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BY PIOLIP A, DEST.
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,'l"l‘sllil-} of husiness hours few
peopls  knew  of
Guttimann,  He hoarded quietly
at 4 Mrs, Riee's, whose e,
by the way, quite harmonized
with a well known *eelestia

various disguises for = my bhoarders,' as she
always said when referring to her pers
manent and transient guests, who could all
be reduced to one person, Mr, Guttmann
himself,  The latter liked his good old
Landlady. and the Kinduness was wuatually
reciprocated,  Guttmann was in the habit

of making very droll remarks, which Mrs, !

Rice seemed to enjoy, even if she conldn’t
always fathom them, And this was often
the canse of little misunderstandings, since
Mrs, Rice's interpretation ot Mr. Gutts
mann’s saying was generally embodied in
her little ehat with her next doorneighbor,

Henee it often happened that many things

were attributed to Mr, Guttmann when the
case wias just the opposite,  This  will
explain some Jittle ineidents to be referred
to farther on,

Guttmann usually left his oftice about
five o'cloek, arriving at Mrs, Rice's about
sever,  H oyon were curious to know how

he disposed of the intervening two hours, |

all you had to do was to follow his steps and
you would find yourself descending dark
cellars and ascending  rickety tenement
stairways, Inother words, Guttmann paid
a daily visit to several poor persons.  He

did his work quietly but effectively, and the |

well-fed half of humanity knew nothing
about it.

Guttmann, as far as religion went, was a |

Catholie, and a very practical one at that,
He didn’tannounce the fact to every passer-
by—he rather acted his religion, It wasa
part of his daily life. In fact, on account

of his retired life and general reserve, very |

few guessed at his real belief.  All that his
fellow business men and patrons said of
him was that he was “a right good and
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dted best may help to

Gottlieh

2 dish, which she dished up under |
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{straightforward fellow and a gentleman,*
That s great deal tosay of & man.  But
Guttmann deserved it all,

Guttmann usually went to early Mass
Pand henee wis not observed going to, or
';1’-u|||nu from. ehurch by those who knew
i him best, sinee at the time when he was on
his Knees at Our Lady's Chureh most of his
business eontreres were still stretehing in
their bed, 1 anyone did see Guttmann
coming from late services it was said goods
naturcdly that he had gone to ehureh to
Lear the musie, or perhaps as a harnnless
¢onneession to his Catholie patrons,

One day one gentleman went so far as to
remrk inoa subdued tone and in Gutts
conn's presenee - that @ Perhaps buttmann

belongs to some Masonie lodge,™

No one better enjoyed that remark than
Guttmann, who couldn't help but overs

bear it, e said nothing, expecting to ses

more  amusing  developments Al his
Cexpectations were tully satistied,

As usual there was a woman in it, none
other than Mrs, Riee herself, and behold
what eaused it to he rumored abroad that
Mr. Guttmann wis one of * the brethren.”

One afternoon—on an exceptionally cold
day, Guttmann arrived at Mrs, Riee’s mueh
earlier than usual.  Not earing to disturh
his amiable landlady, he quietly slipped up
to his room, which was rather chilly, since
Mrs, Rice, with an eye to economy, had
shut off unneeessary caloric when **my
Choarders ™ were not at home,  Throwing a
blanket over him, Guttmann managed to
keep from freezing by sitting near the
register, which hovered around freezing
point.  Heresat Guttmann, when Mrs, Rice
walked in, altogether ignorant of Mr, Gutte
mann's presence,  Before she had time to
overcome her surprise, Mr, Guttmann said
in his funny way :—

s Say, Mrs, Riee, I have a conundrum for
you Why is this register like a free-
mason ¥’

Mrs. Rice, thinking this might be the
unwilling vietim of some secret plot, heat
a hasty retreat, saying as she went, O Mr,
Guttmann, I always thought those masons
would get hold of you sooner or later,”

Guttmann  followed her and shouted
down the stairs:—* Mrs. Rice, the ther-
| mometer in my room is like a mason because

it rarely reaches thirty-three degrees.
l Don't you see #"




