
The best and most modern| 

fil HE DAILY MATL, FREDERICTON, N. B., TUESDAY, DECEMEZR 13. 1714 

A A Word With RB febiber 

newspaper mak money. 

which tries to do its duty by 

during wartime. This is true 

ly Mail. Both of these papers, 

who are in arrears to be good 

mitting promptly any amount 

your subscription n advance. 

spendgt in improving our new 

much indebted to you if you w 

attention. : 

ar misconception that in times of War a 

As a matter of fact, any newspaper 

increasesin. circulation, are mot making any profit out of the 

war. This being the case, we have to ask our subscribers 

properly doing our duty toward you as a subscriber, 

have to ask that you will earry out your duty to us by 

If you want to help us make our paper better, send us 

Accounts are now being sent out, and we will be very 

its subscribers. loses money 

of The Daily and Semi-Week- 

in spite of their tremendous 

enough to REMIT. If we are 
we 

re- 

that may be owing to us. 

We assure you that we will 

8 serv lee. 

ill give the same your prompt 

The Mail Printing Company 

‘Wood's Thosphodine, 
The Great YEnglisk Remedy. 
‘Tones and invigorates the whole 

makes new Blood 

dency, Loss 
Heart. Failing Memory. palpi or Bk, dt 
for $56. One will please, six will cure, Sold by 
ng Se hic matic kg. on Le ie] 

rice. New p flea Free. THE 
EDICIN 

| Ta 

J. A. McAdam 

UNDERTAKER 
REGENT STREET 

‘Funeral Equipment in the city 
Residence Telephone 70-4 1 

.@usiness Telephone, 113-41. 

FIRE, LIFE ACCIDENT, AUTO 
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weula near me ana 

speech was great! As I 

ut over the valley I could 

| see the Roman warrior while he stood 

| there in tho Senate, down and cut. 

hooted at w:i:d reviled, yet haughty and 

defiant, facing the enemies who had 

once been his friends. I began to 

sob, as a bey does in a shamed, husky, 

choked fashion. Suddenly a thought 

came to me. I leaped over the wall 

and held befere Dave a new twenty- 

dollar geld-piece father had given me 

It bought his oration.” 

Witworth paused as if ia an em- 

barrassment of shame. Merry watched 

him in silence. 

“I feel—even now—the reluctant 

grip with wiiich Dave held on to those 

sheets of ulurred foolscap. I never 

gave a thourht to what I had dome. 

Every moment for tweniy-four hours 

was needed to commit Dave's speech 

to memory. My father, proud and hajp- 

i was alraid ne 

| stop. 

| sat loolkir 

py, gave me another twenty-dollar 

gold-piece. ' I carried it to Dave. He 

refuscd it, turning bis back on me 

Twenty years later 

He had gone to 

with angry scorn. 

I met him again. 

cengress and was blasung his way 

upwards toward fame. 1 was assigned 

to interview him. He reinembered me 

instantly. For a momen: he stared at 

me from head to foot, then he turned 

away withcut a word and never 

touched the hand I offered him. My 

God! how that hurt!” A shiver went 

thrcugh th man's body. 

“That happened twenty-five years 

ago,” said Merry hesitatingly. “You 

can't lay up a boyhood sin against a 

man. He changes—he’s almost an- 

other human being.” 

“No, he isn't,” answered Wentworth 

doggedly. “1 want to show you that 

the psychological fellow was in the 

right. That was my first fall from 

grace; but there was a second lesion. 

It was worse, worse even than—than 
what I did to you, Merry. I was out 

in the Balkan mountains where the 

blamed barbarian Turks go tearing at 

each other's throats once in so often. 

