Potash, Perlmutter
and Others

By MONTAGUE GLASS
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“What a place! cinculated to i
brother-in-law, Lauddingty
“Hard lwds, sort unr
and everything fried to n erisp!

“That's the way our ancestors were
ralsed, though,” Luddington repllied,
“and what a sturdy lot of fellows they
were!"

“Of course they were. They simply
bad to be if they survived at all.”

“But then, you kuow, there's the lake
and the mountaln, the wh Lud-
dington concluded, “providing an idea)
place for n boy's holiday.”

Goodel struck the desk.

“By Jove, an admirable suggestion!™
he exclnimed. “Jimmie shall go there
next week. Sour peaches at a hundred
dollars a basket are too expensive for
me. 1 once had Jimmie out to lunch,
and if he doesn't eat Cousin Lafe out
of house and home 1I'm no judge of a
good appetite!”

* At this juncture Mr. Hoodel's ouly
<lerleal asslstant, the sixteen-year-old

Rushmore

water,

Jimmie Brennan, entered and deposit- |

ed a bundle of canceled vouchers on
his employer's desk.

“Now, Mr. Goodel,” he sald, "daat
guy at de bank wanted me to slgn &
recelpt for dem cut checks."”

“And did you?* Mr. Goodel asked.

*“1 did not,” Jimmle replied, and pro-
duced tbe unsigned receipt from
breast pocket.

“Quite right,” Mr. Goodel commented
as he adjusted a palr of gold glasses
on his shapely nose. “Never slgn any-
thing for me unless 1 tell you to do
so, and never sign anything for your-
self unless you read it ever first.”

Then,, adding example to percept,
Mr. Goodel carefully perused the print-
ed slip. He crossed out one or two
words and ap-
pended his signa-
ture with char-
acteristie
ness,

“My Loy, be-
ware of printed
forms,” he con-
tinued to Jim-

ed the admoni-
tlon with a scar-
ed gravity. “Ev-
erybody slgns
them and nobody
reads them,
Hence the sup-
posed order for
the encyclopedia,
with an appen-
dix, proves to be
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note for
He emphasized
the remark with
n vigorous wink
to Luddington
“And pow, Jim-
mie,” he went on, “how would you like
to bave a vacation

“A vaecation!” Jimmie erled. *“Why,
I ain’t sick, Mr. Goodel.”

Goodel gazed critienlly at Jimmie's
ghining red cheeks and neatly combed
halr.

“T admit,” he sald, appealing to Lud-
dington, “that he doesn't look it."

Jimmie's face expanded iuto a broad
grin, and Luoddington nodded slowly.

“True,” he agreed in solemn accents;
“but there may be some fnternal dis-
order, and therefore”—

“Aud therefore,” Goodel interrupted,
“Jimmle leaves for Cousin Lafe's next
week!”

Many years of plowing had redoced
the action of Lafe Goodel's mare to a
deliberate amble, which ns much re
sembled the guit ¢f a normal horse as
the progress of a baby's bassinet com-
pares to the onrushing touring ear.
She had been dubbed Olympla by
Lafe's sister, who deemed the name
not only euphonious, but an apt allu-
sion to a slight lameness with which
the mare was afllicted, For the rest
Olympia was blind of one eye and
very timid about automobiles, at which
she invariably shled. This was evi-
denced by a certaln switching of her
attenuated tall, and at periods of great
emotion, such as a locomotive might
engender, she waggled her right ear,
When Jimmie Brennan stepped from
the New York express to the platform
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ed o freuzied equivalent to the run-
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el in proportion.
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Late bestowed the cud in one corner
of his wenth, voided a pint o so of |
the attendant moisture amd wipisd his
lips on the back of his hamd,

“Which wan?” he asked
“On Fourteent’

strver.”

“NoS he answered, T never wias tw
the city, Gl He fell again to
the rumination of Lis fve cut. “Why

've nsk?
*1 tought 1 yer dere wanst,”
| Jimmle replicd, “wid a lady wot play-
ed on de trambone.  Yon wuz tellin®
| her about de cireus comin’ ter town,
| an' den yer dild o sand dance toged-
| der.”
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Lafe gasped in astouishiment and al-

ost swillowed his tobesieeo.

