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©Of Cvery Description to Order

Quick and Cheapl

ibber Stamps Furnished.
ot for Typewriters, Typowriter
Bupplies, Ribbons, Ktew

regon, FHriday, April 17, 1908

Five Cents

PLUMBING i STEAM FITTING

All kinds of Reservoir and Cistern work in con-
reciion with water systems installed in first
class style and all work done guaranteed.
Dynamite and powder work on all kinds of Rock Excavations

H. A. Stuart, Moro, Oregon.
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When You Want

Incubators, Brooders, Bone Cutters, Shipping Cases, Egg Boxes,
Lag Bands, Poultry Foods of any kind, Remedies, or good
““up-to-date’’ Poultry Books on the different branches of Poultry
Kzeping, consult our latest catalog No. 301 Free on reguest.

Portland Seed Co.

Portland, Oregon
Spokane, Wn.

S AAAAAAAAAE AR AR AR AARSANES SRAAAAARMAASAAASAASAAALASAARAANS LRSS
s LA d

Dainting, Paper Jfanging

Satisfaction Guaranteed

Both in Workmanship and Price

Office at Furniture Store.

{F R AXTELL MORO, OR |

L s aaaaaaaaadadid i bbb bbb bbb bbbl

Best Seeds for the West

Send your oroers to a house that understands Western conditions
and you will pet satislaction.
Posrtranp Seep Co Swibuck, Wash., Feb. 7, 1 906.
Gentleman: | am sending you an order for seeds this spring as | liked
your seeds very much last spring
Yours traly
* Mmy. L. F. Pewminagron.

It's

Our new 100 page Annual Seed Planter's Guide tells all.
up-to-date and full of good things. Ask for book No. 300

Porthnd Seed Portland, Oregen
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l Neareet Hotel to Business Center, Banks and Depot.

-

J Sunday Dinner 35 cents.
1
1

Opposite Post Office

. Moro, Oregon.
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where the people stop

OregoOni,
Electric Call Bells.

The Dalles,
Electric Lights

l Bleam Heat.

HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU. |

All OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door f
Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby. |

T. N. CROFTON, Proprietor,

Wnt. Rudolf

First street, Strong brrick; Moro, Ore.

Confectionery
) Cigars, Tobaccos
Billiard and Pool Tables

Ice cold drinks and ice cream in sea-
son. Boda water, bottled and fountaln,
always on hand.

Vinton Hotel

GRASS VALLEY, ORE.
New Entirely.
Convient to Business

PRICES REASONABLE

Conducted on Best Principles

Commercial Trade Soliclted

When
in
Portland

STOP AT

Hotel Oregon

Corner 7th and Stark Streets.
It is new and Its rooms are provided with
running water and long distance tele-
phones. European plan. Rates
$1 per day and upward
Highest priced room $8
per day.

Wright-Dickinson Hotel Co.

Chas. Wright, President.
M. C. Dickinson, Manager.

Bomond Hotel

pfbliand, Oregon.

OSCAR ANDERSON MANAGER

foree Pt sod Morrism oo

Free bus to and from trains
Rates by the day
60 ¢, 76¢c, $1.00, 81.560, $2.

European Plan

A Good Clean Family Hotel

Remarkable Cire

|
[ M. L. Evans of DeMosa has been Iald
]
|

up with rheumatism for some time and
| suffered untold agonies, but is now u
and !perfnctly well. Ask him w
cured him and he will say lesa than
| & 60c bottle of Watking' Rheumsatism
and Gout Tablets,

Bold by

Al Buser, AL, Demces, (g

1 Every bottle positively guaranteed

- N

World also f'qr i

_paper by

| in cultivafing the so1
Raising.Frulf.Grompg
You can secure

For the genera#m cif oxfhe

|| how to oblain the best

soil, Stock
elc.
this excellent

addressing the Sherman County Observer and
enclosing $2.50, when we will send you the Sher-
man County Observer, price $1.50 and the weekly
_Oregonisn. price $1.50 each for one year, yoy sav-
ing 50 cents by so doing.

A Social ]
Impossibility

———

By Donal H. Hainet, |

LCW!M!. 1907, by Donal H.

BSBRO shifted in his seaf, sel-
tled his eyeglasses morg firmly
upon his nose and, with his
gloved hands folded on the top

»f his cane, turned his glance again
to the fleld of play. On all sides of
him men and women were abandoning
themselves to excesses of enthusiasm,
but his cold neutral tipted eyes fol-
lowed the movements of the muddy
figures on the gridiren without a trace
of excitement, though they lost no de-
talls of the play.

