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It seemed to Fullerton F. Colwell, of
the famous Stock Exchange house of Wil-
.son & Graves, that he had done his full
duty by his friend Harry Hunt. He was
a director in a half-score of companies—
financial debutantes—which his firm had
“brought out’” and over whose stock mar-
ket destinies he presided. His bartner left
@ great deal to him, and even the clerks
fn the office ungrudgingly acknowledged
_$hat Mr. Colwell was “the hardest worked
man in the place, barring none”’—an ad-
mission that meant much to those who
know it is always the downtrodden clerks
who do all the work, and their erpplo,\'erﬂ
who take all the profits and credit. Pos-
sibly the important young man who did
all the work in Wilson & Graves’ office
bore witness to Mr. Colwell's industry so
cheerfully because Mr. Colwell was ever
inquiring, very courteously, and, above all,
sympathetically, into the amount of wprk
each man had to perform, and suggesting,
the next moment, that the laborious
amount in question was indiapl_ltably ex-
cessive. Also, it was he who raised salar-
ies; wherefore he was the most cha.n_mqg
as well as the busiest man there. Of his
partners, John G. Wilson was a consump-
tive, forever going from one health resort
to another, devoting his millions to the
purchase of railroad tickets in the hope of
outracing Death. George B. Graves was @
dyepeptic, nervous, irritable and, to boot,
penurious; & man whose chief recommen-
dation at the time Wilson formed the firm
had been his cheerful willingness to do all
the dirty work—not an inconsiderable por-
tion of the everyday business of a big
Wall street house. Frederick R. Denton
was btisy in the “board room”—the Stock
Txchange—all day, executing orders, keep-
ing watch over the market behavior of the
stedks with which the firm was 1rl'ent1ﬁed,
and from time to time hearing things not
meant for his ears, being the truth regard-
ing Wilson. & Graves. But Fullerton ¥.
Colwell had to do everything—in the stock
marke; and in the office. He conducted
the manipulation of the Wilson & Graves
gtocks, took charge of the unnefarious pu:t
of the numerous pools formed by the firm’s
customers—Mr, Graves attending- to the
other details—and had® a hand in the
actual management of various ‘corpora-
tions. Also, he conferred with a dozen
people daily—chiefly “big people” in Wall
street parlance—who were about to “put
through” stock market “deals.” He had
devoted his time, which was worth thou-
¢ands, and his brain, which was worth
millions, to disentangling his careless
friend’s affairs, and when it was all over
end every claim adjusted, and he had re-
fused the executor’s fees to which he was
entitled, it was found that poor Harry
Hunt’s estate not only was free from debt
but consisted of $38,000 in cash, deposited
in the Trolleyman’s Trust Company, sub-
jeot to Mrs. Hunt's order, and drawing in-
terest at the rate of two and a half per
cent. per annum. He had done his work
wonderfully well; and, in addition fo the
cash, the widow owned an unanzambered
house Harry had given hes during &-s life-
time.

Not long after the settlement of the es-
tate Mrs. Hunt called at his oflice. It was
a very busy day. The bears were misbe-
having—and misbehaving mighty success-
fully. Alabama Coal and Iron—the firm’s
great specialty—was under heavy fire from
“Sam” Sharpe’s Long Tom as well as from
the room traders’ Maxims, All that Col-
well could do was to instruct Denton, who
was on the ground, to “support” Alabama
(oal and Iron sufficiently to discourige the
enemy, and not enough to acq..re the
company’s entire capital stock. He was
himself at that moment practicing that
peculiar form of financial dissimulation
which amounts to singing blithely at the
top of your voice when your beloved sack-
dul of gold has been ripped by bear paws
and the coins are pouring out through the
rent. Every quotation was of importance;
a half-inch of tape might contain an epic
of disaster. It was not wise to fail to read
every printed character.

' “(Good morning, Mr. Fullerton.”

He ceased to pass the tape through his
fingers, and turned quickly, almost appre-
hensively, for a woman’s voice was not
heard with pleasure at an hour of the day
nvhen distractions were undesirable.

“Ah, good morning, Mrs. Hunt,” he said
{very politely. “I am very glad indeed to
see you. And how do you do?” He shook
(hands, and led her, a bit ceremoniously, to
a huge armchair. His manners endeared
him even to the big Wall street operators,
who were chiefly interested in the terse
speech of the ticker.

