
Potash, Perlmutter
and Others

By MONTAGUE GLASS
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Ic ,l yrlght. Tte Frank A .1urn-ey Co ] 1T If iiEL grnr.itions are comosn-

3I saild t cIotmplete the cycle
froim Ni1: tileeVes to shirt- J
Slte' s. Even t'l hollu,)g it is tnot

et'ncompatssed il six or sevenl, collateral t.
branches of the sarue f:itmily, at all i
times during the' transitI•i•n, may dlls- t,
close inot oh!y ":hilrt.icv•es., hult p:tehwil I
overalis andll loralce tGre,'ie. whiskers I
to tiot. 'Thus. iwhile Fredlric Goudcl l
piursuied the l r; t i e o'p'll.ttion of a t
do:'cler in "ilic'.tsllient stc urities,'" his il
cousii. .lfa.tyette' ;, , lel, til hd the ani-
ve(tral ftarmi I Su•llilaln cunty anui
each ye.ii" 'rniie withiu perhaps a huh- a
dred diolla ,rsf thllalring ixliensca'.

The detilt was supplied bIy F'rederic, ti
who took it ex.hxIge an oIC':Nsi)nal
biasket of snmall sour pea,chis. )IICe he
had pald his ciu)llI a v iit projected ,r
to last for ten tlays. le Iroe, o0n the t4
lake, clii d i thn iii',llhl;llln. grew bil-
ous frr i tIihnllikinli lito l l i iuh milk and ,
at the endil ~f t I h, t.hi : ifterIloju t

waveld nn llieI friil thl e rl ar platfiir Ii
of the observattlIi i-ar. hit, wihih lie
immediately dlii lpea rid, lot t enterge

again until the ituer's whikktrooin

heralded his iluiii t iarrva:il i toln. t

"What n plia h h,' junl' ateh,, to hiia t

brother-ii-liaw. ltitushn•,ore Lill dinitoi, ti
"lard It1s. soft wnter, uinrike fruit
and everythilng fried 'u :i r.:'

"That's the waly ouiir :incestoirs were
raised, though." Luddlngton replied,
"and what a sturdy ;ot of fellows they
were:" (I

"Of course tlhey were. They simply
had to be if they survlved at all."

"But then, you know, there's the lake ;
and the omounitain, the whole." Lud-j
dlngton concln,lesl, "providing an Ideal
place for a Iboy's hllhlay." g

Goodel struck the hslik. I
"By Jove, an admirable suggestion r

he exclaimed. "Jimnlme 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, 41
and if he doesn't eat Cousin Late out
of house and home I'm no judge of a
good appetite!"
* A this juncture Mr. 4oodel's only
clerical assistant, the sixteen-year-old
Jimmle itBrnnan, entered anli deposit- t
ed a bundle of canceled vouchers on t
his employer's desk. t

"Now, Mr. Goodel," he said, "dat R
guy at de bank wanted me to sign a
iecelpt for dem cut checks." a

"And did you?" Mr. Goodel asked,
"I did not." Jimmle replied, and pro.

duced the unsigned receipt from his
breast pocket. i

"Quite right," Mr. Goodel commented t
as he adjusted a pair of gold glasses
on his shapely nose. "Never sign any-
thing for me unless I tell you to do t
so, and never sign anything for your-
self unless you read it over 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- t
acteristle neat-
ness.

""My boy, be-
ware of printed I
forms," be con- I
tinued to Jim- I
mle, who recelv.
ed the admoni-
tion with a scar-
edgravity. "Ev. I
erybody signs
them and nobody
reads them.
Hence the sup-
posed order for 1
the encyclopedia, I
with an appen- .
dix, proves to be

gg a promissory
note for $500."

*S.ei. lie emphasized
the remark with

-Sews'. ef pri-nt a vigorous wink
ferms", he oon-
tinued to Jimmie to Luddlngton.

"And now, Jlm-
mie," be went on. "how would you like
to have a vacation?"

"A vacation!" Jlmmnie cried. "Why,
I ain't sick, Mr. (Goodel."

Goodel gazed critticnlly at Jimmle's
shinlng red cheeks and neatly combed
hair.

"I admit," he said, appealing to Lud-
dington, "that be doesn't look it."

Jlmmle's face expanded into a broad
grin, and Luddington nodded slowly.

"True." he agreed In solemn accents;
"but there may be some internal dis-
order, and therefore"-

"And therefore." Goodel interrupted,
"Jimmle lea veis for Cousin late's next
week!"