“l beg your pardon”—Desbro’'s high
pitched, nervous volce cut incislvely
Imto the throaty cheer of which the
man next to him was delivering him-
#eélf—"but can you tell me who is the
black haired man at tackle?”

“Babbington,” snapped the other
shortly and turned again to his cheer-
Ing, *while Desbro murmured courteons
thanks,

Turning a pair of fleldglasses upom
the field, Desbre watched the strug-
gling figures intently for a few mo-
ments: then, laying fthe bipoculare
aside and lighting a cigarette, he.com-
menced to talk to himself in a low
tone, oblivious of his shrroundings.

“A matchless physigue,” he mutter-
ed, “coupled with a face which might
have been Adagys—as devold of the
spark of int nce as an ox's—the
very embodiment of the game be Is
playing.”

His intent gaze Boted a sudden con-
gestion of the padded figures below
him and an eager craning of necks
from the seats of the big stand. One
of the opposing players lay stretched
on the turf writhing In pain, while &
group of the visiting eleven's support-
ers Jeaned from thelr seats and point-
ed Impotently accusing fingers at the
man called Babbington, who stood
looking down at the prostrate figure
with his hands on his massive hips.

A cold lttle sneer gathered about
the corners of Desbro's mouth as he
watched the Incident,

“What callousness,” he exclalmed
softly, “what savagely unconsciousTak
lousness! Is the man an anachronismn
or only a brute? Such simple minded
unconcern for physical agony caused
by one's own hands s the mark of
mere coarseness or a throwback.

“I must see more of this strange
man,” he told himself and walked to
the gymnasium, where he sat for an
hour gaszing at the celling with a
preoccupled alr, When Babbington's
great bulk emerged from the door lead
ing to the baths an hour later, Desbro
rose and walked to meet him.

“Mr. Babbington?’ he asked.; The
other nodded.

“My name is Desbrp,” he went on
rapidly, lifs suddenly keen eyes search
ing the other's face. “I come from the
same part-of the country that you do,

“THIS I8 WHAT 1
OAME ¥OR."

“N0," HE ANSWERED ;
and [ thoughbt possibly you might glve
me news of an old friend, Morton—
Harold 'Morton. Did you happen 1o
know him?”’

“Morton ™ he sald slowly. “Morton]
No, don't belleve I know him.”

say, “T thought perhaps”— And h
woye a few senten of easy fictl
before turting abruptly on his heel.

A few hours later he sat In the bik
llard room of his fraternity house lis
tening curiously to the talk of the men
which centered about the game of the
afternoon. The comments were all 1198
1y, enthusiastic, ofi the team’s chances,
on the Individual proweas of the mla
and constantly recurring ib the bum
eonversation was Babbington's name,

“The finest type of A player the crog
of new men has produced,” a fair hale
'ed.man with a big volee called fr
% of the smoky room.

suddenly. The men around the tables
turned In astonlshment, for to havi
Desbro offer comment on matters of
this nature was unnsoal.

“Right you are, 1 say,” he repeated

“Ah, of course,” Désbro hastened to

“Right you are! Desbro broke i8]

glasses. “This man Is the very embod-
;qu-nt of the spirit fostered by this
| beautiful game|of yours—bullt for a
{human chopping block or battering
1inm. a# the case may demand! By the
| axertion of those muscles for which be
| 18 no more responsible than Thompson
| there for his red hair he brings down
on his richly undeserving head the
frenzsied cheers of a sport crased
crowd. He sends n man less fortunate-

Iy endoweg physically than himself
"lin a few Tnoments of unhappy obliv-
jon and then grins at you with crass
satisfaction when you cheer hlm—not
| tor himself or because his name means
anything, but simply for what he has
done.

“T'Lis Babbington comes out of no-
where,” Desbro continued, “a grace
leas, coarse fibered clod, with a glant's
strength und the broad ldeas of a goat,
hupgty for notorlety of the sort his
great muscies can command, and you
pamper his cheap cravings with une
tion. You sit in the stands and shout
yourselves hoarse while he Is battering
some peor fellow In the arena, and you
will go further. You will desire the
eapture of this athletie lion in spite of
the fact that he Is a—a social Impossl
bility, and you will be erowding around
trying to put your fraternity pins on
his cont, Bah!

