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Almee felt a sudden reliet’;'a twihge
She had not ex-
pected Alexander to do anything so
sensible.

“I'Il make it clear if I ecan,” she
said, and, looking Alexander in the
face with an angelically simple expres-
sion, she told him the tale from the
beginning, briefly, yet comprehensive-
ly.,. As she was speakinz, Aimee
watched Mr. Lambe’s face. The waves
of emotion that passed over his usu-
ally serene features made them inter-
-esting, suggesting some  delicate in-
strument subjected to shocks for
which it had never been designed.
At the end he was gasping faintly, like
4 stranded but still dignified fish,

“And s0,” concluded Aimee, “vou see
it’s a piece of my skirt the police have
got. And it was I who tripped you
up the stairs. I'm sorry—Cousin.”

Mr. Lambe passed a somewhat un-
steady hand across his forehead. He
looked at Ailmee, and then turned
slowly to Georgina.

“Miss Berners—" he said,

Georgina’s answer-was a sob. Imme-
«diately Almee stepped across, raised

her from her chalr and, with an arm .

round her walst, faced Alexander.

“Stop! Not a word from you to
Georgina!” she said defiantly, ‘There’s
no one to blame but me. Everything
she's done, I made her do. She want-
ed me to own up.: All this, she's done
to try and save me. Georgie's the best
‘thing that ever happened.”

Alexander looked at Aimee,

“My dear child,” he said genfly, “I
lave only one wish and that is to help
you.”

Almee’s lips parted; she stared at
him inecredulously, She saw the most
human sympathy in the clean-shaven,
priestly face; the kindliest light in his
large eyes,

“Miss Berners,” said Alexander,
Still more gently, “will you leave me
with your cousin? I should like to
Speak to her alone. I will see you
Ppresently, if you will give me an op-
portunity.”

Georgina nodded
moved to the window.

“Georgie,” whispered Aimee quickly,
as she passed, “meet me by the little
Aarbor down the gardens in half an
hour—it won’t be safe here—after
this.”

Aimee and Alexander were left to-
gether, facing each other. There was
an embarrassed pause.

“Tell me, Cousin,” sald Alexander,

quietly, “why have you done this mad
ﬂllng?"

“Well,” sald Aimee, for once at a
doss, “I—you see—I] was afraid of you,
Alexander.” She glanced up at him
almost shyly. *“I didn’t want to come
to Jervaulx. I thought it would suit
Georgie much better than me,”

Alexander’'s firm lips twitched very
8lightly.

“l1 got fed up at home,” cnntinued
Almee, desperately., *“Everybody was
80 solemn, They drove me to it! I
Just did it on the impulse. And then I
—things sort of happened—I—"

She made an impatient, hopeless
gesture with her hands,

‘Oh, what's the use of talking about
it? It’s done, and here I am In this
wretched mess. Police after me, and—
#verything! You've found me out—
Jyou can give me away. What are you
going to do?”

“Phere is only one thing to ﬂﬂ," sald
Alexander. “Make a clean breast of
i 1)

Aimee’s lips tightened.

“Come with me to Aunt Erythea,”
8aid Mr, Lambe soothingly, *“I will ac-
company you, I'll do everythlng I
can for you.. There is no other way.
For I can see,” he said, “that you have
courage.”

“No,” said Aimee decisively, “it 1s
impossible.”

Alexander’s eyes became keener. He
looked a little cuntemptunus

“Are you afraid?”’ he sald. “Do you
not see that you must face the conse-
quences of this foolish thing you have
done? Once the truth is told, you
have nothing to fear from the police.”

“Phe police!” said Aimee scornfully.
“I’'m not afraid of the police. I'm
not much afraid of Aunt Erythea. It
isn’'t that at all. It's—the other
thing.”

“What other thjng?“

Aimee looked at him with growing
embarrassment,

“Oh}” she said at last, desperately,
“have I got to put it iIn so many
words? My staying at Ivy cottage!
Didn’'t you understand what I told
you? I was there—two nights.”

Mr. Lambe, to her surprise, did not
look forbidding or censorious, Instead,
he looked a little puzzled. . And in
that moment Aimee conceived a liking
for Alexander.

“Now that I have seen you,,and
heard your story,” he said, “I attach
no importance to that incident, what-

brokenly, and

eaver.”

“Ah,” said Aimee sadly, “but other
people will, you see.”

