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It seemed to Fullerton F- Colwell of

the famous Stock Exchange house of

Wilson & Graves that he had done his

full duty by his friend Harry Hunt- His
p.Srtners left a great deal to him, and

even the clerks in the office ungrudging-

acknowledged that Mr. Colwell was “the
hardest worked man in the place, barring

none.” Possibly the important young

men who bore witness to Mr. Colwell's
industry so cheerfully did so because Mr.

Colwell was ever inquiring very courte-

ously, and, above all, sympathetically,

into the amount of work each man had
to perform, and suggesting, the next

moment, that the laborious amount in

question was indisputably execessive.
Also, it was he who raised salaries- Os
his partners, John G. Wilson was a con-
sumptive, forever going from one health
resort to another; George B. Graves was
a dyspeptic, nervous, irritable, and, to
boot, penurious; a man whose chief

recommendation was his cheerful willing-
ness to do all the dirty work'; Frederick
It. Denton was busy in the ‘‘Board
Room” —the Stock Exchange—all day,
executing orders, keeping watch over the
market behavior of the stocks: with
which the firm was and from

time to time hearing things not meant for

his ears, being the truth Regarding Wil-
son & Graves.

But Fullerton F. Colwell had to do
everything—in the stock market and in

the office. He conducted the manipula-
tion of the Wilson & Graves stocks, took
charge of the unnefarious part of the

numerous pools formed by the firm's cus-
tomers —Mr. Graves attending to the

other details —and had a hand in the

actual management of various corpora-

tions. Also, he conferred with a dozen

people daily—chiefly ‘‘big people,” in
Wall Street parlance—who were about to
“put through” stock market “deals.” He

had devoted his time, which was worth
thousands, and his brain, which was
worth millions, to disentangling his care-
less friend's affairs, and when it was all

over and every claim adjusted, and he
had refused the executor’s fees, it was

found that poor Henry Hunt's estate

not only was free from debt, but con-
sisted of $28,000 in cash, deposited in the

Trolleyman’s Trust Company, subject to

Mrs. Hunt’s order, and drawing interest
at the rate of 2% per cent, per annum.
He had done his work wonderfully well,

and, in addition to the cash, the widow
owned an unencumbered house Harry
had given her’in his lifetime.

Not long after, the settlement of the
estate Mrs. Hunt called at his office. It

was a very day. The bears were
misbehaving. Alabama Coal and iron —the
firm’s great specialty—was under heavy

fire from “Sam” Sharpe’s I-ong Torn as,

well as from the room traders’ Maxims-
Colwell was himself at that moment

practicing that peculiar form of financial
dissimulation which amounts to singing
blithely at the top of your vioice when

your beloved sackful of gold had been
ripped my bear paws and the coins are
pouring out through the rent. Every

quotation was of importance; a half-inch

ol' tape might contain an epic of dis-
aster.

“Good morning, Mr. Colwell.”
He ceased to pass the tape through his

fingers, and turned quickly, almost ap-

prehensively.
“Ah, good morning, Mrs. Hunt,” he

said, very politely. “I am very glad
indeed to see you. And how do you do?”

He shook hands, and led her, a bit cere-

moniously, to a huge armchair. His man-
ners endeared him even to the big Wall
Street operators.

‘‘Of course you are very well, Mrs.
Hunt. Don’t tell me you are not.”

“Ye-es,” hesitatingly. “As well as I
can hope to be since—since ”

“Time alone, dear Mrs. Hunt, can help
us-’ I *

"Yes, I know,” she sighed. “I suppose
I must-”

There was a silence. He stood by. de-
ferentially sympathetic.

“Ticky-ticky-ticky-tick said the

ticker.
What did it mean in figures? Re-

duced to dollars and cents, what did the

last three brassy taps say? Who was

winning? A spasm as of pain passed

over Mr. Fullerton F. Colwell’s grave

face. But the next moment he said to

her, slightly conscience-stricken, as if ho

reproached himself for thinking of the
stock market in her presence: “You
must not permit yourself to bfioot*. Mrs,

Hunt. You know what I thought of

Harry, and I need not tell you how glad

1 shall be to do what I may, for his
sake, Mrs. Hunt, and for your own.”