“I talked with the man, looked into
his g!‘“, oxllke eyes—dead, devold of
the epark of real life”

The unfinlshed sentence broke abrupt
Iy, and every eye In the room followed
Desbro's startled glanee to the door
way, where, turning his cane In his
binds and staring at the speaker with
an expression wholly Indescribable,
stood Babbington. For a moment there
was the dead sllence of utter embar
rassment; then one by one the men
turned to the talles, while Babbington
eleared his throat and spoke

“I came to see If possibly I hadn’t
misunderstood you,” he sald, tarhink
to Desbro. “That name you mentlon
ed was Morton, wasn't 1t?"

Desbro, redder than any man had
ever seen him, nodded without speak
Ing

“l thought possibly 1 hadn’t under
-tl"ﬂl..l ]'-I
awkwardly oat of the door,
kpnow a man named HHorton.”

A few moments later Desbro passed
the door of the bllllard room, wearing
the raincoat and slouch hat which he
fnvariably wore on the evening walks
which were as much a part of his ex-
istence as his meals

No man pretended to know the object
of these nightly walks of Desbro's. To
all Inquiries he responded that “they
gave him a chance to think witbout In-
terruption.”

At the gate Desbro paused to light a
clgarette, and the flare of the match
as he shielded It from the snappy Oc-
tober wind brought his thin features
Into prominence agninst the darkness.
Babblngton, standing under a tree not
a dozen yards away, turned as the sul
phur spugfered and saw His great
hand clinehed instinetively into a fist,
and he had already taken a step for
wird when Desbro turned and started

bington explained,

quickly down the street.

Babbington walted a
then stepped llghtly on to the sldewalk
and followed, quletly at first and then
without eaution as Desbro pald no at
tention to the footfalls behind him. He
glanced now and then at the receding
Ights and then licreased the length of
his strides as Desbro's phrases throb-
d through btk mind

Social impossibllity!”
gritting his teeth over the phrase
teach the lttle whelp!™

Iis eyes never left the little spark
which marked the other's position, but
every time he gtarted to close the gap
hetween them something checked blm
Ilis thoughts refused to run to any but
a given point—a flerce desire to get his
hands upon the man who had held his
ijgnorance up to a roomful of men
while be stood and listened helplessly
As he had gtood under the tree In front
of the house Ae had feit only a sense
of lmpotency, of shame, a gulplng reéel-
ing of disappolntment which was not
easy to understand, a sickening reallza-

few moments,

he

rung true

Block after block the man In front
walked, turning now to the right and
now to the left, sometimes walking
rapldly and again ldling along at a

snall's pace. They passed through the
business streets, lonely and
under the harsh glare of the arc lights.
Here Desbro paused to talk with a po-
Meeman with whom he seemed to be
on excellent terms, and, turned sudden-
Iy cold at the sight of the patrolman,
Babbington crossed the street and
mearly lost his man, who wheeled
abrupt!y Into' a dark side street.
Babblpgton was consclous that a
struggle had commenced within him
Affl that the first heat of anger was
paksing. He grew ashamed of his
growing calmness, fearful lest the cool-
g influence of the walk rob him of
the merited retallation which he knew
Bis massive arms could administer.
Desbro stopped abruptly to light an
other clgarette, and his pursuer halted
fn the midst of a stride. For an In
atant he paused irresolute, divided be
tween the lingering desire to close his
fingers on Desbro’s neck and a sudden
fmpulse to run, to get away from ev-
erything, back to the life where other
illen had lived and talked llke himself.
The hotter sensation triumphed, and
Babbington had taken three quick,
lithe steps toward his victim when, sl-
threw

of men

sprang, a little knot
Mhemselves at Desbro.
The shock of the attack not only
drove from Babblngton's mind every
veqtige of his own wrath, but bereft
him for an Instant of the power of mo-
tion. He heard Desbro give a low ex:
elamation and saw by the last flicker
of the match the slight figure attempt-
to’sbleld  itself by leaping behind

backing |
“and 1 did |

deserted |

lent as the shadows from which they |

found himself In the center of a press
of struggling figures. He  recelved
blows and felt the ilmpact of his hand
agalnst fleah as he returned them.

“Where are you, Desbro? he shout
od, “Sing out!”

