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 Before I mpved down to my frtend's place in Mulberry street
I asked one of my nephews an electrzcal engineer,to lel up the
holes in the walls,which had been occupied Jor the past many
yéars by the most sneaky and annoying animals- the rots. My
nephew bought a sheet of gaivanized zinc to patch up the walls
after filling the holes with plaster.df paris. Yes,plaster of
paris.Fhat a material? I told myaself that plaster of paris
should be used by the sculptors for moking the famous men’s heads
or the slender figures of the béautéful women., I also imagined

thqtfﬁlaster of paris had ever had any feeiin"at_ all it would
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have protested against its misuse.
» Well,uncle,” said my nephew looking at his finished work, ._%
» T hope you can live here in peace.”
» Peace? ” I answered dubioualy,” I don’t know yet. These
animals are guite smart.They might find a way out;”
Uy nephew laughed,” That’s your worry! »
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Surely,that was my worry . ek oeoxkied*Fhe Chinese poeta S

swallows building their nests onthe red béam under the roof of
her house looked down at her with sad eyes.® I wondered why the “
birds had teﬁdqr feelingttowards people.

On the day I moved'my earthly possessions to Mulberry
atreet Iput tags oﬁ everyone ;ag if I were going Jar away. I did
not follow the truckman for I had‘'met him before,But when I paid
himIbasually mentioned that I had been out of position for many

months,and for this,he surpriéed-&e by taking two dollars less

‘than his quoted prige,Kind-hearted fellow he was- just a common

marn .