“Of course, you are very well, Mrs.
(Hunt. Don’t tell me you are mot.”

“Ye-es” hesitatingly. ‘“As well as 1
can hope to be since—since Harry left
'wo‘u 5
“Time alone, dear Mrs.
ue. You must be very brave.
fhe would hdve liked.” :

“Yes, I know,” ehe gighed. “I suppose

must.”

There was a silence.
ferentially, sympathetic.

“Ticky-ticky-ticky-tick,
- epr.

What did it mean, in figures? Reduced
4o dollars and cents, what did the last
three brassy taps say? Perhaps the bears
were storming the Alabama Coal and Iron
Sntrenchments of “‘scaled buying orders;”
'perhaps Colwell's trusted lieutenant, Fred
Denton, had repulsed the enemy. Who
was winning? A spasm, as of pain, pass-
ed over Fullerton F. Colwell's grave face.
But the next moment he said to her,
slightly conscience-strickenly, as if he re-
proached himself for thinking of the stock
market in her presence: “You must not
permit yourself to brood, Mrs. Hunt. You
know what I thought of Harry , and I
need not tell ‘you how glad. 1 shall be to
do what I may, for his sake, Mrs. Hunt,
and for your ewn.”

Ticky-tidky-tickyvtick,” _ repeated
ticker. .

To avoid listening to the voluble little
machine, he went on: “Believe me, Mrs.
Hunt, 1 shall be only too glad to ®erve

you.”

. “You are so kind, Mr. Colwell,” mur-
mured the widow; and, after a pause: =1
came to see you about that money.”

“Nes”

“They ‘tell me in the trust company that
if I léave the money there without touch-
ing it T'll make $79 a month.”

“Let me see; yes; that is about what
you may expect.”

Well, Mr. Colwell, I can’t live on that.
Willie's school costs me $30, and then

there’s Edith’s clothes,” she went on, with
the air of a martyr, which implied that
as for herself, she wculdn't care at all.
“You see, he was so indulgent, and they
are used to so much. Of course, it's a
blessing we have the house; but taxes
take up9so much; and—isn’t there sgme
way of investing the money so it cbuld
bring more?”’

“T might buy some bonds for you. But
for your principal to be absolutely safe
at all times, vou will have to invest in

. very high-grade securities, which will re-

Hunt, can help
1t is what

He stood by, de-

? said the tick-

(the

turn to you about 3% per cent. That
would mean, let’s see, $110 a month.”

“And Harry spent $10,000 a year,” she
murmured, complainingly.

“Harry was always—er—rather
vagant.” '

“Well, I'm glad he he enjoyed himself
while he lived,” she said, quickly. Then,
after a pause: “And, Mr. Colwell, if I
should get tired of the bonds, could I al-
ways get my money back

“You could always find a ready market
for them. You might sell them for a lit-
tle more or for a little less thhn you
paid.”

“I. shouldn’t like to sell them,” she
said, with a business air, “for less than I
paid. What would be the sense?”

“You -are. right, Mrs, Hunt,” he said,
encouragingly. “It wouldn't be very
profitable, would it?”’

“Ticky-ticky-ticky-ticky-ticky-tick!” said
the ticker. It was whirrling away at a
furious rate. Its story is always inter-
esting when ‘it is busy. And Colwell had
not looked at the tape in fully five min-
utes! \

“Couldn’t you buy something for me,
Mr. Colwell, that when I came to sell it
I could get more than it cost me?”

“No man can guarantee that,
Hunt.”

“I shouldn’t like to loosé the little I
have,” she said, hastily.

“Oh, there is no danger of that. If you
will give me a check for $35,000, leaving
$3,000 with the trust company for emer-
gencies. I shall buy some bonds which I
feel reasonably certain will advance in
price within a few menths.”

“Ticky-ticky-ticky-tick,” interrupted the
ticker. In some inexplicable way it seem-
ed to him that the brassy sound had an
ominous ring, so he added: “But you
will have to let me know promptly, Mrs.
Hunt.” The stock market, you see, is not
a polite institution. It waits for npne,
not even for your sex.”

“Gracious me, must I take the money
out of the bank today and bring it to
you?”