Alexander suddenly flushed erimson,
and he avoided Aimee’s eye. But his
face grewspeculiarly. grim,

“I have only this to say. That
man—that Spencer—who dared to ex-
pose you to such a situation, is the
culprit 1 wish to see. He deserves—"

Aimee’s heel smote the floor.

“Not a word against Billy! It's he
who saved me, right from the begin-
ning, He begged me to let him own
up. But he has kept my secret, at

his own -risk, because I wanted it

kept. He is a gentleman [,
Alexander winced. At that mnment,
out of the tail of her eye, XA.Imae

caugne sigm. vi g tall Oogure in over-
alls crossing the gravel-walk beyond
the lawn.

“Here he is!” exclalmed Aimee,
“Let him answer for himself, if you
want to see him.”

She ran to the window and called
recklessly:

“Billy !”

Mr. William Spencer looked towards
her, glanced quickly left and right to
gee if the coast was clear, and hurried
to join Aimee. He Ste;}ped in through
the window.

“Billy,” said Aimee “this is my
Cousin Alexander. And he’s—he
knows all about it. It seems this is
our finish, Billy.”

The two men turned and faced each
other.

HAPTER XVi

“They Must Be Told.”

| |  Mr. Lambe’s serious eyes had be-

come hard and penetrating as a pair
of erystal lenses. They gave the im-
pression of piercing the exterior of the

man before him, and reading his mind.
Alexander looked, at that moment,
rather like an inquisitor of Torque-
mada’s court.

“You are Mr, William Spencer?”’
sald Alexander icily.
“That’'s so. You don’t know me? I

guessed you wouldn’t, But I remem-
ber you very well, though I never con-
nected your name till now,” said Billy
calmly. “You were chaplain to the
Tenth Rutlands, in 1918, Came from
China to join 'em, I heard.”

Mr. Lambe was silent.

“I was a sub in the Ninety-seventh
of the line, lying next the British
Seventieth division at Arras,” added
Billy. *“I remember you because yvou
brought in six wounded who got left,
of them were ours. You got the mili-
tary brass.”

Aimee stared at Alexander in blank
amazement,

“That . will do,”
Lambe impatiently. “We are not deal-
ing with the war. Do you realize,” he
said in his grimmest tone, “the posi-
tion in which you have placed this
lady?”

Billy looked straight at him.

“You are Miss Scroope’s cousin,” he
said quletly, “and a parson. I guess
I'll take lying down, from you, any-
thing you chooSe to say or do. Of
course I realize it, and it’s why I'm
here. I've been a fool. I didn’t seem
to know. But I ought to have known.”

He sighed.

“Things are so different, where I
belong. An’ they were different in
France—mighty different. But that’s
no excuse. I wish I'd broken my neck
before 1 did such a fool thing. And
here we are in the soup. I don’t mat-

ter. And you don’t matter eilther,
parson. All that matters is Miss
Scroope. Get me?”

“Come here,” said Alexander.

He took Billy by the arm, led him
to the window, and turned him so that
the sun shone full on his face. Mr.
Lambe looked at Billy for some mo-
ments In silence, with a peculiar in-
tentness.

“Mr. Spencer,” sald Alexander, re-
leasing him, “I will see you presently.
I shall have something to say to you.
For the moment, leave me with my
cousin. And—go quickly!”

Billy nodded. He turned to Almee
with a smile.

“Don’'t you worry,” he said quietly,
“the padre’s white.”

Billy disappeared with extreme sud-
denness through the window. Alexan-
der came slowly up to Aimee.

“That young man,” he said, “has the
heart of a child. It is a good thing
to have. And rare, at his age. That
does not alter the fact that your situ-
ation is dangerous, and even terrible.
My decision is final,” he said earnestly.
“There is but one thing to do. The
plain, honest course. Aunt Erythea
must be told immediately. Then you
will be safe.”

“And I repeat it’s impossible,” re-
turned Aimee quickly. “Can’t you see?
You understand. And Georgle under-
stands. But there is one who will
never understand. My father. He
doesn’'t belong to our time. He'll con-
sider only one thing—that his daugh-
ter has been disgraced before all the
county. Her name a by-word among
the rabble. That’s how he’ll take it.
It will simply be Dad’'s finish.”

Aimee sniffed miserably.

“I never thought about it. But
Georgie told me what it would mean
to my father. And she’s r'Ight. You
don’t know Dad.”

