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MOORE’'S HOTEL

{ train moved on.
| of the women, the cold light filtering
| through the tossing boughs of pine

THE WITCH OF HARPSWELL.

The feathery branches of the hem-
locks that stood, tall and sombre, be-
side the path along Harpswell Neck
soughed softly in the November wind ;
and the funeral train that wended its
slow Way, with frequent haltings,
through the woodland track might
hear also the monotonous sound of
the surf on the rocks out of sight, yet
not far away.

It was a singular procession. Six
brawny fish-wives carried the rude
bier, upon which rested a coffin un-
painted and clumsy, while behind

steps of a man who seemed to> feeble
for the task of walking at all. After |
these two mourners, to whose faces
the effort of repressing emotion had
lent an expression of cold sternness, |
came & handful of women, who strag-
gled irregnlarly forward, avoiding the |
rough places in the forest path with a
half-instinctive sense that comes from
familiarity.

Now and then the bearers were in

| silence relieved of their solemn bur-

den, and with stolid impassiveness the
The quaint dresses

| and hemlock, the mournful bier, com-

Summey Resort.

I take pleasure in informing my custom- |
ers and the traveling public that 1 have |
thoronghly renovated my house, improved |
and retitted the same and am fully prepared
to accommodate both

‘Permanent and Transient Boarders.

The BAR, in every particular, complete,
My stables have been rebuilt and are in first- |
class condition for accommodation of horses |
and the storage of all kinds of vehicles.
Call and see for yourselves, ‘

HERBERT F.MOORE, {
Proprietor
June 25, 85—tft

bined to produce a sad and strange |

& . | robes of o blown by -the ohiH-
RAMIES, MOULDINGS, MANTELS, | saine & tall, pale girl, supporting the 1 vemher wind. and With a sudden

g ; | cxits — b S——
trembling arm of her aged father, as | “I have heard,” interrupted the as if it would call help down from | ful support. Not onlfbtllicl S
| minister, “of your popish practices heaven. The women shrank back in :

she vainly tried to repress the grow-
ing agitation that made her own limbs |
unsteady and her throat dry and
parched.

At length, between the trees ap-
peared the heavy eaves of the meet-
ing-house, and in a moment more the
rough palings of the enclosure in
which it stood with its graves about
it, were brought in sight by the abrupt |
emergence of the path from a thicket |
of alders and arbor vitm trees.

Beside the churchyard gate the |
women saw Priest Eaton, his sombre |

prise that made their hearts stand |
still, they saw, too, that he was not |
alone, but that around him in sullen |
groups were gathered the men of the |
Neck, whom their wives believed still |
at home in the settlement from which I
they had come.

I'or an instant the forlorn band of
corpse bearers half halted and waver-
ed as if to turn back; then obeying
the instinct that makes vvomen in a 1
supreme crisis 0 inevitably turn to |
the priest, they carried the bier quick- |
ly forward and set it before the black- |
robed figure of Parson Eaton. :

1L ,

There was a moment of complete‘
silence. Then Goodwife Mayo, with |

| of in open day unrebuked.”

‘quavering voice of pain, ‘that the
Lord {{ava ma slrength to rise from [body worse than a dog7 Mhe hias | ;
slight enough barrier agajnst sacrilege |

o

before; but they are not to be boasted | fear and the men in astonishment,
| while with arms stretched out in an
Elkniah Stover's limbs-had failed | unstudied attitude of appeal, and with

(under him, as this strange colloquy |an energy the more impressive by

went on, and he had sunk, u pathetic | contrast with her usually calm and
and broken figure upon the handle of | almost shy manner, Mercy poured out

the bier. As he sat with one palsied | her protest.
hand, blue with the cold, resting upen | “What has my mother done,"” she
the head of his staff, and the other | demanded with a sort of sacred fury
clasping tightly the wrist of Mercy, | that stilled for the moment all mur-
he lifted his white head with & gee- | murs and brought to the eyes of mors
ture of despair and angnish, | than one tears, half of pity and half
““Was it for this," he wailed in a | of excitument, “what has my mother
fdone that you would treat her dead