“Here,"” came a choking volee fromn
behind him, “quick™

A club struck Babbington's arm with
A numbing shock, but he kicked the
man who wielded it into Insensibilify
and the next Instant was tearing an-
other roffian from off Desbro's pros
trate form. Two of the assallants lay
on the ground, mere blotches In the
darkness. The others had disappeared,

Desbro rose to his feet slowly and
took a step toward his rescuer

“I say,” be commenced, then stopped
abruptly, *“S8o this Is the cheap ‘coals
of fire’ method you pursue, 1s it? he
continued, with a soeer,

A sudden easy smile
Babbington's face,

“No,” he answered shortly; “this Is
what I came for,” and he struck Des-
bro squarely In the face, felllng him
instantly.

For an Instant the knowledge of the
strength in his great muscles fright
ened him, and he leaned over Desbro
anxiously. Satisfied that he had struck

passed over

“WILL YOU SHAKNM HANDS, BABBINGTON P
HE ASKED,

no harder than he Intended, he leaned

against the iron post panting from his

exertions.” The two roughs on the
ground recovered thelr senses and
scuttled off Into the night. He could

hear Desbro's watch ticking and kept

| track of the seconds for two full min-

ates. Then he noticed that the fallen
man was bareheaded and puttered
about on his hands and knees In the
dead leaves and the filth of the gutter
until he found Desbro's hat,

“Can you walk?' he asked shortly
The disheveled figure nodded, apd In
sllence they made thelr way back
through the deserted streets. In front

muttered, |

tion that some of Desbro's words had |

of the fraternity house they separated
without words

Desbro gave up his nightly walks for
a week and was seen but little outside
his room He explained his marred
cheek and n stiffness in one leg by a
fall through a broken crossing.

L] L . L ] L] L] L

“(olng to make another character
study of the game, DeabroT”

Desbro shook his head and smiled.

“I'm contlnulng one,” he answered

shortly

It was with a more Interested, less |
coldly critical expression that he fol

lowed the movements of the men on
the white striped fleld beneath him
The problem confronting the varsity
team was a different one from that
whitch Desbro had watched on the first
occaslon, for Instead of feeble oppo
nentagawho would only afford them
ﬂrub«‘tﬂi‘fll‘ﬂ they faced an eleven of
thelr Own class

From the first the enemy’'s tactlcs
had been obvlous. They realized that
In Babbington there was a living oppo
sition which barred all progress to the
varsity's goal [fme, and toward the
wearing down of hils great strength
they had directed their efforts Men
had been led to the side lines pale and
bleeding, and the list of the visitors’
substitutes was diminished, but still
Babbington formed the center of every
attack and was the rock about which
split the enemy's onslaughts. It was
not a showy exhibition, bat it was a
splendid plece of physical stamina, and
the great crowd was appreciative. They
saw that Babbington's endurance
would make victory possible, and they
rose in a great wall of color and cheer-
ed him furlously,

“Babblngton! Babbington!”

Cloge to the goal posts; Babblogton

|

r

ralsed his great frame from the tangle
of the last attack which had shattered
fts force upon him and faced the shout-
Ing crowds. Blowly he ratlsed a huge
fist and shook It in the face of the mul
titude, which grew wonderingly sllent.

“Curse you,” bhe shouted, and the
sound of his hoarse volce carried to
every part of the stands, “leave my
name alone!™

Desbro amiled quletly.

“In the term ‘social impoasibility,
he muttered, “1 was gullty of gross In-
Justice.”

When the whistle sounded the end of
the half, he scrambled down from his
seat, cllmbed the wire fence Inclosing
the fleld and walked toward Babbing-
ton, who, with hanging head, was
walking stowly toward the side lines.

“Will you shake hands, Babbington T’
be asked, smiling

Babbington looked" up In surprise.
When his somewhat heavy features

leaning back in his chalr and surver

g faces through WA iron pole. In another 'matant b w“mﬁwul\.“
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THE OVTER
| DARKNESS.

By SIDNEY H. COLE.

Copyright, 1807, by C. H. SButcliffe

Ackroyd moved his chadr from the
corner that he might have an unob-
strocted view of Drusilia’s face.

musical farce he had brought her

and her eyes were fixed pensively on
the musie In her lap, Ackroyd watch
ed her sllently
was loath to disturb that pose,

“] saw Ted Briggs today,” he sald at
length, and he sald It with the evident
expectation of a flutter of excltement
on Drusilla's part In this, however,
he was disappointed. Bhe turned a
page of the score without ralsing ber
eyes

“Did you?' she sald calmly,

“I did. he affirmed. “Had a sort of
an all gone air about him."