Mlany years oif Ilowitg had reduced
the action of lanfe ;Godel's mare to a
deliberate amble, which as much re-
sembled the gait of a normal horse as
the progress of a baby's bassinet com-
parea to the onrushing touring car.
She had been dubbed Olympia by
Late's sister, who deemed the name
not only euphonlous, but an apt allu-
saon to a alight lameness with whiteh
the mare was alieted. For the rest
Olympla was blind of one eye and
very timid about automobiles, at which
saboe invariably shied. This was evi-
deaeed by a certain switchlng of her
atteunated tail, and at periods of great
notdn, such as a locomotive might

g.desder, ashe waggled her right ear.
When Jlmmle Brennan atepped from

the hNe York express to the platform
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of the little flag station at Goodel'u
Corners, Olympi;'s ear and tall twitch-

eti a frenzid equivalent to the run-
linlg away of the Inornal horse, alud

Late was alr" .ed in proportion.
"W\i'h ii,; eltrn yer: ' l Itbellowted

"'W a'uat ails .ter? Il ,' izedt, the lines

w ith a tense ;rile anti s.it it ,lt u tlr'ight.

lreieairtd fir ally ei 'er -ii' y. als .1 ilinu .e

a pl rtlt' ,t'. c led . " I rl "t r - r lott l lill " lik e

it h ' d e tl l 'r e 'tl. " T" h i
t ,  

Ihi a i lte Ib o s s
tl 't nev r gil li-til id t11t i t lgy i.e's. i
bet I drtl h.er ii a ii li' re' fur tinest.

toutitntlti' thi )i :ar an' la t, :iii she al-
Whaylsl kicks p Ut lite s, :it' ft ldlrt'IIt:

.1i lntie t. ii.g his laiirse ' the batlk

of the wagon antid tinlllt-ld iup beside

T"hI:lti s rig ht." l.aft .:t ,id Jes' make
et:-t1 ' tr htuu. I'd h %t \er drite. but

I t tP.,ie lt trust helr lto . rr."

ftter a .11.111a ";idlal: frtliii Lafe,
the tid siatrt' lin tetl sl,,ly a I wa. from i
the tra 'k.. .IIllnlit" :l1d its h ht main-l -
taiilt'ti anll t til'it t'atstcd iiil e. Thet'

i-,y flirtiv1,ly gi.:, t'td :tt his *.*mpltvyer's

ctus il auti l ladtl Ilet'iital notlle of the
i'.tg;tted friiniia t'f ' liJ.ker's thI liat il 'rued

tit f:irtit-r- t"ck. .s Latfe shifted a
h • a, latltllhfulll ,tf ttati s'ltke t lnt theekI
I Iliti, k ihi'. Adiiit's ltpllt jt'rktl tcll

S. i 1tI i'l . .\l l :trla t l,, it l ',it n1d a oir iltut

at g\ill, aitt1 disal'ln.ta'ed bnlate th his

thi cket of whi.skters with ni agility that
totuplethly fu ' i.iatel .iliuie.

"Say,' he a-id lat letnth antld li way
orf 1'lt e'rsiattt il, "'W iN 11u evter to l'as-

l+tt'.'n bestw-lld tl , ttld iln one -ilrn'er
of Iis l nllt•tl, t",i'hI l a ptilt or sto of
theit alt :t lilnlt llliI t-luIle ul il wiped his
Ills oIt th Ii' ack of his lanid.

"W'lhi lt ani. h1 Iet, askt-d.
1til I lllltlt't' sI treet.t.

Nit, l ie h 1itn t leredl. ' Iit'Ver wasl to
thte ity. t.idaytli: l fell a:ain to
tlit' rumiii til I of his title cut. "Vihy3I

"I' t'll•ght I seral er dire ulinnst,"'

.ili ule lteliiit . "w d ;,'I-d a I ld)y writ play-
ed on tie triilumneli. Yott wuz tellit'
her about dte cirttls momin' ter town,
illn deln tyet did a1 sand itl ante togeil-
dter."

Lafe gastlad ill antonislte'nct and al-
mliost st allotetId his lol: Itt-o.

" iLok a here, ytlUtig ftillel'r," he aid.
"'I dunno ilwhat kilitl tt tltitinies you've
goti to N• t Y irk. Ilt tilt lhere ltiliisters
iof the •lotts 'el tlatit allw lit sllt'h t'ar-

ryili' on in their liouses. t tlilitll:"
J iltule fel t lgtit'ly that lit' had of-

fetled anld tli'te llproplit reitlaroattiol.
"Ext'llcuse nl." he said •ll lly. "I

didntl Itan to m k n l t break."
"l'reely granited:" trhild Lafte. "City

vias :lti't cuttrlly wa:. I gueilss. liut
you s'it n a right lilttc youngl feller.
GIdalp!"