The world looked on, waiting for a 

story of war. I had none to tell, noth- 

ing happened but a skirmish or two 

once in a while. There was nothing 

a man could make into g story. It 

was a wretched campaign. Young 

Forsyth, of the Tribune, and I hung 

together through it for months, living 

like stray dogs, sick to death of our 

job, and ready to throw it up at any 

moment. One morning at daybreak 

we were awakened by shooting. We 

scrambled from the cave where we 

had slept and looked down into the 

valley. We were in the very heart of 

a battle, and these savages were elimb- 

ing over the rocks with their catlasses 

Hashing. They shricked like maniacs, 

the bullets went flying about our 

heads. I crept back to the hole among 

the rocks where we had spent the 

night. I couldn't see.what was hap- 

pening; I didn't want to sce. Death 

shrieks echoed all around and above 

me. It was the most hellish din of 

battle I ever listened to. I had turned 

coward. I lay there with every toota 

L A nice con- 

fession for a man to inake, eh?” asked 
Wentworth with a grita smile. 
Merry half rose then dropped back 

into his chair. “Hold on, Enoch, I 
swear you're not fit for this sort of 

thing! Your temperature will go up, 
then the nurse—" 

“Damn the nurse. I'm fit encugh; 

keep still. 1 want to finish my story. 

Forsyth, the intrepid young fool, went 

GOOD BUSINESS 

Steady Adinoaite i Enterprising 
Sales Methods Prove 

Effective 

One of the most remarkable con. 
eerns in Canada to-day is the Berliner 
Gram-o-phone Company, Limited, of 
Montreal. 
This Company far from feeling the 

ill-effects from the war is actually 
doing an increased business. 

Since the middle of September, it 
has courageously increased its ad- 
vertising throughout the Dominion 
afd is now reaping the fortune which 
favors the brave. 

Despite its name the Company is 
entirely a Canadian concern with a 
large factory in Montreal where it 
manufactures all the famous Victor 
“His Master's Voice” records for 
the Dominion. 
An official of the Company recent- 

ly interviewed made the statement 
«iat at present there was an enorm- 
ous boom on for patriotic records, 
and that the sale of “It's a Long 
Way to Tipperary” had alone in six 
weeks exceeded the sale of any other 
record ever published by them pre- 
viously. 
“At the present time” he went on 

to say an even greater boom than 
Tipperary was under way for the 
song “Your King and Country Want 
You", published by special request of 
the Minister of Trade and Commerce, 
now Acting Premier; Sir George E.' 
Foster.” ~ 

creeping along the face of the clilt 

He had never seen a battle before. 1 

called to him to lie low, but he never 

heeded me. Through a crevice in the 

rock I saw him stretch his head over 

the chasm and crane his neck, then 

plunge down and begin to write as if 

he were mad. Once I sneaked out | 

and tried to drag him in beside me. 

He fought like a wildcat, so I went | 

back to shelter. The bullets pinged on [ 

the rocks all around me. 

heard a low, gurgling, awful cry and 

somebody called my name in a hoarse 

shout. It was Forsyth. I crept out. 

He stood on a cliff above me, clutch- 

ling at his throat, then he toppled and 
fell. He came pluns ging down over the 

rocks until he reached my feet. He 

was dead, stark dead, when I pulled 

him into the cave. His notebook was 

clutched so 

torq a corner 

it from his fiz 

there. 

“After a little while 

zled down to a st 

the battle 

shot critwa, T' 

“What's the Use of Raking Up Old 
Memeries?” 

night under the gleam of a sputtering 

little torch I read Forsyih's story. It 

was tremendous—perfectly tremen- 

dous—perfectly tremendous! It read 

like inspired stuff. I had never 

dreamed the fellow had such a vocab- 

ulary. And he lay there close beside 

me, asleep—under the damp, warm, 

soft earth. I had a fit of the horrors. 

I put out mv light, stuffed the page 

of writing in ay pocket, then went 

doubling and twisting down those wild 

mountains, dedging the enemy's camp- 

fires and their infernal bullets, until 

I reached the miserable little town in 

the valley we two men had our 

headquarters. 1 hurried to the tele- 

graph office to send out Forsyih's story 

to the Tribune, with the news of his 

death. I was waiting to get the wire 

when somebody hauded me a cable 

I looked at it half-dazed. It carue from 

my own paper, crazy because I had 

sent them no story; they were hungry 

as vultures for news. As soon as I 

could get a wire 1 cnt out Forsyth's 

story.” 

“Under his name?’ zcked Merry 

quietly. 

“No.” Enoch lifted his head, looked 

at his friend with guiit and shame in 

his eyes, then he turned away. “No, 

1 signed my own name to it. 1 sent 
it to my own paper. I wired the news 

of Forsyth’s death to the Tribune.” 