my bed and to follow the liody of my | been more than a mother to me, and
helpmeet to the grave when a grave | how many times she has helped the
is denied her? Fzra Johnston was | sick and the poor! Oh, are you the
greatly angered, as ye all know, that | neighbors [ have lived among all my
after his sister that was my wife died [life, and that have been kind to me,
I should go to Freeport for a help-| that I must beg for a grave for my
meet, when he would have had me | mother, who was kinder and better
choose the sister of his own goodwife, | than youall? And you, Uncle Fzra |
His killock caught under the thwarte. | Who saved your hand when it was
Waitstill Eastman can tell you that. | Who doctored little Hope
But all that went amiss Ezra would | when she had the scarlet fever? You
still lay at the door of my goodwife; | were glad enough to have her help
her that is here dead before ye, and | when she was living, but now—"'
ye deny her a grave away from the| Iler relf-control gave way. She
wolves."” | broke off in a burst of hysterical sobs,
“She &hall have her grave, father,” | leaning her face upon the shoulder of
Merey said, with an intensity of pur- | her trembling old father. Izra John-
pose that impressed even her angry |ston, for a moment giving way before

frozen ?

effect. . Even the ”“’]'.‘1 ml‘lll-:v"vels :'h” a deep-drawn sigh of fatigue, wiped uncle. “She shall lie by the side of | Liy niece's vehemence, covered his
were thus accompanying Elkniah Sto- 000008 e elead upon the corner | My own mother if I have to bury her | confusion with a sneer, and again at-

ver's second wife to her last resting- |

place were not wholly unconscious ot‘
the wildness of the circumstances, and

| although they had few words in which |
| to express their feelings, they mnow |

and then muttered, half to themselves
and half to each other, some comment
which indicated the astonishment lit-
tle short of stupefaction of people used
to the most commonplace round of |
life who find themselves suddenly

| taking part in remackable and start

g. W. CARROLL. J W. BRADLEY |

CARROLL & BRADLEY.

GENERAL

Commission Merchants
FOR THE SALE OF

Qruin and all kinds of Country Produce, |

No. 16 Camden Street,

BALTIMORE.

REFERENCES BY PERMISSION.
Judge C. F. Goldsborough, Cambridge, Md; |
Hon. D. M. Henry, Cambridge, Md. i
T. J. Dail & Co,, iinllimnru, %dd.
Hurst, Purnell & Co., Baltimore, Md.
R. R. Butler, Trappe, Md.
Dr. 1. W. Houston, E. N. Market, Md.
Nat, Farmers & Planters Bank, Baltimore,

Id,
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Valuable Land for Sale!

St. Maryis_ County.
1

The farm known as VALENTINE'S |
GROVE, containing 800 acres, located near I
Oakville. The Railroad which will be

completed soon will pass directly through |
this farm.

| its mnoon.

The farm known as PART BARTON
HALL, 140 acres, located on 8t. Clement's |
Bay. Fine Oyster Creeks and Apple, Pear |
and Peach Orchards. The soil is very good |
and the buildings are in excellent condi- |
tion.

| Raton kad, however, given his prom

{ rowing husband hoped that no allu-

ling occurrences,

The last century was not far past
Harpswell Neck, now a
long cape almost bare of trees, stretch- |
ing out iuto Uasco bay in unattrnctiveE
barrenness, was then still thickly |
wooded ; and only a path through the ‘
primeval forest connected the fishing |

| settlement at its end with the small|

village gathered about the graveyard
and the old square church, still stand- |

| ing, where Parson Eaton, or, as the

country people universally called him, |
Priest Eaton, broke the bread of life |
to his sea-furing flock.

There had been grave doubts how}
Priest Faton might feel about per- |
forming the last rites over the body |
that the women, angrily dessrted by |
the men of the settlement, were wear- |
ily bearing to her grave. Hannah |
Stover had not only been a Quaker, |
causing great ecandal by refueing to
be present at the services in the old

| square church, but there were afloat

rumors of a wilder and darker char- |
acter concerning her. To the step- |
daughter, Mercy, who had been on |
the day previous to ask him, Priest |

ise, perhaps somewhat reluctantly, to
overlook all short-comings in view of
the well-establisished godliness of Elk

viah Stover's family; and her sor-

| gion to the religions wanderings of

The farm known as FORD'S DIS- |
COVERY, 700 acres, located near Leonard- |
town. The soil is very good and well |
adapted to the growth of all Staple Crops. |

|
The farm of which the late Benjamin Tip- |
tt, died seized and possessed. MILL )

ANOR, 150 acres, located about 8 miles |
from Indian Bridge Mill. The soil natur- |
lll}x good and Buﬁdings in good condition. |

& HAMMET
Leonardtown, Md.

