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By JOSEPH C. LINCOLN

{Author of ©Mr, Pratt,” “Cap'n Erl,” ete.),

HAT is this we lLeart What

mean - these ' subterranean

. _ rumblings  and earth-shak-
- ings, dieturbing the guiet of
L our prosperous and enter-
prising community? Why thias mutter-
.Igi-ing of distant . thunder, -striking
niqum (1) to our peaceful breasts and
e_g.'}iaing the price of egga at White’a
drop from twenty-five to twenty cents
“ dozen? (Bee od. on page 4 of this is-
gue.) Hush! Whisper it not in Gath;
there are rumours of a resurrection-in
our midst, Qur late estcemed contem-
porary, the * Gazette,” which, after &
protracted lapse into a etate of sus-
perided animation,” was, as we all Bup-
posed, laid tranquilly to rest in tie
graveyard of buried hopes but a few
ghert  months  ago, . stirring in  its
tomb. There are whispers that it is to
ris€;, phoenix-like, from its ashes, to

convulse us with its wisdom and refresh .

our’ Mmemories with its bumour, . .. . .

“No one peems to know who is re-
sponsibla for this bringing of the dead
to life, who is to reverse the work of the

xton, or. to act- a3 financial godfather
E the rechriztening, And, after all, is

0 queition so  much *Who!?’ or
fWheii?" ‘aa " Whyt' In the pams of
comition sease ‘Why!’' - Wg panse,
owaiting a reply and further develop-
ments. Meanwhile ihe * Brgeze™ will

continue to cool ‘the fevered brows of

expectant watchqrs at regular weekly
intervals. As we>haye intimated befure,
now iz the time to subscribs” i

Benjamin Phinney, editer and proprie-
tor of the “Trumet Weekly: Breeze,™-
having thus brought his screed to a con-
clusion, wiped hia pen upon the edito-
rial trousers, leaned back in his chair
with his shirt-sleeved arms bebind his
head, and chuckled. He reread the effu-
#ion, and chuckled agnin. He was won-
dering it the sarcasm were too pointed.

Ben had owned and edited the
“Breeze " for nearly two years. Tha
paper, its name and its success—judged
by Trumet ptandards tha latter waa
not to be sneezed at—were the product
of his ingenuity -and perserverance and
a littls of Uncle -Holway’s money, When
Phinney, eenior, died, after his disas-

ous failure in business, he left his
son. with a geodly collection of debts, an
unfinished course in college, and a tasta
for journalism. To Uncle Holway—
“Unrle™ by courtesy; he .was Len's
second cousin—the young man imparted
his desire to shine in the newspaper
waorld.

“Want to get on o daily paper, do
¥out” ohaerved -Uncle Holway. “ From
what I hear, & reporter’s wages aro
preity small to begin on. The thing to
do js to start s little paper of your own
eomewheres, Then, if you're good for
anything, you can make a decent living
—ifor the country—-—aml get to be some.
bady in your town. I'll back you for a
¥eafr or 8o at that. It's all I can afford
to do, besidea prying what you owe al-
ready."” . B

Uncle Holway hnd a ‘husinesa friend
who owned m summer . bungulow at Tru-
meb.  This friend suggested Lhe village
84 & place whers o live weckly was
biddly needed, So to Trumet came Ten.
The firet thing that struck him when he
got off the train was @ Sepiembar no'th.
east gale. Thorefore the new papez
waa christenced - tha “ Breeze.” -

When the " Rrecze” first began to

ow it had & competitor, the * Trimet
the end of w year the “ Gazetlo™ wys
#tpid agd dull and noo-euterpriaing. 1

ditor ¥as mn clderly bachelor BAm
-C‘Ap'_b oster, The * Breere™ wan no
dull, wid it cerfainly was not siai
‘“Tl‘nd of & year
te last legs,

On these it LimPed

. @peare”_hed taken its place.

1 At -
ha “Grzeite’ ‘Was

along for eight more montls, Then it
gave up the ghost—or seemed to do so
--and its editor departed to live with
his married eister near Boston. Its
advertising and its subscribers came to
the “ Breeze,” and Beu was able to pay
the first instalment of the debt to Uncle
Helway. -

IZaving, after reflection, decided to let
tha editorial stand as it was writfen,
Mr. Phinney filled his. wheezy brier pipe
and proceeded to go pver the latest con-
tribution from the “Breeze's” correspoa-
dent at Wellmouth Port. And then was
heard the ‘sound of large and weighty
boots upon thé stalrs leading from the
street fo the sanctum. .

" The editor turned hiz chair as the
door opened. .