“Look a-here, young feller,” he sald.
|1 dunpo what kind o dominies you've
| got to New York, but up here ministers

of the gospel don't allow no such ear-
ryln’s on i thelr houses.  Gidap”

Jimmie felt vaguely that he had of-

fepiled and offerad prowpt reparation.,

“Excuse me” e said bumbiy.  *1
didu’t mean to miake no break.”
I “Freely granted!” evled Lafe, “Clhty

| ways ain't conntry ways, I guess, but
| you a right nice young feller.
b Gldap!™

! Jimmbe Dlushed, and for the rest of
| the ride peither ventured on any fur-
| ther conversation. Lafe's sister met
| them at the head of the farm lane and
| greeted Jimmie with a motherly smile.
| “Well, Lafe,” eried, * 'Lympla

=i

she

n't 8o spry as =ome.  You'd better | s | his heels after the trotter, :‘ihnutlngl
come right in an’ set down. ”'“‘"l“; Pretty blllm*snlna there in winter, all | curses 43 he went,

| i% burnin’ this half bour past.” the same,” Lafe suggested.  1He .-tllul’-i

' ‘For almost an hour Jimmie tucked | fled his feet uneasily. I'd be glad IIJ: take & look at the pesky thing.

in honey nnd hot bisenit, with .-'rmuu-!
| ing coffee and ham, until his ruddy
|,cheeks glistened and thg waisthand of |
his tronsers grew taut, By this time
the econversation assumed a more in-
timate tone, and even Lafe thawed
; ont.
| “Well, sister,” he sail, “¥'orter seen
| '"Lympia when the train came in. 1
swan she was scairt out of her wits!”

“She’ll get over it fast enongh,” Miss
Goodel  conmgented, “when they eut
the railroad through the pasture lot.”

Lafe slupped his knee,

“By Gregory,” he eried; “she'll never |
| get over it, if that's what she's walt-|
ing for! That derned railroad com-
pany won't own my pasture lot for
less than 8500 an acre unless they
steal it from me™

“Mebbe they will,” said Miss Goodel,

| “if you stay up till all hours of the

| might. You need to have a elear brain

| if you want to get ahead of the rall-
road company.”

Lafe rose and strerched lazily.

“All right, sister,” he gronted, and,
taking the lamp from the table, he
piloted Jimmie to the spare room on

| the second floor,

Under Lafe's tutelage Jimmie rapid-
acquired all the accomplishments of |
| a hired man, and when his \'m-ation]
| drew toward Its close it had proved to
| be as profitable for Lafe as It had |
| been enjoyable for Jimmie. A profu-
| slon of freckles obscured the healthy
| glow in the boy's cheeks, and a cast-
i off suit of Lafe's overalls completed |
| his transformation iuto as rustic a
| youth as never saw Fulton market er
| the Brooklyn bridge.

¢ It was, therefore, not at all surpris-
| ing that he should be hailed as “bud”
by the thickset gentleman with the
Jet black mustache who drove a smart
looking horse and buggy up the farm
lane,

“Who lives bere, bud?" he asked ont
of one corner of his mouth.

Jimmie took In at one comprehen-
sive glance the panama hat, the dia-
momd breastpin and the general air of |
Teuderloin insonciance that pervaded
the stranger's personality.

“Come again,” Jimmie said.

*Where's yer pap®”

“Pap?" Jimmie repeated.

“Oh, rats!” the stranger broke in im-
patiently and drove raphlly up the

lane. Jimmie gazed after him in une
affected surprise. That essentially ur-
| ban presence in its strange setting of
pasture and meadow affected the boy
like a whiff of East river Lreeze, anid
he turned to his task of mowing the |
border of the lane, almost glad that
his vacation approached its close.

A moment later the buggy drew up)
near the harn, where Lafe was busily
engaged currying Olympia’s rough coat
with a handful of straw.

“Mr. Lafayette Goodel?" the strang-
er asked.

|
|
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|
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Lafe nodded, and Lis visitor's beady
pyes rested on Olympia.

“That's a nice looking mare you've
got there, friend.”

“T lay great store by her,” Lafe re-
plied dryly.

“About how much do you ask for
her?”

