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Motor boat Supplies

In Stock, a full supply of

Batteries, Spark Plugs, Spark
Coils, Magnetos, Trouble
Lights, Propellors,

LTC., ETC.
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Lubricating Oils.

T —————r e

AGENTS for

New FERRO Kerosene Engines,
The Standard of the World.

DISTRIBUTORS for

Imperial 0il Co., Limited, Canada.
OUR Stock is Complete---Prices Right.

INSPECTION

INVITED.

A. H. Murray

Bowring’s Cove.
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POTIFER'S INTERFERENCE |
It Found a Job For Him

(By Clarissa Mackie)

. ‘NO luck to-day” reported Henry
Potifer smilingly as he en-
tered his home after another

day’s unsuccessful

position.

Ellen Potifer was putting supper on
the table.

She was a tall, thin, sallow woman,
who faced the world with an expres-
tion of perpetual melancholy.

“l] don’: know what we will

search for a

do!”

she groaned, sitting down and pour-|

ing out a cup of strong tea for her-
gself. “There is just $100 left in the
bank, and when that is gone where

' will we be?”

“Right here, as usual,” responded
Henry Potifer cheerfully as he help-
ed his wife to a spoonful of corned
beef hash. “That $100 will keep t‘h(*
wolf at bay for six months if your
economical hand is at the helm, my
dear,” he went on, mixing his meta-
phors while he consumed hot bis-
cuits and hash with an excellent
appetite, “but happily it will not be
required to last that long. 1 feel sure
that I shall find a job to-morrow.”

“You've felt that ever since
Mixon & Co. discharged you three
weeks ago,” retorted Mrs. Potifer, re-
fusing to have her gloom pierced b)
a ray of hope. “That makes foul
perfectly good positions you've
simply because you can’t attend tc
vour own business and let other peo-
ple’s affairs alone.”

“Miranda,” he said chokingly,
“please understand that when I o
out to look for a job to-morrow morn-
ing I shall not return until 1 get
one. No, ma'am, not if I'm gone
200 vears!”

“Henry!”

“Yes, you can
can henpeck me, too!
angry Potifer. “You
gether and ask, “Why
home? 1 don’t know, but I can tell
vou why half the men leave home
It's because they're nagged there!”

Whereupon Mr. Potifer left his sup-
per unfinished and slapped on his hat
and slammed the front door and went
downtown and enjoyved a moving pic-
sture show.

Mrs. Potifer washed the dishes and
dripped tears into the dishpan and
then sat down and wrote a long, com-
plaining letter to her married daugh-
ter by her first husband.

way

‘Henry’

"

me, and you
went on
women get to-
do girls leave

' was devoted to me and”—

‘enjoying the scene.

iof a job.
'home to-night.

| money enough to keep you until I re-|osf his boyhood days on the farm.

ing on

lost |

the |

The next morning when Mr. Poti-
fer awoke it was with a vague sense |
of some impending calamity.
ently he recollected his rash threat |
of the night Jbefore. He jumped out
of bed and Wressed carefully.

So when Henry Potifer appeared, |
well brushed and shining from his |
mormng t01let he carried a suit case |
and an umbrella.

#rs. Potifer, who had been
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mak-

'ing waflles for breakfast as a sort

of peace offering to her husband,
poked her head into the dining room,
saw the suit case and fell to weep- .
ing noisily.

“I never thought I'd be deserted by
my husband,” she moaned. “Now,
Augustus Hakle, my first husband,

fer’s ridicule and go home in
of his threats of the morning, or

whether he should really remain
Mr. Potifer put up his hand with a | gowntown and stay at the hotel un-

new, commanding gesture. He was| ti]l another day promised better luck.
He felt like an He decided to take a trolley ride,

He believed he and while he cooled off from the heat
would have made an excellent actor. of the day’s exertions he could de-

“Miranda,” he said kindlg, “your cide what to do.
first did desert you when he died. 1 The trolley car
am not ready to die yet, but I'm not the green country and through pret-
coming back until I get some kind ty villages. At the end of the line
If 1 find one to-day I'll be nhe got off and went for a walk along
If I don’t come there’s |3 babbling brook that reminded him

spite

actor on the stage.

whirled him into

may—I have thought of go- |
the stage,” he ended with a
dramatic gesture.

