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=house was the sensation of the

hour. The banker, whese first
name was Thomas, lived in Washington
Bqusare, north. His was an aristocratio
old famlly, and the Mason housa was
wn aristecratic old mansion In an arls-
tocratico old neighborhood.

On & February morning, very early
of a Monday, the butler found & front
drawing-roam window open. Later the
discovary was made that burglars ‘had
entarsd the house during the nlght and
rifilcd an iron safe which stood In the
dibrary on tha second tHoor.

Some money was stolen, which was
= matter of smsall concern to the Ma-
sons. But the family jewels had been
gfaken, and that was of very serious
<conpEquanco. The Misses Mason wept
when they learned that the diamond
helrlooms and thelr favorite nocklaces
haed disappeared. "

Banker Mason left his breakfast to
teleplione the police, which he.did in &
vary business-like manner, and in an
hour detectives came from three polnts
of the compass. Srom the slxth pre-
cinct came RBIIl Connor and Benny
Wisge. Benny was o new man In the
district, and Connor took him around
#t every opportunity to sort of break
liim to the ropes.

Six men In plain elothea proceeded to
roam over the Mason house In search
of claws. Then they questioned the
servants, examined the broken safe for
the second time, made memoranda of
the stolen jewels, and waddiad down
the front steps, smoking the cigars
ihiat Banker Mason hed urged them to
noecept, &3 & mere matter of Washing-
ton Square hospliality.

And Blg Blll Connor was the only one
of the sextet who was lucky enough to
find & real clew—a very elight clew.
In the front area-way, under the draw-
ing-room window, Connor picked up an
old woolen glove, knitted by hand from
Eray yarn, and tha thumb and fore-
finger showed & woman's touch In the
carefyl mending. Connor found the

love half buried In the snow, He
kept his own counxel and placed tha

Tn.r: robbery of Banker Mason's

g£love In his pocket. Not even to Banuy |

Wise did he Impart his dlscovery. Any-
way, Banny was young, and, In Bill's
opinion, ha was not as wise as his
name, And then Benny was a lMt®e
fellow, and Connor had to look down
upon him in a physical, If not a mental,
sense,

Headqusarters sant out a general alarm
enfl a description of ths stolan jewsals.
‘The pawnshopa were searched and shad-
yvowed Every yegg known to be at lib-
lerty south of the Harlem was locked up
and guizsed. But threes days later, the
Mason jewelry robbery had prssed into
oblivion as far as the public was con-
cerned—other sensations coming up In tha
news—and even the police were figuring
out the caes as ancient history. And to
them It began to look =ss If the burglar
‘'mystery of Washington sguars would
naver be solved.

Om the Friday evening following the
night of the robbery, Bill Connor, headed
‘homeward, was passing through Wash-
‘ington square. He lived et No. 3 Clark-
E0on street, over on tha west slde of the
big town, in Gresnwich village. In a
hell bedroom, a few doors from Varick
istreet. Bill llved the gulet life when his
wday's work was done, and on those par-
‘ticular nighta when hes was off duty, ocnDe
<could always find him at home after §
‘o'dock.

Connor had left the square and was
slodding wnlong Waverly place, when he
ovartook s stocky young men, who was
walking slowly in order to roll a clgar-
ette, Ho looksd up and recognized Con-
nor.

“Hello! BIL™ bhe salid

“Why! how &re you, Jimmy!™ ex-
claimed Connor. ““Haven't seen you for a
month of Sundays. How's the old
mothes?"

“Fina as silk,” repllied the wyoung
man, as he lighted hils cigaretts,

Connor and Jimmy Taylor were old
friends. Jimmy lved with his mother
in Varick street, just around the cor-
ner from Bill's home; and EBill had
known the family back in the daya
‘when Jimm3y's father kept a flsh atall
in Jefferson Market And old man

Tayior had besen dsad now golng on a
dosen Yysars.

As they walked along Connor notad
that Jimmy Taylor was looking wary
spruce. Hes wWore & new red tle, and
his derby hat was new and the tan
kid gloves on his hands wera evidently
Just out of the =tare.

“YTou're looking prosperous, Jim!"™ re-
markad Connor as they neared Varick
street.

