§o en the editor gazing abeently at the
paper-knifs on his desk.

“Wa-l, Mr. Phinney,” he inquired
snxicusly, “What de you think of it1

The answer was irvelevant,

“Did you eey this—this =pasm was
inapired by something you eaw laat
night?’ demanded Ben sharply. -

“Why, yes. You pee——, Yes, 'twas.”

The editor was pilent, toying with the

aper-knife. ‘Then he gave the blotier on
Eis desk A vicious dig with the imple-
ment, and eaid:—

“(Fiva it to me,
| [ g

Shakespeare sprang from his chair,

“You will, honest?” he cried. “Why,
that’s fine! The ‘Gazetie™ wouldn't have
paid but one, if that. I told mother I'd
earn & lvin’ by the brains in my head
jt she give me time emough. Here's the
poem, Mr. Phinpey,”

Ben accepted the proffered manuseript.
“See here, yon,” he said, taking a two
dollar bill from his jocket, “you keep
quict about this; understand. You're not
to mention it to a soul; mor what you
saw, either,” he added fiercely,

“Oh, well, all right,” Mr. Phinney, if
you eay so, I see; you want to &’prive
her, She will be some g'prised when she
gee it in the ‘Breeze,’ won't shet”

The editor smiled a ercoked smile.

“T think she will,” he observed, with
malicious emphasis,

After the exultant Shake had gone Ben
read the poem again. Edward White,
hey? And he had never guspected, He
had been a blind donkey. 1t would serve
her right if he did print the thing.

He rang the bell on his desk. An ink-
smeared cempositor appeared, wiping his
hands ¢n his overalls. .

“Here,” said Ben, “Here's——"

He -paused. .

“Yes, sir?” said the compositor.

“Nothing,” said Ben, gruffily. “I don’t
want you.” -

I'ie man disappeared. Ben thrust the
poem into a drawer and turned the key
on it. He ecouldn’t print it. Neither
should sh2 nor anyone know that ne had
seen it,  He might be a fool, but he
wouldn’t be a mean one,

Two days later he met the editor of
the “Gazette” on the strect. His bow
was a cool one, but se was hers—sur-
prizingly cool, Shake dropped in at in-
tervals with poems dealing with Miss
Foster and young White. Ben paid two
doilars for each of thefe =flusions, and
interred them in the drawer beside the
tirst.  And the "Gazeite” flourished lke
& green bay tree. .

I'll pay you 2dol for

The final, ard expected, blow fell one-

morning six weeks later. Ben, opening
his letter-box at the post. office, fouad
therzin & note from White and Sons
stating that, as the “Gazette’” bad proven
to be by far the better paying medium,
their weekly page ad. jo the “Breeze”
would hereafter appear no more. Mr.
FPhinney made a rapid mental caleulation
of reccipts and disbursements, Then he
walked up the atreet, whietling, His
sentence of imprisonment in Trumet had
been, by fateful cireumstances, materially
shertened,

Antlrew Smalley met him on the way.

“Mr. Phinney!” he shonted, “Heard
the news? Ad. White’s engaged, and you
ean’'t guess who to,”

The editor 1it a cigar. His hand shook
& littl2, but his voice was calm,

"It's no news,” he eaid. “That is, 1've
beea expecting it. Congratulations to
both parties,”

Mr. Smalley was disappointed, “Sho!”
ke exclaimed. “Then you did know it.
Twas a a'prise to me all right. LIt
eal'late wo'li read all the particulars in
the “lireese” mext week, hey?”

Ben wmiled  sweetly, “Not in tha
‘Breeze,”” he answered, “Nobt in the
‘Dreeze”  The ‘firecze, my som, has

ceased Lo blow. The 'Hreeze’ has emitted
its finul pull. Hercafter, except for our
tsleemed  contemporary, the 'Gazette,”
there will be & flat calm in Trumet news-
paperdom,”

YBut — but,
‘Breezc’ ™
. “Falley, to paraphrage the tale of the
little oy and the apple, there ain't goia®
10 be no ‘Breeze! ”

ek i the sagetum, and face to face
with the inevitalile, Ben gut down to write
alciter to Uncle Holway, The mle of fix-
turen would net & partial return oo the
Invratment.  As for the peat of the debt,
Perhaps kome dny he—