" “Hello, 8hake!"” he ebserved gleefully,
“How goes it? Ts the muse working
overtime? ° Has Pegusus béen pegging
again®” ©

It was the local poet who had called.
Nearly every village possesmes & poet,
and Trumet, with the customary enter-
prise 50 often mentioned in the “Breeze,”
possessed a unique sample. Ie lived with
his widowed mother in a little one-
atorey house om the “shore road.” His
name was Zebedée Gott, but in the course

of time and,mnder a succession of local

treatments by local - huinourista, this
name had vanished, and, after Zebb had
answered to haila of “Browning,” “Tenny-
son,” “Longfelow,” and the like, “Shake-
This had
been familiarly curtailed to “Shake
Poetry so far was purely a labour of love
for “Shake.” He earned what little
money he did earn by casual work along-
shore. But he aspired to higher things,

In answer to Mr. Phinney’s questions
Shake smiled undecidedly, He rubbed his
talented brow with one red hand and
smiled still mare.

“Got another outbreak of genius con-
cenled aliort your person, 8hake?” asked
the editor.

“Wa-all," dranled the poet, “I don't
know's 1 know exactly what you mean,
Mr I'hinney. You're such & funny joker
T can’t always sight what yon're drivin’

“uts I just dropped in to ask if you'd

heard the news about the ‘Gazette

“Shake, you disappoint me. T have
heard the news about Lhe ‘Gazette! Hut
nover mind nows now, Th: important
auestion is: Have you burat into song?
Gaot another poem for me, Bhake?™

“Why, yes, Mr. Phinney” said the
bard of Trumet; ‘I have got a little picce
of poetry that I made up lart might. I
called it ‘Beautiful Sunset in Higgine®
Cove! T rtead it to mother, and she
guessed likely ’twas lovely. Want me
to read it to you?”

Ban's reply was ah enthusiastic affirm-
stive. He enjoyed Shake's poetry. It
appealed to his welldeveloped scnse of
the ridiculoua, He had publiched two or
three of the cffuaions in the “DBreeze,”
purely for his awn gratifieation,

The grnuis cleared his throat and be-

gan;

Tilgglns'a Cova In onr town
Is a lovely place, all up nnd down.

“T mean it's kind of hilly round the
edgen,” he explained.

The grass fs green, the treea are floe,
Beln' principally acenl: oak and pitch ploe.
The water uplashes on Lhe beach.
Altogether 1t 1s & treat. o

*Qood!” Interrupted Men,  “Magnifl-
cent! It"s mot eviry common or garden
vet wha could get away with a rhyme
ike that. That peem is miine. he
“Breesa™ will publish it Immedialely, at
ohee, right off qulck— nome of 'it, at
Teust. Coma; let's have |L°*

But the poet, although he beamed with
pride at his companion’s praise, dii not
transfer Lthe scroll, " - .

““Wa-Il, Mr. Phinney,” he stammered,
“I don't know. It secms to me that—
ikat is, mother she says, long's I've got
the poetry disease so bad, I'd ought to
get paid somethin' for my poema, I've
give you consider’ble many for nothin’
and she Bays what's the uee of braggin’
about havin’ brains in your head if you
don’t make nothin' eut of 'em. Khe -

“Shake, don't be mercenary; don't.
Genius should be above gold. An ode
like ibat is beyond price. I couldn't
pay you for it, I coulda't really, Lets
bave it.".

But to Ben’s great surprise, Blaka

folded the foolscap, and returned it to
hia pocket. - .
. “No,” ba said, with determination;
“mother said not to. I calllate, Mr.
Phinney, I'll wait a spell and try it on
the ‘(Gazette,” AMaybe the new editor
over there'll pay —" .

“The ‘Gazettel”* laughed Ben, “Why
Shake, the ‘Gazelte' is " -

. He paused. Yootsleps were again as-
cending the atuirs; this time, however,
they were light and were accompanied
by the rustle of skirts. The door.open-
ed and a young lady appeared. Mr,
Phinney locked at her un:d rose hurried-
ly. She was a atranger in Trumet; her
clothés alone would have proclaimed that

foot. Also ghe had brown eyes and
brown hair and — Ben groped for his
cont. .

“Parden me,” said the yourng Iady.
“Are you the editor of the "Breeze’ 1"

Mr. Phinney admitted it. Then he was
conecious cof his pipe, and tossed *hat
fragrant comforter into the waste-bas-
ket, Luckily the basket had just been
emptied.

“Don’t rise, Mr. Phinney,” said the
caller. “May 1 ait down? I want to
speak with you for .2 moment on buai-
ness.”

