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Pointe-a=la=tache. !

Miss Rose Rebeaud returned home

Sunday, after epending several weeks
with friends in New Orleans,

Mr. and Mrs. G. [avret spent sev-
eral days in New Orleans the first of
the week,

Mr. Clarence Favret left last Sunday
for New Orleans to enter Holy Cross
College.

Dr. Wm. H. Pipes was a visitor here
Thursday.

Mrs. Harry Lester, of New Orleans,
is spending several days here this
week.,

Mr. and Mrs. Lionel Favret were
visitors here Thursday,

Mr. Clarence Henritzy was a visitor
to this town Thursday.

Mrs. Mary F. Savage, teacher of the
Qysterville school, arrived .in Pointe a
Ja Hache Thursday and will stay over
for the teacher’s meeting on Friday.

Miss Agatha Lee was in Pointe ala
Hache Tuesday soliciting funds for the
beneflt of the kresbvterian Hospital of
New Orleans.

To Develop More Louisiana Land.

Having nearly completed the. recla-
mation work in the rear of the town of
Dalcour, the Fidelity Land Company
has made arrangements for the instal-
lation of an up-to-date modern pumping
plant with a 35-horse-power internal
combustion engine. The contract has
just been awarded to the A. M. Lockett
Company and the plant will be put in
operation at an early date,

The Land Company, which has been
operating on the Lower Coast for some
years, has already developed a large
tract and has estabiished a small colony
at Dalcour, where several hundred
building lots have been sold to pros-
pective home builders. Completing the
major portion of the improvements in
the townsite proper, the Land Company
of which Ernest J. Coulon is president,
devoted its attention to the reclama-
tion of a large tract directly in the
rear of Dalcour. _

They propose planting the trees for
market purposes, though the tract will
be divided into small groves in about
five years and sold to the farmers who
decide to locate in one of the best and
most profitable small fruit growing
gections in the United States. The
groves in the immediate vicinity of

the Daleour tract are in first-class con-,
dition ard are bearing the very finest
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Standish.
detail of the younger man's expres-

gion. There was nothing, however, to |

be read in that expresslon, Standish's
heavy face was mask-like, blank, save
for a faint tingo of polite bewilder-
ment,

But Blake was far too wise a reader |
of men to go by the sign in a face. He !

let his mildly wandering glance shift,
a8 if by accident, to Standish’s hands.
They were tight-clenched. So tight
that the knuckles showed white from
the convulsive pressure,

“Another campalgn yarn,” smiled |

Standish, and his volce was as inex-
pressive as his face. “Ien't it rather

old-fashioned to spring lies of that!

gsort? The public doesn't stand for
them nowadays. Proofs are needed.”
“Really?” drawled Blake.

of up-to-date conditions simply daz-
zles me, That's what it does.
zles me.”

“And now—"
turning to go.

“And now,” echoed Blake, “we've
got you with the goods. Don't bluff,
man. No bluff ever won a penny aftes

the cards were lald face upward. And |

they're face upward now. You know
what I mean. And you know we've
got you dead to rights.
ago you spent & week with a woman at

a hotel whose proprietor ¢an and will |
Any expert can swear

identity you.
that the registered name, ‘Fowler, is
in your handwriting. It was in March.
Congress was still in gession. Dut
you gave out word that you'd gone to
+hs mountains to rest.
dates.

you? Glve me a chance to.”

Standish, hig face still a mask, was
staring at the floor. At Iast he raised
his eyes—the dark tired eyes in whose
dapths Self and Love and Happiness
had so long ago burned out. And turn-
ing to Blake, he said evenly:

“So you have dug all that up, have ;
you? I might have expected it. In!

fact I have expected it. But It hasn't
worried me. Because you can't harm
me with such a story.”

“No?” asked Blake, with real inter-:

est. “Why not?”’

“You know perfectly well why not,”
answered Standish, “the story won't
amount to the paper you would print
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walls—enywhera except at Matthew |
Yet he had missed not one |

- morning. And that teminds me: I
P | teant to call her up and ask which.
K I want to meet her at the station.
3 | Miss Kelly,” he went on, “can you get |
me a New York wire?”

“Yes, sir,” sald Wanda; “put it'll
take a few minutes to get the connec
tion.”