“An actor, Henry?”
;.otifer “Well, you
i’acl\ at all, then!”
| “So be it, Miranda,” returned Mr.
| Potifer sadly. *“I will take my leave
'I will breakfast at a dairy lunch

lowntown. Farewell, farewell, cruel
| Miranda!” He felt ~ery tragic as he girl just as Mr. Potifer came running
vaved an adieu, cocked his hat rak- ypon the his heavy gold head-
shly over one ear, picked up his bag ed cane ppised for action.

and umbrella and left the “Never!” cried the man angrilly as

Going downtown in the his he dragged her toward the path that
spirits lifted wonderfully. felt as led across an open field, beyond which
f he were on the ad- appeared the red
venture. house.

L.eaving his bag and umbrella in
the check room of a hotel, Henry
Potifer ate his breakfast and then set
forth to look for a job. He had
scanned the morning paper while he
ite and there were several
where he might apply for a
as bookkeeper.

At 4 co'clock that afternoon Mr.
Potifer acknowledged to himself that
it was useless to look further that
day. He had been too late or too old
or too something for every job that
he applied for that day, and late
afternoon found him wondering
whether he should brave Mrs. Poti-

turn. 1 And on the banks of the brook Mr.

| Potifer found adventure waiting for
nim and a steady job lurking in the
yackground, although he didn’t know
that until afterward.

A pretty girl in a pink sunbonnet
was struggling with a tall, dark, vil-
lainous looking man, held her
slender hands in his big ones.

“Unhand me, villain!”

Mrs.
come

gasped
needn’t

who

scene,

house.
car
He

eve of some

roof of a farm-
“What are you doing here,
tinskv?” he
“Get out of
ing this.”

old But-
Potifer.
You're spoil-

roared at Henry
the way.
“I intend to spoil it,”
Potifer valiantly. “Let
you rascal.”
The lady

villain swore

roared Henry
places the lady

position

g0,

laughed
lustily

hysterically, the
Mr. Potifer’s
circled around man’s head
finally fell on shoulders.
Suddenly the man grasped the girl's
hand and shouted:
it and leave the old
We'll get the sack
the couple

as
cane the

and his

“Beat
behind.
Whereupon

meddlier
for this.”

flew along

shrieked the!

l;the path into the field and across the
| field,
"pursuit his gray coattails flying, his
fat face drlppln"’ with perspiration
zand his mouth wide open like a gasp-
'ing fish’s.

And there fell into the pursuit from !

| behind trees and an
'several policemen,
sticks
'air.

| Mr. Potifer stopped at the first pis-
tol shot just as a bee winging home-
ward grazed his bald head. Mr. Pot-
ifer thought that he =nad stopped a
‘bullet with his cranium, and he fell
'to earth and groaned.

Immediately there was a circle. of
oddly dressed people around him,
‘most of them laughing, some of them
iscolding, but all of them most con-
cerned in the appearance of a dapper
little man who almost danced up and
down as he surveyed the recumbent
form of Henry Potifer, professional
meddler.

“I"'d like

ancient barn
who waved their
and fired revolvers into the

to kill him!” roared the
little man, brandishing his fist before
Mr. Potifer’'s startled “Man,
you've spoiled fifty film!”

“Film?” Potifer blank-
ly.

“Yes, filml”
man, and then

eyes.
feet of
echoed Mr.
mimicked the little
he proceeded to ex-
plain to Mr. Potifer that he had in-
terfered in the making of a moving
picture film—that it would cost hun-
dreds of dollars to make good the
damage he had done that afternoon.

Mr. Potifer listened and stared and
'looked aghast, and with change
of expression the actresses giggled
and the men smiled until the
of the company smiled too.
whispered awhile in
ager’s ear, and the
his knee and cried:

“I believe you're right,
talk to the old duffer.”

So he smiled upon the
Mr. Potifer and took bim
made him a proposition.

The proposition almost took He
Potifer’'s breath away.

He was to enact the part of the fat
uncle in the play. Just be himself, a
professional meddler, and it would be
all ‘right. And there job of
keeping the books of the stock com-
Mr.

gel

each

manager
The star
the man-
manager slapped

for

Barton:; I'll

perturbed

aside and

was a

could
with the

Potifer

away

at which
be himself
part.