Alexander had turned rather white.

interrupted Mr.

o gl & Rl g S e

He walked to the)door and back, in
some agitation.

“It is some years since I have seen
your father., But I knew him very
well. And I believe you are right.
This would be a heavy blow to him.
But—it has S0t to be faced.”

“And T will not let Dad face it!”
sald Aimee hotly. ‘I don’t eare, for
myself. But I'm not going to have
him made miserable—for all the par-
sons in the .country!” '

“You have no choice. You do not
suppese for a moment this thing can
be concealed and overcome!”

Aimee turned to him with supreme
confidence.

“Of course I do. Billy will see it
through !’ she said triumphantly,

Alexander gasped.

“I cannot countenance deceit. The
whole thing is known to me—my po-
sition is impossible,”” he said. *“@I
should be abetting a lie.”

“There’s no need for ynu}tﬂ do any-
thing at all. Nobody wanted you to
butt in, Alexander., The secret Is
mine, not yours. Go to Aunt Erythea,
iIf you must!” said Almee bitterly.
“Oh, I'In not complaining—I can sea
that you must. *Only.you’ll do it with-
out my sanction. Go to her, and tell
her all you know about me.”

Alexander groaned. For awhlle he
was silent. The perspiration stood
out on his forehead. The anguish in
his face was so plain that even Aimee
felt compunction.

Alexander sighéd aloud,

“l shall keep silence,” he said. *It
is impossible for me to betray a wom-
an’s secret without her consent—or to
utter one word that may affeet her
reputation. But what will come of

1t___ﬂ
_“Ah!” sald Aimee -eagerly, “you
need know nothing at all. Whatever

happens, I'll keep you out of it.”
“On the contrary! I Iimplore you,
whatever difficulty arises, to come to
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Aimee Seized His Hands in Hers.

me. I—I will do all I can.” He gulped.
“I want to help you, Aimee.”

Aimee seized his hands in hers.

“Alexander,” she cried breathlessly,
“I am sorry I knocked you down!”

The next moment she had fled
through the window.

L * & 4t Y % E

Half an hour later Almee, a some-
what furtive figure, was dodging to
and fro on the path near the little
arbor in the rose garden, keeping an
anxious eye on all the approaches
from the house. She was still feellng
a little confused. -

“Who would ever have dreamed he
was such a good sort as that!” she
sald to herself. “It's a delirious sort
of mess I've got them both into. 1
hope he won't jump on podr Georgie.
Why on earth doesn’t she hurry up?
There she is—oh bother!—Alexander
again!"

Aimee retreated out of sight into
the arbor.

Georgina came slowly along the
path, her countenance pale and down-:
cast, like a recalcitrant novice who
fears the Lady Superior. Mr. Alex-
ander Lambe, looming through the
forest of standard roses, quickly over-
took her.

“Miss Berners!"

Georgina turned to him with fright-
ened eyes,

“I wish to speak with you,” said
Alexander with suppressed agitation.
“Shall we be seated?’ He led her to
a rustic seat close against the arbor.

“It distresses me,” sald Mr. Lambe
earnestly, “to see, as 1 cannot help
seeing, the effect this has had upon
you. The shock to your sensibility.
Let me set your mind at rest, as far
as I can, I hardly dare to think how
it will all end. But your cousin is as
innocent as an infant of any real In-
tent to deceive. She has behaved as
inconsequently as a child—that is all.
One—one must try to make allow-
ances for her., She should be still at
school. That is what I think of her.”

“Yes,”” murmured Georgina miser-
ably, “but what must you_ think of—
me !"”

“Of you!” said Mr. Lambe with
strong feeling. “Your loyalty—your
unflinching attachment to that young
madcap, stirs my admiration. It is
dreadful to think of what you must
have suffered. Purely to protect
Aimee. You faced my aunt.” Mr.
Lambe clasped his hand and drew his
breath in sharply. “Yes, you risked
the displeasure of my aunt!. And—
of course, the police. For days this
sword of Damocles has been hanging
over your blameless head. You—you
have not been guilty of deceit. No, no!
Only of silence. I think you have
behaved, on the whole, admirably.”