“Cure.” replied Taylor, “just got a
raise in salary, and I'm laying away
dough every week. And, by ths way,
Bill, T was 268 years old last week.”

Jimmy was taking meters for the gra
company now, after having driven =
milk wagon for several years. When
they cama to Varick street, ho turned
to Connor.

“Comin' in to s=es the mother, aln't
you, BII? he sald

“Well, I guess T will,” answered Bill.
“Haven't had & talk with her in o long
time, and it's early yel"”

Jimmy's mother was 70 years young,
and quite the most beloved old lady In
Greenwlich village. Bhe had nursged
averybody's sick folks, had mothered
everybody's son, and had made lttle
socks for sverybody's baby. You could
not say mora for old Mrs. Taylor I
you put up A monument for her In
tha park.

On many & pleasant SBummer night
Etll Connor had sat on the Taylor
doorstep, and gossiped with Jimmy's
mother, and the old lady had alwayn
claimed the big detective as one of
har boys.

Bill sniffed the alr as they mounted
the steps. Ha felt quite sure Mrs Tay-
lor had been making doughnuts. His
EFuess was not amisa for, when she
opened the door, she stood wiping her
hands on a flour-stained apron.

“Don't mind me looks, Mister Con-
nor,” she =zald, emililng. "The fAre In
the kitchen was nice an’ hot, an’ tha
evening as good as any other time to
drop & bit of dough Into the fat'"

Mother Taylor was a littls, Toly-poly
woman, and roey and spry as a crickot.
She had kindly gray eyes, and combed
hor scanty gray helr stralgbt back
fromm her forehead.

Bill removed his long coat and
dropped {nto a chalr In the living room
and presantly the old Iady came In from
tha kitchenm with a platter of dough-
nuts,

“A growler of beer will go well with
these,” exclaimed Jimmy: and off he
started with a tin pall for the nearest
COrmer.

Mrs. Taylor sat down and asked Bill
the news of the nsighborhood. Bill,
with Hls mouth filled wliih doughnut,
wa= making replies ap beat he could.

“The scn is looking well” ha re-
mnarked, after a while, referring, of
course, to Jimmy.

“Yes, pralse to God, doin' fine, an’
makin' money,” replisda the mother.
“But he's gettin' to be a reg’'lar dude,
Jimmy is. And to think, Mister Bill,
he's gettin' so proud he won't wear
the mittens I knits for him enny more.
Whean he was small T made mittens for
tilm, an' then he wanted them with
fingers to them, s0 1T knit the finger
kind, an’ since he lost one of his gloves
the other day, he's gons mnd bought
him a palr of kids, an' they’ll never
keep his hands warm In the world
Ha say= I'm too old to be makin'
gloves for him, an' won't let me knit
another palir.”

Ehe brought her woark-hasket of aga-
yallowad willow, and smilingly held
up & glova for Connor's inspection,

“Ys can't buy a glove a8 warm as
that now, can ye, Mister Connor?™ she
want on. "“"Two yvears ago I knit that
an’ savin' the break in the thumb, it's
a8 good ms new. Only Jimmy Ilost
‘tother one somewhere, That's why he
bought them Xids to freeze hls hands
off.”

SBuddanly, Blll Connor gave a start
and drew & quick breatix. His hand
went down to his side. He felt a soft
roll in his coat pocket.

He eyed closely now the glova thet
Mrs. Taylor was smoothing on the
table. It had a strangely famillar look,
not uniiie the glove in his pocket—the
glove, with the mended thumb and
forefinger, plecked up under the window
at Banker Mason's house.
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he thought
think of such a
to the good.™

Jimmy came In with tha glow of the
Winter wind on his face, and drew the
Mrs. Tayvlor fetched

a breath of freah alr.
gerad to his feot and ploked
overcont and hat.
“] must be golng now."” he aald, en-
deavoring to appear at ease.
won't take a slp of the
beer!™ urged Jimmy.
Connor ,ahook his
gave thes young man a pecullar glance
was making a searching

Hea half stag-

thing. Why, Jimmy's nll
face clouded and

114 off the tin pail,
threa tumblera from theo kitchen.
“None for me, Jimmy,” sald Bill ner-

Taylor, snxiously, “you're pale; what's
the matter?

no drink with
nuts!” exclaimed the young man. “"Why,
what's the matter?

the dough-
It can't be
You look kind

“Indigestion!" growled Connor.
not the doughnuts.
that darn oyster fry I had for supper
at Bobble Haven'sa."