“A check will do.” He began to drum
on the desk nervously with his fingers,but
ceased abruptly as he became aware of
it. '
“Very well. I'll send it to you today.
I know you're very busy, so I won’t keep
you any longer. And you'll buy good,
cheap bonds for me?” \

“Yes, Mrs. Hunt.”

“There’s no danger of losing, is there,
Mr, Colwell?”

“None whatever. I have bought some
for Mrs. Colwell, and I would not run
the slightest risk. You need have no fear
about them.”

“It’s exceedingly kind of you, Mr. Col-
well, I' am more grateful than I can say.
I-1-

“The way to please me is not to men-
tion it, Mrs. Hunt. I am going to try
to make some money for you, so that you
can at least double the income from the
trust company.”

“Thanks, ever so much. Of course, I
know you are thoroughly familiar with
such things. But I've. heard so much
about the money everybody loses in Wall
street that I was half afraid.”

“Not when you buy good bonds, Mns.
Hunt.” ° .

“Good morning, Mr. Colwell.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Hunt. Remember,
whenever I may be of service you are to
let me know immediately.”

“Oh, thamk you, so much, Mr, Col-
well. Good morning.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Hunt.”

Mrs. Hunt sent him a check for $35,000,
and Colwell bought 100 5 per cent gold
bonds of the Manhattan Electric Light,
Heat and Power Company, paying 98 for
them.

“These bonds,” he wrote to her, “will
surely advance in price, and when they
touch a good figure I shall sell a part,
and keep the balance for you as an invest-
ment. The operation is partly specula-
tive, but I assure you the money is safe.
You will have an opportunity to increase
your original capital, and your entire
funds will then be invested in these same
bonds—Manhattan Electric 5s—as many
as the money will buy. I hope within six
months to secure for you an income of
twice as much as you have been receiving
from the trust company.”

The next morning she called at his of-
fice.

“Good morning, Mrs. Hunt, I trust you
are well.”

“Good morning, Mr. Colwell, I know I
am an awful bother to you. but—"

“You are great.y mistaken, Mrs. Hunt.”

“You are very kind. You see, 1 don't
exactly understand about those bonds. I
thought you could tell me. 1I'm so stu-
pid,” archly.

“I won't have you prevaricate
yourself, Mrs. Hunt.
$35,000, didn’t you?” .

“Yes.” Her tone indicated that she
granted that much and nothing more.

“Well, 1 opened an account for you
with our firm. You were credited with
the amount. I then gave an order to
buy 100 bonds of $1,000 each. We paid
96 for them.”

“I don't follow you quite,

extra-

Mrs.

Now, you gave me

Mr. Colweil.

|

|

1

I told you’—another arch smile—"I was |

so stupid.”

“lt means
$960 was paid. It brought the total up
to $96,000.”

“But I only had $35,000 to begin with.
You don’t mean I’ve made that much, do
you?”’

“Not yet, Mrs. Hunt. You put in $35,-
000; that was your margin, you know;
and we put in the other $61,000 and kept
the bonds-as security. We owe you $35,-
000, and you owe us $61,000, and—"

“But—I know youwll laugh at me, M.

Colwell—but I really can’t help thinking!

it’s something like the poor “people you
read about, who mortgage their houses,
and they go on, and the first thing you
know some real estate agent owns the
house and you have nothing. 1 have a
friend, Mrs. Stillwell, who lost hérs that
way,” w=he finished corroboratively.
This is not a similar case, exactly. The
reason why you use a maigin is that you
can do much more with the money that
way than if you bought outright. It pro-
tects your broker against a depreciation

in the security purchased. which is all|

he wants. In this case you owe us $0l.-
000, but the bonds are in your name, and
they are worth $96,000, so that if you
want to pay us back, all you have to do is
to order us to sell the bonds, return the
money we have advanced, and keep the
balance of your margin; that is, of your
original sum.”

“I don’t understand why I =hould owe
the firm. 1 shouldn’t mind so much
owing you, because 1 know you'd never
take advantage of my ignorance of busi-
ness watters. But L've never met Mr.

1

that for each 81,000 bond |

i she

Wilson nor Mr. Graves, 1

{

|

don’t o\‘cn!

know how they look.” !