.liimle Ilushrled, anid for the rest of
the ride neither venlturedi on any fur-
ther cotlversaltii. Lafe's sister met
them ati the hl d lof the farm taIne and
greeted .1Illunle with a Iotherly smile.

"Well. Lafe," shlie cried. "'L.ytmlnh
lin't so spry as s•mt. Ytou'd litetter
tome right in ti' set down. Biscuits

is urntin' tlhis half hour past."

I'tor almnost ti hour .l immin tutked
in honey laind hot blctlit. with steatn-

ing coffee andli hai. until his ruddy
cheeks glistentitid il tih wialsthanid of
his trousers grtew taut. 1y this time
the conversatlton assuimed a more In-
intilate tonie. and even Lafe thliawed

oit.

"Well, sister." he saidl "y'orter seen
'Lympia when the train came in. I
swan she was sairt outit of her wlts"'

"She'll get over it fast enough." Miss
G;oxdel eonlieiktet.1 "si ten they cut
the railroad through the pasture lot."

lafe slaplped his kniee.

"By Gregory," hlie cried; "she'll never

get over it, If that's what she's wait-
lig for 'ru That derned railroad coi-
plany wit tt owIn lily pasture lot for
less than $•) 11( all ittre unless they
steal it frotm tn."

"Meoble they will," said Mi.ss Golel.

"If ytou s•ay til till all hours tif the
night. Ytitou need tl havt e a clear brain

if yotu walt to get ahead of the rail-
road conJmpany."

Lafe rose and stretlhed lazily.
"All right, sister," he grunted, and,

taking the lamii from the table, he

piloted JImmie to the spare room on
the second flooir.

Under Lafe's tutelage Jimmle rapid-
ly actlquirted all the aceomplishments of
a hired man, and when his vacation
drew toward its close it had proved to

be as profitable for Lafe as it had
been enjoyable for JImmie. A profu-
siln of freckles obscured the healthy

glow in the boy's 'heeks, and a cast-
off suit of Lafe's overalls completed
his transformatlon into as rustIc a
youth as never saw Fulton market or

the Brooklyn Irldge.
It was, therefore. not at all surpris-

ilns that lie slhtuld ie hailed as "bud"

hy the thi-k•et gettleian twIth the
jet black tunstatlhe who drove a smart
looking htorse aild buggy Utp the farm

ltate.
"Who lives here, bud?" he asked out

of one Corlner of his mouth.
Jimile Itok It at one cotmilirehen-

sire glance the pliania hat, the dia-
mond treaistplii anid lhe general air of
Tenderlolin ii•soint-lance that pervaded
the stranger's i erstoitality.

"Come agahti." JhnmIe said.

"Pap?" Jlnitnie reheated.
"Oh, rats!" the stranlger broke In Im-

patiently and drove raplily up the
lane. JimmIe gazed after him in un-
affected suritrise. That essentially ur-
ban presence in its strange setting of
pasture alid meadow affected the boy
like a whiff of East river breeze, and
lie turned to his task of mowing the
border of the lane. almost glad that
his vacatiltn approa.hed its close.

A momeit later the buggy drew up
near the barn, 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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Late nodded, and his v.'tttor's bieN>
,yes rested on Olympia.

"That's a nice looking mare you't' 1
got there, friend." 1

"I lay great store by her," Late re- i

plied dryly. -
"'About how much do you ask for 1

her'?"
Late surveyed the stranger's thrpe-

year-old trotter for one admiring sec-
ond.

"I'll make an even swap." he an-
swered, " a ii d
give yer $1l00 to

T hie stranger
-- laughed. "as if

ihe were ibeing
paid for it." I.afe
said afterwld.

"Shlie atn't
mine," he voilln
teered. "She lte

c5 1 - longs to tihe
ntlllled States e

gAovternmen t."
"Sho'" said

L.afe. resuming
the cthewing of a
straw.

":And so do I,"
the stranger con-
tinued, tflashing a
gilt badge.

I ")h, tell:" was
I.Lfte's comlment.

"Topographical
'departmelilt."

"She ain't mine." "Ain't nothin'
ter do with sell-

in' tree-':" I.afe suggested.

"'Nor iooks?"

