looking for the rose.

As we climbed the steep bank Jimmy
Lamoine suddenly appeared at the top
of it. [His face wore that gravely pleas-
ed look which was habitual with him
and always slightly accentuated when
he had performed a task, for Jimmy
had the satisfaction of believing that
whatever he did was better done than
it conld have been by another.

“Where were you this afternoon?”
asked Lucy Ann,

“Out on the lake,” answered the boy.
“I went out with Mr. Derringer and
Mr. Trask.”

“What to do?”

“Pond Hllles,” said Jimmy laconically.

Lucy Ann did not pursue the subject.
I turned 3 glepce of. sugpiciopn unon

said

“T won't tell a

“It

(|sort of girl who would spread the

-:u-mny. but if was obv
He might have juggled with my errand
had I been alone, but oot when the
commigsion had been accepted in the
presence of Miss Witherspoon, whose
schoolma’'am manner seemed to hold
him in strict discipiine. Moreover, he
was not in the least troubled by my
look.

“I took 'em up,” said he. “‘She told
me that she was much obliged.”

I removed my hat in acknowledgment
of the lady's message, and then we
walked sllently up to the house.

At my doer I found Derringer knock-
ing.

“Where were you after lunch?' he
asked. “Trask and I wanted you to go
out on the lake. We got some pond
lilles. Come up and I'll show You
mine."”

“Are they all there?" I asked.

“All?" he ecbhoed. *“*Why, of course.
All that I got. Trask has some."”

“How about Jimmy?"’

“He didn't want any.
driving at?"”

“Somebody’s been sending lilles to
the girl."

Derringer exhibited great surprise,

“You don't mean it!” he exclaimed.

What are you

CHATTER X.
A CLEW IN THE DUST.

HERE was no fire on the shore
that evening.

Considering the fate of my
- roses, [t may seem strange
that I should have taken the palins to
ascertain whether the siren’'s light was
rekindled upon the rocks. I decided
not to do so. It was my intention to
sit by my window and smoke black
cigars in the dark. While enjoying the
first of them it came into my mind that
a fire on the shore should send up a
glow visible from the house, So 1 be-
gan to stare at the sky above the tops
of the apple trees and to hold rapidly
alternating opinions as to whether I
could or could not see a light.

This was distracting., It seemed
wiser, upon the whole, to go down to
the lake and set the question at rest.
I felt like a big schoolboy who has had
his ears boxed by his pretty teacher,
aind this sensation was accompanied by
constantly recurring surprise that 1
should have it. What did it matter?
No one knew except Lucy Ann, and
she had certainly behaved very well
about it. She did not strike me as the

story.

It couldn't be on her account that 1
eared. Why not own up to it like a
man? It was because the girl knew It
and had done it to me. If o1nly she bad
worn no flowers that would not have
hurt me, but that she should have
worn some other fellow’s—probably
Trask’s. But why should Trask send
flowers to her? How many girls did
the fellow want at one time? He
seemed devoted to Miss Jones in his
own peculiar, misanthropic fashion,
and poor, little Lucy Ann was clearly
[n love with him. I began to foresee
that Trask and I would have an un-
pleasant interview some day.

I was thinking of this as I pushed off
the boat, and the result was that I for-
got to hang on to her. She &lid off the
bold beach and went skimming out
over the lake with the force of the
impetus that I had unconsciously
given, so 1 had to go out in another
boat and tow her back. And after all
this trouble there was no fire on the
rocks.

I waited till 9 o'clock and then gave
it up, but not before warbling a little
ballad in case the girl should be sitting
on the rocks in the dark. She was not,
and I felt as foolish as one does who
has talked a few minutes to a person
that left the room unperceived before
he began.

Altogether it was very strange, The
girl was nothing to me. Try as 1
might, I could not think of her as Sibyl.
Neither could I regard her as a stran-
ger. It was beyond doubt the most
peculiar puzzle that I had ever en-
countered. The mind is a slave 10 such
a problem; it rivets the attention. If
I had not known who the girl was 1
could have dismissed the subject, but

I knew that T did know, and it seemed
that I must surely speak the name,
that I should wake up some morning
and find it proceeding audibly from
my lips.

When I returned from the vain cruise,
there were heavy clouds in the sky,
and I thought it might rain, but within
a few minutes they rolled apart, and
the night seemed to grow suddenly

lously” unj “Well, upon my word!" exclaimed

Scovel. “The misanthrope speaks up
nobly. 1 didn't suppose you thought
that the world was wholesome enough
to live in.”

“I don’t do anything to make it so,”
sald Trask. “Neither do you, for that
matter. But, as to Miss Witherspoon,
she I8 not a drudge. "She has had a
firat rate education; she has associated
with cultivated persons. Her position
here is not in the slightest degree me-
nial. The people who come here, as
you know, are of coansiderable social
consequence, and Miss Witherspoon
meets them upon a level of perfect
equality.”

“Why in thunder shouldn’t she?” de-
manded Derringer. “The girl might
have been born on Fifth avenue for all
that I can see. But that doesn’t alter
the fact that she works about 16 hours
a day in this June weather when she
ought to be at play.”

“Not so bad as that,” said Scovel.
“Trask gnaws her chains once in
awhile. There was a Japanese artist
who made a hundred views of one
mountain, but that's nothing to the
sketches that Trask has made of Miss
Witherspoon.”