“All right,” replied Robertson, as she
busied herself amid the labyrinth ef
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He etopped as Standish came out of

Wanda to change. Robertson, the

that Standish was not in the lenst
fiighiened by the threat of political ; did he speak again till Standish had
death. Knoying the insurgent'’s high| gone away. Then he looked around,

| acecunt for this absence of terror. 8n, f veraation with the telephone operator.
feeling klg way, ke shifted to the oth-| “Well" Blake was saying. “Could

i For Sale.
I

switchboard plugs, “I'll wait here for ||

the booth and laid down a bill for |§
happy light of anticipation dying out |}

of his face at sight of his foe, turned |}
his back ostentatiously upon him. Nor | §

ambitlons 23 he did, Blake could not | to find his fatherin-law in eager con- |J
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| Ganoline Launch, W. A. Rodriguez,
excellently adapted to the oyster busi-
ness. Can be séen at Dymond Island
in Bay Adam. For further particulars
apply to John Dymond Jr., Empire,
La.

§  Successor to APPEL & UJFFY.
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"“’hy. {
Standish, sometimes your knowledge .

Daz -

Five years .

We've got the |
We've got ever fact proved. |
Man, can't you see I'm trying to help |

er teck. }
“The Woman, too,” he added, “Think I

i of her!” 'r
He grinned under his gparee mus- )

i tache. For again he saw Standleh’s |
hands clench. And he knew he had
struck the one right note. !
“Yeg,” went on Blake. “Think of the |
Woman! She's walking blindly, up-|
suspectingly, right etraizht into the|
trap we've sat for her. It'll be helli‘
for her. Pure, unadulterated, eky-blue l
hell. If she’s got a husband or kids
or parents 10l blacken the whole !
world for them all. Oh, don't make |
ug do this thing, man! Think f{ti
over. Don't decide in a rush. Take |
your time. By eleven o'clock or s0
I'll have her name. Then it will be;

decision. You'll find me somewhere |
" about the hotel, if I'm not over at the !
Capitol. Good-by."”

He strolled oft toward the dining- |
room. As he passed Wanda he glane-
ed covertly at her through his lowered .
lids. She was raptly absorbed |n the[
novel she was reading. And her dainty °
lower jaw moved glowly up and down !
in a gum-chewing cadence that be- j
‘

spoke years of practice. i
Standish watched Blake out of

sight. His face, now that the mask !
was no longer 1 gp’ful, worked almost |
' grotesquely. A, his swarthy skin

~was a pallid yellow. He looked llke
a pugilist who tries dazedly to rise!
after a knock-out. f

He was thinking rapidly; despite hig i
. daze. After a moment or two he!

crossed hastily to the telephone |
. switehboard. ;

“Get me a New York wire, please,” |
he said, looking nervously down the
| corvidor, “as guickly as you can.” i
As he spoke he was running over |
| the pages of one of the telephone books |

! OVer.

you hear anything?”

“No,” answered Wanda, still deeply | f

offended at Standish's reguest. “Not
a word, He made me hzang up the re-
cefver.”

“Huh!” grunted Blake. "He's got

more sense than I thought. Dut the !

number? You got the number, of
course. Didn't you?”

“Oh, yes," ghe returned, “I got the ||

number, all right.”

Blake unceremonlously reached over ; i

the rail and picked up the pad on
which a list of numbers wes jotted
down,

to the Iast number inscribed there,
“Oh, no,” sald Wanda, recovering

her pad and laylng it back in its place | :

| early enough for you to tell me your; &
puraueﬂ Standish, | i on the desk, with a little slam to em- !

phasize Blake's rudenesa in taking it
away. “That isn’t the one. I'm leav-

{ ng the line blank, 8o I can fill in the | §

number later. It's too valuable to put

| on paper—just yet.”

“You're a bora diplomat,” he apprav-
ed, a trille g/udgingly, *“Well, what

| was the number?” :
“Just a minute," she interrupted. |}

“Wasn't there a question of—of—1".
“Of a thousand dollars for you. Yes,
there was. That goes.”
“Does it?” ehe querled sweetly. “Not
with me, it doesn't.”

“Look bere, young woman!" snarled | 8

Blake, his habitual calm giving place
to a sort of vulpine savagery. “Don't
you try to heild me up! If you do yau'll
find you've got a wildeat by the tail.”