"'Nor lightnin' rods?"
"Ni t'. '
"Then put lup yer horse an' step

round t t he hotuse."

"1-'a:ullilng is my inlue- Willilaul K.

Labte i, as I, it inlltres.l d.

"'lt'Il, 1 s'ipset tenvllla:lers must have

Snames
, 

slllle ;as otlhlt'r i
' i

e
,

''" he salid.

IMr. li'aining grew slightly purple.
"1 lill't at c'aul e"r, an I d n't want

to sell 3,u lllythiig. You uindersta;d
I'm here to talk Ibusillt's." liet hurried
allong before I.:lfe c,outld get inl : word.
"The I'iti'td Stt es t~sto gr:t pliial tie-
partmnent is Miakilng ia :jt of this itoun-
try, and you nliay ior lmay n•t kuow it,
but right in tlhei c-reek tha:t runs
throtugh your pasture Ilt, lnext t• the
white ta:k tre'e,"--heret Mr. anlllling
consullted 1a paper--"lldtl thellnlC twen-

ty-four degreets forty t lintllls east ten
(chainis anild thiriteet' links"-

"E:xcuse nli , ..Mr. Iauni
nl '

."" life in- 1
terruited. "I ain't no ln1: ii surveyotr!'"

M1r. l-'anniig waved an airy gesture
with his large white h;aud.

"That's all right." lie went on;
"'there iln't Ilio Ilctessity for lmet to con-
ti.nut. The ipoint is this-righlt next to
that white nak it'' is thile t'center of
liopulatitn of New York. V'er:ront.
lPe'nsl-ylvl-aia antid I 'conne-ti-cut.'"

"Pretty lonesuine thelre in winter. all
the sanIe," ;I'fe suggestedl. lie shuf-
fled his feet uneasily. "l'td he glad to
visit with youI sinlle llmore. but I got a
heap o' i-chores an' nll help to speak of."

"That's all right." Mr. I'anling as-
sured hinm again. "'nly time's worth
money adll so is tours. I won't min'e
words about it, but the United States
governmentt has decided to put up a
monumuent in your pasture lot similar
to the one I show you here."

Mr. Fannin i produc•e't some .photo-
graphs of small cairns, or monullents,
erected by the United States geodetlF'
survey in the course of its work and
made a runling commnent on each pic-
ture.

"Now. here's i)t1'e of the monuments
built on Mount Pisgah, the highest
point in the northern tier counties," he
said. "llandsome pieece of work, don't
you think?"'

"Somne might s:hy so," Lafe replied.
"but I don't know as I want any such
contrapltion iIi my Ipastllre lot."

Imumllately MIr. Fanning dug dowll
into his trousers poicket and pIroducedtl
a roll of hills, frtm which he Ipeeled
ten crisp five dollar notes.

"Unleh' Sami ain't no niggar.J when
it comies to paying for what he wants,"
he declared. "anid here's $50) for the
privilege of building a small stone
monument in your pasture lot Take
'em:" He thrust the bills Into Late's
handt and seized his hat. "Now, that's
settled." he said and strode out of the
house.

"See here," Late commenced, "I don't
know as I ought to"-

"You mean." MIr. Fanning broke in
without paiusing in his progress toward
the barn. "y'Tou don't feel like taking
the money without giving a receipt.
Well, that's all right; your word's good
enough for me."

" Tain't that," Lafe corrected,"but"-
"Wt ell, all right, it you insist," said

Mr. Fanning, pausing. "Have it your
own way."

lie searched in his breast pocket and
pulledl out a sheet of paper. Then he
handled a fountain pen to Late.

"Sign here," he said.
Folding the paper so that only the

spot he indicated was visible, he held
it against his horse's flank while Lafe
appended a very shaky signature.
Wlthout waitintg to blot it, Mr. Fan-
ning took the document anld 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 Jimmle mowed
peacefully at the bend of the farm lane
near the pasture lot. He had straight-
ened up for a moment to take the kinks
out of his back, when the clatter of
the trotter's hoofs and Late's discord-
ant roarlngabroke on his ear.

"A runaway." he cried, and sprang
into the middle of the lane.
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The e e yelled anad bradlished his
scythe full in the path of the oncoming
horse until it was almost on top of
him. It was nip and tuck, but Jimmle
stood it out, anLd at the last moment
the trotter swerved and started up the
bank. Thle it was that Jimmie drop-

led his scythe and seized the plunging
animal by tilt' bridle just as Lafe ar-
riv.l oni t he scen'e, tlourishing the bills
in llis right hand.

