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looking for for these fifty years and
more. As for the rest of us, we soon
saw that it would simmer down to
Abe, Finkel and Sam, who were the
richest men in town. However, Miss
Mabel wanted it that way, and after
a while we got sort of reconciled.

"That was the busiest week that
Cy Holmes had ever known, but the
next three were busier. As for Sam
and Finkel, they didn't do ten cents'
worth x)f business a day, and didn't
seem to care. Morning, afternoon
and evening they were in Cy Holmes'
store buying out his stock. Every-thin- g

was marked at its price, ac-
cording to agreement, so that there
could be no crooked business, and
every purchase was marked on a
slate and hung in the middle of the
store.

"Of course, there was a few who
tried to win Miss Mabel as well as
Sam and Abe, but they soon give up
when, at the end of the first week,
Abe had a total of $1,265.19 to his
a spurt, and at the end of the second
account, while Sam was running him

x close with $1,242. Then Sam made
a spurt, and at the end of the second
week had gone up about $50 ahead of
Abe. By1 the middle of the third week
it was a neck and neck race, along in
the two thousands, and Abe and Sam
had got so that they wouldn't speak
to each other when they met

"As for Miss Mabel, she just sat
there behind the counter, when she
wasn't busy getting down things,
which wasn't often, and smiled on all
the boy$ impartial like.

"We had a sweepstakes on the re-
sult, as well as a little money out, and
the general opinion was that, al-

though Abe had a little more money
than Sam,, Sam would win out by
doggedness. Try as hard as he would,
Abe couldn't get away from Sam. By
the end of the third week they were
running neck and neck, Abe with$3,-000.2- 0

and Sam with $2,999.75. And
when the end of the fourth week
come, and it was within a couple of
liours of closing time, Abe was $4,-

817.09 and Sam was $4,814 even.
"They stood glaring at each other

inside Cy's store, which had been
pretty well divested of everything.
The shelves was bare, and the show
cases was empty, and they was look--
ing around to see what could be had.

" 'I'll take that boiler!' shouts Sam,
pointing to an old, rusted-o-ut boiler
in a corner, which nobody had
thought of b"uying. 'How much, Cy?'

" 'Fifty dollars,' says Cy, and away
goes Sam ahead of Abe. Abe looks
round with a worse glare than ever
in his eye.

"Til take the fittings!' he yells,
triumphant like. How much for the
shelves and show cases, Cy?'

" 'Two hundred and fifty answers
Cy, coolly, and Abe gete the1 lead once
more, and then there didn't seem to
be anything Jeft to be bought. Abe
sits down and pullB out a fifty-ce- nt

cigar, and leers at Miss Mabel as
thought he owned her.

"The boys had been so interested
that nobody had thought togo down
to the coach olfflce, but just then a
stranger, who had come in on the
stage, strolls into the store. He was a
sort of dude, built like Samson, six
feet .five, or thereabouts, in height
and with muscles like tree trunks
running all t)ver him.

" 'Can you oblige me with a pack
age of cigarettes?' 'he asks of Cy,
mild-lik- e; and the boys grins. The
cigarettes had gone in the first week,
when the offers were low.

" 'Sorry I'm out of cigarettes just
now Cy answers, winking at us.

" 'Dear me!' says the stranger.
'How unfortunate! Haven't you got
anything to sell at all?'

" 'I'm closing up for good,' Cy an-
swers. 'Tonight's the last I sell out
and get out.'

" 'Well, I guess I'll take""the store,
then,' answers the "stranger. 'How
much?'

" 'Ten thousand,' answers Cy, and
the fellow pulls out a wad and flings
it down.

"There was a ailencft'for a6ut two
- .'? J si .
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