Drusilla was sllent,

“Looked ns If he needed some one to

for some moments,

sympathize with him--or kick him.,"”
Ackroyd pursued

Another page of the score was turn
ed, but Drusilla sald nothing

“Haven't seen him round here late-
ly,” sald Ackroyd, and his tone sug
tgested much

“It's something « r n week slnee he
called last,” sald Drusllla Innocently

“wow,"” BAID HE, RIEING AND BOWING

GRAVELY
Ackroyd smiled grimly
I!ji-ﬂ belng on the score
was lost on her
| “SBame old story, I pr
“What's the old
| sald, with some emphasis
“Got his conge, eh ™
“What are you talking
“Ted Briggs.”

“Well, what about him?®"’
“He seems to have been
outer darkness with
predecessors,” Ackroyd observed
Drusilla shrugged her shoulders
“1 don't see wny I should fret

self over that,” she sald
“For casting him there,

sald Ackroyd
"AAdmittng 1T anL™ &n

challenge In her volce

but Drusilia's
its

meaning

" gald he

BAmMe story "' she

about

cnst Into the
innumerable

his

my

severely
1 Drustiin with

“Tod Briggs Is a particular friend
of mine,” Ackroyd begm

“Must-I marry all ¥ particular
friends?’ sald Drusilla with sardonle

deference
Ackroyd's eyes flashed angrily

“You knew all the e he was tak
Ing things serlously,” he remd nstrated
“You might have a little mercy on
such chaps.”

| *Oh, don’t let's squabble every night
you come here, sald Drusllia wearlly

| “Here's the ‘Palm ng. Shall T sing
it to you, Max?"

! Bhe seated herseif and
| sang with all her t tle droll
eries Whe i 1 hed she
awung about to face A \

“DId that soothe y wwuge breast,
Maxle?' she ked swed

Ackroyd scowled When will youn
ever be serlous?” he sald

“] was never so serlons in my life”
she naserted Iudeed | complete
Iy welghed down with responsil ity
and remorse. You don't Imagine he'll
take prussic acld, do you, Max?" she

ended In tragle tones

Ackroyd looked at her with cold dis
approval

“Between old friends™ he bhegan
But Drusilla at once cut him short

“Now, Max, I'm awfully sorry, but If
you begin to scatter any of that fa
therly advice about here you'll have to
go home, and I counted on a delightful
evening with you here,” she sald ten
tatively

“Nevertheless," Ackroyd, “1
shall say what I set out to, be the pen-
alty what it may.”

Drusilla rested her
keys and looked at him archly

“l was about to remark,” Ackroyd
went.on, “that In the soclal sea you

anald

elbows on the

the affections of many serlous minded
young men are shipwrecked."”

survive them.”

“And there are others who are In
danger of salling straight on to the
reef, knowing all ite dangers,” sald he.

“Dear me!" sald Drusilla. “They
should take a course In navigation.”

“The fear of ridicule may keep them
away for a time, but in the end thay'ma

| hound to tempt fate.” be said
¥ .'_,.A
--rrt\-'*-n- ] 3 -

Bhe
was sented near the plano Iamp, osten-
sibly examMing the score of a recent
Her
chin rested In one lttle upturned palm,

e |

of course,” |

are a sort of uncharted reef on which |

“What a metaphor!” she taunted. |
“Thelr shipwrecks don’t seem to be
alarming calamities, however. They

Drusilla regarded him amusedly, -

“l think it would be Interestig to
| meet some of that class,” sald she.

! “] can lutroduce you to one,” said be.

“When?' Drusilla Inquired eagerly.

‘ “Now,” sald he, rising and bowing
| gravely.

| “You!" she gasped.

1_ “Even 1,”" he sald, unsmiling.

There was a somewhat embarrassed
pause. Ackroyd broke it.

“I shall never be happy until I offer
myselt to you, I don't expect to be
happy afterward. [ shall merely join
the others In the outer darkness, and
the suspense will ba over.”

Drusilla rested ber chin on her palm
agnin. A bit of added color lushed ber
sheeks. IMer eyes were pensive.

“I've been very much a coward,”
sald Ackroyd. “I was afrald you'd
laugh. That 1s why I've been silent so
long."

He leaned forward In his chalr.
manner was pleadingly earnest.
silla moved uneasily.