FENWIC
July 1—tf,

WM. H. MOORE.

W.H. MOORE & €0.

GROCERS AND

Commission Merchants,

103 South Charles Street.
BALTIMORE.

Particular attention given to ingpecton
and sale of ToBAcco, the sale of grain and
all kinds of Country Produce.

Feb. 18, 79—yt

FOR SALE. A RARE CHANCE.

One pair handsome young MULES,
thoroughly broken, a perfect match in eve-
ry respect, medium size, quick and active,
very peaceable and gentle. Can be seen at
my farm in Cobb Neck, Charles co., Md.
Apply to

VIVIAN H. NEALE,
23 8. Howard st., Baltimore, Md.
Sept. 30—it.

LIQUORS. LIQUORS.

By the Pint, Quart, Gallon or Barrel.
Fenwick & Morgan.

JNO. F. MUDD |

his dead wife might add to his pain.

While the women by their presence
and by taking the office of bearers
gave testimony to the worth of the
departed they were not without more
or less congcious willingness that the
oceasion should be improved to their

or terms and ﬁnrticulurs, apply to | epiritual edification by some contrast-
T, |ing of their own steadfastness in the

| faith with the errors of the deceased.

| They had labored zealowsly with her
| living and their characters were too |
| hardy to yield all opposition simply
{ because Goodwife Stover could no
[longer reply. They had braved the’
| anger of the husbands that had for-
bidden them to be present at the fu-
| neral of one to whom popular malig-
l nity gave the name of witch, a name
| in those days of terrible import ; but
| righteousness, and perhaps especially
{ feminine righteousness, is seldom un-
| willing to hear itself commended, even
|at the expense of the unanswering
idead.
| As the forest began to grow thinner,
and there were signs that the village
| was near, a certain subtle air of ex-
pectation made itself evident by faint
signs, The bearers walked with a
| more alert step, the women behind
| drew their cloaks about them with an

| air ha!f of protest and half of repro-
| val, while Elkviah Stover's daughter
held more firmly in her own the

of her long, coarse cloak, The Lome- |
ly action broke the spell with which |
the strangeness of the situation hLad |
held them, and as if at a concerted
signal, the men pressed forward. As|
they did o, a tall, gaunt man, with
weather beaten face and narrow eyes, |
spoke : ‘
“Ye may take the witch-wife back,"” ‘
he said, with a roughness that was |
partly genuine and partly assumed to |
help him overcome some secret, lin- |
gering weakness, ‘“Let her lie in|
some of the black places in the woods

| where she would foregather with Ler

master the Devil; but her wicked
body shall never poison the ground
where Christian folks are buried. No |
rave in consecrated ground for the

likes of her."

A hoarse murmur of assent, like |
the distant roaring of the surf on the |
ledges of white Seguin, answered him
from the men. The women, half from
habitual fear of their husbands uml}
balf from superstitious dread of the |
possibility of contamination {rom the |
dead began to huddle together, draw- |
ing little by littleaway from the bier. |
Their eyes appealed to Priest Eaton |
o speak for them and direct their |

course in an extremity so far removed

" : \
from their ordinary experiences. \
The dead leaves, hurrying before

| the wind, rustled at their feet, while | that, Parson Eaton?’

in the air as a vague monotone was |
the distant sound of the eoughing |
boughs and the waves bealing vpon
the inhospitable rocks.
“Ezra Johnston,”

the clergyman

| said in tones of tolemnity, “who gave |

you the right to dictate who ehall rest |
in consecrated groued ?  Are you the |
Jeader of God's people 7"

“No," the other retorted, the angry |
blood flushing his swarthy cheek ;
“but when the leader of God's people |
would let the Devil's dam into the |
graveyard of our meetin'-house, it is 1‘
a time when any man may speak.
This woman could never be made to
go through that gate while she was |
alive; why should she be carried |
through it, now that she is dead "

The murmur of approval swelled
again_ louder than hefore; and little
by little the groups shifted, until Mer-
cy Stover and her white-haired father
were left alone beside the rough coffin.

“You were always hasty of speech,”
Priest Eaton answered calmly, but|
with a certain stern dignity that be-
Jonged to his office in those days.
“Who are you, to say who is wocthy ?
Who made you a witch-finder ?"