Neither cf the men spoke for some 

When oxi turned, minutes. W 

worth lay staring at him with a pray- 

er for pity, compre zion, and for- 

giveness in his'eyes. 

“I want you to understand one 

thing,” pleaded the older man. “When 

vou called my biuif that morning and 

I wrote that bond, I was innocent ¢f 

any thought of injury to vou. I don't 

know what w in my mind. It was 

nothing in the world but an idle fancy. 

I told you so at the time. 1 did not 

dream that you could write a play. If 

anycne had teld me you were capable 

of turning out ‘The House of Ester- 

brook’ I should have laughed at him. 

Then that day, wien you came and 

read the manuscript—I had just given 

up all hope, as I did with the oration 

on Caesar. I had been toiling for 

years and ycors on a play. Thers 

was one-—it had seemed to me lite a 

great plo ut I had begun to reali 

that labor docs mot mean every 

You want inspiration, or gen ius or art 

—or something, and I didn't have it.” 

Enoch p: , wrinklizg his eyes as 

if in an attempt to remember some- 

thing, : “I. was ‘trying to think of 

something Bllen T wrote on the 

back of a photog she once gave 
me. It ran like this: 

* ‘When am I to be an actress? Well, 

after fifteen years’ labor, perhaps, La- 

y 

bor! Why, I theught it was all inspir- 

ation, No, labor and. art are tha 

foundation; diration—a result.’ 

“Terry wasn't altogether right. La- 

bor alone won't Jand the prize. You've 
proved that, Boy.” 

“I don't knew,” said Merry vaguely. 

“T do.” The man’s pale face flushed, 

“When you dropped in on me, eager 

as a young victor for a laurel wreath, 

I knew as surely as if a judge had 

passed sentence on me that my years 

and years of toil meant nothing but 

waste paper. Then, suddenly, as tempt- 

ation had ciutched at me twice before 

in my life, came a revenous desire for 

fame—the fame that another man had 
labored for and—" 

Suddenly I | 
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XMAS 

See our booth of Fancy 

Cuskicn Tops, etc. 

Mitts, Purses, etc. 
Rolex; Jackets 
department for Fancy 
Garments. Fancy Waists, Coats, Underskirts, Suits, 
Kimon:s and many other lines too numerous to mention 

All gcods in Suitable Xmas Boxes 

XMAS, 9-TEEN 4-TEEN 

A Beautiful Range of 

“Made in Canada” 

Draperies, Table Cloths and Napkins to match, Fancy 
Fancy Goods, Fancy Work and 

Ladies’ Neckwear in great variety. Viyella Waistings, 
Silk Waistings, Dress Goods and Coatings. Fancy 
Tea Aprons, Boudoir Caps, Gloves, Umbrellas, 
Hibiee all putup in suitable boxes. Children’s Glovis 

Babies’ Bibs, Mitts, Veils, Sleigh 
and Bootees. 

GOODS 

Linens, Handkerchiefs, Piano 

Com- 

See our up-stairs 
Goods, and Ready-to-wear 

——— 

| A. Murray & Co. 

ungs 

Foredoor 

Sleighs 
A variety of styles and finishes 

See the new 

Auto Sleigh 

Sleigh Robes, Fur Coats, Fur 

Lined Coats, Cloth Coats 

with Fur Collars, Ladies Neck 

Furs, etc. 

Prices Right 

‘Terms Reasonable 

J. Clark & Son Ltd. 

Oysters! Oysters! Oysters! 
FRESH EVERY DAY 

AT 

WASHINGTON’S CAFE YORK 
STREET 

Every member of your family can 
be a master musician. That state- 
ment sounds a little exaggerated, 

done. How? Simply put a 

‘herlock-Manning 20th 
Century Player Piano 

in your home 

E. 0. MacDONALD 
A gent 

WE JOIN 

Efficency as to Plumbing, Steam, Hot 

Water and Warm Air Heating with Low 

charges in view of excellence, labor, pipe 

fittings and other materials and cur skill in 

adepting them to your domestic or business 

purposes. Glad to estimate on your work 

-o anytime, even if you don’t favor us with 

your next order. 

. (To Be Cuntinued.) D..I. SHEA Metal 
Worker Phone 563 

doesn’t it? Nevertheless it can be] 