Sameane wan coming up the staire, The
Elu dropped from Mr, Phinney’s band

e dnor opened, and Miss Foster entered.
Evidently she had hurried, Her cheeks
were red, her jaunty hat waa a bit en ons
®de, and her hair was tumlled. The

Mr. Phinney, the
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effect, however, was mnot unbecomMg.
Even at this stage of the game, and with
& hopelees pang, Ben realised that the
effect was distincfly not unbecoming. He
roBe,

“Good morning, Miss Foster,” he said.
“Have you called to view the remains?
It is kind of you. I didn’t expect How-
ern.” .

The editor of the “Gazetle” was out of
breath,

“Oh, Mr, Phinney!” she panted.
isn’t truef Andrew Smwaliey said—

“So soon? Andrew is a living example
of our—pardon me; I forget—of your
community’s enterprise. - Yes, it's true.
The ‘Breees’ js blown out.”

Miss Foster looked genuninely dis-
turbed. *‘Oh, Mr. Phinney,” she gaid,
“I'm so sorry. I really am. Of course,
Tve tried to make the ‘Gazette’ a success,
but I wouldn't for the world have 2

“Why nott Sit down, Miss Foster, 1
assure you that I accept the verdict of
Trumet's discerning judgment with cheer-
ful resignation, As & newspaper man
Tm s flat failure, As a newspaper wo-
man you're a glictering success. You've
won and I congratulate you.””

“1t

“But I didn’t want to win—Ilike this, )

Can’t 1 help yout Js tlere anything?
What do you mean to do? Is it reslly so
bad ™

“Just about ae. It might be worse, I
figure that when the wages and outstand-

" ing accounts are liguidated 1 shall have

my car fare to Boston left, I might have
bad to walk, you know.” ’

“You're not going to leave town?”

“I certainly shan't take much of the
town with me. But tTye! why weep
over the departed? And I believe I have
another cuuse for olvring you congratu-
lations. 1 de offer them, pincerely—-on
th: engagement, you know.”

"The engagement? The engagement ?”
“Why, yes. Our mutual friend Smal-
ley told me of Mr. White’s good luck, and

)

The young lady sprang from her chair,
Her brown eye¢s snapped.

“Mr. Phinney,” she said, 1 confess
1 don’t see why you have such an opinion
of me, I did try to make iy paper bet-
ter than yours, but for you to believe me
80 mean, £ contemptible as to interfere
with your—personal affairt It is out-
rageous of you. Why should you pre-
sume that I cared who you——? How
ifare you intimate that I had anything to

<30 with Mr. White’s' engagement ¥ ’

“That you—that you had anything to
do with it? Mies Foster, either my tro-
ubler are affecting my bLrain or there's a
dreadful muddle somewhere. Aren’t you
engaged to Ed White I’

"I engaged? It Of course not, What
in the world led you to think such &
thing )

Ben wiped his forehead. ‘“Just o min.
ute, please,” he said. "Let me think this
out.”

He was silent for & moment., Then he
opened the drawer of his desk and took
out a packet of folded foolscap sheets se-
eured by an elastic band. Selecting the
three sheets at the bottom of the packet
bhe handed them to her.

Miss Foster sat down once more and:

read the title at the top of the first sheet
“To a Beautiful Young Woman in Tru-
met.”

"“The author of that poem told me he
was rveferring to you,” explained Ben.

Miss Foster read on. *Why!™ she ex-
claimed; “"it’s almost like—"" Then sho
paused, the cclour flaming in her cheeks.

“The villain!” she cried, "The impu-
dent villain! Did—did you believe this
~—this awful stoil io be true

“Well], Shake nwsured me that it was
founded on something he had seen. And
you did walk home with Ed one evening.
Bee here, please: Who is Ed White en-
gaged to1”’

“"Why, to Annabel Suumlers,
I've told you! I'm very sorry.”

“Sorry? Why! DI'm glad for them
both., Kd might have done worse, 8o
might she, for that matter."

“Rut don’t you care?”

“Care?! No. Why on earth should T
eare who Annabel Sounders marrica "

The door opened mnd A lmnky fipnre
atnod on the threshold. The bard of
I'rumet had called wilh another consign-
ment of “poctry.”