He was uncomfortably warm and cold
A fever seemed to burn In-
sido of him while his hands were frigid.
The atmosphere of the room weas suffo-
cating, and ha longed for the open and

and hoe forced a smile
rather sickly smile, so artificlal
wag ashamed of It

A step was heard on
my was returning
mother turned to opon the door.
hand went out
took up the glove and shoved It<hur-
riedly into his coet pockat.

he could not look
the bhig detective In the eye,
“Good-night,
“Good-night,
my,” and hs backed awkwardly out of
Mother and son heard his lumbering,
heavy footfall on the stalrs, and the

noisa of the street door closing.

When Connor's feet atruck the pave-
ment and ha folt quite sure of himsalf,
ke let forth a long, deep sigh, and the
color eama back to hia face agaln, Then
he started up Varlck street, away fram
his own home, walking so rapidly that
his fat Jlegs wabbled with uncertainty.
Heo kept on, muttering to himself, and
growling Inwardly, and not until he
reached Sixth avenus did he slacken
his pace.

Then he stopped under a lamp post
and looked cautliously about him. The
night was cold and ths nearby streots
deserted. Further up the avenus he
saw pecple hurrylng along and a trol-
ley-car coming toward him.

ILike a gullty ome, Connor drew out
of his coat pocket first one glove and
than another, He compared them for
age, for texture, for wear. He meas-
ured the finger length, tip for tip. He
examined closely the mended thumbd of
cne, and thea mended foreflnger of the
other.

Thera was no longer the shadow of
a doubt. The gloves were mates,
Mother Taylor had knit both of them.
One he had found in the aren ut Banker
Mason's house, directly undar the draw-
Ing-room window, where theg burgiar
had made hi= entrance and his ¢
The other he Knew was from the yel
low workbasket of Mother Tayvlor, They
were Jimmy's gloves.

A mist cama bafors Connor's eves
He uttered =n oath, asking in & mo-
ment of wild delirfum that his soul be
damned. He shuddered ns he shoved
the gloves angrily back into his coat
pockat.

What did it -all mean? Was he ac-
cusing Jimmy Taylor? Was the old
mother's boy a thiefr? ¥e recalled the
young man's s=pruce nappearance, hia
new clothes hiz boastfuolness of money

saved, and then he remomberaed that

Jimmy could not look him in the face,
when he had given the lad that one
searching glance.

“Nothing doing!™ mused BllL. "It's
perfect rot. Why, T've 3 tho 3
since he woas a kid, and his father be-
fora him. But the gloves! How can
ho explain 1t? How will 1 put it up
to him? What will he say?™

Hea kicked an Imuginary dog off tha
sidewalk, and moved up the avenus,
shaking his head, first in anger and
then In sorrow.

At Tenth street he stopped and gazed
in a shop window, his hands deep In his

pockets, his brow wrinklaed and his heart

beating unevenly.

Supposing it turned out that Jimmy
Taylor was a yegp—a commot: Llhief!
What if the boyv confessed to him that
he had stolen the Mason jewels? That
he even gave up the swag, not having
had opportunity to pawn thes
What then? Could he take the
man over to the station-housa and
a charge agalnst him? Could he do t
with the memory of Jimmy's father an
his honest carcer at Jefferson Market
haunting him, and with Moth Taylor
littie gray eyes looking Into h Could
heo ever face that poor ¢ld mother again?
Could he force himszelf to Eoe the tears
trickling down her rosy chenlks, her gray
head bent with shame, and her body rent
with pain and sorrow?

“L can't; I won't!" eriad Bill almost
in angulsh. “I'll forget! 1'll destroy the
gloves! 1I'll say nothing!'

Ha braced himself, turned sbout and
went down Sixth avenus, making 3 dole-
ful attempt to whistla.