“But you know me,” said Mr. Colwell,
with patient courtesy.
“Qh. it isn’t that Fm afraid of being| :
cheated, Mr, Colwell.,” she said, bastily | 23
and reassuringly; “but 1 don’t wish to
be under obligations to any one, particu- |
larly utter strangers; though, of course, if]|
you say it is all right, T am satistied.” |
“My dear Mrs, Hunt, don't worry ! § :
about this matter. We bought these | 88
bonds at 96. 1f the price should advance |
to 110, as I think it will, then you can |
sell three-fifths for $66,000, pay |
us back 361,000, and keep $5,000 7%
for emergencies in savings banks drawing !
4 per cent. interest, and have in addition |
forty bonds which will pay you $2,000 a |
year.” | Ve
“That wouN be lovely. And the bonds |
are now 962"
“Yes; you will always find the price in | §
the financial page of the newspapers, | %
where it says BONDS.Look for Man. |
Elec, 5s.” and he showed her. !
“Oh, thanks, ever so much. Of course, |
I am a great bother, I know—" |
“You are nothing of the kind, Mrs. | i
Hunt. I'm only too glad to be of the|
slightest use to you.” ‘
“Good mornping, Mr. Colwell.” i

]

|

“Goodmorning, Mrs. Hunt.”

Mr. Colwell, busy with several import-
ant “deals,” did not follow closely the
fluctuatigns in the price of Manhattan
Flectric Light, Heat and Power C‘ompany
5¢. The fact that there had ‘been any
change at all was made clear to him by
Mrs. Hunt. She called a few days after|
her first yisit, with perturbation written
large on her face. Also, she wore the
semi-resolute look of a person who ex-
pects to hear unacceptable excuses.

“Good morning, Mr. Colwell.”

“How do you do, Mrs. Hunt? Well, 1|
hope.” £
“Qh, I am well enough. I wish I could |
say as much for my financial matters.” |
She had acquired the phrase from thef
financial reports which she had taken to|
reading religiously every day. |

“Why, how is that ” I et f U/,

“They are 95 now,” she said, a trifle oc-

cusingly. {
“Who are they, pray, Mrs. Hunt?” in w Mr. Colwel
surprise. {tude that was eloquent.j Mr. Colwell was

“The bonds. I saw it in last night’s | moved by i

e g { moved by it.
per. “You can have your money back, Ms.
Hunt, if you wish it,” he told her, quite
“You seem to worry

Mr. Colwell smiled. Mrs. Hunt nlmost!
became indignant at his levity. | unprofessionally.

“Don’t let that worry you, Mrs. Hunt. about it so much.”
The bonds are all right. The market is| “Oh, I'm not worrying exactly: only,
a trifle dull; that’s all.” I dé wish I hadn’t bought—I mean, the

“A friend,” she said very slowly, “who| money was so safe in the Trollevman's
knows all about Wall street, told me last | Trust Company, that I can't help think-
night that it made a difference of $1,000 ing I might just as well have let it stay
to me.” | where it was, cven if it didn't bring me

“So it does, in a way; that ix, if you |in so much. But, of course, if you want
tried to sell your bonds. But as you are|me to leave it here,” she said, very elow-
not going to do so until they show you|ly to give him every opportunity to con-
a handsome profit, you need not worry. ! tradict her, “of course, I'll do just as you
Don’t be concetned about the matter, I say.”

beg of you. When the time comes for| “My ‘dear Mrs, Hunt,” Colwell said,
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; e

I, Will You Answer Me One Question?”’

moned a clerk to get a quotation on )ﬁ\n\- only hig obvious duty to let her have them
hatfan Electric 3. The clerk teleproned at 963. The moment they reached this de-
to one of their bondwspecialists, and learn-i o, Ay, Hunt knew how to act. And
gd that the bonds could he bought ati
961. le reported to Mr. Golwell, and M.
Colwell told Mvs, Hunt, adding: “So

I xou nte they are pradtically where they
were when you bought them before.” :
3 i 3l ot by tind out exactly what you progose to do
> > Her voice conveyed the

She hesitated, “I—I--didn’t o
[ them for me at 937 1'd like to buy them! ;. B i o joas % i
s el et to | impression that she expected violent op
f\_::l 2L hie e PICS 893 o position, perhaps even bad language, from
L him

No., Mrs. Hunt, “hc said; “I bought| «Go0q morning, Mrs. Hunt. Why, what
them from you at 96. | do you mean?”