"lIere. •you!" he' gasped to Fanning.
"Take 'em':" lie threw the bills into a

the watlon. "I don't want 'em:' 1
Jinnlie hlid on to the horsee, gaping

at the s.ight of the ullltey. 1

"'ldlt hi' girtve it to ytr:" he asked.
hllding toward I.':lllning, who stood upl

in tile w'Wgon antid drolpe'd the lines.

'W11hat's titing y i ,'" the topogra- I

plihr ie'llowed, purple with rage. "You r

leavte go that horse's head or I'll whale
the life out of youI'"

IIe gralbedl the whip. but Life jump-
ed in I itslie hth, pinning both his arms

to, his shlest .

"Now, you behave':" .afe growled.

"This I1may let the catter of population
of all the universe. 1 dunno antid I don't
care. i'ic-k up that mioney o' yours. I

un' le quick about it!" j
Il':ning stH)Iped t, recover the bills

fromt the bittom of the wagon.

"1'l)il he give yer dat money?" Jim- I
nioe rel'ted.
"lie did," Irlfe replied, "but I don't

want It. Ain't got tno use for it, an' 1
ain't got no use for no nmonuilnents,

neither." t
Jimllie only heard tile first part of

Iafe's alnswer. I

".\n' dll ye'r sign any receipt for
It?" lihe c'ltinhued. I
I.:fe sllplet'd his knee.
"Hly q;regory, I did sign one, an' 1

coin' near forgettin' all about it" he
cried. t

"An' did yer read It before yer signed
it'"' Jimmnle went 4)n coldly. t

"Now, you het goi that horse!" Fan- a
ning shriked,. fairly frothing at the
mouth. Neizitng tiihe Iht's, he slapelid I
them violently oi the trutter's ibak. c

The horse reari'rd and biu'ked, but Jim-

mie clutng tight to the ridle. There I

en.sued a wild struggle in the wagon. 1

Late ;oide ll had tilthe advanit:age of Illus-
cle If not of weight, and in another e
mnllnute Fanniig's 2'1No pouinds lanldetld In

a healp on the dusty suirfale of tile
farm laine.

As the deset'llt was made head first, a

tihe contents of his iieckets fell in a
shower atbout him, and prominent
among the 'scatte'rei Ipalpers was the a

document eIaring Lafe Goodel's
sprawlinll signature. Lafe pounced on t

it withl al exct'lalition.
"Leggo the mra:re. Jimmie:" he cried. I

"We're all through:" a
Jimmie released the bridle, and no I

sooner had hte sprung to one side than I
horse and buggy disappeared down the I
farm lane In i cloud tof yellow dlust.
Fannitng rose to his feet, and, hastily
gathering up his ltelonginlgs, took to I
his heels after the trotter, shouting t
curses as lie went.

"An' now. JImmie," said Lafe, "we'll E
take a look at the Iesky thing. You'd '
better read it. Your eyes are better i
than mine."

Jimmie took the document from Lafe t
and unfolded it.

"'Know alt men by these presents,' "
he began, "'that I. Lafayette Goodel.

of $50O' "-
fI

"That's all right, so far," Lafe said.
"Go ahead!"
"'The sumContents of His$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. "Read that

over!"
"'By the Midland railroad of New

York,"' Jimmle repeated. "'Do here-
by grant, bargain, sell, assign and con-
rey all that land' "-

"That'll do:" Lafe gasped. "That's
enough! I see it all now!" He stood
up unsteadily. "The dirty rascal!" he
cried. "So that was his trick, was It?"
He turned to Jimmle. "Jimmle, boy,"
he said earnestly, "Glmme your hand.
That pesky railroad can'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 tool"

And six months later Late was as
good as his word.
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l sad iDemrtise
n amI se r mr a

see Uliou la no

The Elevator
Boy

By M. QUAD
Copyright , I.,. {, he M' clute

Mantiy ;a youig iIc'tor or lawyer julSt

starting his career Ilas watclhed :in eli-

vator boy at work and said to himself :

"Ah., what a profession'. No disap
poinitmllets--io earking care--lo biur

dens on the young back. Why didn't 1

adopt it ?"
And yet the young gentlelnan who

elevates the elevator h:as hildden sor

rows that the public w,,ts nit of.
These sorrows begin with the engi

neer.
In a certain building not long ago I

sized up the engineer the very first day
as a man who would mlake ume trouble

if he could. I learlted that two of the

window cleaners thought him a single

man and lboth were a little gene on
him. Also that his wife brought his

lunch in regularly every noon. The
test day at the proper time I s'ooted
up to the eighth tohr and found the
Widow McCarthy wiping up the hall.
and I said to her:

"have you got your lunch with you.
Mrs. Mc.Carthy?"