. M,

tion

pany, just

and

Potifer
becoming
appointment
ing and
trance

Yhe‘
made

accepted posi-

with gravity,
the
involuntary
the
over the
villain
the rear.

an
to come morn-
repeat his
the
cavorting
lady and the
brought up

next
en-
into
and go
the
police

brook-
turt
while

scene by
side
ifter
the

}

home at 10 o’clock

Mrs. Potifer

He arrived at

that evening. hardly

with Mr. Henry Potifer in hot

knew him. He wore trousers and
coat of @ large check pattern, a pale
gray-derby hat ‘and white spats.

But she was so glad to see him
‘that she threw her arms around his

neck and hugged him tenderly. “No
matter dbout the job, Henry,” she
assured him when he would have
spoken; “I'm so glad to see you
again!”

“What if I tell you that I have a
position as an actor?” asked Mr. Pot-
ifer, thrusting a hand in his breast
and striking a dramatic attitude.

“l1 don’t care what it is,” cried
Miranda warmly, “so long
brings you back to me!”

A SUCCESSFUL
BUSINESS MAN

Every successtul business man can
give reasons for his prosperity. Most
essential to any success is a careful
and ceaseless attention to details.
Every well conducted office or store in
the world finds that simple and effect-
ual filing systems are an absolute ne-
cessity. No employer will waste his
own time or allow waste with his staff
9y using old fashioned .methods. The
senefits - derived from the time and
amoney- saving system which “Globe-
Wernicke” devices encourage are self.
evident. Not a paper can go astray
when the “Safeguard” method of this
Zompany is used. And no matter how
-omplicated your filing problem,
matter how peculiar, no matter how
small or how large, the “Globe-Wer-
nicke” can provide you with the equip-
ment that will place every record at
your finger tips. Why not investi-
gate? Mr. Percie Johnson represents
the “Globe” in. Newfoundland.
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ADVERTISE IN THE

MAIL AND ADVOCATE
FOR BEST RESULTS

NOTICE.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS

On MONDAY we are mov
ing into our new business
premises situated at 176
Duckworth St., the site oc-

cupied by thc late Denis
D(,olcv where we will be on
hand with .the choicest as-
sortment of :Fresh Meats of
all kinds that can be pro-
cured.

A4

M. CONNOLLY,
176 Duckworth St.
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To The Fishermen:

~—

KER” Kerosene Motor Engine Is The Favorite !

A Motor Engine made for The Union Trading Co.

“THE COAKER ENGINE.”

by one of the Largest Motor Engine Manufacturers

in America is now available to the Fishermen.

“THE COAKER” is a 6 H.P,,
6 H.P., 2 Cycle Engine.

contracted for the manufacture of
by us.

This Engine’s power is equal to the power of some 9 H.P.,
is made for Fishermen’s use and expressly for Trap Skiffs and the large size fishing bullies.
Union Members al wholesale prices, all commission and middlemen’s profits being cut out.

We have a large stock on hand now at our wharf premises.

4 Cycle Engine, and can be operated on half the oil consumed by a
2 Cycle Engines. It
It is sold to
We - have
1000 of these engines. These engines are the favorites carried in stock
We carry parts and fittings in stock.

We #will arrange reasonable terms of payment to meet the requirements of men unable to purchase

for cash. WE GUARANTEE THE
our engines.
Engine.

ENGINE. An expert has been engaged to attend to the installation of

Write for particulars and terms, applying to Chairmen of F.P.U. Councils concerning this
We confidently recommend the Engine as being of the very best make and material, of being

exactly what is needed for the Fishermen’s use and GUARANTEE TO GIVE SATISFACTION. It is

above all durable, simple and capable of doing heavy work;

it is not a toy engine. The spark plug

attached to the side and not the top. The Engine starts on gasolene, and when started operates on kero-

sene oil.

We have sold 200 of these engines the past spring and all are giving splendid satisfaction.

price is $200.00 No other firm can

Our cash

sell you a similar engine. We posscss the sole rights to sell this en-

gine. The man who buys a Coaker Engine from us saves $50. We can ship this engine one hour after

the order is received.

No agents will be employed to sell these engines.
FPRL.

We are now booking. orders for a 4 H.P., 4 Cycle Coaker Engin@'./

-

We will do our work through the Councils of the

This 4 h.p. Engine is sujtable .for

small trap skiffs and large size fishing punts, and will fill a long felt want.

~

The Fishermen’s Union Trading Company Limited,

as it

no .
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