“Ticky-ticky-ticky-tick’.”repeated the

ticker.
‘Believe me, Airs. Hunt,” he went on,

“I shall be only too glad to serve you.”

“You are so kind, Mr. Colwell.” mur-
mured the widow; and after a pause, “I
came to see you about that money.”

“Yes?” * '
“They tell me in the trust company

that if I leave the money there without
touching it I’llmake $79 a month-’

“Let me see; yes; that is about what
you may expect.”

“Well, Mr. Colwell, I can’t live on that
Willie’s schools costs me SSO, and then
there’s Edith’s clothes,” she went on.

with an air which implied that as for
herself she wouldn't caro at all. “Os

course, it's a blessing we have the house;

but taxes take up so much; and —isn’t
there some way of investing the money so

it could bring more?”
“I might buy some bonds for you- But

for your principal to be absolutely safe

at all times, you will have to invest in
very high-grade securities, which will re-

turn to you about 3% per cent. That
would mean, let's see. sllO a month.”

"And Harry spent a year,” she
murmured, eomplainingly.

"Harry was always— er—rather, ex-
travagant.'

*

“Well, I’m glad he enjoyed himself
while he lived,” she said, quickly. Then,

after a pause: “And, Mr. Colwell, if I

should get tired of the bonds, could 1 al-
ways get my money back?”

"You could alway find a ready market
for them. You might sell them for a lit-
tle more or for a little less than you
paid.” ‘

“? shouldn’t like to sell them.” she
said, with a business air, “for less than
I paid. What would be the sense?”

“You are right. Mrs. Hunt,” he said,

encouragingly. “It wouldn’t be very

profitable, woald it?”
“Ticky-tieky-tieky-ticky-ticky * ticky-

tlck!” said the ticker.
“Couldn’t you buy something for me

Mr. Colwell, that when I came to sell it

I could get more than it cost me?”
"No man can guarantee that, Mrs-

Hunt.”
‘ I shouldn’t like to lose the little 1

have,” she said hastily.

“Oh, there is no danger of that. If

you will give me a check for $35,000, leav-

ing $3,000 with the trust company for

emergencies. I shall buy some bonds
which I feci reasonably certain will ad-
vance in price within a few months.”

“Tieky-ticky-ticky-ticky!” interrupted

the ticker. In some inexplicable way it

seemed to him that the brassy sound hau

an ominous ring, so he added: ‘‘But you

will have to let me know promptly, Airs.
Hunt. The stock market you see, waits

for none, not even for your sex.’
“Gracious me. Alust I take the money

out of the bank today and bring it to

you?”
“A check will do.” He began to drum

on the desk nervously with his lingers,

but ceased abruptly as he became aware

of it.
“Yr ery well I’ll send it to you today. I

know you’re very busy, so I won t keep

you any longer. And you’ll buy good,

cheap bond for me?” j
“Yes, Airs. Hunt.”
“There is no danger of losing, is there,

Air- Colwell?”
“None whatever. You have no need to

fear about them.”
“It’s exceedingly kind of you. Air. Col-

well. I am more grateful than I can say.

I—l ”

‘‘The way to please me is not mention
it, Mrs. Hunt.”

“Thanks ever so much. Good morning.
Air. Colwell.”

“Good morning. Airs. Hunt. Remember
whenever I may be of service you are to

let me know immediately.”
Airs. Hunt sent him a check for $35,000,

and Colwell bought 100 5-per cent, gold
bonds of Alanhattan Electric Light. Heat
and Power Company, paying 80 for them.