Lufe surveyed the stranger's thrpe-
year-oll trotter for one admiring sec-
ond,
even swap,”
swersd, “and
give yer $100 to
hoot "

“I'i

make an

The stranger
langhed, *“as if
he were being

paid for it,” Lafe
sald alfterwyrd

“She a¥n't
mine,” he voln
teered. “She |
longs to the
United States
sovernment.”

“Shoe!™ sald
Lafe, resuming

the chewing of a
Blraw.

“And so do 1
the stranger con

gilt badge.
“Do tell!” was
Lafe's comment.
“Topographical
department.”
“Ain't  nothin’
ter do with sell-
Lafe suggested

dre b

“She ain't mine.”

in’ troes?”
Ny

“Nor books?

ope.”
“Nor lightnin® rods?”
“Nope.”
“*Then put up yer horse an’ step
round to the honse”
“Fuanning is my name—Willlam Ik,

Fanning.’
Lafe was not impresseld,

“Well, 1 s'pose canvassers must have
nimes, samwe s other people,” he said.
Mr. Fauning grew slightly purple,

“T adn’t o canvaser, amd 1 don’t want
to sell you suything.  You understand?
' here to talk business"" e harried
along lwefore Lafe could get in a word,
“The United States topographleal de
partment is making a map of this coun-
try, mud you may or may not know it,

but right on the creek that rans
through your pasture lot, next to the
white onk tree,—here Mr. Fanning

consulted n paper—*=aml thence twen
ty-four dezrees forty winutes east ten
chatus and thirteen links”

“Excuse me, Mr. Fanning,” Lafe in-
terrupted. T ain't no land surveyor!”

Mr, Fanning waved an airy gesture
with his lnrge white hamd,

“That’s all right,” he went on;
“there aln’t no necessity for me to con-
tinue. The peint is this—right next to
that white oak tree is the center of
population of New York, Vermont,
PPenusylvania amd Connecticat,”

visit with you seme more, but 1 got a
heap o' chores an’ no help to speak of "™

“That's all right,” Mr. Fanning as-
sured him again, “my time's worth
money amd so 8 yours. 1 won't minece
wornds about it, but the United States
government has decided to put up a
monument In your pasture lot shmilar
to the one 1 show you here”

Mr., Fanning produced some photo-
graphs of small eairns, or monnments,
erected by the United States geodetic
survey in the conrse of its work and
made a ronning comment on each ple-
ture.

“Now, bhere's one of the monuments
built on Mount Disgah, the bi
point in the northern tier counties,
sald. “Iandgome piece of work, don't
you think*”

“Some might say =0 Lafe replied,
“but I don’t know as 1 want any such
contraption in my pasture lot.”

Immediately Mr, Fanning dug down
into his trousers pocket and produced
a roll of hills, from which he peeled
ten crisp five dollar notes,

“Uncle Sam ain’t no niggard when
it comes to paying for what he wants,”
he declared, “and bere's £ for the
privilege of building a small stone
monument in your pasture lor. Take
‘em!” He thrust the bills into Lafe's
band amd seized his hat. “Now, that's
settled.” he =aid and strode out of the
house.

“See here,” Lafe commenced, “I don't
Euow as I ought to"—

“You mean,” Mr. Fanning broke In
without pansing in his progress toward

the barn, “you don't feel like taking |

the money without giving a receipt.
Well, that's all right; your word's goml
enough for me."

**Tain’t that,” Lafe corrected, “but"—

“Well, all right, If you insist,” sald
Mr. Fanning, pausing. “Have It your
own way."”

He gearched in his breast pocket and
pulledl out a sheet of paper. Then he
hapded a fountain pen to Lafe.

“8lgn here,” he said.

Folding the paper so that only the
spot be indicated was visible, he held
it ngninst his horse’s flank while Lafe
appended a  very shaky slgnature.
Withont waiting to blot it, Mr. Fan-
ning took the document and started to
leave.

The buggy had proceeded a couple of
hundred yards when Lafe woke up.
He immediately commenced running
and shouting at his lungs' capacity,
whereat Mr. Fanning gave his trotter
a vicious cut with the whip and start-
ed off at a 2:40 gait.