Hs was headed homewssd. Pacrhaps he
could fortify his resclution If he went to
bad and slept. In the morning he would
feel aqual to the task af oyverlooking and
forgetting, and In the morning, too, he
would burn the glover In the pot-bhellied
little stove In the cornar of his roam.

Mother Taylor would never know. Nor
would Jimmy know Bill wouldn't never
lot om he kmew about the gloves. Ha
might get the boy to go awsy to someo
near-by oity. BRIl might get him a job,
anything to save the old mother, to ward
off har great sorrow, to dam the tide of
tears, to let A poor old soul end her
days In peace, without that awful paln
in her heart,

But tha jeweols! ‘he thief was bound
to pawn his swag sooner or later, and
he might get caught In sapita of BIL
Here was a new complication. I1a had

not thought of the jewels before, and
they were worth a fortuna.

He was In Varlck slreet again. At ths
Tavlor door he stoppad. He bit his Up
fn vaxation. He plaocd his hand on the
knob of the door and 1 agaln.
Heoe wes shivering with the cold and his
fingers tremblad He turned the knob
and the door opened Somo wmnt, go
Ing In late, had forgotten sllp the
night Iatch.

Bill walked up the st
atill uncertain
of the

Jimmy
clothes,

“*What imm3 called tho moth
ar's voice, words sank like a
hot Iron ' vary soul

=, slowly. pnin-
do. At the
i rly-

his night-

Why home? Tomi
would ns wiel But
had res and retreat

Impossible

“*Say, Jimmy!'*
roased Ioudly
could not fall
clothes and ¢
fire down on the w

“Sure,"” replied the
fng and still rubbing his
In a minute, BIL™

Connor walked rap
He s wishing the
somewhersa near. 17
g of sen engine gong
reil would bes to that awfal
in his breast

Jimmy came out of the house,
awaks and smoking a clgaretie.
nor was standing at the curb and
forward. *“Wea'll go over toward
topheor strest.’”' he zald qulet

Al the end of R block Conor stopped
and lald his hand on ths young man's
Arm.

“There'a no fire, Jimmy!*"" hes blur
out, In a wvolce that was t} k and
hotirse. " 1 wanted to you out of the
house. I wanted to t o you.

He pulled the gloves om his pocket
and he i 4

face.
“Do you Do you sas
what I've xi

lost one of
thesa glove i

The ¢lgarette I fmmy's
lipa. He sitaggere: ha tried (o
put on a bold £ sLam r ax

planations and to der
charge that Bl make.
ed. He could have hluffed a
ger, but an old frlend lika Blll, never
“D-—-n you, answer me!'" coried Rill

tran-

nt and he solzed the other's should-
ar shook him
o

Jimmy whimpered and cried. Then he

“My poor
mother, it will '—Xes, I 4ld the
Mason trick—I'm thisef—T'va hoan na
crook for yea I never knew—vyou
wWer Knew pals—I ayved a
lone hand, “vs the =a t way
—I'va got all upstairs—Iit's all
there.™

Connor'e jaws w

th

are #et. Flo zxald noth-

Ing. Hin face was llke a stone Not &

muscla maoved
“BIIL cried the boy, “for God's sake,
turn thn

squire thiz thing- U can
stuff—save the old lady. Poor
poor mother! What can I do,

Blill hesltated Hin eye= wera blinking.
Thore was a glitter there. Something
was gnawing at his breast

Would the Summer sun shina, or tha
Wintor wind blow? Would the great
wheel stop at black or red? Was duty
to bs first In the race or the last?

Bill hasitated. He saw the tears of the
old mether, an angel 1l sinking hel
Tean and alone, with outstre .

He heard the tolling of ti bell and
saw Deaath pass by, and he hoard
echolng words, "dust to dust.'”

Bll weakoned. He swayed and bent
liks an oak In the storin. He piaced a
fatherly arm around the boy'r neck and

Fave a sizh of compassion Thera were
tears—ranl toars—In the eyes of ths man,
' blg, strong ox of & man. No father
vear gava a child more tendernass, more
gontleness—{or his mother's sake.