“I did not need to be a witch finder
to know Goodwife Stover for a witch,”
was the stout reply. *I knew of her
ways and her repute while still she
lived in Freeport, and I warned Broth-
er Ilkniah againgt her. For that very
thing ehe was hotly angered against

| me, by this token that my seine broke

that same day I epoke as if every
wesh in it were cut, and sorely hath ‘;
she many times since tormented e
with witch-wiles, Ask Goodman Hask-
ell, here, if he was not on my boat
when she bewitched my killock so that |
all my strength was naught to move
it until I made the sign of a cross on

Cit.  Ask—""

| once taken up by the whole company.

| men and women hurried now clamor-

| Johnston grew more furious, and his

| The Devil's Den was a rocky cave on

with no one to help me."”
The fickle sympathy of the bystand-
ers veered in her direction, and oneor |

| tempted to seize the handle of the

bier,

Before lie could do more, however,
two of the fish-wives that had formed | w vigorous grasp caught his arm, and
part of the funeral train moved al- | w stalwart young fellow drew him
most imperceplibly toward the spot | ronghly back,
where she stood, their action showing | “Let Lo, Bzra Jolnston,” the young
that the more merciful, at least, could | mun eaiid in a deep voice, his strong,
not easily bring themselves to any- | white tecth showing angrily, “Let
thing 8o horrible to their mind as to | be, or it will be worse for ye."
deny burial to a fellow creature. Be- 1 Like a wildeat, Johnston turned to
fore, however, the movement could be | ¢irike, but before the blow could fall,
at all general, even before it was | the clergyman sprang to catch the
raarked, Ezra Johnaton whose always | wirong wrist of his angry parishioner.
violent temper was fast mastering| “Stay (" Priest Faton commanded
him, broke out again : | in a voice of authority. “I warn you

“Oh, no doubt Wartstill Eastman | that you are going too far.”
knows, and I am a blind fool that| Fnraged as Johnaton 'was, he was
cannot see when his killock is free of | 8!ill sufficiently master of himself to
the thwarts | Perhaps (toodman East- | realize that it was not safe openly to
man will say, too, that last Sabbath | defy the clergyman, and it is not im-
night I wasn't hailed in my sleep to | probable, too, that he could not him-
the British bark off the point and |self wholly shake off the habit of obe-
dragged by the Devil's imps up and | dience that was almost universal in
down the sides tlll I was bruised and ! the scattersd parish,
aching in every bone of my body.| With any ally less powerful than
And I might have been killed but that | superstition, it would have been idle
daylight drew on, and with my own | for him to set himself against the min-
ears I heard Goodwife Stover say :  ister on any question; but the remote
‘Let him go; "tis almost cook-crowing,’ | pulses of the wave of madness that
I knew her voice ag well as I know |shook Salem in 1648 were more than
my own, aud that but two days before [a century in dying away, and in
shie died. What do yesay to that Elk | Hurpswell the belief in witchcraft was
What do ye say to| as as the faith in religion,
| Even to day the superstition lives in

niah Stover? perfect

A dozen voices broke leose info a | many a remote New England village,
sudden babble., The unseemly and | and the air of the sea, laden as it is

| cruel debate that bLad thus far been | with mysterious sounds and influences,

|
carried on by single voices was all at | veems especially to nourish these de-

| g
lusions.

The first surprise and the awe had | Johnston's whole stubborn nature
now worn off enough to let the folks | was by this time aroused, and all his
recover the use of their tongues, and | cunning bent on the carrying of his |
point.  He felt iustinctively that the
outly to deny or to confirm Ezra|tide of g neral feeling was turning

againgt Lim, and with genuine New |
England shrewdness be hit upon pre- |

Johnston's charges. The clergyman
tried vainly to make himself hoard. |
His words were lost in the growing | cisely the appeal that would most
became every |surely win the fickle crowd again to
his views.

“Well," he wneered, falling back,
anger infected the men that were most | “if Jucob Thatcher takes the matter
up, of course we must all give way,

tumult. The crowd

moment more and more like a mob.

under his influence, The very name |

| . . o . .
| of witch roused all the superstitions | even if he wants an accursed witch-

wife buried in the eame Jot with all |
the Chrietian folk we come of, Iive-

fears of the simple fishermen, and ull
the fanaticisin of their blood was ap-

[ but the young men gﬂ'g"ﬁi\“y 3
[under a secret sense of“&Mt, w i
the coincidence betivu;ﬂ» universa
success of the winner and his fondness
for the witoh's daughter was exactly
the eort of argument "stf,a !
most strongly to the mpo;g“ﬁdnf
erfolk. Lok

The crowd once more broke
speech, which was rat

angry as it swelled, “The w
Priest Eaton were lost i
Jacob Thatcher
tween the bier |

to the dead.