“Why don't you offer yourself, then,

His
Dru-

| and have It over?’ she asked.
! Ackroyd squared his shoulders. “I1
| do offer myself, Drusilla,” sald he

“My sllence has been such a long one |
the laugh should be doubly merry,” he
added bitterly.

Drusilia- turned to the plano. She
ran her fingers over the keys In soft
Httle minor harmonles. Ackroyd walt- |
then he strode to the |
over her. Bomething |

ed lmpatiently;

| plano and bent

| gl ned on her lashes, and there was
a shining streak down either cheek.

i “(jood heavens!" cried Ackroyd In
guidden comprehension. He laughed
happlly

| *“It—-It -lsn't funny. I—I—d-don’t feel

| & bit like l-langhing,” confessed Dru-
silla

Aud Ackroyd was thereupon relleved

from any fears of “the ,euter dark
ness.”’

The Anitmal Machine.
The animal machine wears out

(grows old) in Its blood vessels; other

machine out at the points of

| frictlon or I The kind of blood
| we keep sending day by day through
| our bloml vessels decides for us the
:1"||'_’||| of life If the blood be made
{ pure by suitable food and drink and

kept pure by fresh alr and sunshine,

by good action of the bowels, kidneys,

lungs and skin, by enough but not too

much active exerclse and finally by &
Irlw-tfll'. mind—too large to worry and
| fret—the vital rubber or elastic tissue
.1“ the walls of the blood vessels will
age normally and last the allotted
tline If the blood stream be fre-

quently polluted by excesses, errors in
diet., late and irregular hours, vicious
habits, overwork, habitual confine-
!m--nt indoors, lack of exercise from
| any cause or a fretted, anxious mind,
| the blood vessels become Irritated and
| Inflamed and in time diseased or hard

| and Inelastic, which means premature |

old age, disability, death.—What to Eat. |
Stung the Lawyer.

The famous Beau Hickman of Wash-

| Ington was once n witness in a pedding
case and, having testified In the course
of his examination in chlef that the
client of the attorney on the other pide
was without funds, was being sharply
eross examined by that barrister, Hick-

| man averred that the client had him-
| self told him of his penniless state. The
| lawyver Insisted that the exact lan-
guage be repeated. Hicknoian hesitat-

| ed, but when.pressed under threat of
| contempt proceedings bhe fnally sald,
| “Well, sir, If I must answer, be told
me this morning that he had no mon
| ey.” “Well, sir, what language did he
pee?’  “Why, I asked him to lend me
| half a dollar, and he said be couldn’t,
for you had robbed him of every cent
of his money and If he didn't get out
of your clutches very soon his children

would starve.”

| By the time the laughter had sub-
| sided and the lawyer had time to col
| lect his thoughts the case was decided
| agalnst him

| Whittier at Closs Range.
Whittler belonged to those natures
who would advance with firmness and

joy to martyrdom In a good cause, but
are never comfortable In soclety, and
who Impress one with the idea that
they would llke to run out of the door
at any moment. Yet few enjoyed the
| soclety of congenlal friends as did the
Quaker poet. No one rellshed a good
| story more or related one with better
grace. His sense of the ludicrous was

very vivid, and the absurdities of lfe

and Its situations struck him bever
| more forcibly than when they involved
himself A8 Whittler's nephew and
blographer has asserted, it would be a
mistake to suppose that gentleness was
a necessity of his nature. His was In
reality the result of resolute self con-
trol and the habltual government of &
tempestuous spirit. Indeed, the poet
had his shrewd, assertive and almost
vindictive side, ¢lse he had never been
so successful a politiclan and reform-
er. — Carollne Ticknor In Harper's
Weekly

One of the Mean Ones.

A worthy old Gentleman In the Coun-
try, baving employed an Attorney, of
whom he had a pretty good Opinion, to
do some Law Business for him In Lon-
don, he was greatly surprised on his
coming to Town, and demanding his
Bill of Law Charges, to find that it
gmounted to at least three Times the
Bum he expected; the honest Attorney
assured him that there was no Article

fn his Bill but what was falr and rea-
sondble. Nay, sald the Country Gen-
tleman, here ls one of them | am sare
eannot be so, for you bave set
three Shillings and four Pence [
Ing to Southwark, when none my
Business lay, that Way; pray -
the Meaning of that Str; Ohl sald
he, that was for fetching the and
Turkey from the Carriers, ml
sent me for a Present, out of the
try.—“Joe Miller's Jest Book*
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