FThun., with n mighty effort. Detective
Blli Connor stood ercoct—stralght as a
soldler, His face grew stern In hins
e

1one the glitter of stecl. He saized
tha bov 1 wrint

“‘Comea d—n you! TYou'rs a
thief!™ ha sald.
(Copyright 1010, by William M. Clemens
All rights resarved,)

“SOME

LIVE TALKS WITH DEAD ONES”™

FATHER NOAH DISCUSSES FAMILY PETS, VIVI-
SECTION AND RED ANTS

brings up & lot of interesting

thoughts " eald Father Noah,
&5 he crossed ona elderly leg over the
other and lit a large, ragged cigar.

I must say I d4idn't much admire the
noted pavigator's tasts !In clgers. Like
most seafaring persons of the old school,
he seamed mainly to go in for area and
combustive qualities when purchasing.
This one loocked as If sny moment ths
Tfiames might shoot up the alrshaft end
mushroom on the top floor, gs they aay
in storles of conflagrations in tenament
houses. Alroady It was béginning to ravel
badly whers the insulation had been
burnad away by the match and it gave
aff a smell like the bolled cabbage in the
naxt flat scorching. It shed a lot of
clinkears, and it emouldered flercaly and
taken in connection with Father Noah in
his long robes and his anclent Habrow
sandais, it pot me in mind of cleaning
1he ashes out of the furnace early In the
morning while wearing a nightshirt and
badroom slippera. But 1 shifted o trifle
to windwerd and the interview went right
along.

T am alwavys glad,” sajd Fathar Noah,
smoking at his cigar, "'w n somehody
comes around witli a sensible subject to
talkk sbout. 1 do get so siek and tired of
horaa that bs sed through a piking
Hitle spriug freshet somewhera and think
it qualifies them 1o come and srgue with
me. There was a damp, mussy party here
only Iast night talking about his experi-
ence. It seomed ho camas from a place
called Johnstown, Fas. He made me
weary. In my day nobody would bave
glven 30 cents for the entire riparian
rights of a flood lke 5. Before long
every fLellow who's been presant when
somnebody was tapped for ths dropsy will
think he's entitled to go in my class.

“But If you want to discuss ths antl-
sivissction erusads in its relation to the
sacrTifice of family pets, I'm pleased to
Kive you my views Indeed, 1f I may
maka &0 bold, I feel that you have coma
to the right shop for information,

“When it comes to ralsing a large and
yaried asesortment of family pets In =
limited area, I figure that I have consid-
orablia of an edge aven on those davoted
Jovars of our dumb animal friends who
try to make a dog happy In a Harlem
flat. Yes, I know something about those
light housekeeping apartments, having
Jooked into the subject pretty thoroughly
from time to time. I understand that the
only persons who've ever done light
honsekesping on a more confined scale
than your New York flat-dwellers ere
those sitage magicians who cook an ome-
let in & high hat borrowed from the lo-
cal undertaker in the sudlenoce. And
when, under such clroumstances, a flat
dwaller {5 hercic and ssif-sacrificing
enouzh to try to take g dog in with him,
my sympathies go out to all concerned—
to the dog as wall az his owner. Both of
them undoubtedly have to put up with &
good deal, especially thess times whan
it's so hard for a well-bred dog to est
the sort of heefsteak that the average
family can afford to buy.

“Hor flat purposss I would recommend
that Interesting Germuan coreature that
looks llke & cross between an earwlg
and a carpet sweeper—the one with the
/German nams, that you purchase by the
'runping Zoot—yes, thals it—dachshund.

‘ ‘ W FILT. now, that natorally

ve pas
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Now I tmagins ithat an animal so ©OuUs
structed would do well In a fiat. When
wat it could be placed on end in the um-
bralla rack to draln and then dried by
slipping it under the steam register, We
had two of them in the ark. Nice, com-
panionable little creatures they wers,
that mainly associnted with the caterpil-
Jars and Pakin duocks. Their pHincipal
drawback, as 1 remember, was that they
aufferad from malaria through Dbelng
built so close 10" the ground.

