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xWell, bring Mr. Mod'in, and we’ll do | 0. K'. a't the market ?• Yes,. thanks, ;
- And again Mr lùyes, whose usifal | 
cautibn evaporated, as the course 

You’ll kill off the guy if you call him of the negotiations was repeatedly 
that in your funny business. Is the broken into now by a call at the phone : 
phony ‘phone bell working О. K.., for Mr. Smith and now for Mr. Wise.

Kach call resulted in an order that made j 
Mr. Jones blush for shame at the memory 
of his Skaneateles retail trade, and fixed j 
him more firmly in his determination to 
have the business of Smith & Wise.

There were others after this business; 
a splendid chance naturally, as the 
partners exolained while they exhibited 
the books and other business details of 
the firm,' But they wanted the proper 
man to get it, on account of Uncle Russell 
Wise among other reasons, and, as Mr. 
Wise said with commendable ftankness, 
Mr. Jones really seemed best able to fill 
the bill.

An earnest skirmish over the price was 
finally on, and Mr Smith concluded that 
it was time to play the trump card. The 
bell of his telephone rang, and he picked 
up the instrument.

“ Yes ? ” he said questioningly. “Oh 
—!" P’s your uncle, Mr. -Wise," he 
said softly, putting the 'plume down and 
getting oat of his chair to make way for 
his partner.

Mr. Jones rose to leave the room, 
which had now become hallowed ground, 
while the heart-to-heart talk between 
uncle and nephew should be on. But 
with a finger at his Ups Mr. Smith led 
him back, and Mr. W'ise Smiled gracious
ly on him as he seated himself and pick
ed up the apparatus.

" Yes, uacle.” There was a world of 
deference in Mr. Wise’s voice as he greet
ed his famous relative. “I know it—I 
ought to have come up to Fifth Avenue 
to dinner last night, but we were so busy 
at the office—"

Here Mr. Smith winked knowingly at 
Mr. Jones, and whispered behind a 
pudgy hand, “A little supper at Del’s 
with his lady friends, the young scamp. " 
And Mr. Jones, not to be thought un
tutored in the ways of the great met
ropolis and its gilded youth, winked back 
with interest.

1 ‘ To-night ! ’ ’ asked the apologetic 
young man at the ’phone. ‘ * Yes, indeed 
tell Aunt Mary 1 ’ll be there promptly, jf 
she won’t ask me to pué on dinner togs. 
I’ll be kept here tlil six, probably.

‘‘Yes—I know—you don’t say?Got 
the deal all fixed up already ? Rockfeller 
told you he was putting two million into 
it and Morgan, too —Whew ! million and 
a half ? Gould’s got a big interest, and 
the City Bank people take a three million 
participation ? Union Pacific will have 
the control of all the Western reeds 
cinched --C i-n-c-h-e-d—Oh, I 
absolutely safe uncle! ”

“Old man don’t unders.and slang; 
cinched too much for him," whispered 
Mr. Smith jovially to Mr. Junes, whose 
eyes were topping out of his head as he 
listened to this familiar mention of 
financial giants.

Mr. Wise went on with the one-sided 
conversation:

“ Where do you come in, uncle ?" he 
asked solicitiously. ** Oh, you take a 
million in bonds and a half million in 
stocks ! You like bonds better ihat’s 
right, safer always. They asked you to 
be a director ? Morgan insis's on it, and 
won’t go into the deal unless you accept? 
Rockfeller’U throw it over, too?Certain
ly, take it, by all means.

" Good idea, that; ought to be a good 
thing. How ranch do you want us to 
buy fvr you ?

Three thousand shares ? All right. Buy 
a thousand for myself ? You guarantee it? 
Good. You’ve got ten thousand already 
—Whew—! ”

Mr. Jones had been unconsciously 
drawing nearer and neater the telephone.
At last, crowded up agsinst the side of 
the big desk at which Mr. Wise sat, he 
stood like one entranced, seeing visions 
through a golden haze, for was not all 
this splendid traffic to be his?—the 
nephew had promised that the light of 
the uncle’s countenance should be shed 
in turn on him if he bought, and he 
would buy all right—trust him to buy.
So deep in his dreams was he that he just 
heard the " good by" of the careless 
nephew as he hung up the receiver on 
the hook. The jangling of thé telephone 
bell brought him back, and he stood 
there, waiting hnngrily for some more of 
this iood of ambition.
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‘Smith, Debtor.’ Coughs of 
Children

Great Clearance Salehim quick.’’
“Please, Arty, Jones, not Mud.
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Whatever this may have been to others, 
to Wallace B. Jones it was an op
portune call to a wider field—the 
beckoning finger of the Goddess of 
Fortune—and he followed on, thrust
ing Skaneateles behind nim without 
hesitation.