“Oh!” gasped Georgia faintly, hard-
ly daring to belleve her ears, “you can-
not mean it!” |

“T do mean it!” exclaimed Mr.
Lambe warmly. “Miss Berners, from
the first hour I saw you, I was con-
vinced of your—your essential g'md-
ness! It betrays itself in all that you
do. Anything that is ynderhand or
questionable, glides away from you—"
proclaimed Mr. Lambe, with a sweep-
ing movement of hi%# hand, “as the
turbid stream flows over the river-
bed.of white marble, leaving its pur
ity unsullied. My admiration for you
is greater, if that is possible, than
ever.”

Georgina’s heart fluttered delight-
fully.

“I think,” continued Alexander, with
growing enthusiasm, ‘“that you exist
to sacrifice yourself for others, Miss
Berners. You'have more than piety—
you have charity., It fs one of the
sweetest qualities in a woman.”

Georgina turned to him with Swim-
ming eyes.

“Oh, Mr. Lambe!” she murmureﬂ
with delicious confusion.

Alexander answered her with a hol-
low groan. She was startled at the
sudden distress in his face.

“The quemlﬂn is not what I think of
you,” he said bitterky, “but what you
think of me! You know the prin-
ciples I profess, and that I impreisﬂed
on you. Out of my own mouth I’
condemned. How can you feel any-
thing but contempt for me! I have
consented to connive at this mad esca-
pade of Almee’'s and all its conse-
quences, To keep silent. To—to bol-
ster ¥ up,” he said with a gulp. *“I
havey passed my word.”

Georgina’s eyes shone.

“You have done that!” she ecried
eagerly. “Why, now that you are on
her side, she may be saved from ex-
posure after all! I think it is splen-
did of you—absolutely splendid!”

“How can you think of me, but as
a hypocrite? You do not mean, Miss
Berners, that you feel any respect for
me now?”

“Mr. Lambe, when I first knew you,
I thought you my ideal as a church-
man. I think so more than ever.
When I was in trouble, and consulted
you, I seemed to find you a little hard.
Poor Almee had enough to bear. But
now,” gasped Georgina, quite carried
away, “I consider your conduct noble
--really noble! I admire you more
than ever.”

“Miss Berners,” said Alexander,
husky with emotibn, “if only you knew
what a relief it is, that I have not
fﬂrfelted your rEgald'
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ness, your sympathy—" his hand closed
almost convulsively on hers—*“Miss
Berners, may I call you Almee—I—I
mean Georgina—!"
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A stifled, explgsive sound caused Mr,
Lambe to start violently and look
round him.

“What was that?
confusedly,

Georgina, pink to the 'ears, had risen
to her feet; her eyes shone somewhat
viciously.

“It sounded to me more like a cat!”
she said in acid tones, and walked
away down the path.

Mr. Lambe followed her.

When they were out of sight, the
parlor maid emerged from the little
arbor, her face crimson, her shoulders
shaking, a handkerchief pressed to
her streaming eyes.

“Poor old Georgie!” she gasped., “I
couldn’t help it. I should have burst
ir another minute.” '

she squeezed the handkerchief and
controlied her emotion.

“They’ll have a jolly old tangle to
unpick, too, when Aunt knows!” she
said thoughtfully.

*No use stopping here, I suppose
I’d better finish my dusting.”

Aimee made a circuitous journey to
the deserted drawing room, and dusted
with the energy of a high-power ma-
chine. The room was not much the
better for it. She was only just in
tin:u?, for the hﬂuqekeeper appeared,

A dog?’ he gaid

iy ey, = W

and after some sour cumments stood
by her while she did a good deal of
the work over again. Then Aimee was
marshaled into the library, to dust
that,

The Ilibrary overlooked the path
leading to the garage. It was some
forty minutes later that Aimee caught
sight of the chauffeur approaching.
She flung down her duster and ran
to the window, giving a cautious
whistle, as a poacher who calls his
dog.

Billy made sure that the coast was
clear, and came to her window. He
looked at her and laughed joyously.

“The clouds have rolled by, part-
ner!” he sald.

“What has happened?
seen Alexander?”

“Sure. Just had a pow-wow with
him In the garage.”

‘“What did he say to you?’ asked
Aimee quickly,

Billy eyed her thﬂughtfully

“Never you mind. The game’s

Have you

square. The padre’'s all wool and a
yard wide. You're all right now.
Unless—"

“But the police! Suppose they trace
us and come back here?”

“They may not. F b’lleve 1 see a
way through it. And I've all the time
off, this evening. You sit tight.”

“But if they come here!”

“Then they'll get me,” sald Billy,
“but they won’'t get you; you're safe
from the cops, anyhow, I promise you
that.”