“These, bonds.” he wrote to her. “will
surely advance in price, and when they

touch a go-od figure I shall sell a part,

and keep the balance for you as an in-

vestment. The operation is partly specu-

lative, but I assure you the money is
safe. I hope within six months to secure
for you an income of twice as mujfh as
you have been receiving from the/ trust
company.”

The next morning she called at his of-

fice.
“Good morning Mrs. Hunt. I trust you

are well.”
"Good morning, Air. Colwell. I know

I am an awful bother to you, but, you

see, I don’t exactly understand about
those bonds. 1 thought you could tell
me. _.L'm so stupid,” archly.

“I won't have you prevaricate about

yQurself, Airs. Hunt. Now, you gave me

$35,000, didn’t you?”
“Yes.” Her tone indicated that she

granted that much and nothing more.

“Well, I opened an account for you

with our firm. You were credited with
the amount- I then gave an order to buy

one hundred bonds of SI,OOO each. We
paid 96 for them.”
“I don’t follow you quite,Mr. Colwell. I

told you”—another arch smile —“I was
so stupid!”

“It means that for each SI,OOO bond
$960 was paid- It brought the total up to
$36,000.”

“But I only had $35,000 to begin with.
You don’t mean I’ve made that much, do

you?"
“Not yet, Airs. Hunt. You put in $35,-

000; that was your margin, you know;

and we put in the other $61,000 and kept
the bonds as security. We owe you $35,-
000 and you owe us $61,000, and

”

“But—I know you’ll laugh at me, Mr.
Colwell—but I really can’t help thinking
it’s something like the poor people you

read about, who mortgage their houses,

and they go on, and the first thing you

know some real estate agent owns the

house.”
‘‘This is not a similar case, exactly.

The reason why you use a margin is that
you can do much more With the money

that way than if you bought outright. In

this case you theoretically owe us $61,-
000, but the bonds are in your name, and
they are worth $96,000, so that if you

want to pay us back, all you have to do
is to order us to sell the bonds', return

the money we have advanced, and keep

the balance of your margin; that is, of

your original sum.’
“I don’t understand why I should owe

the firm. I shouldn’t mind so much owing

you, because I know you’d never take ad-
vantage of my ignorance of business mat-

ters. But I’ve never met Mr. Wilson nor
Air. Graves.

“But you know me,” said Mr. Colwell,
with patient courtesy. “My dear Airs.
Hunt, don’t worry about this matter.

We bought these bonds at 96. If the
price should advance to 110, as T think
it will, then you can sell three-fifths for

$66,000, pay us back $61,000, and keep

$5,000 for emergencies in savings hanks,
drawing 4 per cent interest, and have in

addition forty bonds which will pay you

$2,000 a year.”
“That would he lovely. And the bends

are now 96?” •

•*Yes, you will always find the price in

the financial page of the newspapers,

where it says ‘Bonds.’ Look for Man.
Elec. s’s,” and he showed her.

“Oh. thanks ever so much. Os course,

I am a great bother, I know ”

“You are nothing of the kind, Mrs.

Hunt, I’m only too glad to be of the

slightest use to you.”
Mr. Colwell, busy with several im-

portant deals, did not follow closely the
fluctuations in the price of Manhattan
Electric Light, Heat and Power Company

ss. The fact that there had been any

change at all was made clear to him by

Mrs. Hunt. She called a few days after

her first visit. She wore the seini-

resolute look of a person who expects to

hear unacceptable excuses.
“Good morning, Mr. Colwell.”
“How do you do, Mrs. Hunt? Well, I

hope.”
“O, I am well enough. I wish I could

?ay as much for my financial matters.”
She had acquired the phrase from the
dnancial papers which she had taken to

reading religiously every day.
“Why, how is that?”
“They are 95 now,” she said, a trifle

accusingly.
“Who are they, pray. Airs. Hunt?” In

surprise.
"The bends. I saw it in lajet night’s

paper.”
*

Mr. Colwell smiled. Airs. Hint almost
became indignant at his levii/.