Therefore, once again footsteps 
echoed down the corridor leading to 
the offices of Smith & Wise, and this 
time the artists within, become care
less through frequent disappointment, 
continued absorbed in their more 
natural roles until disturbed by the 
rattle of the door-knob under the 
feverish hand of Mr. Jones.

As a result, the rlamor that reached 
that gentleman’s ears as he finally 
thrust open the hesitating door was 
far less artificial than its hundred 
futile predecessors. He stood be
wildered, his first groping thought be
ing one of amazement that sane men 
should dream of giving up a business 
such as this.

Gradually there came to him more 
definite impressions, of men fighting 
for a place at the ticker, scorning the 
slower quotation board. From this 
crowd each moment there broke away 
at a broad gallop some screaming in
dividual, who lost himself in another 
crowd surging about the order window, 
scribbling madly on little Mips, which 
Jones knew were order slips to buy or 
sell, or seemingly impatient at the de
lay involved in this, shouting hoarse
ly, inimically, at the window, orders 
for 100,200, and even 500 shares of 
stock.

Mercilessly, Mr. Jone’s thoughts 
traveled back to Skaneateles, to the 
modest little bucket-shop in the town- 
hall basement, with special entrance 
on an alley for the use of such Ska- 
neateleans as paid homage to public 
opinion. He saw the morose group 
of individuals, heavily bewhiskered, 
figuring, figuring, and finally sighing 
like a furnace as they reluctantly 
plunged into a ten-share purchase.

*nly tne figure of the late cashier 
of (tie Skaneateles back relieved the 
picture—a regular plunger compared 
to h|» cautious feliow townsmen—but 
alas: now a late cashier.

It/Vas the voice of Mr. Smith, in 
quiring politely what service Smith &
Wise could render him, that finally 
brought Mr. Jones back to realities.

Like one banishing a dread vision,
Mr, Jones shook himself, awoke once 
more to the delicious'present, and re- 
solvgd that this present should be his 
future, cost what it might—a future of 
fame and power inthe great “ Street.”

!‘*Can we do anything for you ? ” 
asked Mr. Smith mellifluously, defer
entially. He had sized up Mr. Jones 
and. having given him time to drink 
in the scene, judged the psychological 
moment to have arrived for disturbing 
his sweet reveries.

Mr. Jones fumbled at his waistcoat 
pocket, awed, in spite of his cafeless 
front, by the imposing picture made 
by Mr. Smith, and drew a copy of thé 
Syracuse World.

“ My name is Jones, of Skaneateles,
N. Y, where I’ve been running a 
brokerage office. I saw this ‘ad.’; 
and as I was coming down anyway, I 
thought I’d drop in to look the place 
over.”

Mr. Jones rather congratulated 
himself on the skill with which he 
made his visit to Smith & Wise seem 
secondary, especially in view of his 
fixed intention of getting the business 
now that he'd seen it. Mr. Smith’s 
rotund countenance betrayed no least 
sign of his full appreciation of -this 
feeble maneuver.

“ Glad to see you and have you 
look us over. If vou’ll excuse me 
half a jiffy, I’ll see if my partner, Mr.
Wise, is in. 1 think he is.” And he 
left Mr. Jones to feed his passion on 
the scene about him.

“ A guy from Skaneatles, Arty, to 
buy the shop.” Mr. Smith used a 
stage whisper to convey the in
telligence to his partner as, he closed
the door of the private office. “ His Cole, of the City Bank! Yes, Mr. pole, 
nantis Jones." this is Smith. W’jiat—the market?

“Mud, you mean, Smithy,” said Pretty strong; looksJibe' a bull move receiver qgarin. The momentous babblings 
Mr. Wise sententiously, pl»m Mud. all around. Thfée bdndred Steel ? inthe bell, which persisted, although

Artv ?”
Especially night coughs. Na
ture needs a little help to quiet 
the irritation, control the in
flammation, check the progress 
of the disease. Our advice is 
—give the children Ayer’s 
Cherry Pectoral. Ask your 
doctor if this is his advice also. 
He knows best. Do as he says.

We have carried over too aiucn -lock and must dispose of it before winter sets“ Yes, the thimbles are entirely 
rigged—on with the dance—-or dunce, 
Smithy.

Mr. Smith vanished, only to re
appear instantly with the amateur 
from Skaneateles, who was struggling 
hard to look like a broker born on the 
ticker.