Aimee leaned out of the window,
with flushed cheeks, and caught his
hands In hers.

“Billy,” she sald breathlessly, “how
good you've been to me. How good
you've been! I want—"

“I'd be flayed alive for you!” said
Billy suddenly. “There isn't anything
I wouldn't do—and I've done nothing,
yet. You've got the grit of twenty.”
He held her hands tight in his.
"All'n&&-—"

“Oh! Look out!” exclaimed Aimee,
darting back. There was a heavy step
on the gravel and Mr, Tarbeaux came
round the corner. Billy walked briskly
forward. '

Mr. Tarbeaux bent a suspicious and

accusing eye upon him
(To be Cuntmued)
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YOU WILL FIND A FULL
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Less than one per cent of the thou-

sands of calls sent over the wires are

made to wrong numbers. Everi this

small percentage is annoying to you

; and we are constantly working to re-
duce it. - |

Wrong numbers are due to mistakes
made either by the person calling or by
the operator. Users may depend upon
their memory instead of looking in tl'm
telephone dirasctory; they may speak
indistinctly; they may fail to talk di-
rectly into the mouthpiece. The 4::a-1:m1'a.--f
tor, with thousands of lines before her,
may plug into the wrong line; she may
misunderstand the number given or she
may repeat it incorrectly to the opera-
tor at another office.

—— ———

# In training, supervising and direct-
ing our operators WE MAKE EVERY,
EFFORT TO AVOID THE GIVING
OF WRONG NUMBERS. And you

will assist us if you will observe the
following rules: ks
Always look in tRe directory w

| for the number. i
* 2. In asking for a number, place’ _

your lips close to the telephone

and speak slowly and du-
mctll

3. Listen to the operator when'
she repeats the number so that

you may correct her if neces-
sary.

An observance of these simple rules

will help us to give you better telephone
service.

The Chesapeake and Potomac
Telephone Company

(Consult the mfnrmatmn pages in the front
of the telephone directory)

| p. m.

Why Women Choose this Coupe

Easily handled in the maze of downtown trafﬁr: this
Buick three-passenger four cylinder coupe i% ideal for

a social afternoon call, a shopping trip or the various
other uses that a woman’s interests demand of her car.

.
-

The interior is upholstered with grey velours, set off
with attractive fittings. Heavy crown fenders, drum
type head and cowl lamps give a touch of ,Aadded
smartness to its outside appearance.

Above' all, the perfcr::t dependability; characteristic
of all Buick'cags, makes this Coupe safe and certain

for wumen drivers.

Sixes
2 Pass. Roadster $1175 4 Pass. Coupe - $1895
5 Pass. Touring 1195 7 Pass. Touring 1435
5 Paes. Touring 7 Pass. Sedan 2195
IR T 1625
Sﬂdﬂﬂ. i ; 1325 Er!dﬂﬂ 1935 Spm't Rﬂ-ﬂd!t‘ﬂr

Sport Rnudntcr 1025 5 Pass. Sedan - 1985 Sport Touring - 1675

Prices'f. o. b. Buick Factories; governmenktax
tl: bea d ':kbout the G. M. A. C. Purchase

Plan, which providn for Defn'red Payments.
D-15-45-NP

BUICKMOTOR COMPANY -

FLINT, MICHIGAN
When better automobiles are built, Buick will build them

Fours

9 Pass. Roadster $865
% Pass, Touring 885
3 Pass. Coupe - 117§
5 Pass. Sedan - 1395
S Pass. Tuurmi

The Noland-Bennett-Russell Motor Co.

CHESTERTOWN. MD.

Subscription to the
Transcript $1. 50

Summer Schedule

CHANGE OF SCH EDULE
(Weather Permitting)
Standard Time

SASSAFRAS RIVER LINE

Effective June 16th, 1923.
Tuesdays: leave Frederick for Balti-
more at 9.30 a. m., leave Betterton for
Baltimore at 10.30 a. m., leave Worton
Manor for Baltimore at 11.15 a. m.,

‘tarrive in Baltimore about 1.30 p. m.

Wednesdays—Leave Baltimore for
Betterton, Weorton Manor and Sassa-
fras River landings 9.30 a. m. Return-
ing leave Fredericktown for Balto, 3.30
p.m.erturning leave Betterton for Bal-
timore at 4.30 p. m., returning leave
Worton Manor for Baltimore at 5.30
p. m., arrive in Baltimore about 8.00

NOTE:—Steamer will not stop at

Worton Manor Wednesday July 4th.