"Indalde and I ha:ve," she rleplied.
'"Alnd why doltt you go down to the

basenment atii eat it in company withl
Entgineer i'lyn? I know hlie would ap-
preciate your colpaily.'

"'Thl.t's true, tme boy, and 1'11 get tie
basket aillnl go down, espec'ially as thlat
cold faced grass wididy who calls her-
stelf Mrs. O'Shane. though shie's no
right to it in the law, seems to have
tinished her li 'or amnd gone hiuoie.'

I toik her down a:1nd theta s.ooted fir

the lifth Iluoor allnl founld Mrs. 0'Sha:ite
and said to her:

"Why di n't you take your lunch has
ket and go down iad keep Mr. FIlyn.
company ?"

"Is It compniany he sighs for, me
laddy? It so 1II go down and cheer
him up with my pIresence." she replied.

"And you'll lind a Ilace to warm up
sone c'old tea if yout want 'o."

'"Thank ye. but that is a beautiful
Idea, and muebbe the good hearted man
will have a cup wid nie. how long
ago did Mrs. McCarthy disappear,
Sammis?"

"Oh, I took her down sonime time
ago."

"She calls herself thle Widdy McCar-
ty, Satamis, leavin' the 'h' out to put in
her 'shugar.' I suppolse, but Is she a
wld'Jy, mte boy? It's easy enough to
say this and that. but where are the
proofs? Ihas she ever shown anybody
her husband's death notice as 'twas
printi ed"

"I never saw it, mani'alm."
I dropped Mrs. O'Shane at the base

ment just as Mr. Flyn's wife came in
with his lunch. There wasn't much
said. The three women pitched into
each other almost on sight, and they
were Ipulling haIr and banlging into Ipar-
titions and making the dust fly when I
took a walk. Next day as I stol)ped at
the sixth Mrs. McCarthy got sight of
me and said:

"Same 's. I'm told that ye are an
orphan .,oy all by yourself."

"Not strictly an orphan, only father-
less."

"So you've got a mother, have ye?
Well. a poor fatherless boy can't be
havin' too many mothers, and I'll also
be a mother to ye."

"I hadn't better call you 'ma' when
any one's around. had 1. ma?"

"I was a-thinkin' about that. Sam-
mis," she thoughtfully replied.

"No, 1 guess you hadn't. You see.
It might lead to jealousy and more.
Sammis. d'ye mind I went down to the
basement to eat me lunch wid that
spalpeen of an engineer the other
day?"

"Seems as if I did. You thought Mr.
Flyn would be a bit lonely, I believe.
He didn't like to eat his lunch alone."

"Bad cess to his loneliness antd his
whole body! Sammis, me 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 mome
one to luv him. What d'ye think,
Sammis? On the day I'm thinkin' of
1 had scarcely got out of the elevator
and says 'good day' to him when she
that calls hersell Mrs. O'Shane cum-
after me, and right on her heels cums a
woman wid a lunch basket-the en-
gineer's own true antd legal wolfe!
Wasn't that a pretty mess. me son?"

"Did anything happen?"
"I'm not clear about it,. Sammis, but

I think somethin' did. I have a dini
recollection of bein' banged on the
chin. receivin' this blackness under me
eye and of me heels flyin' away wid
me and me beln' banged against the
partitions, but I shall never he able to
make It out to mtue satisfaction. All
I'm sure of is that me head haits Iee,
achitn' ever since that hour. and every
time I draw a breath I feel like hittin
that engineer over the head with me
bucket"

"And we'll put up a job on him and
get him bounced?"

"By and by, perhalps, but not now
We'll move sowly ilt this matter. SaIm
mis, and meanwhile I'm lookln' for yoa
to defend yer adopted mother's reputa
tlon should any gossip arise. Ye mighl
leny that ye took me down that day
by the way. how's the mortgage on thi
home, Sammls?"'

"I'm staggering under it yet. thank
you."

"It's too bad. but keep up your cour
age. Here's a banniny to stay yea
stummick till lunch time. and It's not
the last ye'll git by a jugful. Quiet iI
the word, Sammis--easy and quiet an,
no gossip-and ye'll bless the day tha
Mrs. McCarthy adopted ye for her verj
own."

Mr. Plyn may think he's up to a
dodge or two. but sola 8AMMIS,
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