I did not see any reason why Trask
should be disturbed by this remark un-
less he had read Miss Witherspoon as I
had and was beginning fo be worried.
Knowing him even so little, I would
have gone upon any sort of bond that
he had never intentionally sald one
word to make the poor child care for
him, and that it was all a misfortune,
with no one to blame. Scovel’s tone was
a sufficient guarantee that he suspect-
ed nothing. It was mere good natured
banter. The whole gist of the situna-
tion lay in Trask's own thoughts.

“She has a good face,” he said, “most
interesting to an artist; really beautiful
indeed.”

The words were commonplace, but
they produced a considerable effect
upon me. If a girl isn't beautiful or
anywhere near it, yet a man of culti-
vated artistic appreciation thinks that
she Is, what shall a third person con-
clude? My own romance was suffi-
ciently complicated, but I began to sus-
pect that it was simmple compared to
Trask’s. 1 was tempted to try him a
little further.

“Beauty to me,” sgaid I, “is always a
question of more or less close approxi-
matign to a type. Beauty is defined for
us. We may hardly have our own opin-
ions any more than we may quarrel
with the dictionary. Aliss Witherspoon
is a charming girl, but her face may be
said to lack the element of ideal”—

“Oh, that be hanged!” exclaimed the
artist fervently. “Third rate studios
ring with it. I beg your pardon, of
course, but types have about as much
to do with beauty as the major scale
has to do with one of Uhopin’s noc-
turnes. Do, re, mi, fa, sol, la, si! Eyes,
nose, mouth, hair, outline, coloring, ex-
pression—nature can play a million
millions of tunes on those seven notes.
Can you measure harmony with a yard-
stick? No, my friend. You should sim-
ply pray for God given appreciation.”
“There is something in what you
say,” remarked Scovel judicially,
“though I suspect it would be possible
for you to know more about music.
However, you must admit that your
pupil in art is a perfect illustration of
the English blond type.”

“There is no such thing as an Eng-
lish blond type,” said Trask, throwing
his half burned eigar into the road,
“nor an Ethiopian brunette type, nor—
It’'s clouding up again,” he added,
breaking the thread of his discourse
ghort off. *“It's going to rain. Good’
night.”

He walked away toward the gate.
“Who is the lady, if it's permissible
to inquire?’ said Derringer.

“Permissible?’ echoed Scovel. “Why
not? We're getting into such a muss

of mystery out here that we can’'t do
anything. To the best of my knowl-
edge and belief, she is a Miss Jones,
who is living in St. Jo and comes out
here for art lessons. I have heard that
her father or guardian or somebody
has a lot of money, but I cannot testify
op that point. Bpeaking as a disin-

terested observer—if any man can be
disinterested in the presence of such a
stunning gir! as Miss Jones—I would
say that there fs a sentimental attach-
ment between Trask and the young
lady, and that there's some sort of op-
position, I dou't know what.”

“Here's hoping that it will all end
happily,” said Derringer. *l like Trask
very much, though hang me if 1 under-

warm. I felt strangely uneasy and
gtrolled out to the road to see whether
the patrol was on duty. ’
The faithful three were there, and |
they welcomed wme cordially to the
ranks. They seemed to be engaged in
extolling the Witherspoon menage.

“] wish I had Mrs. Witherspoon’s |

[

executive ability,” =said Derringer.
“This place runs on greased wheels.
The machinery is so noiseless that it is

hard to believe that there is any.”
“However,” sald Scovel, “there lis.
There are a lot of servants on this
place, and they ail work hard, though
Mrs. Witherspoon would discharge one
of them who dared to look tired. She
knows how to make a place restful.
Cast your eye on poor little Lucy Ann.”
I observed thet Trask, who had been
sitting on the fence, got down. There
was no reason why he shouldn't, if he
felt like it, and yet I saw something
worth noting in his manner.

“Miss Witherspoon helps her aunt.”
gaid he, “and you wouldn’t wish her
to do otherwise.”

“I would,” said Derringer. *“I'd like
to see her a thousand miles from that
kitchen. In my opinion, it's a polite
fietion that she doesn’t do anything but
make the cake. I observe that she
gpends most of her time there, and I
wish she had something better to lo.”

“There can't be anything better \han
housekeeping,” said Trask. *“It is the
work of the best women on earth, he
women who keep the world wholesoxe

enough to live in, the wives and mot.)-
em'l p

gtand bim!"”

That was precisely my position.
After what I had heard and seen, I was
almost ready to believe that his heart
was really set upon Lucy Ann Wither-
spoon, whose “father or guardian or
somebody” did not have a lot of money.
In that case I was doubly sorry for
Lucy Ann, since she missed her happi-
ness by a narrower margin, but I did
not see what I ecould do about it, un-
less I should precipitate myself into
the struggle and win the pretty Miss
Jones for my own, thus leaving Trask
frae to fqollow .his heart's beckoning,

(To be centinued.)

Easter eggs, choeolate eges, decor-
ated eggs, bird eggs, eream centers
and all good to to eat at Price’s.

CHOICE MEATS FOR EASTER.

For our Easter trade we will eut
some of the finest steers in the, ecity.
Will also have genuine spring lamb,
1904 erop. Plenty of veal, ecalves
from the finest and fattest stoek in
the eountry. Our supply and stoek
of pork will be excellent, as we have
killed a fine and large lot of nice
voung, fa* hogs this week. Schweg-
man’s Meit Market. Both ’Phones
1084 and 359. 31-2t

Price’s are still handling fresh
oysters daily by express,

PPTITSER pe g |

-