“Dear me!” she cried In pretty ter
ror.  "Well, I'll1'l have to think it
Here's your New York wire,
Governor Robertson,” she ealled to
Mark. “What was the mumber you
wanted, please?”

Ilobertson came across to the rail.

Get Mrs. Fobertson—my wife—on

“Ia that the one?” he asked, pointing | |

- on the desk. Wanda drove a plug fnto | ¢ phone,” gaid he. If she's not i,
! the switchboard and droned: I'get one of the servants, I—

“H'lo! Long distance? That you, ! “you dign’t tell me the number,”
Jesgie? This s Wanda. Say, get me | gho reminded him. :
a New York wire—on the jump, please. | “gp» 4o keighed. “Care !
Yes. Oh, have you? Good! Let the y forgot 1 wufn’t talk(i}:; lt‘:u':; I::e_
other parly wait, and give it to e, | ratary, He generally calls up my New
won't you? Thanks. I've got one al'. york home for me. The number is
ready,” she added, glancing over her | pjasa one—double o—one. "

|

| Solicits your ship-
I ments of Louisiana
8 Oranges, Mandarins,

g Grape Fruit and veg-
etables.
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216 POYORAS STREET. -

| NEW ORLERNS, L. |

PROFESSIONAL CARDS,

WALLACE A. NUNEZ,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

314 Godchaux Bldg. Will prac-
tice in New Orleans, St, Bern-
ard and Plaguemines.

NEW ORLEANS
PEREZ & MEVERS,
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW.

it on unless you can supply the name
of the Woman.
at.”

quality of fruit, more especiully the
delicious Louisiana sweets, which are
_ growing more and more in demand th )

' a5 “What makes you think we can't

aach season, i : P
The Fidelity Land Company will also | supply the Woman’s name?” demand-
undertake the reclamation of anoth 'rI e SIKRE
2 OLOET | we haven't found her?”

part of’ its vast acreage on the Lower “Begauss,” began Standish: then he
Coast just as soon as the improvements checked himself and saild somewhat
above rgferred to has been mmp!eted‘ 1&11}81)’, Ybevause—] have good rea-
This. will probably be during the early | sons for knowing you haven't.”
patt of the cothing season, when the i “H'm! Still keep as close in touch
Dalcour orunge groves have been set ' with her s all that? Mark's detectives
out.

There is not the least doubt as to the

"INl admit we haven't found her—yet.
: e ; But we will before midnight., You left
great w_ealth. lh:?t iies in the Lowler, some pretty casy clues and they're be-
Coast soil, which i3 particularly adapt- ing followed. That’s the trouble with
able for orange growing purposes.. s man who has something to hide.
Several groves are in cultivation in the ' Hell loek and double-bar nlne doors
immediate Daleour section, one of them to discovery; and leave the tenth wide
being owned by Mr. Heyl, another by open with a 'Welcome’ sign over it

Mrs. H. G. Hester, one by B. P, West- And that's just what you did. Why, |
on, A. M. Miller and still another by #on,” he went on, noting Standieh’s

D. D. Daunoy, general store keeper at half-smile of Incredulity, “if 1 wasn't

Daleour. The success they are meeting

with will no doubt encouraye many ; whatever else Jim Blake's been called,

others to engage in the development of | no one's yet tled ‘fool’ to his name. I

the orange industry, which, it has been | tell you once more, we'll have her !
declared by experts, can be made the' name by midnight at the very latest.
most profitable crop in the whole State ! Of course she doesn't know we're!

And you can't do

“What makes you think

i must he foelish-house graduates. Well, |

Jdead sure of getting her, would I be |
. such a fool as to tell you all this? And !

shoujder at Standish.
please?” .

“One thousand and one, Plaza,” he
answered, looking up from the direc-
oY o=t -

_ '"Plaza one—o—o—one!"” she droned
. into the transmitter. “Any name, Mr.
Standish?" /
“No,” he answered huskily.
i the number.”
{  “A'ri! Here you are—numbher one
booth, please. H'lo New York!” she
continued irto the transmitter, shov-
ing a plug in and out of the switch-
board three or four times, “Plaza one—
o—o—one. Yes, Plaza one—c—0—
ONE!"

Standish had gone to the firat of the
| numbered booths. At ita door he
paused.

“Miss Kelly,” sald he, “would you
mind toking that receiver o your
head while I'm telephoning?”

