: A THRONG OF BEARDED MEN, in sad-colored gar- £
4 3 ments and gray, steeple-crowned hats, inter-
mixed with women, some wearing hoods, and others
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seasonably as th out the first burial groun 3
- on Isaac Johnsons lot and round about his grave, whic
| subsequently became the nucleus of all the congregated
. Sepulchres in the old churchyard of King’s Chapel. :
+  Certain it is that, some fifteen or twenty years after the
 scttlement of the town, the wooden jail was already C\g:,:)
- marked with weather-stains and other indications of age
- Which gave a yet darker aspect to its beetle-browed and ‘é
- gloomy front. The rust on the ponderous*;mgﬂask of =
| its oaken door looked more antique an anything else in
~ the New World. Like all that fains. to_crime, it
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