It was one of those chaotic and
critical moments in the progress of a
mob when it is broken into innumer-
able separate groups in angry dispute,
and when it is idle to attempt to reach
it as & whole until eome striking in-
cident unites once more its divided
attention, It is usually true, more-
over, that upon the first general im
pression that shall be exerted on
mob at such a crisis depends its action,
It is at its most impressionable stage,
and will readily take the stamp of
whatever idea isstrongly presented to
it,

By this time, the crowd collected
at the churchyard gate included al-
most every human being in the vil-
lage, and it had assuwed the character
of a genuine mob, The remonstrances
of Priest Faton, the entreaties of
Elkniah Stover, the appeal of Mercy,
and the interference of Jucob Thatcher |
had all proved of no avail, and there |
seemed smull llnlvw but lzra Johnston
would carry his point, und that the
body of the dead Quakeress would be
cast in dishonor upon thejagged rocks
of the Devil Den,

Help at this desperate crisis came |
from an unthought ofsource. By one of '
those strange thrills that seem to
reach the mind through some sense
beyond the five, and to appeal to some
faculty more subtle, the excited vil-
lagers became aware that something
new had happened. A sudden hush
spread over the wild company, Ex-
cited fish-wives paused with open
mouths in the midst of their harangu-
ing, and stretched their necks Loward
the bier; the angry men broke off
their noisy wrangling to turn their
eyes in the same direction; even
Marcy, who had clung convulsively to
her father in the terror of seeing fa-
miliar faces transformed into strange-
ness before her eyes by superstition
and rage, turned to look toward the
coftin,

It was only old Goody Cole, who
had at this critical moment made her
tottering way up to the bier and flung
herself down upon it. TLame and de
crepit, weak and wandering in her
wits, the poor old creature, whose
stream of life had been so thin that
for almost a century it had trickled on
without draining even the ordinary |
measure of human existence, had only
just been able to complete the journey
from Harpawell Neck. All the long

=

a bab an |
a clamor, and wkiol;j\w;g re

and over. “Oh, but che was my life!"

Pricked to the heart, two other
women, almost young enough to be,
Goody Cole’s granddaughters, came
out from the crowd and kneeled be-
side her, bowing their heads with sobs
upon the coflin,

There was a rustle
and stiv among the bystanders. They
knew well enough what cause for grat-
itudo these two had. Everybody
knew all that happened on Harpswell
Neck, and remembered now how to
one of these women (loodwife Stover
had come in the agonizing horrer of
child-birth, a saving angel; and how
beside the bed of the second she had
walched when a malignant disease
kept every other woman on the Neck
away.

“Oh, but she was my life!" shrilled
Goody Cole, her voice rising in a
thrilling strain  which made the ex-
cited women shiver as if with cold,

The crowd of fish-wives wavered.
Then (;umlwifﬂ M»{yl), whose stout
museles had out-tired those of all the
other bearers on the long march from
Flkninh Stover's cottuge to the shadow
of the square meeting-house in which
they stood, strode forward again to.
the cofin,  She set her arms akimbo
and looked about her,

“And ye, Betty ITincks," she de-
wanded, *who gave ye that cloak ye're
wearing this very hour? And ye,
Martha Hastings, who brought ye
through the fever last fall? And ye,
Andrew Cates, who nursed your wife
in haying-time? If Hannah Stover
was a witch, well would it be for
Harpswell Neck if we had more of
them."

“Oh, but she was my life!" came
in the piercing cry of Goody Cole, like
a refrain rising still higher and higher,
“Oh, but she was my life!"

“Take up the bier," Priest Eaton
cried, with a gesture at once of digni-
ty and of command, “Bury her wher.
ever these men will, The ground will
be consecrated wherever her body
lies. Tuke it to the Devil's Den,” he
went on, the occasion inspiring Lim
with unwonted fire, “end I tell yon
the Devil's Den will be holy if Ciood-
wife Stover's corpse comen there!”