“Certainly,” she answered in evident
{{ll-temper at the slur Implled by the
request. booy

She carefully removed and hung up

“Just

“What number, |

There was an imperceptible pause.
i A momentary contraction of Wanda'’s

| throat. Then, in her everlasting pro-

| fessional - monotone she droned into
i the receiver: j
. “Hl! New York?! Plaza one—o—
oakte 2T TR

CHAPTER IX,

i A Llon in a Rabbit Trap. .
! Mark hurried into the nearest tele
i phone booth, Wanda stared after him,
iin scared fascination. Her face had
| turned oddly white, ;

[ ."“One—o—o—one,” she repeated to
{ herself, dazedly, as she mechanically
i Jotted down the number on her pad.
i “Now then!” Jim Blake was de
 manding at her elbow, “you and I will
| nattle this thing, my girl. 1 want that
| number!”

| "But—" ghe pleaded.

| “You've got a bit of knowledge that !

' wa need—and need d—d bad. A
| bit of knowledge we've got to have—
jand mean to have. Underetand that?

of Louisiana.

Louisiana Publicity Commission
Bulletin No, 3.

Wanted—Pure-bred hogs; also Here-
ford and other beef breeds of cattle,

This should be the first step in solv-
ing the market problem, so far as corn
18 concerned.

A few gilts obtained now and bred
for spring farrowing will produce for
You & profitable market for the ad-
ditional acreage of corn you intend to
put out next spring. If you really
want them write this office.

Throughout the state the problem of
profitably marketing our corn crop,
that crop which has already attracted
the attention of other states to Louis-
iana, is engaging the attention of our
farmers, ;

Some large buyers of pure-bred seed
and stock bave already applied for a
list of these producers, and we want
the name and address of every farmer
who is progressive enough to have for
sale high-grade farm seeds or stock.
We are trying to learn the good things
our state is producing, and when we
get this information we want to pub-
lish it, not vnly to our own people, but
it will be wvaluable infcrmation with
with which to supplement our invita-
tion to the desirable immigrant from
other states,

Many inquiries have come in already
for pure-bred live steed. Lolisiana
farmers should nct overleck the great
opportunity now cof catering to the

tracking her,” he continued, chuckling
a8 at his own shrewdness. ‘I've seen

to it that she hasn't the slightest sus-
picion. And that makes our work all |

And !
it's &

the easler. She doesn't know.
there's no one io warn her.
cinch!”

His volce trailed off into a self-satis- |
fled laugh. Nor was the laugh wholly |
For he saw Standish’s
hands slowly clench again. And a few |
beads of sweat were heginning to !
show themgelves upon the insurgent's

assumed.

forehead.
CHAPTER VI,

—_—

The Trap Is Sprunﬁ.
Thero was 8 pause.

to the attack. The buzz of the cily

crept In from outside. The half-stifled ' |§
rhythm of the diningroom orchestra

reached them in snatches.

Btandish got to his feet; slowly and
more like a very old man than one in :
But he looked down with |

his prime.
crass stolidity at his tormentor. And
in his deep tones there was more of
gorrow than of nervous dread,

“Mr. Blake,” he said, “there’s one

point I can’t quite grasp. Even your

admiration foF my worthy qualities _'
and your very kind desire to save me |
trouble, can not wholly explain your|

gction in telling me. Why are you giv-
ing away your hand like this?”

Blake looked pained,

“Can't a man do a decent thing for
once,” ‘he grumbled, “without having
his motives picked apart?”

“Im afrald not——in your case,” an-
swered Standish.

“All right,” agreed Blake in no whit
chagrined. “Let's look at it from a
business standpoint, then. If you'll de-

Nelther man
seemed desirous to be first to return .

the metal crescent that held the re- 1 And what we've got to got, we gob
ceiver to her left ear. Standish had | Now, 18 it fight or not? Will you take
closed the booth door and, from the | thg money I've offered you or will you
corner of her eye, Wanda could 8ee | run your sflly voung head !ato the
'.i hottest bunch of trouble a girl ever
rmet with? Which’ll it be? Bpeak
| outt” :
! “I—1 don't know. It'N disgrace the
‘ Woman, won't it, if I teis”
: “It'll smash you if you don't! What
‘ig It to you if she's disgraced or not?”’
[ “That's so,” purred Wanda, suddenly
irecovaring her  shattered nerves.
| “What Ia it to me—or to you—if she's
| deatroyed, so long a8 the machine
ji | wins? Aad 1t'd be perfectly terrible
it 'if the machine shouldn't win. Now

| wouldn’t {t?” :

“It'll be terrible for any one who
tries to block it,” retarted Blake, grim
and wrathful,

“T'll juet have to think It over very
carefully. Of course, I Hke you, Mr.
Flake., I've slways admired you a lot.
You'vo got such a lovely personalily
and—" - 5 7
" "Drop that!"” he rosred.