“Mr. Jones” said Mr. Smith, 
elaborately, “ my partner, ' Mr. Wjse.”

“ Exceedingly glad to meet y<ju, 
Mr. Wise heartily. 4You’re one of 
our number, I know; can’t mistake the 
signs.”

“ Yes," admitted Mr. Jones modest
ly. “ I’ve been running a shop up 
State.’

‘ Mr. Jones saw our advertisement, 
Art—Mr. Wise’—Mr. Smith corrected 
himself hastily—“ and as he was com
ing down, anyway, he stopped in to 
look us over.’

“ Everything at your disposal, Mr. 
Jones,"said Mr. Wise, smilingpleased- 
ly at the double entendre. “We’rea 
going concern—’

Here Mr. Smith, who was in an 
agony of fear lest his partner’s sar
castic points should penetrate Mr. 
Jones intelligence, coughed heavily.

“ A going concern, as you see from 
the customers’ room, finished the im
perturbable Mr. Wise. But we are 
compelled to retire, in a way, by the 
condition of my partner, Mr. Smith. 
You notice his cough. He thinks its 
consumption. He doesn’t look it 
now—does he, Mr. Jones ?—but his 
doctors have told him to travel; and 
as for me. I’m just tired of work.’

Mr. Smith, who had thus drawn 
down upon himself the unwelcome 
role of invalid, perforce coughed 
lustily again, to the evident^njoyment 
of Mr. Wise, who was beaming upon 
the enraptured Skaneatelean.

“Tired of work,” in the way Mr. 
Wise said it, meant simply to Mr. 
Jones, the anxiety for opportunity to 
spend the money which the little gold 
mine had turned out for an un
appreciative young spendthrift.

“ Now, me,’ Said Mr. Smith, after 
he had coughed again, sullenly, at a 
silent command from his partner, “I 
don’t ask nothing better than to stay,

low prie І‘,Є nex^ thirty (lays we will sell all kidds of Crockery ware at unheard of

low prices Stockinet’ Mittens. Socks, Homespun, Unshrinkable Underwear at

Boots and Shoes.
Fishermen’s Outfits.

Everything to be found in a first class general store.

Staple and Fancy Groceries. (•'lour, FeedOats.

We publish our fer»д lee
We banish aloohol 
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GEORGE M. BYRON, Manager
If you think constipation is of trifling 
consequence, just ssk your doctor. He 
will disabuse you of that notion in short 
order. “Correct it, at once!” he will 
•sy. Then ask him about Ayer’s Pills. 
A mild liver pill, ill vegetable.
- и»а» ta. z. c. atw o».. bwr.ii.

For Mutual Prosperity
At the beginning of another year, when good wishes for 

the prosperity of all our friends are in order, 1 take this op
portunity to thank all my-customers for their trade during 
the past year, and I have pleasure in advising that my lines 
have never represented my motto, “Value Received,” as well 
as it does this year. 1 trust that you will again give me 
the privilege of proving the fact, by giving me your orders 
early. This enables me to buy cheaper and get the goods 
to my customers with much less expense to them, 

you will note this fact, and thanking you for past fa

they should have ceased when the receiver 
came down, escaped him, as did the 
covert, uneasy signals which passed be
tween Mr. Wise and his partner--signals 
which seemed to have direct reference to 
the position of Mr. Jone’s feet, almost, 
oddlyienongh, as if Mr. Jones were un
consciously standing on a lost dime 
ardently coveted by two street gamins, at 
their wits’ end to move him

Hop-
vof8’

Bonny River.
and get it. 

He paid no attention when Mr. Smith, I. E. GILLMOR,
with exaggerated politeness, invited him 
to come over to the turf above the graves; 
he was as far away from suspicion as those 
who slept so peacefully there. Mr. 
Smith bumped into him, at first easily, 
with a quick apology, and then, as this 
only prompted Mr. Jones to grip the side 
of the desk and stand fast in his tracks, 
almost savagely, like an enraged fall
back at a stubborn line.

The bell still bubbled and Mr. Wise 
still shouted meaningless nothings into 
the transmitter, waving the while more 
and more frantic signals at his maneuver
ing partner, who tried in vain to move 
Mr. Jones. Perspiration burst out on 
Mr. Smith’s round, red face, as he nudg
ed and shoved at the un-nnderstanding 
man fifcm Skaneateles, who calmly held 
his place by the desk. At last a sort of 
madness seemed to grip Mr. Smith. He 
trotted off on small circles around the 
room, completing each circle at the un
moved Skaneatelean with a vicious bump. 
Gradually the circle enlarged, like those 
that spread from a stone cast in a pool, 
and finally Mr. Smith was galloping 
about, not unlike a fat white circus horse 
in his destined ring, while his partner 
did strange things with the clamorons 
telephone, which bubbled tirelessly. 