A wuave of sudden feeling swppt
over the people like a mighty wind.
As if obeying a common impulse, they
rushed forward with sobs and broken
ejaculations, to raise the bier.

Bat Goodwife Mayo waved them
back.

woodland track she had come, half
tottering, half crawling, to lay her ;
blessing upon Goodwife Stover's grave. |

In & wail that had in it the pathos |
of the sound of wind in the forest, the
wretched crone cried over and over,

“No," she gaid ; “no man shall touch

this bier. The women that have
brought it o far in spite of their hus-
bands' orders can carry it the rest of
the way !’

There was a murmur of mingled

with heart-broken reiterance :
“Oh, but she was my life! Oh, but 5
she was my life| Oh, but she was wy |
life!” ;
The c¢ry was so intense that it ;
thrilled even the stolid fishermen of |

pealed to. rybody knows that Goody Stover

“Come,” Johnston cried out at Inst,

bewitched him long ago to make hiwm |

Harpswell Neck, perhaps for the time !
being rendered more wensitive than

wsgent, contrition and remonstrance ;
but it wae in the end as Goodwife
Mayo said,

Followed by all the men, even to
Fzra Johnston, who scowled but yield-
ed to the tide of feeling he could not
{urn back, the women of Harprwell

| Neck bore the body of Hannah Stover

struck with a sudden idea, “let us | ren after Mercy ; and ye, Daniel | usual by unwonted excitement. The to her resting-place in the consecrated

witch-wife

take the

Den, and leave her bones to rot there, | luck she gave him. But if he takes

moment greater, as they stood in

to the Devil's | Strong, have cause to remember the | tension of their nerves became every ground of the old graveyard.

“We have buried a witeh,” John-

[ warrant she has been there times | sides with the Devil, the two together | unetudied groups, picturesque and | gton muttered under his breath, as

enough before,” may well be too much for the honest

A shudder ran through his hearers. wmen of Harpswell.”

the shore of IHarpswell Neck, where | powerful effect, aud the angry retort

strange. T'he briel November after-

noon was darkening to its close, long

gray of the westernsky. A few scant

”l")‘ left the sacred wpol,
But in kolemn rebuke Priest Katon

The appeal produced an instant and | lines of fiery light breaking the cold | answered hii :

“We have made the grave of a

more than one good boat had perish- | of Jacob Thatcher was drowned in the | snow flakes were wsilently stealing | gaint.”

ed, and where more than one fisher-  crics of awgent and approval that an-
man had seen etrange lights flitting | wwered Johnston's words,
That Thatcher was the lover of

Mercy Stover was well enough known

about to cheat him to his destruction.
“Come,” repeated Johnston, taking

through the air, falling upon the
angry villagers, upon the tall form of

| Priest Katon, with white locks and

black gown, upon the strong, young

From the Cosmopaliten
- .-
pes. “Who breathes must soffer,
and who thinks must mourn, and he
alone is blessed”’ who knows that pain

a long stride toward the bier, “tuke in a community where a man was | figure of Jacob Thatcher, standing and suffering can bo cured by Salva-

hold here some of you.”
But before he could grasp the rude | to himself, and the reference to this
handle, his niece eprang forward. Her
eyes flashed; and her simple hood fell
back from her pale face, and her whole ' By alluding, moreover, to an old ri
form quivered with excitement. valry that extended to boats, athletics,
“Coward " she cried. “Oh, you and all interests that the narrow life
coward, you coward !" of Harpswell permitted, and that
Her voice, ehrill and high, rang Thatcher was always victor in, John-

of Gioody Cole, repeating in shrill mo-
notone:
“Oh, but she was my life!”

They all understood that cry, There .

was 1o one there but kuew well how

hardly able to keep even his thoughts | sentinel between his townsfolk and | gjon 0l
| the dead, upon the pathetic group of
fact impeached at once the sincerity | father and daughter, and amid them | remark—"'it is worth its weight in
and impartiality of his interference, | all, that withered, century-old figure | gold”—still Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup

Although we have heard persons

1% to be had at all drug stores for 25

cents,

- -
24 A correspondent asks - “[s it
wrong to cheat a lawyer?’ First

cheat the lawyer and then we will an-

upward toward the heavy gray clouds ston had secured for himeelt a power- ' long Goody Cole had been a peusioner ' swer the conumdrum,