“And,” pursued Wanda, “I've always
2#dmired the machine a lot, too. It does
4} | things in such o businessllke way, But

i —Dut, of courze, I couldn’t really take
rioney from you. If I teil that num-
ber i1l just be because I want you to
win. That's all. Just because I want
to see yon win.” i

“That's better!” grunted Blake, his
face clearing. “You won't be sorry.”

“You bet I won't!" she retorted, and
her young volee was a8 keen as a knife
biade, and o5 herd. “I won't be one
"} bit sorry. And my consclence wil be

} clear. It'll bo a load off my shoulders.

i But,” she ended, felling back ou fa-
“You're Sure the Number Will Give | Aecision, “I—I must think it over a
& You the Clue to the Woman?” | while™ ; ;
| him through the glass pane, speaklng | A while?” echoed Hlake. “There':
fato the transmitter. But she had | "0 timo to lose. You understond th:
barely noted the first movement of hig | ‘ltuntion. _1:79 made R oan t:]t-nr L
lips when Blake and Mark Robertson | 708 1 I don't get that Womaw's nins
appeared from the dining-room. Shae| 4 o

“Well,” sighed Wanda distractadly., |

Office 718 Hibernia Bank Bldg.
Telephone Main 1670, “practic-
ing in the Parishes of St. Ber-
nard and Plaquemines.

NEW ORLEANS

N. H, NUNEZ,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

407 Morris Bldli; District At-
torney for the Parishes of St
Bernard & Plaquemines, Phone
M, 3378. Hours 10to 12 a. m.

NEW ORLEANS

LI

JOHN DYMOND, Jg.,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW, :
Civil Law a Specially. Prac-
tice in State and Federai Courts,
339 Carondelet Btreet

NEW ORLEANS |
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JAS. WILKINSON,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

137 Carondelet Street. Fourth
Floor. Take Elevator :
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You Can Paint Your Home

terials, but it is an expensive job if
**you don’t know how."”  Write us for
information if you intend to Paint your
house, barn or fences; we can tell you
how to do it most economically because
we have had the experience and we
manufacture the rigbt kind of Paints.
You can get anything you need in the.
Paint line from us,

Home Paint Store,

WELHAM P. BRICKELL, MGr.
New Orlcans, Louisiana |

Marxweil & Son

Crockery (lassware,
Cutlery, Etc.

at a small cost 1f you use proper ma-|

profitabl: busine:s of preducing highI
grade pure-bred grain and live-stock.

Taking advantage of this invitation| ortzon for the speakership, everything
may benefit you directly, and you will| will be perfectly smooth and har-
incidentally become a booster. Pub-| monlous. And we won't have-to use
licity built achievement is the kind' these painful means—"
which attracts. Let your light shine;: “Oh, I sea. A bargain?”
tall us about it. : i 131;(1:“ th:t x’:t‘ln:o::;dlm b:r.l" sai;:

e. “A m one, since

You, who want some of the good; saves you your politleal skin, Insteac

things, perhaps growing near you,| of forcing us to nail it to the barn.”

cide suddenly to let this Mullins bill

write us. We will try %o put you inl Despite his confidence Blake was|
touck with the party who ha: what! vaguely worrled. He knew men, &8 &
You want, ; pianist kndws his key-board. And now

a subtle intultion, quite at varlancc

LOUISIANA PUBLICITY: COMMIS-
1 | with all his Leen logic, warzed him

SION, Baton Rouge, La.

o

i pass, and 1 you'll support Mark Rob-|

. turned her attention to them.
Blake glanced unobtrusively toward
i the row of telephone buoths and his
. half-shut eyes lighted ever so little as
' he made out Standish's figure behind

the glass. But he made no other
i gign that he noted the successful
< ppringing of the trap he bad éo pains-
. takingly set. In fact, he was talking
interestled}y to Robertson on indiffer-
ent topicy.