“Don’t let that worry you, Mrs. Hunt.
Hie bonds are all right. I‘he market Is

1 trifle dull, that’s all.”

“A friend," she said, very slowly, “who
knows all about Wall street, told me
last night that it made a difference of
SI,OOO to me.”

“So it does, in away, that is, if you
tried to sell your bonds. But a.s you
are not going to do so you need not
worry. Don’t be concerned about the
matter. I beg you. Never mind if the
price goes off a point or two. You are
amply protected. Even if there should
be a panic I’ll see that you are not sold
out, no matter how low the price goes.

You are not to worry about it; in fact,

you are not to think about it at all.
“Oh, thanks, ever so much, Mr. Col-

well. I didn t sleep a wink last night.
But I knew ”

A clerk came in with some stock cer-

tificates and stopped short. He wanted
Mr. Colwell’s signature in a hurry, and
at the same time dared not interrupt.

Mrs. Hunt thereupon rose and said;
“Well, I won’t take up any more of your
time. Good morning, Air. Colwell. Thanks
ever so much.”

“Don’t mention it, Mrs. Hunt. Good
morning.’’

Little by little the bonds continued to

decline. The syndicate in charge was

not ready to move them. But Mrs.

Hunt’s unnamed friend—her Cousin
Emily’s husband—did not know all the
particulars of that deal. He knew the

street in the abstract, and had accord-
ly implanted the seed of insomnia in her

quaking soul. Then, as he saw values
decline, he did his best to make the

seed grow, fertilizing a naturally rich

soil with ominous hints and head-shak-

ings and with phrases that made her

firmly believe he was gradually and con-

siderately preparing her for the worst.
On the third day of her agony Mrs.

Hunt walked into Colwell’s office. Her

face was pale and she looked distressed.
Mr. Colwell sighed involuntarily—a
scarcely perceptible and not very impo-

lite sigh—and said: “Good morning,

Mrs. Hunt.”
She nodded gravely and, with a little

gasp, said tremulously: “The bonds!
It’r in all the papers. I thought the

Herald might be mistaken, so I bought

the Tribune and the Times and the Sun.

But no. It was the same in all. It was,”

she added, tragically, “93!”

“Yes?” he said, smilingly.

He aroused her suspicions. By him. of

all men, should her insomnia be deemed

no laughing matter.
“Doesn’t that mean a loss of $3,000?”

There was a deny-it-if-you-dare inflec-

tion in her voice.
“No, because you are - not going to

sell your bonds at 93, but at 110, or

thereabouts.”
“But if I did want to sell the bonds

now;, wouldn’t I loose $3,000?” she
queried challengingly “Os course, I

would, Mr. Colwell. Even I can tell that.”
“You certainly would, Mrs. Hunt;

but ”

“I knew I was right,” with irrepressi-
ble triumph.

“But you are not going to sell the

bonds.”
“Os course, I don’t want to, because I

can’t afford to lose any money, much less
$3,000. But I don’t see how I can help
losing it. I was warned from the first,”

she said, as if that made it worse. “I
certainly had no business to risk my all.”
Mr. Colwell was moved.

“You can have your money back, Airs.
Hunt, if you wish it,” he told her, quite
unprofessionally. “You seem to worry

about it so 'much.”
“Oh, I am not worrying exactly; only

I do wish I hadn’t bought—l mean the
money was so safe in the Trolleyman’s
Trust Company. But, of course, if you

want me to leave it here,” she said, very

slowly to give him every opportunity to

contradict her, “of course, I’lldo just as
you say.’

“My dear Airs. Hunt/’ Colwell said
very politely, “my ony desird is to

please you and to help you- When you
buy bonds you must prepare to be pa-

tient. It may take months before you
will be able to sell yours at a profit, and

I don’t know how low the price will go

in the meantime. Nobody can tell you

that because nobody knows- But it need

make no difference to' you whether the
bonds go to 90 or even to 85, which is
unlikely.”