“Shake,”” commanded Ben. *“clear out.”

Mirs Fosler turncd like & flash,

“Mr Gott,” she orldered sharply, “come
here this inatant. What did you mean
by wriling such ridicuious trash as this
ahout me?*

Shake gasrd mt the foolscap sheets on
the derk. He tormed red, then a trifle
pale, and tonk a slep toward the door.

“I cal'late I won't stop now, Me

Therel

Phinney,” he stnmmered, “I sea you're
kind of bupy and—"

“Shake,” ordered Den, “answer Miss
Fouter's question.”

The mun of geniug was Tervous.
"Why—why, you see, Miss Foster,” he
snid, "I--1— You be beautiful; ain't
she, Mr Phinney? Awnd one night you
did walk home from meetin' with Ed
White, and—"

“My White and I were topother that
evening because we wero dikrussing &
matter of business. I was trying to got
hie firm’a advertisement for the “Ga-
zette”'; that was all. But why did you
add this—invent this other horrid stuff?
What do you mean by it

“You srean them about the tender
Kissin’, and the like of that! Why, yon
goe, Misz Foster, there's alwaya. things
about *blisa and kise’ in other folke's
poems, 5o I put 'em in mine, And when
Mr Thinney paid me 2dol. for it, T
thought—" :

“I see, You thought the inveatment
n paying one. =0 you went home and re-
peated the offense. Mr Thinney, I too,
have a poem—several poems—in a draw-
er of my desk. The first ia licaded ‘To
the Smartest Man in Trumet’ The au-
thor informed me you were that man.
My poem resembles this one clogely, ex-
eept for the change to fit the mex, of

course. There are other slight differ-
ences. I think I remember some of the
lines.

And when through Bassett's pasinre dell
1 see him stroll with Annnbel,
And when with looks

of———

The rest is much like this,” she added,
burriedly,

“Well you did see Aunabel home once,
Mr Phinney; I sce you,” broke in Shake.
“And 'twan't my fault, anyway, 'twas
mother’s.  When I told her how you'd
paid 2dol. for this piece I made up,
she thought for a spell and said it look-
ed to hev like 1'd struck a good thing at
last. Bhe said why didn't I make up osne
about yeu and Annabe! and iry to sell
it to Miss Foster? So I changed it
round a little mite and took it to her
and she paid me 2dol. 50c. for it—uore'n
you dome, you know. And after that
mother said, ‘Make up mere, even if they
be all out of your head, and sell 'em.’
8o I done it and—"* - :

“You Jying scamp!” thundered Yen,
darting forward, “I'I! break—"

But the poet did not wnit to asceriain

. ~»what was te be .broken. - He made a
flying leap to the deor ‘nnd safety,

They
heard him descending the stuirs in reck-
lesa jumps. :

Mr Phinney halted in his rush. "By
George!*” he said.  “And ke sold you
ihkat thing about me, and you bLelieved
it just as I— DBut—eh, by George?
Why diil you buy that poem?”

Miss Foster rose apain quickly. *1
must go.” she said. “Really 1 must.”

But Ben seized her hand.

“Edith,” he demandel eagerly, “why
didd you Luy that poem? And buy the
others?  And never publisk them? And
why were you so conl to me afterward?
And why did you think I might belieye
you cared who I married? Edith, tell
me—did you caret™

Then a sudden realisalion of his fin-
ancial positinn enme to him and he drop-
ped the haud.

“0h, Lord!” he grapned. T forgnt.
T'm ruined, broke, cleaned out.  Whal
nonsense I'm talking.”

Misa Foster was silent. When. at lust.
she replicd. it was in a low tone and
withoui looking at him.

“I don't see that you are ruined” she
snid. “¥on still own the ‘Brevze” and
why shouldn® the two papers consoli-
date on the half-and-hrlf Imais. ae I pro-
posed when 1 lirst met you? ‘The—the
“Gazette'” in willing.™

The “Trumet Weekly Breecze-Clazette”
i a great success, The townsprople
boant of it wherever they go. Just now,
however, they are diseumssing  anoiher
consalidation—af jnterests other than
business—whivh is to take place in the
fall.