“But the price was 937 And she ad-j i affected ignorance deepened the
ded. corroboratively: “Ilon’t you remem-! Jines on her face. Instead of bluster he
ber it was wall in the papers?”’ | was using finesse.

“Yex, but I gave you back exactly #hel T think you ought to know, Mr. Col-
came amount that I received from you, | wvell,” she said, meaningly.

the more she thought, the more indignant
shie became. The next morning she called
i on her jate husband’s executor and friend.
**(tood morning, Mr. Colwell. I came (0

you to sell the bonds 1]l let you know. |
Never mind if the price goes off a point|
or two. You are amply protected. Even
if there should be a panic I'll see Lhut;
you are not sold out, no matter how low|
the price goes. You are not to worry
about it; in fact, you are not to think
about it at all.”

“Oh, thanks, ever so much, Mr. Colwell. |
I didn’t sleep a wink last night. But I
knew—" [

A clerk came in with some stock certi|
ficates and stopped short. He wanted |
Mr. Colwell’s signature in a hurry, and |
at the same time dared mnot jutcxrupt.;
Mrs. Hunt thereupon  rose and said:

“my ohly desire is to pleasc

help” you. When you
you 'muet be - prepar-
ed to be patient. It max take
months before you will be able to sell
vours at a profit. and I don’t know how
low the price will go in the meantime.
Nobody can tell yvou that. because nobody
knowsw But it need makz no -difference

very politely,
you and to
buy Dbonds

to you whether the bonds go to 90, or
even to 83, which is unlikely.” .

“Why, how can you say so, M. Col-
well? If the bonds go to 90, T'll lose

$6,000—my {riend said it was one thou-
sand for every number down. And at
eighty-five that would be”—counting on

“Well, I won't take up any more of -your | her fingers — “eleven numbens, that I,
time. Good morning, Mr. Colwell ! eleven — \}lf)mmn(l — <l'u]l:m-:! And she
Thanks, ever so much.” ﬁgaz«jd at him a\\\'eftz-1(-kexxlp'. reproachful-

“Don’t mention it, Mrs. Hunt, Good!]y' “How can you eay lvt wonld make o

morning. You are going to do Very well |
with these bonds if you only have pa-
tience.” "

“Oh, I'll be patient now that I know all
about it; yes, indeed. And I hope your |
prophecy will be {fulfilled. Good morn-
ing, Mr. Colwell.

“Good morning.”

Li.ttle by little the bonds continued to
decline. The syndicate in charge was not
ready to move them. But Mrs. Hunt's
unnamed friend—her Cousin Emily's hus- |
band—who was employed in-an uptown|
bank. did not know all the particulars of
that *“deal.” He knew the strect in tlie!

abstract, and had accordingly implanted ' gyder to let him see that she Lknew hevit

the seed of insomnia in her quaking soul.

1 Then, as he saw values decline, he did his

best to make the seed grow, fertilizing a

. . . . it
naturally wich woil with ominous hinis

{and head-shakings and with phrases that

tand considerately prepay ing he 2 e
i 14 I 1 the i
ab ‘

diffezence, Mr. Colwell
\Mr, Colwell fiercely hated the unnamed
“friend,” who had told her so little and

thought that T had explained all that to

yvou. It might hurt a weak speculator if

the bonds declined ten points, though such
i a decline is utterly improbable.

But it
won't affect vou in the slightest, since,
having an ample margin, yvou would not
be forced to eell. You would =imply hold

| on until the-price rose again. Let me il-|

lustrate. Supposing your house co=t $10,-

000, and—" _
“Harry paid $32.000,” she said.

On second thought shé smiled, in

ingly’,

interpolation  was irrelevant. But  he

might as well know the actual cost.
“Very well.” he sud, good-humoredly
“we'll Ar.\'\' %32,000, was aley t

price of every other

which
howse on that block.

| made her firmly-Dhelieve he was ars : ) e i s aceident ; .
y-believe he was gradually | ypd suppese that owing to £omc _nui&n(.. <he said, diseonsclately.

. e
or for any reagon wnatever, nobody could

worst. On“the third day of her agony  he found to pay Iore than $25.0080 for
Mrs, Hunt walked into Colwell's nﬂiu.». one of the Roticoe. and three or four of
Her face was pale and she looked d vour neighbors eold theire at that price.
tressed. My, Colwell sighed involuntari \‘ AUm. you h\\wnMu't_ because you Knew that

—a scarcely perceptible and not very im-
polite sigh——and =said: ““Good
Mrs, Hunt.”