“Why, how can you say so, Air- Col-
well? If the bonds go to 90 I’lllose s6>-
000—my friend said it was SI,OOO for every
number down. And at 85 that would
be .” And she gazed at him, awstrick-
enly, reproachfully. “How can you say

it would make no Atr. Col-
well?”

Mr. Colwell fiercely hated the un-
named “friend,” who had told hqr so lit-
tle and yet so much. But he said to
her, mildly: “I thought that I had ex-

plained all that to you. It might hurt a

weak speculator, but it won’t affect you

in the slightest, since, having an ample
margin, you would not be forced to sell.

| You would simply hold on until the

price rose again. Let me illustrate. Sup-

posing your house cost SIO,OOO and ”

| “Harry paid $32,000,” she said, correct-
i ingly. On second thought she smiled, in

order to let him see that she knew her
Interpolation was irrelevant.

“Very well,” he said, good-humoredly,
“we’ll say $32,000. which was also the

price of every other house in that block.

} And suppose that for any reason what-
ever nobody could be found to pay more

¦ than $25,000 for one of the houses, and
throe or four of your neighbors sold

| theirs at that price- But you wouldn’t,
because you knew that in the fall, when

j everybody came back to town, you would

find plenty of people who’d give you $30,-
000 for your house; you wouldn’t sell it

j for $25,000, and you wouldn’t worry.

Would you, now?” he finished cheer-
fully.

“No,” she said slowly. “I wouldn’t
worry. But,” hesitatingly, “I wish I had
the money instead of the bonds- 1
haven’t slept a wink for three night

j thinking about, this.”
\ The thought of his coming emanicipa-

tion cheered Mr. Colwell immensely.
“Your wish shall be gratified. Airs. Hunt.
Why didn’t you ask me before, if you

• felt that way?” he said in mild reproach.

J And he summoned a clerk.
“Alake out a cheek for $37,000 payable

I to Mrs. Rose Hunt, and transfer the 100
Manhattan Electric Light 5s to my per-
sonal account.”

He gave her the check and told her:
“Here is the money. I am very' sorry

; that I unwittingly caused you some ar.x-
--1 iety. Don’t thank me, please: no. Good
j morning.”
! But he did not tell her that by taking

1 over her account he pajd $96,000 for bonds

he could have bought in the open mar-

ket for $93,000- He was the politest man
In Wall Street; and, after all, he had
known Hunt for many years.

1 A week later Alanhattan Electric 5 per

cent, bonds sold at 96 again- Afrs. Hunt j
called on him-

“Air. Colwell, you still have those'
bonds, haven’t you?”

“Why', yes.”
“I—l think I’d like to take! them

back."
‘Certainly, Mrs. Hunt. I’ll find out

how much they are selling for." He
summoned a clerk to get a quotation on
Manhattan Electric ss. Tile bonds could

be bought at 96%. “So you see they are

practically where they were when you

bought them before.”
She hesitated. "I—I—didn’t want you to

buy them from me at 93? I’d like to buy
them hack at the same price I sold them
to you."

“No, Mrs. Hunt,” he said: "I bought
them from you at 96.”

"But the price was 93. Don’t you re-
member it was in all the papers?”

“Yes, but I gave you back exactly the
same amount that I received from you.

They stand on our books as having cost

me 96.” >

"But couldn’t you let me have them
at 93?” she persisted-

“l’m very sorry, Airs. Hunt, but I

don’t see how I could- Ifyou buy them

in the open market now,, you will be in

exactly the same position as before you
sold them. Bet me, buy thgm for you at

96%.’
“At 93, you mean," with a tentative

smile.
‘‘At whatever price they may be sell-

ing for,” ho corrected, patiently.
“Why did you let me sell them, Mr.

Colwell?” she asked, plaintively.

“But, my dear maddam, if you buy

them notv you will be no worse off than
if you had kept the original lot.”