Suddenly the cashier’s window opened. 
The pale-faced, bespectacled cashier 

looked in on the scene, at first with 
amazement and mystification; as Mr. 
Smith dashed by on his orbit, and finally 
as he heard the guggling telephone bell, 
with understanding. A look of acute 
pleasure swept over the cashier’s features. 
As Mr. Smith dashed by once more on 
his mad round, the sour face of the 
cashier was thrust clear through the 
wicket into the room, and making a 
trumpet of his hands, bellowed through 
them at Mr. Jones, of Skaneateles:

“Getyour foot off that button, you 
jay! ’’

Then he fled, the long over-due "senti
mental account of “ Smith, Debtor," be
ing now liquidated.

As the flying footsteps of the cashier 
and of the pursuing Mr. Smith echoed 
ever more faintly down the corridor, Mr. 
Jones, with his eye fixed on the floor, 
speculatively moved first his left foot then 
his right. As he thought from the slight 
protuberance felt beneath the heel it was 
his right. He lifted it. The bell ceased 
its jangle, and he knew the bnmp in the 
carpet for what it was, the push button 
of a dummy telephone, built for pleasant 
but deceptive monologues.

Dully, n.r the passion of his dream still 
gripped him, he looked at Mr. Wise, 
who tilted back in his chair, raised his 
arms above his head, and yawned with 
ennui; for to Mr. Wise it was a play play
ed out, and, the audience still lingering, 
he aiose and sauntered over to the 
window, with the view of Trinity and of 
its graveyard "of other hopes.

It wa, by contrast a pleasant outlook, 
peihaps, for he did not even turn his 
head as Mr. Jones silently passed out.
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ST. GEORGE, N. B.
1 We Manufacture Sprupe, Pine and Hemlock Lumber, 

Rough and Plained. Also Laths and Cedar Shingles.
Get our prices before placing your orders elsewhere.

Mill Wood delivered at your house.

Beaver Harbor Hotel \
Fronting on the ltarbor. The most charming resort in the county 

Every convenience and comfort at moderate prices

BOATING FISHING GUNNING,!
First Class Livery in connection 

Teams at station every day on arrival of St. John train

Proprietor
BEAVER HARBOR, Charlotte County, N. B.

for I know a good thing when I see it 
but there are the family’physician and )

the family to consult. Mr. Wise, Mr. 
Jones, is the nephew of the celebrated 
fi-nancier, Russell Wise, and he 
naturally don’t have to stop and think 
of little money details fhe same as 
you and me do. He can get tired of 
work at any time, especially so now 
that we’ve made such a hit here.”
. Mf. Smith broke off to answer the 
telephone on thè desk at which he 
had seated himself in his role of in
valid.

FRED PAULmean

k

Qeo. F. Meeting
Merchant Tailor“ Russell Wise’s nephew !’ The 

words charmed Mr. Jones into a mo
ments forgetfulness—to revel thus in 
the Eden of high/finance! He was 
brought forth again by the soft voice 
of Mr. Wise.

“ I dont think a lot of bragging 
about ones relatives, Mr. Jenes, but 
tnis time it is rather important, since 
my uncle does a great deal of his buy
ing ahd selling of stocks through 
house.’
“ Excuse me, мг. Jones, broke in мг. 
Smith, "its an important order 1 must 
give, and, coughing violently, he roll
ed over to the cashiers wicket, and to 
the pale-faced cashier, who opened it 
in response to a tattoo, shouted an 
order to buy 500 Erie at the market 
for President Cary of the Amalgamat
ed. і ~ -

The pale-faceti cashier grinned dia 
bolically as ‘ he slowly closed the 
window.
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ЇI Beware of
saying, continued Mr. Wise.“ 1 was

that my uncle deals through us, and 
if you satisfy him, will continue his 
trade with you. He’s eccentric, as you 
may have heard, but—

Again the monologue was interrupt
ed by Mr. Smith at his desk ’phone.
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“ Who is it ? ” shouted Mr. Smith 

through the phone. “ Oh, Cashier Й Li-

He failed to notice the look ci anxiety 
on Mr. Wisé’s'face as lie removed thé Al—If from society we learn how to live, 

it is solitude should teach us hqw to 
die.—Byrori. ! v Subscr’b

:*afc

I

MC2465 POOR DOCUMENT
■ -*

■