In the meantime Jimmie mowed
peacefully at the bend of the farm lane
near the pasture lot. He had stralght-
ened up for a moment to take the kinks
out of his back, when the clatter of
the trotter's hoofs and Lafe's discord-
ant roarimg broke on his ear,

“A runaway!” he cried, and sprang
into the middle of the lane.

he an-!

tinned, flashing a |

There he yelled and brandisbed his
scythe full in the path of the oncoming
horse untll it was almost on top of |
him. It was nlp and tuck, but Jimmie
stood it out, apd at the last moment
the trotter swervedd amd started up the
bank. Then It was that Jimmie drop-
ped his sexthe and seized the plunging
antmal by the bridle just as Lafe ar-
rived on the scene, flourishing the billa
in his vight hand.

“Hete, you!l™ he gasped to Fanning.
| =T ‘om!” He threw the bills into
| the wagon. 1 don't want ‘em?”

Jimmie beld ou to the horse, gaping
at the sight of the money.

“Indg bie give it to yer? he asked,
podding toward Fanning, who stood up
| in the wazon and dropped the lines.

“What's biting you?" the |
pher bellowed, purple with rage. “You |
leave zo that horse's head or Il whale |
the 1ife out of you!” |

11 grabbed the whip, but Lafe jump- |
ed In beside him, pinsing both his arms
to his shiles

Topogra- |

“Now, you behave!” Lafe growled.
“Thiz may Le the copter of population
of all the nniverse. 1 duono aod 1 don’t
care, Pk up that money o' yours,
an’ be quick about it!”

IPanning stooped to recover the bills
from the bAtom of the wagon.

“Did he give yer dat money?" Jim-
mie repented.

“He did,” Lafe replied, “but 1 don’t
want it.  Aln't got no use for it, an’ 1
ain't got no use for Do mMonuments,
neither.”

Jimmie only heard the first part of
| Lafe's answer

“An" did yer
it¥" he continued

Lafe slapped his knee.

“By tregory, | did sign one, an' 1
come near forgettin® all about it!” he
Cried.

“An' did yer read it before yer signed
it?" Jimmie went on collly.

“Now, you let go that horse!” Fan-
ping shricked, falrly frothing at the
| mouth. Seizing the lnes, he slapped
them violently on the trotter's back.
The horse reared and bucked, bat Jim-
mie clung tight to the bridle. There
ensued a wild struggle in the wagon.
afe Goodel had the advantige of mus.
cle if not of weight, and in another
minute Fanning's 200 pounds landed in
a heap on the dusty surface of the
farm lane.

As the descent was made head first,
the contents of his pockets fell in a

any receipt for

sprawling signature, Lafe pounced on
it with an exclamation.

“Leggo the mare, Jimmie!” be cried.
“We're all throngh!™

Jimmie released the bridle, and no
sooner had be sprung to one side than
horse and buggy disappeared down the
farm lane in a ¢loud of yellow dost
| Fanning rose to his feet,
guthering up his beld

ngs, took to

| better rewd it
than mine,”
Jimmie took the document from Lafe
and unfolded it
“Runow alk men by these presents,” ™
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The Contents of His Pockets Fell In a
Shower About Him.

for and in consi
of §50° "—

“That's all right, so far,” Lafe said.
“Go ahead!™

“‘The sum of $50, lawful money of
the United States' "—

“It looked like good money,” Lafe
admitted.

**To me in hand paid by the Midland
Railroad of New York™"—
“Stop!” Lafe shouted.

over!”

“‘By the Midland rallroad of New
York,'" Jimmie repeated, *“ ‘Do here-
by grant, bargaln, sell, assign and con-
vey all that land' "—

“That'll do!” Lafe gasped.
enough! I see it all now!”
up unsteadily. *“The dirty rascal™ he
erled. “So that was his trick, was it
He turned to Jimmie, *“Jimmie, boy,"
he said earnestly, “Gimme your hand.
That pesky railroad ean't buy my pas-
ture lot for less than £500 an acre,
and when they do you'll get your share,
and a big one too!”