“Well. I don’t see how it is that I

have to pay 96% now for the very same

bonds I sold last Tuesday at 93.
“But, my dear Mrs. Hunt, you are ex-

actly where you were before you bought

any.’
“I’m willing to buy them,” she said

resolutely, “at 93.”
“Airs. Hunt, I wish I could buy them

for you at that price. But there are none
for sale cheaper than 96%-’

“Oh, why did I let you sell my bonds!”
she said disconsolately.

“Well, you worried so much because
they had declined that ”

“Yes, but I didn't know anything about
business matters. You know I didn’t,

Mr- Colwell.
He smiled in his good-natured way,

“Shall I buy the bonds for you?” he ask-
ed. He knew the plans of the syndicate
in charge, and, being sure the bonds
would advance, he thought she might as
well share in the profits. At heart he
felt sorry for her.

She smiled back. “Yes," she told him,
“at 93.’

“But liow can I, if they are 96%?”
“Air. Colwell, it is 93 or nothing.” She

was almost pale at her own boldness.
“Then I very much fear it will have to

be nothing.’
“Er—good morning, Air. Colwell,” on

the verge of tears.

“Good morning, Airs. Hunt.” And be-
fore he knew it, forgetting all that had
gone before, he added: "Should you

change your mind, I should be glad to—”

“I know I wouldn’t pay more than 93
if I lived to be a thousand years old."
She looked expectantly at him, and she

smiled —the smile that is a woman’s last
resort, that says, almost articulately: “I

know you will- Iknow your nobility, and
I fear not.” But he only bowed her out,
very politely.

On the Stock Exchange th.e price of
Alan. Elec- ,T- H. and P. Co. 5s rose
steadily. Airs. Hunt too indignant to feel

lachrymose, discussed the subject with

her Cousin Emily and her husband.
Emily was very much interested. Be-

tween her and Airs. Hunt they forced
the poor man to make strange admissions
and, deliberately ignoring his feeble pro-

tests, they worked themselves up to the
point of believing that, while it would
be merely generous of Air. Colwell to let

his friend’s widow have the bonds at 93,

it would be only his ob.'ipus duty to let
her have them at 96%. The moment they

reached this decision Mrs. Hunt knew
how to act. The next morning she called
on her late husband’s executor and
friend.

“I came to find out exactly what you
propose to do about my bonds ” Her
voice conveyed the impression that she

expected violent opposition, perhaps even
bad language, from him.

“Good morning, Airs. Hunt. Why,

what do you mean?”
Instead of bluster he was using

finessee!
“I think you ought to know, Air. Col-

well,” she said, meaningly.
“Well, I really don’t. I remember you

wouldn’t heed my advice when I told
you not to sell out and again when I
advised you to buy them back ”

“Yes, at 96%,” she burst out, indig-

nantly.
“Well, if you had, you Would today

have a profit of over $7,000.”

“And whose fault is it that I haven’t?”
She paused for a reply. Receiving none,

she went on: "But never mind; I have
decided to accept your offer,” very bit-
terly, as if a poor widow could not afford

to be a choser: “I’lltake those bouds at

96%.” And she added, under her breath:
“Although it really ought to be 93.”

“But, Airs. Hunt,” said Colwell, in

measureless astonishment, ‘‘you can’t do
that you know. We can’t buy them for
you now at 96%. Really, you ought to

see that.”
Cousin Emily and she had gone over a

dozen imaginary interviews with Mr.

Colwell—of varying degrees of stormi-

ness the night before, and they had, in
an idle moment, represented Mr. Coiwell
as taking that identical stand. Mrs.
Hunt was, accordingly, prepared to show
that she knew both her moral and teclii-
cal rights. So she said, in a voice so

ferociously calm that it should have

warned any guilty man: “Air. Colwell,
will you answer me one question?

“A thousand, Airs. Hunt, with pleas-

ure.”
“No; only one- Have you kept the

bonds that I bought, or have you not?”

“What difference does that make, Airs.
Hunt?”

‘‘Yes or no, please. Have you or have
you not those same identical bonds.’