“But if medleal sclence really demands
& line of dog martyrs for vivisection pur-
poses, It seems to me the bloodhound
could be spared much easjer than any
other. I never thought very highly of tha
bloodhound. He doesn't coms up to his
advance notlces. More than a thousand
times I've heard of him chasing & hunt-
ed fogitive, but I nesver heard of him
catching him. Personally I never knew a
bloodhound that I thought could trail an
iodoform gauze across a hilllard tabla
without getting lost In & slds pockat The
bloodhound, as you will remembaer, has
long ears that droop ilke Elbert Hub-
bard's neckties, and wistful eves llke a
slok poat, but otherwise ha does not seem
te ba highly attractive. The ones wa had
with us on the trip used te spend their
days wstoring up harsh, reverbarating
echoes in their systems and thelr nights
getting rid of the accusnulation by the
baylng procsss. They were not what you
would exnctly <¢all popular with the other
passonEers.

“But T don't think it ought to he
nesessary to offer up evan the blood
hound on the diasecting tahle, nor vet
the gulnea piges nor the white rats.
The guinea pigz is not highly Intelll-
gent, T admit, but hse never keesps you
awake nights barking at the moon.
and heo's a strietly famlily person and
has but few wvices. And the white rat,
with a reddish light out of his eyes
ons sscond and a green light the naxt,

Aiks a ocorner drug store window, and

his filuffy gpray slde-whiskers Hke a
retired bank president, has a lot to
commend him in my oplnion. If one of
them should ever run up your leg, s
happened to ma ondoe, you'll naotice
right away that his toes nasd manicur-
ing and the circulation in his tall i=
defactive, making It <old not to say
clammy, to the touch, but he has his
good points. Bay, Fyoung man, ir
science must have material for wvivi-
section, why not ussa the rad ant?

“The red ant?™ T echoed blankly.

"Certninly," sald Father Noah bland-
1¥, “tha ordinary red ant of commmerece.
Thera isn't a country hotsal anywhere
that couldn’t spare a million right out
of its !cebox without noticing the loss.
The supply is practieally Inexhsustible
—there's a new crop coming on sll the
tims. Let me tall you something about
this red ant proposition, out of my own
experience,” went on the old gentle-
man, leaning bdback with a reminiscent
gleam In his eye.

“I remember ke It was only yvester-
day, the first time I anw a palr of red
ents" he continued. “It was when the
animals came up the gang plank Into
the ark on our advertised railing dav,
marching two by two, fust as you've
seen them In the pletures, all but the
Thunder Lizard, which had to march by
herself, sha being the last survivor of
an extinct specles. Tou aes, tha males
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had all bean extserminated through the
demand for Thunder JIdzard feathers
for the millinery trade and so, as I'm
telling wyou, ths widow had to fock
by herseif, We called her Big Liz for
short, and she dled during tha trip,
malinly from loneliness. There wasn't
enybody of her own family to associate
with, and owing to her slze and general
awkwardnese and our helng so crowded
on board, any time she wanted to Lo
sociable with any of the others there
wes linble to be a sudden fatality.
Bhe'd try to cuddie down where the
leopard was playing sclitaire dominoes,
matohing spots on Himself, or the fa-
made chetah was studying . bridge
whist hands—that was where the chea-
tah first got {ts name—and there'd be
a low, despairing, muffied scream gnd
a funeral $o follow,

“Bpt as was telllng you, heres they
came marching In two by two, the Ilomn,
and the Gila monster, and the Slberian
Yak—iit lovable nature but inelined to
be untidy in his personal hahits—and
the blesbock, the wildebock, the laager-
buck, and those other African animals
with names that sound as |If they'd
baen cenferred on “om by & Milwaukes
brewing concern, and nll the rest And
away back at the tail end of the pro
ceaplan, hatween the ver warms o
the measte-miorobas, and closely fol-
lowed by the Camembert cheeso-mites,
eame the red ants, muis and wife.