Se nodded gravely and silentiy, gasped
twice,and said, tremulously:

morning,

“The bond=.”

“Yes? What about them?”
She gasped again, and said: “The p-p-'
papens?"

“What do you mean. Mrs. Hunt?”

She dropyed into a chair nervelessiy, as
il exhausted. After a pause she =aid: 1‘ll'\
all the papers. 1 thought the Heraldi
might be mistaken, =o | bought the Tri-
bune and the Times and the =n. But
fiv. 1t was tne same t all. It was” 4“-;
added, tragically, *93!"

“Yes?' he said. smilingly.

The smile did not reassure hLer: it irri-
tated her and aroused her suspicions, By !
him, of all men, should her insomnia be
deemed no laughing matter.

“Poesn’t that mean a loss of 0007
asked. There "was a  deny-it-if-you- |
dare inflecticn in her goice ‘of w hirh'shm
was not conscious.  Her cousin’s hushand
had been a caretul gardener.

*“No. because you are not going to sell
yvour bonds at 93, but at 110, .or there-
abouts.”

“But if | did want to sell the honds
now, wouldn’t 1 lose %3,0007” <he queried,

=2

challengingly. Then she hastened to an-
swer herself: *‘Of course, 1 would, M.
Colwell. Even [ can tell that.”

“You certainly would, Mrs.Hunt:but—"
“1 know I was right.” with irrepressible
trinmph.

“But you are not going to.sell the
-b\-nlvl.\ i<
Of courre, I don’t want to, because |

can't afford to Jose any money, much less
$3.000. But I don’t see how I can help
losing it. I was warned from the fimt.”
she said, as if that made it worse. 'l
certainly had no business to rvisk my all.” |
She had waived the right to blame wome |
one clee, and there was romething con-
sciously just and judicial abou® hLer atti-

tdently

came back to

in the fall, waen ey n‘l)‘a»&:n]).\

town. vou would find plenty o people
Siond give vou 350600 ° lor your house:
i vou wouldf't sell it for ° W, ::h{lu_\uu
CUwouldn't worry, Would you, now? he

finished, cheerially. -
“No." wshe said =l wly. ] wouldn’'t
worry.  But.” hesitatingly. for. aftep all.

whe felt the aswkwardnes:
1 had the mgoney instet s
And «ne added, ~clf-defensively:
.+ wink for three nights

1 wich
bouds.”
“1 haven't slept
thinking about this.

The thought of his coming emancipation

cheered Mr, - Colwell immeneely. "\'i-nr
wich shall be gratified, Mrs. Hunt. MWhyt

that
And

auk me before, if you feit
in mild reproaca.
.1

didu’t you
way?? he
he summoned a
“Make, out a che
\Ire. Rose Hunt, and traneter the 100
Electric Light 3s to my per-

raid

.
& for %33.600 payable

to
Manhattan
sonal account.”

lic gave her the
“Ilere is the money.
| unwittingly caused you
But all's well that ends well.
that 1 can
all. Don't
morning.”

check and told her:
1 am very sorry that
rome
Any time
be
tiiank me, please; no.

But he did not tell her that by taking|

over her account he paid 396,000 for bonds
he could have hought in the open market
for $93.000. He was “the politest man 1n
Wall street; Ul hie had known
Hunt many years. :
A week later Manhattan
cent. honds sold at 96 again,
called on him. .1t
had spent the
couragze for the

<he

and, atter

Mre,
morning mustering
vieit,
)
cmbirrissed

greeted
and

up They
ona another,
courteous and kindly as< usnal.
“\Mr. Colwell, you etill
bonds, haven't you?’
“Why, ves.” i
<1 think I'd like to take them back
“Certainly, Mrs. Hunt, I'll find out how
much they are welling for.” e sum-

have thowse

vet o much. But he said to her, mildly: L

B

of hiey position. o
in=tead of thel

anxiety. |

of gervice to yvou—Not aty
. (ioud !

Llectric & pery
Hunt !
wis noon, and &he evi-|

and [ had the bonds transferred to my

ing cost me 96.”
“But couldn’t you let me have them
at 9377 she pemsisted. - 1
“I’'m very sorry, Mrs, Hunt, but I don’t

open market now, you will be in exactly |
the eame position as before you sold
them, and you will make a great deal of
money, because they are going up now.
Let me buy them for you at 961.”