“Yes; I have. But ”

“And to whom do those bonds belong,

by rights?” She was still pale, but
resolute.

“To me, certainly.”

“To you, Mr. Colwell?” she smiled.
And in her smile were a thousand feel-
ings; but not mirth.

“Yes, Airs. Hunt, to me.”
“And do you propose to keep them?”
“I certainly do."
“Not eveu if I pay 96% will you give

them to me?”
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Comfort-chasers swear
by “King Bee” {shoe cal

$3.50 Shoes.

This Remedy

IS SURE

TO GIVE

SATISFACTION.

Ely’s Cream Balm
Gives relief at once.
It cleanses, soothes

CATARRH

and heals the dis- n Ik. LI ITAn
eased membrane. It UULLi**l iItHU
cures catarrn and drives away a cold in the
head quickly. It is absorbed. Heals and
protects the membrane. Restores the senses
of taste and smell. Full size 50c., at drug-
gist or by mail: trial sizeiOc ,by mail. ELY
BROS.. 56 Warren street. New York.
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Capital Tobacco Fertilizer.
National Special Tobacco Fertilizer.
National Fertilizer.
Beef Blood and Bone Fertilizer.
Capital Bone —Potash Compound.
Travers’ Dissolved Bone Phosphate.
Champion Acid Phosphat*.

feo£2-*sts gweet memories of the
past and delightful anticipations

•f the future.

J. M. PACE?
—DIALER IN—-

MULES - HORSES
Ihave Just received a car load of extra

good mules and horses. Always a good

supply on hand.

J. M. PACE,

111 last Martin St., RALEIGH, N. C.

AIORTGAGE SALE OF LAND.

On Saturday, February 14th, 1903, at
the court-house door, in Raleigh, N. C.,
I will sell at public auction to the high-
est bidder a certain piece or tract of

land, lying and being in Wake county,

State of North Carolina, in St. Matthews
township, and described and delned as
follows, to-wit: Beginning at a white

oak, near a branch, Wm. R. Pools cor-
ner; thence running down said branch
108 poles to Neuse River; thence down
Neuse River 80 poles to a stake; thence
south 88% degrees east 418 poles to Hin-
ton’s creek; thence up said creek to

corner* parcel No. 2, in the portion of
AI. C. Hodge’s land; thence north 88%
degrees, west 252 poles to a stake; thence
north 1% degrees, east 34 poles to a

stake; thence north 88% degrees, west 94

poles to a stake; thence north 1% de-
grees, east 7 poles to the beginning, con-

taining 192 acres, and being lot No. 3 in
the division of M. C. Hodge’s land, which
said land was willed to M. C- Hodge by

his father, William F. Hodge. Said sale
is made by the undersigned, as executor

of William M.Boylan, by virtue of powers

conferred upon said William AI- Boylan

by the terms of a certain mortgage from

J. Rowan Rogers and his wife, Annie
S. Rogers, registered in Book No. 101,
at page 75, of the Register of Deeds'

office of Wake county.

Terms of sale, cash. Hour of sale,
12 in-

WILLIAM BOYLAN,
Executor of William AI. Boylan.

d.t. d. s.

SALE OF BONDS.

$50,000.00 Mount Airy, N. C., Bonds.
Sealed proposals, with certified check

for $1,000.00, will be received by the
town of Alount Airy until, and will be
opened at noon Tuesday, Alarch 3rd, 1903,
for the purchase of $50,000.00, thirty-year

5 per Cent, coupon gold bonds, interest
payable semi-annually on first day of

January and July each year, principal

and interest payable at place designated

by purchaser.
Bonds to bear date April Ist, 1903.
This bond issue for water-works, elec-

tric lights and street improvements, is
authorized by chapter 216, sections one
and following, of Private Laws of North
arolina. session 1901, and approved by

favorable vote.

Population, census 1900, 2,680; present
3,300. Manufacturing and prosperous.