“I'll not deny that most of us were
favorable inclined toward the red ants
At the outsaf, They dldn’'t take up
much room and flew kind of light In
the matter of baggage and seemed will-
Ing to bunk In almost anyvwhere, with
almost anybody. The first night out
from land was vouzh and thers was
conslderabla seasickness on board. T
was the night when the Rlood-Swea
Bahomoth had axcuss for that habit o
hiz. 1 was in n cold perspirntion sov-
eral times myself and I only had one
atomach to keep soothed down, while
the hippo, If you remembar your natur-
al history, is Alvided off inside into 2l-
miost as many water-tight ocompart-
ments &8s an ocean liner. And the py-
thon kinked up and gave a magnificent
imitation of a despairing pretzel. But
the red ants were futtering around,
chipper as a couple of Saratoga chips,
offering to hold heads or hands for tha
sufferers and sdvising everybody to
cheer up becauss the worst was yet to
come, and pulling all those other old
sessiockness qulps.

“I think it was the next morning
when things had got sort of calmad

down mand mnormal that my boy Ehem |

cams to me, saying he'd just heard Mrs,
Augusta Red Ant was the mother of
milx of the cutest little red ants any-
body ever saw. Sixl—he mesnt six hun-
dred. Thers were slx thousand by the
time I got therae. By the afternocon all
talk of & christening party had been
dropped, and I was asking the proud
parants If they didn't thini a good thing
could be overdone, soelng how crowdad
wa ‘were already. But kind words
didn't seem to have any effect on that
establishment. As T remarked =at the
time, it's all rvight for a4 coupls to mul-

tiply and repleniah the earth, but when |

I built that ark I hadn't figured on any
lightning calculators. I've ssan a good
deal of the animal kingdom ons way

nnd another, but I can’t think of any
class on thls earth that can turn oot
more descendants than red ants in =
'n epaca of time unless It is-

“Grippe germs? 1 suggested, scaing
that the anclent skipper hesltated. He
shook his head.

“Belglan hares? I hazarded sgain.

“No, worae still*” !

“FPersons who cnma over on tha Mav-
flower,” 1 sald desperately as a last
resort.

“Y¥es, ovon as numsarous as that,” sald
Noah, "and I understand that May
flower descendants constitute your
largest unemployed class. Why, son,
on the eighteenth day out, when ev-
erybody gave up trying and lost count
altoge ¥, it wons conservativaly estl-
mated ¥y Shem that we had eleven
billion red aunts on board. mother and
cifldren dolng well, and fresh arrivals
due almost any minute. Mry. Noah
usied to clean ‘em out of the kitchen
sink n wash boller full st a time If
the elephant curelessly went to sleep

=

| with his trunk open, he'd be awakened

by a tickling sensation in tha bottom
tray to find a milllon red ants paras
ing his catacombs uand other
cntions on asights trips. T

Eargo tried put et pow 1
moth balls (n I ouch, but iad
a pocket full of ants constantly. The
ark looked like a c¢innamon cake, only

the clonnamon was all crawly It wams
something frightful.

“*Mount Ararat wasn't a particularly
attractive looking spot the mornlng wa
landed there. Something like an Ar
kansng levea town after the Spring riza
in the Mi sippl River and something
Jike a re addition on 8 Now

i Ci hen the tide 8 Just
out, but the J. Henry Nozh
v would have landed {f there
t besn any land to land on. 1I'd
already decided that I'd rather drown
alanes than llve on the sameée ark any
longer with o growing red ant family.
Death had lost its sting, which was
where the ants had it on death—they
hedn't.

*You tell yvour friands. tha wvivisec-
tionists, to fall back on tha red
znts for ma to spare not,” he
conaluded. ""Tell "em with my compll-
ments that the BHed Ant constitutes ons
commodity wherns tho domand will
never in this world cateh up with the
supply.”

When Fish Ts Dangerous.

Fiah (8 o dongerous food when kept
for a long period. Cold =t ixe Cish,
when the process of thawing out be-
gins, often hecomes absolutely polson-
ous. In Germsany all the hotels and
higher ciszss restaurants have tanks
fillad with lve filsh where the guest
makes his salection from tha flah as
they swim about In tanks or fish bhoxes,
as thoy are callad, and then they are
cookad at onoa,

Should you fall anad head

't huart yon, 3 .

fump, ot mind ths bump.
A o not make & showr,

But should Yyou and vainly try
To makes it w that way,

It hurts ths more, and feoln so sore,

That method dooas znot Ey. -