And six months later Lafe was as
good as his word,

leration of the sum

“Rend that

“That's
He stood
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| elevates the elevator has Lidden sor

| sized up the engineer the very tirst day

shower about him, and prominent |
nmong the scattersd papers was the
document  be :  Lafe Goodel's

| ty, Sammis, leavin' the "h' out to put |
| her ‘shugar,” 1 suppose, but is she a|

|
|
| proofs?

| her busbapl's death notice as "twas
1

amd, bastily |

|
| sald.
“An' now. Jimmie,” said Lafe, “we'll | €ach other almost oun sight, and they
You'd | Were pulling bair and banging into pur-
Your eyes are better | titions and making the dust fly when 1

he began, *‘that 1, Lafayette Goodel
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Many a young doctor or wyer Just
ul;lrli:,v-.; his career has watched an --!---
vator buy at work and siid to himselr:

“Ah, whut a profession! No di=ap
pointments—uoe carking care—no Il.nr
dens on the young back. Why didu't }
adopt it?¥”

And yet the young gentleman who

L
il

rows that the public wots not of.
These sorrows begin with the engl
neer.
In a certain building not long ago |

as a man who would muke me trouble
if he could. I learned that two of the
window cleaners thought bim a single
mau and both were a little gone on
him. Also that his wife brought his
lunch in regularly every noou. The
pext day at the proper time ! seooted
up to the eighth floor and found the
Widow MeCarthy wiping up the hall |
and 1 said to ber;

“Have you got your lunch with you,
Mrs. MeCarthy ?”

“Indacte and 1 have,” she replied

“Aml why don't you go down to the
basement and eat it in company with
peer Flyn? 1 know he would ap
te your compiny.”
“Tlat's troe, we boy, and 'l get me
isket awd go down, especially as that
. 3 her-

no |

IJ
cold fuced grass widdy who cal
self Mrs, O'Shane, though
right to it in the law, seems to have|
finished ber toor and gone howe”

1 ook ber down amd then scooted for |
the fifth tloor and found Mrs. O'Shane |
and said to her: |

“Why don't you take your lunch bas
ket and go down and keep Mr. Flyn
company ¥

“1s 4t company he sighs for, me
laddy? If g0 I'll go down amd cheer
him up with my presence,” she replied.

she's

“And vou'll timd a place to warm up |

some cold tea if you wiant ro.” |

“Thank ye, Lut that is a Iu-.JIIIi:’uI_
idea, wd webbe the good hearted man |
will have a cup wid me. How long|

ago did Mra. MeCarthy  disappear, |
Sammis ¥ |

“Oh, 1 ok ber down some time
| ago.”

“She calls berself the Widdy McCar-

widdy, me boy? It's easy enongh l-l!
say this and that, but where are the
Has she ever shown anybody

printed ¥

“1 pever saw it, ma‘am.”

1 dropped Mrs. O'Shane at the base
ment just as Mr. Fiyn's wife came in
with his lunch. There wasn't much
The three women pitehed into

took a walk. Next day as | stopped at
the sixth Mrs, McCarthy got sight of
me and said:

“Samr's, I'm told that ye are an
| erphan Loy all by yourself.”

“Not strictly an orphan, only father.
less.”

“So you've got a mother, have ye?|
Well. a poor fatherless boy cau't be|
havin' teo many wothers, and I'll also |§
be a mother to ye." |

“1 hadn't better cail you "wa’ when |
any one’s arommnd, had 1, ma %"

"1 was a-thinkin' abouwt that,
mis,” she thoughtfully replied.

“No, I gaess you hadn't. Yon see,
it might lead to jealousy and more.
Sammis, d'yve mind 1 went down to the
basemient to eat me lunch wid that
spalpeen of an engineer the other
day ¥
| “Seems as if 1 did. You thought Mr.
| Flyn would be a bit lonely, 1 believe.
| He didn't like to eat his lunch alone.”
| “Dad cess to his loneliness and his
| whole body! Sammis, we son, the man
is a deceiver and ought to be dropped
from the roof. He let on to me that he
was a single man and dyin’ fur some
one to luy him. What «'ve think,
Sammis? On the day I'm thinkin' of
I bad searcely got out of the elevator
and says ‘good day' to him when she
that calls herself Mrs. O'Shane cumws
after me, and right on her heels cums a
woman wid a lunch basket—the en-
gineer’s own true and legal woife!
Wasn't that a pretty mess, me son?"

“¥id anything happen?”’