The right to reject any and all bids is
reserved-

Full information as to financial status

of Alount Airy and all else pertinent by
addressing Jas. C- Hollingsworth, secre-

tary and treasurer, Alount, Airy, N. C.
SAMUEL G. PAGE, Alayor.

JAS. C. HOLLINGSWORTH.
Secretary and Treasurer Board of

Commissioners of Alt. Airy.
1-23-301.
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“Mrs. Hunt,” Coldwell said with
warmth, “when I took those- bonds otf

your hands at 93 it represented a loss

on paper of $3.000
”

She smiled in pity—pity for his judg-

ment in thinking her so hopelessly

stupid.
“And when you wanted me to sell them

back to you at 93, after thev had risen

to 96%, if I had done as you wished it

would have meant an actual loss of $3,000

to me.” „ ,

Again she smiled, the same smile, only

the pity was now mingled with rising in-

dignation.
•‘For Harry’s sake I was willing to

pocket the first loss- But 1 didn't see
why I should make you a present of $3,-

000,” lie said very quietly. “If you had
lost any money through my fault it would
have been different. But you had your

original capital unimpaired. You had
nothing to lose if you bought back the

same bonds at practically the same

price. Now you come and ask me to

sell you the bonds at 96% that are sell-

ing in the market for 104. as a reward, I
suppose, for your refusal to take my ad-
vice.”

“Air. Colwell, you take advantage of

ray position to insult me. But lqt me

tell you that I am not going to let you

do just, os you please. I am going to

consult a lawyer. You’ve made a mis-

take, Air. Colwell.”
“Yes, madam, I certainly have. And, in

order to avoid making any more, you

will oblige me greatly by never again
calling at this office. By all means,

consult a lawyer. Good morning, ma-
dam,” said the politest man in Wall
Street.

A GOOD THING.

German Syrup is the special prescrip-
tion of Dr. A. Boschee, a celebrated Ger-
man Physician, and is acknowledged to

he one of the most fortunate discoveries
in Medicine. It quickly cures Coughs,
('olds and all Bung troubles of the sever-
est nature, removing, as it does, the
cause of the affection and leaving the

parts in a strong and healthy condition.
It is not an experimental medicine, but
has stood the test of years, giving satis-
faction in every case, which its rapidly
increasing sale every season confirms.
Two million bottles sold annually. Bos-
ehee’s German Syrup was introduced in

the United States in 18C8, and is now sold
in every town and village in the civilized
world. Three doses will relieve any or-

dinary cough. Price 25 and 75 cents.

FREE.
AN OLD RELIABLE CURE FOR

BLOOD AND SKIN
Diseases, Cancer, Ulcers,

Scrofula, Eczema, Etc.
The proprietors of this paper know

that Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.) is a
famous Southern Blood Cure, but to
quickly introduce B. B. B. into new homes
10,000 treatments will be given away ts

readers of this paper.
Botanic Blood Balm quickly cures old

ulcers, scrofula, eczema, itching skin and
blood humors, cancer, swellings, persist-
ent wart or sore, eating, festering sores,

boils, carbuncles, pimples or offensive
eruptions, pains in bones or jsints,
rheumatism, catarrh, or any blood
trouble, all run down feeling, thin blood,

pale skin. Botanic Blood Balm kills the
poison in the system which is the direct
cause of these troubles, heals every sore
er pimple, makes the blood pure and
rich and stops all aches and pains
Botanic Blood Balm thoroughly tested for
30 years in hospital and private practice,
has cured thousands of cases given
up as hopeless, sold at most drug stores,
$i per bottle. For free treatment write
to Blood Balm Co., 109 Mitchell St., At-

lanta, Ga. Aledicine sent at once, pre-

paid. Describe trouble and free medical
advice given until cured. B. B. B. cures
especially the deep-seated old cases that
have failed under doctors cr patent medi-
cine treatment. Costs nothing to try
Botanic Blood Balm, so write at once.
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