Without waiting for a reply, she geat-
ed hersell in the viasitor'a chair, besida
the editorial desk, Ben sat down also.
Then lie noticed t hat the poet was still
present and staring, apen-mouthed.

Y“Shake, Le gaid, “trot nlong now,
that's a2 goad fellew, “We'll vetile that
matier some other time. Good-bye.’

Shake slowly departed. still staring.

“Now, Miss —er—" begun the editor.

“My name is Foster,” said the young
Indy. ‘T am a micee of Mr. Caleb Foster,
who used to live here in Trumet, Uncla
Caleb was editor of the ‘Carctte you
resnenther

Ben remembered. Brown was & nice
eolour for eyen, he decided.

“Yes,” continued Misa Foster. “Well,
uncle wes 2bliged to direantinue his
paper for the time, owing to iil health,
and eame to live with mother and me
ni Cambridge. Buti he never intended
ta givo vp the ‘Gazette® entirely. 1Te al-
ways mennt o come back and enntinue
it when ha was well once more. Haw-
ever, his health 13 no better, and I'm

afraid it never will Le, He atill owna
the ‘Gazette’ property here, and it was
that which 1 wished to spesk to you’
about.”

" Ben tried not to smile, but he couldn’t
help it. Ile knew what the “Gazettc"”
property was—an old-fashioned press, n
few lattered typc-cases, and the type,
and a dilapidated building wilh a mort-
gage on it; theee were Bbout all.

Miss Foster may have noliced the
amile, but she weni serencly oun.

“Now, Mr, Phinney,” .she said, “I have
looked thia property over. and T hava
talked with uncle, and he has decided to
make You,"aa the owner of iie only
other paper in town, a proposal. For
2000 dollors hz will sell you the entire
outftt, goodwill and all, and will ngree
not to resume publication.”

Ben gasped. Then he uskod solemnly,
“Diocs the mortgage go with the rest of
the onifity™ -

“Ng," replied Misa Foster, wiih just a
suspicion of & twinkle in i{he brown
éyes; "ha will take care of the mortgage
with = portion of the two thousand.
Thera is an alternative proposition,”
she continued. “That is, consolidation.
If you wlll give him a lLalf-interest in
tha new company, khe ‘Gareits’ and
“Brecze™ may conselidate as one pub-
lication and control all the bnsiness.”

She spoke as if the businesa was likely
to he worll-embracing. Nr Phinnsy
laughed aloud. The young lady showed
signs of impatience.

“Ig it funny?’ ahe inguired.

“Please forgive me. I didn’t mean to.
But it is funny, just a little. Tf I bad
two thou—that is, if I were disposed to
buy the property you mention, I'm afraid
we couldn't come to terms, Your uncle’s
price seems a littla high, to mo. Old
iron and lead are worih about o holf
cent m pound, I believe, and T doubt if
even tho good-will weigha enough to
make up the differenca. As for censoli-
duation—well, we huve already consoli-
daled, in & wny. The ‘Breeze™ has Lhe
subscribers and the advertising. The
“Guzeite” has—lhas—well, 1t has Lhe
mortgage, It " .

Miss Foster rose.

“Then you refuse both propositions?™
she smid.

“f—1 gueas I do. I hope I haven't ni-
fended you. I've spoken rather plainly,
but your uncle's proposition is—pardon
moe-—is -~

“It waan't uncle’'s altogether. I am
responsilde for & share in it, Good mora-
ing, Mr Phinney.”

“I hope, Misa Foater, you aren't
fended becauss I—"

“Not at all. I expecled you to de-
cline. The townapeople have tnld m
have told me various things, "T'he
zelte will resume publication st one

“Fronkly, Misn Foster—and na 1
friend of your uncle®s—I wouldn't nd-
vise him to——"

“Qf courne you wouldn't.
ing"”

She moved toward the door,
tened to apen it.

of-

Good susn-
Den lias-

TROUBLESOME FEET RELIEVED.

Tired, Aching, Tender or Perspiring Feet are instantly relieved by
bpathing In water to which a few drops of “Condy's Fluid™” have been

added.

All Offenslve Odour immediately disappears.

Bewnre of dangerous Substitutes. Permanganate of Potash Crystalsare

Polsoncus, as Coroners’ Inguests have proved.

Condy's Fluld contains

NO Permanganate of Potash, Is non-poisonous, and is pcrfcclly harmliess.
To guard against dangerous Subatituies see that * Condy's I'luid " |s on

the label. Sold by all Chemists and Stores.
on bottle. Condy & Mitchell, 11d., 65, Uoswel

Physicians’ Rzpacts In Hook
Road, Lozios, Englaad