“I'm not clear about it, Sammis, bmt
I think somethin' did. I bhave a dim
| recollection of bein' banged on the
| ehin, receivin’ this blackness under me
| eve and of me heels tlyin' away wid
| me and me bein' banged against the
| partitions, but I shall never be able 1o
make It out to me satisfaction. Al
I'm sure of is that me head has been
achin® ever since that hour, and every
time I draw a breath 1 feel like hittin'
that engineer over the head with me
bucket.”

“And we'll pat up a job on him and
get him bouneced 3

“Dy and by, perhaps, but not now
We'll move slowly in this matter, S8am-
mis, and meanwhile I'm lookin' for yon
to defend Yer adopted mother's reputa-
tion should any gossip arise. Ye might
feny that ye took me down that day
By the way, how's the mortzage on the
home, Sammis?”

“I'm staggering under it set, thank
you."

“It’s too bad, but keep up your eour-
age. Here's a banniny to stay vyer
stummick till lunch time, and It's not
the last ye'll git by a jugful. Quiet is
the word, Sammis—easy and qriet and
no gossip—and ye'll bless the day that
Mrs. McCarthy adopted ye for her very
own."”

Mr. Flyn may think he's up to a
dodge or two, but so is BAMMIS,

The Elevator Boy.
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Flowers Fer All Occasiens
Plants. and Decorations

5212 Daaneel Street, Cormer Dufssmt,
Phone, Uptown 1172 11418

Gulf Coast Lines

(FRISCO)
Have a New Train
The California Special
7:40 P. M.
Direct 1o
San Francisco, Los Angeles,
San Galveston,

A Good Route
Mork Anthony, D. P. A.

JOHN COUGE

PORK and MUTTON
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Bv mastering the GREAT SPENCERIAN
CENTURY BOOKKEEPING, and 1he ™

and

SHORTH 4>

rapid calculation, office practice.
DAY AND NIGHT SESSIONS. IHBViDyay
all 711 Cammaen

Beer Brewed in New
brewed to suit the 3::“"
That is why fe.

American Bag
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BREWERERY PHUN; “AIN 2128
BOTTLING DEFT. WAIN 1449
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St.John's Marky

George G. Brunssanp
Funeral Director and Embalme,

243 MORGAN STREET.

BEEF, VEAL,

PHONE, ALGIERy

M
The Johnson Iron Works, Ltg,

Machine, Forge and Pattern Shops and Foundry,
Shipyards for Building and Repairs to Steel and WW‘" esael
Boiler, Tank and Pipe Shops. ’

MORGAN, PATTERSON AND SEGUIN STREETS
P. 0. Drawer 241 ALGIERS, STA. Telephone Aj "
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NIGHT SCHOOL RATgy

English, Shorthand and

ness Courses, §5, §§
per month. ? -y

Positions secar
well for com :'-lon?dnmh frms idat 4

nsslatants. It will pay you to a

best school.
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CAFE.AND UP-TO-DATE G

BENINATE'S
Fine Wines, Liquors of all

CORNER OF ALIX and
VALLETTE STREETS

parents

i')s the Gateway
to Success

CHAS. BENINATE
PROPUIETOR

Model Sheet Metal Works

FRANK BRAAI, Prop.

REPAIR WORK, GUTTER SPOUTING, STEAM AND
GAS FITTING, SHEET METAL WORK OF ALL
DESCRIPTION. GAS STOVE REPAIRING
OUR SPECIALTY,
Phone Algiers 377 916-918 Teche

i Cafiero’s Ice Works

HONE Crystal, Clear and Pureas| H

lgiers 466 Prompt Service to All of
Works at 216-21

8-220-222 Homer Stree
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Prepares boys for College or for Lifé.
Certificate admits without exa :
tion to Tulane, La. State Universit{
West Pofnt and other Universities. =
Daily military drill. Careful attenti .
given to boys’ moral, mental and physs.
ical development. Can give reference
to a number of satisfactory patronsift
Algiers.

) Write for Catalogue. _
W.E. WALLS, M.

Principal

WORLD BOTTLING CO.,

Phone Hemlock 291 Corner Royal and M
MANUFACTURERS OF

HIGH GRADE MALTED BE

¢ The Delta Life Insuranct
z Burial and Sick Benefit
b 4 MOTHE UNDERTAKING CO., OFFICIAL UNDERFAS