“Shake” doexn’t like the new paper.
Tt refuren to publial hin pocma. AR
things conaidered, he thinks the refusal
ungrateful

Fits ryen were red, hias nose was hlue,
e conldn't spenk., he'd jnat may “Tchool™
And everybhody round they knew

And pitied Bim, he hind the "floe’’

At Innt he gasped “What ahidl ] de?" .
And Awiftly eame the answer, too,

For cach onr erted ""Oh, fanl? procure
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A Favourite with Children
" and Adults.

ENGLAND'S LEADING SWEET

Sold by all Confectloners, ete.

R T ~

Muay be obtalned of Messes, A. J. Enotrican
and o., Aucklobd.

Headache, Indigestion and

Consiipation.
B .
AN IMPORTANT DISCOVERY.

It will interest sufferers to know
that a valunble medicine, eallod Freo
toids, Las Leen di vered, wlilel is
now  ¢completely ciuriug each of tle
above-named co I'rootokis
are elegunt in appearaunce, and plen-
sant to talie, and, what is of the uts
wost impertanee, are thoronrhly reli-

able in afording uick rvelicf. You
de not reguire o o on tuking them

for & profvugzed periud, as is LeCeESUrY,
with some tnediciues, which oven then
are moslly disappoiuting; you siwuply,
take o dese of I'rootoids when i1 and
repeat the dese if neeessary, but gede-
rally oue dose is quile effective.

Frootoitls are fwincusely move valtts
able than an orvdinary aperient, in so
far that they not only nct as an ape-
rient, but do romove from the blood,
{issues, and Internal ergans &1l the
waste poisouous matter 1hat s clog-
ging thein and ehoking the channels
that lead to and from tiem, The bene-
ficinl cifeets of Frootoids nre evident
at coce Ly the disnppearance of bead-
ache, the lLicnd bLecswing clear, sod a
bright, clecry senae of nerfect heaith
taking tle plice of slugrish, depressed
feelings, by the liver neting properly,
and by the faed Ueing properiy dl-
gested, . - .

I'rovtolds are thie proper aperient
mediciue to take when auy Congestion
or Ilood I'uvison 18 preseut, or when
Cougestion of the Draiu or Aponlexy
ts preseut or threalenlng, They Lave
been tested, and have been proved to
:nfford quick relief In such cnres when
other aporienta have not done any,
goqd at ull. [t Is of the utmest hmpor-
tance that ilis sheuld be horne In
wind, for in such cases to take no ors
dinary aperient is to waste thne and
permit of a serious illnesa becoming
futul.

Frootoids act spleudidly en the lUver,
end quickly cure bilious atlucks that
autibilous pills make worse. Moy
‘people lmve beeu mnde skek and M1
Ly autibilious pills that <onid hove
been  cured’ at once by IMrootoids.
Feople should net allesw themsclves to
e duped into contracting o modleine-
tuliug habit by being persuaded to
touke daily dosces with ensch menl of go-
einlled imdipestion cures 1lat Jde XOT
cure.  Frootwids Lave boen subijected
to extensive fests, nud have In overy
case proved snecessful in completely
curiug the complaints nuwmer. 1
T A counstipated babit of Ludy will
conapletely cured if the paticut willon
ench ecension, whoen suffering, tuke o
dose of Protolls, Ihstemed ¢f an or-
diunry aperictit: Dy ro doing the pa-
Hoent will require doacs on) t louger
futervals, ouwd will po beeogse quite
iudependent of the necessity of taking
auy aperient nnedicine,

I'rocteids nre only now Lelng placed
on the Ansiralinn market, consequently
Fou may at jwesxent liave n difficulty
I getting them from vour laend cles
mist or stareleeper: but ask fur them,
amd M oxyou ennyot get thewn at once,
gend rhuinps oy postal note tor price,
I/6. to W, Q. Tlenrne, Chiemist, Gees

wate of them will be {m-
hicdintely fo w1 ta you post free
Clemista,. "ut epera,  obnd S wholes
BAlOTA Ccan e o'y 1 wiglesnle pups
pHes from W, 6 IMearne, Chemiat,
Goeelouy, Vietar(a,

N.E. Branch Office, Ne, 15, first
feer, HFums's Buildings, Willis=
Altrn.t. Wellington.



