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UNCLE ZEKE'S MILLENNIUM

By Harold Carter
(Copyright by W G. Chapman)

"This war," said Uncle Zeke, wag-
ging his head solemnly,"is the begin-
ning of the thousand years in which
Satan's to xule. I've looked it up in
Revelations, and I'm sure I've got it
right. Why, the figures correspond
exactly. 'Times and times and half a
time,' it says."

And he went onto explain the
meaning of the mysterious predic-
tion which has baffled all the students
of the Scriptures. Uncle Zeke had a
comfortablt fortune, we listened re-

spectfully.
"So you see, Henry," he continued,

addressing my husband, "if the Holy
Book speaks the truth, which I be-

lieve with all my heart, the world, as
we know it, is coming to an end in
three weeks' time at half-pa- st seven
in the morning of Wednesday. Seems
to me it ought to end on a Saturday
night, but that's what the Book says
and it ain't for me to reason why. So,
as I was about ta say, I won't need my
money after Tuesday night, except
enough to pay the milkman when he
comes at seven the next morning, and
I'm going to divide all I have be-

tween you and Nephew James and
Niece Jenny."

Henry and I had a considerable
argument after we got home. Of
course we realized that, like many old
men at his time of life, Uncle Zeke
was failing. But we knew that if
James Carnigan got hold of the third
part of Uncle Zeke's money, and Jen-
ny Myers of the second third, wild
horses wouldn't drag it from them
when Uncle Zeke woke up and found
the world hadn't ended as he expect-
ed it to.

"What we've got to do, Henry," I
said, "is to stop Uncle Zeke giving his
money away, or, if we can't do that,
to get him to give it all to us. so that
we can give it back to him. He won't
last long, anyway, and maybe hell

leave us everything as a reward for
our honesty."

Henry thought that was best, and
when I met Cousin Jenny on the
street that morning the way she look-

ed at me showed me that she was
after Uncle Zeke's money. She had a
new coat, which made me think she'd
been buying it because she felt sure
of Uncle Zeke's fortune. And the first

"The World, as We Know It, Is Com-

ing to a End in Three Weeks."

words she said confirmed my suspi-
cions.

"Have you heard Uncle Zeke thinks
the millennium is coming?" she
asked.

"I have," I answered, "and like-

wise that he's 'going to divide up hia
money among his nephew and two
nieces."

"It's a shame," says Cousin Jennie,
hotly, "Why, wljatll be do when he
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