Saturdays: Leave Baltimore for

Fredericktown and Betterton 1.00 p. m.

Returning leave Fredericktown for
Baltimore at 6.00 p. m., returning leave
Betterton for Baltimore at 7.00 p. m.

Arrive in Baltimore about 10.30 p. m.

PORT DEPOSIT AND HAVRE de
GRACE LINE
Effective June 1T7th, 1923

Mondays: Lieave Baltimore for Bett-
erton, Havre de Grace and Port De-
posit at 1.00 p. m.

Tuesdays: Leave Port Deposit for
Baltimore at 6.30 a. m., leave Havre

de Grace for Baltimore at 7.00 a. m.,,
leave Fredericktown for Baltimore at

9.30 ‘a. m., leave Betterton for Balti-
more at 10.30 a. m., leave Worton
Manor for Baltimore at 11.30 a. m.
Arrive in Baltimore about 1.30 p. m.

Thursdays—Leave Baltimore for Bet-
terton, Havre de Grace and Port De-
posit at 1.00 p. m., returning leave
Havre de Grace for Baltimore at 6.00

p. m., returning leave Port Deposit for
Baltimore at 6.30 p. m., returning leave

Betterton for Baltimore at 8 p. m. Ar-
rive in Baltimore about 11.30 p. m.
Sundays: Leave Baltimore for Better-
ton, Havre de Grace and Port Deposit
at 9.30 a. m. Returning leave Port
Deposit for Baltimore at 3.00 p. m.,
returning leave Havre de Grace for
Baltimore at 3.30 p. m., returning leave
Betterton for Baltimore at 5.00 p. m.,
Arrive in Baltimore about 8.15 p. m.

TOLCHESTER SCHEDULE

Beginning June 3rd, Steamer Louise
Leaves Baltimore Mnndayﬂ, Tuesdays
and Fridays at 8.45 a. m., 2.00 and 6.30
p. m. Wednesdays Thursda}rs, Satur-
days and Sundays at 8.45 a. m. and
2. 80 p. m.

Leaves Tolchester Monday, Tuesday
and Friday at 10.45 a. m., 4.10 and 8.50

p. m.

Sunday 10.45 a. m, and 7.30 p. m.

Wednesday July 4th, leaves Tolches-

ter at 10.45 a. m., 4.30 p. m. and 9.00
p. m.
For further information apply to

agents at different wharves, or
THE TOLCHESTER CO.,
Baltimore, Mt_i_

GEO. W. FRENCH, Agent

For all kinds of insurance. Prompt

personal attentien.
Phones 117 and 222R. Court Street.
Chestertown, Hd_.

ANNOUNCEMENT TO THE PUBLIC

Mr. John Wethered Barroll, Coun=-

sellor-at-Law, announces that he has

opened his office in the frame law of=
fice on Court Street, adjoining the Ly-
ceum Theatre. All kinds of legal bus-

iness will receive his prompt and close

attention. When not in the office, a

message can be left with his father,

Hope H. Barroll, Esq., whose assist-
ance is always at his command.
Phone No. 182.

GENERAL FREIGHTING

I am prepared to do general freight-
ing anywhara Satisfaction guaranm-

teed.
A. W. DILL ;
m10-1y* Phone 808-21 Wo . sd
CAPTAL $100,000

Business Established Since, 1882.

Stewart Fruit Co.,

of Baltimore City,
1 & 3 E. Pratt St., Balumore, Md.

Eummssmn Merchants.

bers and Distributors

All Frmts, Vegetables and Farm Pro-
duce generally.

{=%"We have an excellent store loca.
tion, expert marketers.

Coal Coal Coal

UNDER COVER

Palmers Lump Lime

IN'BARRELS

HEADQUARTERE
For Cement and

Baled Hay

Aomeultiral  Lime

By Rail and Water

Your Orders Solicited

J. D. BACCHUS,

al9-tf,

WINDOW GLASS

Big Stock, over one hundred sizes.

Can fit you in almost any size you
want;

Single and Doeuble Thick.
Also dimmer head lights and wind

shields for autos cut to fit.

Also paint for small engines.
JOHN BARTLEY,
Chestertown, Md.

Wednesday, Thursday, Saturday and

o8-tf
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