“At 93, vou mean,” with a tentative
smile,

“At whatever price they may be selling!
for.” he eorrected, patiently.

“YWhy did vou let me sell them, Mr.
Colwell?” she asked plaintively.

“But, my dear madam, if you buy them
now, you will be no worse off than if you
{had kept the original lot.”

i “Well, I don't see why it is that I have |
| to pay 96} now for the very same bondsi
| T sold last Tuesday at 93. If it was some |
other bonds,” she added. I wouldn't
{ mind so much.” |
‘ “My dear Mre. Hunt, it makes no dif-
ference which bonds you -hold. They|
})m\'e ricen in price, yours and mine and |

| everybody’s; yeur lot awas. the same 28|, that she was ready to resist any at-!

any other Tot. You see that, don’t you?
I *“Ye-es; but—""

]
12, because you received your mo\k‘_\"

i nothir
| back intact.
oim willing to buy them,” she said|
j resolutely. “at 93.” {
“Mre. Hunt. I wirh I could buy them]

| for you at that price
for sale gheaper than 963.7 ]
~Oh, why did T let you sell my honds!™|

=0 much hcv:\uf-e]

“Well, yvou worried {
ihey had declined that—"
| “Yes. but 1 didn't know anything about
business matters.  You know 1 didn’t; Mr.
Colwell.” «he finiched, accusingly.

e smiled in good-natured way.
“<hall 1 buy the bonds for you?” he ask-
led. He knew the plans of the syndicate
L in charge, and being sure the bonds would
:‘uf\‘;nu-v. he thought she might well
i share in the profits. At heart he felt sorry

his

jz2r lier.
' she smiled back. “Yes,” she told him,
at 937 1t did not seem right to her,

notwithstanding his explanations, that she

| should pay 965 for them, when the price

i few days ago wits 93, £

L " =Bat how' can I, if they are 9637
My, Colwell, it is 93 or nothing.” She

wits almost pale at her own boldness. it

really seemed to her as if the price had

| only been waiting for ber to wsell out i

| ovder to advance. And though she wanted

the bonde, she did not feel like yielding.

| “Then I very much fear it will have to

| be nothing.”

E “Kr-—good morning, M.

| the verge of tears.

i “Good morning, Mrs. Hunt.”

|

Colwell,”

gone before, he added: “Should you
change yvour mind, T should be glad to—"

*I know T wouldn’t pay more than 93
it 1 lived to be a thourand yeams.” She
looked expectantly at him, to sec if he had
vepented, and smiled—the smile that is a

ticulatehy: 1 know you will, of course,
do as 1 ask. My question is only a for-
mality. 1 know your nobility, and 1 fear
not.” But he only bowed her out, very

| lvlrili:'lﬂ'A

On the Stock Exchange tlre price of
Man. Elee. L. H. & P. Co. 3s rose stead-
ilv.  Mrs. Hunt} tovo indignant to fecl

inchrymoese, discussed the subject with her
[ cousin Emily and her hushand. Emily
was very much mmterested. Between her
];m«i Murs, Huat they forced the poor man
1o make strange admissions, and, deliber-
ately ignoring his  feeble protests, they
worked themselves up to the point of be-
lieving that. while it would be merely
generous of Mr. Colwell to lei mis friend’s
widow L%pe the bonds at 93, it would be

|
|
l

| 964.”

| “\VWeli, then, vou are exactly where you) pace wwarned any guilty man:

AT f e - O P - T b ¢+ | >
iorieet i Tete belore you bought any. You've 1_os~‘ well, will you answer me one

on

And he-!
jorc he knew it, forgetting all that had .

woman's last resort. that says, almest ar-;
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“Well, T really don’t. I remember you

account. They stand on our books as hav-| wouldn't heed my advice when I told you

not to sell out, and again when I advised
you to buy them back.”
“Yes, at 961,” she burst out, indignantly.
“Well, if you had, you would today

see how I could. If'you buy them in the have a profit of over $7,000.

“And whose fault is it that I haven't?”
She paused for a reply. Receiving none,
she went on: “But never mind; I have
decided to accept your offer,” very bibter-
ly, as if a poor widow could not afford to
be a chooser; “I'll tike those bonds at
And she added, under her breatn:
“Although it really ought to be 93.”

