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A HAPPY THOUGHT

By George Elmer Cobb
(Copyright, 1915, ,W. G. Chapman)

Albert Lane wasa department
manager in the big downtown store
of Smith & Brown, top story, grocery
section. He was modest and humble,
but the increased salary that came
with his last promotion aroused lat-
ent aspirations in his hitherto sup-
pressed nature.

The duties of Lane were simple
and not irksome, although contin-
uous through the eight-ho- ur work-
ing day. His mission was to see that
good help was hired, a full assort-
ment of supplies kept in stock, the
big floor run on a sanitary system
and everything kept neat and fresh
looking. Twice in a week his em-
ployers had complimented him on
new features he had introduced to
bring in custom. Lane was some-
thing of an artist, and he had worked
overtime to make attractive picture
signs that won attention and trade
for certain specialties the house was
anxious to get rid of.

"If he could only banish the colony
of rats that is eating into our profits
and disturbing everything," he told
the store manager. "They are eat-
ing up all the profits. We have tried
poison they are too wary. And pro-
fessional ratcatchers. Their clean-
ing out does for a few weeks only."

"Spare.no expense getting rid of
them, Lane," was advised. "It's only
in this department that they make
any trouble."

The others had gone home one aft-
ernoon at 5:30. Lane had laid out
some special work to do. He opened
a window to admit a current of fresh
air. It looked out on a court ulviding
the store structure from an adjoin-
ing building.

Vine was busily engaged in ar- -
some canned fruits in teste- -

1s, when an unearthly
nd quick, sharp squeals

drew his attention to a section of
the department where the cheese and
butter supplies were kept.

"Hello! what's up?" he exclaimed
and ran in the direction of the un-

usual rumpus.
A rare sight met his vision. Be-

hind the counter were as many as
half a dozen cats. They were dart-
ing, diving, flying about in all direc-
tions. Scurrying before them were
rats rats rats. Then there were
some final squeals and each tabby,
paying not the slightest heed to Lane,

A Rare Sight Met His Vision.
"

stood triumphantly dispatching each
a special object of prey.

"I declare!" voiced Lane.
Just then the man who cleaned up

for the night entered' the room. He,
too, stood and gasped.

"Where did they come from?" he
inquired in wonderment

"That's the mystery so manyof
them, too. Ah!" observed Lane, mov-
ing towards the open window. "This
explains the mystery."
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