“Tom tells me," Wands heard him
gay, "iLat Craece in cominz down.”

brigtening st mentton of his wife's

| baid, either tonleht or  tomortuw :

| (To be continuee,)
| :
f Stlil a Conqueror,

i Old Colonel Pestilence continues to

be one of the most stubborn foes that
armies have to encounter—Chicago
Record-Herald. T :

 supersclencs.
- Modern acience Is that prasticsl
knowledgs of truth that urges us to

“Yes," answered Robertson; his frec fecl an oyater’s pulse andlook at its

tongue hefore we eat it

s s el

100-10 Magazine St NEW ORLEANS

i Mark Twain in Batirical Humep, °!
i “Even the cleverest and most per !
fect circumstantial evidence is lkely
o be at fault, after all, and therefcre.
ought to bé recélved with great cau: |
im." said the late Mark Twaln, |
: “Take the case of any penell sharp
| ened by any woman. 1t you have wit-
pesses, you will find she did it with
& knife; .but- it you simply take the
aspect of the pencl, you will say she

St. Bernard
Cypress Co., Ltd.

ARIBI P. 0. LA.
—~MANUFACTURERS—

Band-Sawed Red Cypress

LUMBER, SHINGLES AND LATHS,
Rough or Dressed,
Bills.

i)

Get Our Prices.

Launch Standard

EUG. pE ARMAS. M. 0. BU-
RAS and M. G. BURAS, Own-
ers; Eng de Armas, Mas-
ters: J. C, oE ARMAS, Clerk
Leaving Wednesdays and Sat-
urdays at 6 o'clock 8, m. Wed-
nesdays for Port Eads. Satur-
days for Venice. Returning
Thursdays and Sundays.
Freight received Mondays,
Tuesdays and Fridays foot of
Ursuline Street, :

The Bollwinkle Seed Co. Ltd.
DEALERS IN

Flower, Farm and

Garden Seeds.
521 DUMAIN ST. NEW ORLEANS,

GV, CROLEAL,
Notary Public.

T

Murray Hill
Club
Whiskey

SOL LEVI,
Agent.

Urange, Truck, Rice amd Wal
Lands for Sale. Notarial Work
Solicited in all parts of the
Parish. - < o o

ABSTRACTOR OF LANDS AND
ExAMINER OF TITLES. = ::

DIAMOND, LA.

conct Fau i, St e A R
PHONE ALGIERS 22.
Cumberiand Connections.

lJOHN A. BARRETT,

3

i RTIIE
b Rt

e

N Funcral Parlor and Stable

{

7

.. Undertaker..

{ CORNER VALLET & PELICAN AVE.
 CITY AND COUNTRY ORDERS ¥ ALGIERS’ LA.
A PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.  pirri DISTRCT of NEW ORLEANS

B. F. LocHTE, Pres,; VAL.A. FABIAN, Vice-Pres.; E.W, LocHTE, Sec.& Treas,

_The HENRY LOCHTE & CO., Ltd.

Wholesale Grocers and Importers

WINES and LIQUORS.
319,321, 323 amd
\ New Orleans, LOUiSiana_'

: Séecial Attention Will be Civen to Mall Orders

Jacob

Funeral Directors
And Embalmers_

SChoen Counfry Business Solicited

- And Promptly Attended to

& Son

New Orleans, Louisiana
Phone, Hemlock 1001.

519-527-529 Elysian Fields Avenue

HEADQUARTERS FOR LOUISIANA ORANGES

JOHN MEYER,

Fruit and Produce and General Commission
Merchant.
218 Poydras Street, New Orleans, La
SEED POTATOES A SPECIALTY.

Special atténtion given to produce shipments of all kinds.
Correspondence solicited, any reference furnished on apphcatmn;.

+

The First Consideration in Life Insurance is

SEC

~ The Equitable Life

Occupies a Pre-eminent Position as to Financial

- STRENGTH

H. C. ELDER FRANK L. LEVY
Special Agent General Agent, New Orleans, La,
E. . MOTHE,

Phone Algiers 20 '
UNDERTAKER
Practical Embalmer e
222 Morgan Street  Algiers, Loulsiana. 1

did it with Ber:teeth.”

e . e

Special Attention for House '

325 ‘Tchoupitoulas Street and No. 421 Natchez Strast

v
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