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Jimmie’s Infant Industry
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S WAS & groms he n the 1
hea arters: a whole floor had

Ve rer ¢ 1} a fan ar - -
a ascending seale ! e that
ninated in at v sanctusry with A ¢
od columns, padded floors, and silk rugs

\ a where ever ng had been
arved . n, painted r designed ¢
a 2 - . It {1 expen e and
thereby wmatisfled the 1 man's nly
eathet sensmibility

Dispassionately he grunted B 1
ashed the empt up awa .
going ¢ arn ! work he ann e
flatly Ie } ’ e down to the
sflice at five this afternoon If he don "t
me. his allowas « ceut in half Not
before five o'clock, thoug! I1'm busy
He shoved his ehair back from the
table and jammed the paper in his
pocket ‘Don't forget to tell him
about his allowance —he’l me. "

“Hi« allowance
oh.Pa™ Thesilk and
and lace moming
gown fluttered in an
agony of agitation
“Why, he hasn’t
enough as it is, and
I was just going to
ask you—wait a min-
ute—wait a minute,
Pa—" Bmt with a
final smort of his
shoulder the old man
had disappeared, and
from the distance
came a further series
of puffings and gruft.
ings that marked his
struggles with his
overcoat. Helpless.
ly thefluttering laces
and silk settled
back

The thumb of Des-
tiny had been turned
down, and the doom
of a regular and vul-
gar daily toil was
about to descend on
the son of the house

Down-town, late
that afternoon, the
old man sat alone
in his ecarved and
his pr 4ded sanctuary
Thirty stories below,
the haze of theeven-
ing was already
settling, softening the
roof-tops of the dis-
tance and leaving in
delicate contrast the
purple canons of the
intersecting streets,
Before him, on a lit-
tered desk with the
area of a Dbilliard-
table, four clocks
bearing enameled
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W Oore
il el » »
. 2 ' t the ok
’ an ]
srntterved >
" the g 1e
1 f me AR Y
- O . Ve wan's the
™ -~ ’ .
T f ' r od Bt
. . ntore t) ' v Ma told
what 1T wanted you for?
1 nger man aodded as he light
o garette Said we needed the
: 1 getting a big boy now
me 1o mo to work. nut my shouler
to the wheel. and all that sort of thing."’
wered flippantly
The 1 man snorted Well, mads
r mind what bhusinesas vyou want
nto. hey?1'" he asked

Well, Dpd, 1

t aver Put you know I've no taste

for anyway?

You've got more money than you or

Of course. '’

he went on seriously, if we were like

moet families and vou needed me, why,

1 know, Dad. 1'd pull along in the

e with vou like all possessed Rut

as it in. T don't feel that I'm a shirk. "’
““You won"t bhe a shirk, Jimmie

ou've got my blood in ye-—and it's

e rome down to talk

business —what need

the rest of us ean ose

ne 1o begin I've got some pride o
and | made » own pile my
gt the pride f wanting
are - what : ione. and
Ntk & betler anee at the start thas
' i BWAre In the next
. i ) ' ™ antry
for » man that won "t work, whether
ne f 1 . hobaw or Just
At ! r on and then for
e feas 1 4 ' nte t be
| .r | l. o ! r men
_ » ’ Al : L ' .
- t) sive of
| . L ade . T are Lhan
ad e what you'r
. g ~ argued Jimmie
s 1 L. " retor 4 2
) Ars \ an s what .
! B that ‘s lestiny
) 1 » 2 Aanyihing
! r La As r Linware ke |
) . f the t the heaj
loing “ My ¢ ey 's going
IS N tler hance .n
. now _ what yeo going
. "'\.
It was & erisie for J but Jis
1 not know : for, ihe mont
are : ked er mmonpiace A\
. f « had escaped with
) e onse: this was merely another
probably

From any one else, Dad, that would
sound like an invitation to have »

drink. But if I've got to choose right

. it's only fair to begin at the bot
tom and peddie bananas as you sug
goel.”" said Jimmie gaily ’
The 1 man leaned forward grimly
All right, selling bananas it is; I'N
take you at your own word. And.'' he

ad _,-( bluntly, **
now well

‘“The banana business! '’

Jimmie recognired. a trifle late, that
he had really passed a erinis. In the
momentary whirl and adjustment of
ideas, an impossible picture arose in
his mind of & young man and & two
wheeled cart piled high with sprawling
yellow fruit. ““Oh, | say, Dad, that's
only a joke!'" he execlaimed.

““Joke nothing! Or if it is, it's your
joke, ain't it? You make a wish, just
like a story-book, and here I am like

if you gd back on it

THEIR LOYALTY A JOKE

he fairy godmother that makes It come

true ke that He eracked b big
» . r et al

But the hambhuess died it f bhin

2t he went Why Jimmia

son, 1 don't eare what it s you're In;

" put you st the lop o' the heap
You needn 't worry about pushing & cart

gh the streets—1 did that, or

at, when | starts Rut

siart right hig ISinees. » lern

fens, and all that sort of thing. Bana

T n md, | . w the world what
) banana business ght to be!

P i & buttos ader rim

f the bhig desh At the faded ttle
B « o ! . tunr

Fix N f » some
- it & des v ’ )

s ready The fa 1 secretary slid

- “n 1

) - town with
" g alt this Y our bhusiness

t Brst = ait ht nostly to
ot A and ST as the milroad
signs s You T ip home now
and 1« Ma that it salary wi he
what she thinks ur allowance should
he now that d won it have time 1o
* nd it
)

Himmie aceepled the state of affair
with an easy adaptability, though still
s trifle ared a2t the swiftness with
which events had rystallired AN
right, Dad! Hooray for the banana
business if you say » this austomalie

hoice s & groat load off my mind. Want
me to go home by wa of the doeks
and piek up & fow bargaine in left-over
bunchon?'’

You don’'t know enough.’’ retorted
the old man curtly ““1T don't reckon
you know enough about business to sjart
anywhere but at the tog His face
hardened in abstraction for an instant

‘“If anybody cares enough to know,
you might say that you're the
secretary to the Consolidated Trepi
eal Fruit Products Development com
l'ﬂ!

Jimmie whistled., *"‘Swell name that,
Dad! When | ean reel out an offhand
inspiration like that, 171 be qualified to
sit among the big guns, too. After this
I'll never be able to look & banana in
the eye without taking off my hat to

i

The old man's

harsh fentures soften-

.‘quﬁs

FUNNIEST JOKE
I EVER

———— g

-~ FREE TRADE.

WITH THE MOTHNERLAND §

“(moma)nTEN 7

YEARS — NA' WAl —
HAL HA!!

. 4”’

ed amin, and he
walked across and
laid his  heavy-
knuckled hand on
the younger man's
shoulder. "Why,
Jimmie, son, there's
no greater world to
conquer than that of
modern business,
You've got braing—
ain't I your father?
and with me back
of you we'll found
one o' thesefinancial
what-d' ye-call-ems»—
destinies, no, dyn
asties ~— that's i1,
dynasties. Il show
you. Tell Simmons
I want o see him,”
he concloded abe
ruptly as they reach-
ed the door together
“f'u" the "'l’ man
had returned to his
desk, Simmons, the
drab little  office
secrelary, was again
at his elbow. “Mr,
Jim said you wished
Lo see me, sir?”
“Yes; everybody
gone? Well, eall up
Griscom and tell him
o meet me at the
club this evening;
important, Get
Foote on the wire—
tell him to be there,
two.”
Griscom was chief
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of 't}u' old man’s
stalf of permanent
counsel, and Foote
Continued on Page 19