“But, Mrs. Hunt,” said Colwell, in
measureless astonishment, *“vou can't do
that, you know. You wouldn't buy them
when 1 wanted you to and 1 can’t buy
them for you mnow at 96i. Really, you
ought to see that.”

Cousin Emily and she had gone over a
dozen imaginary interviews with Mr. Col-
well——of varying degrees of storminess—
the night before, and they had, in an idle
moment, and not because they really ex-
pected it, represented Mr. Colwell as tak-
ing ‘that identical stand. Mrs. Hunt was,

accordingly, prepared to show both that|

he knew her moral and technical rights
tempt to ignore them. So she said,
voice so ferociously calm that it should
“Mr. Col-
question?”’
“A thousand, Mrs. Hunt, with pleas-

{ ure.”

“No: only Have you kept the

one.

| bonds that T bought, or have you not?”’

“}Vhat difference does that make, Mrs.

But there are nonc‘! Hunt?”

He evaded the answer.

“Yes or no, please. Have you, or have
vou not, those same identical bonds?”

“Yes; I have. But—"

in a|

“And to whom do those bonds belong
by rights?”’ She was still pale, but reso-
lute.

“Ta me, certainly.”

“To' you, Mr. Colwell?”” She smiled.
And in her smile were a thousand feel-
ings; but not mirth,

“Yes, Mre. Hunt, to me.”

“And do you propose to keep them

“I certainly do.”

“Not even if I pay 963 will you give
them to me?” !
~ “Mre. Hunt,” Cobwell said with warmth,
“when I took those bonds off your hands
at 93, T took an actual loss of $3,000—"

She_smi]e}d in pity—pity for his judg-
mt‘?rnt in thinking her so hopelessly stupid.

And when you wanted me to sell them
ba,cl;‘ to you at 93 after they had risen to
963, if T had done as you wished, it would
h“"f’; meant an additional loss of £3,500 to
me.’

Again she smiled—the same smile, only
the pity was now mingling with rising in-
dignation.
| “For Harry’s sake I was willing to’
}m_r]\et the first lces, in order that you
might not worry. But I didn’t see why I
shpuld make you a present of $3,500.”‘he
6aid, very quietly. :

“I never asked you to do it,” she re-
torted, hotly.

“If you had lost any money through my
fault, it would have been different. But
you had your original capital unimpaired.
You had nothing to lose, if you hought
back the same honds at practically the
'same price. Now you come and ask me
to sell you the bonds at 964 that are sell-
ing in the market at 104, which means that
I should make you another present of 87,-
000 or $8,000—ae a reward, I suppose, for
your refusal to take my advice.”

“Mr. Colwell, you take advantage of my
position to insult me. And Harry trusted
vou so-much! But let me tell you that 1
am not going to let you do just as you
please. No doubt, you would like to have
me go home and forget how you've acted
toward me. But 1 am going to consult o
lawyer, and see if T am to be treated this

urs

way by a friend of my husband’s. You've
made a mistake, Mr. Colwell.”
“Yes, madam, I certainly have. And,

in order to avoid making any more, you
will oblige me greatly by never again call-
ing at this office. By all means, consult a
lawyer. . Good morning, madam,” said the
politest man in Wall street.

“We'll see,” was all she said; and she
left the room.

Colwell paced up and down his office
nervously. It was seldom that he allowed
himself to lose his temver, and he did not
like it. The ticker whirled away excitedly,
and in an abeent-minded, half-disgusted
way he glanced sideways at it.

“\lan. Elec. 58, 1063, he read on the
{ape.

Prince Edward Islanders’ Re-
union.

The annual meeting and reunion of the
! Prince Edward Island Club was held Wed-

|

| nesday night in Boston, when the follow-
ing were elected officers: President, Dr.
V. Johnston; vice-president, James Mec-
Cormack; secretary, E. W. Doyle; treas-
urer, James Duffy; executive committee,
J. Cameron, M. Murray. Arrangements
were made for the annual ball in Paul
Revere hall, Jan. 25.

|
|
|

Maudy—*‘Your unocle seems to have reach-
ed a green old age.”

Hiram— ‘Gosh, yes, he bought a gold brick
last week, and you should see his stock of
those fake patent medicines.”
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