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T PAER was sitting on the front
e oteps, the blinds drawn and the
doorg shut, walching the shadows creep
down among the trees across the sireel

“Why den't you go inside and get
warm?' Polly Ticlan asked quizzically
as she came stumping briskly up the
steps from the street, “You look like
you'd been evicted, ™ )

“The blamed clocks make too much
noise,” T. Paer answered slowly. “I sel
in there a minit ‘'nd they sound louder'n
a base drum in a jazs band.™

“Ma must be taking a nap,” Polly
smiled. “I haven't heard of you com-
plaining that way before.”

“l hope ghe Is," T. Paer sald simply.
“She ain't at home for a while.”

“Oh.” Polly exclaimed. "I don't blame
you for staying ouiside them. Empty
bounes are awful lonesoms places.”

“I'h, hub,” T. Paer agreed, ““What're
you cavortin' around about this eve-
pin' 7"

“I was just wondering If you got to
seo Charley and Bob while they were in
town,” Polly asked.

1 saw Charlle” T. Paer answered,
“but 1 gueas Bob's herdin’ sheep or
somethin' He aln't been in town mueh.”

“I thought they were going to mee<t
and talk about the rest of the jobs be-
fore Charlle went back to Washington,”
Polly remarked. ““That was what Bob
sald in the paper.”

“Bob didn‘'t show.,” T. Paer grinned.
“1 gusss he's heard snough about "em al-
ready without talkin’ any more.

“What do you mean?" Polly asked.
“There's a lot of ‘am to give out yet
that haven't been settled.”

“From what 1 hear,”” T. Paer an-

swered, “Bob's been so busy tellin® ev-
erybody how he happened to appoint
George Piper that he's all wore out 'nd
bad to go to one of his sheap camps Lo
rest up”
* “I wouldn't wonder,” Polly admitted.
“He sure pulled a boner when he did
that job. But [ thought he was goin’
to be back In Washington when congress
started agaln today.”

“What's the use of his bein' there;” T.
Paer asked curioualy. “Semator Adam's
on the job aln't he?"’

“Why can't you quit barpin’ on E. J,7
Polly wanted to know. “He's making a
good secretary, aln't he?"’

‘“Must be,” T. Paer remarked. *“Bob
aln’'t been around ths senate much since
he went back. Ie's been too busy fixin'
it so's him 'nd Bill Thompaon could gel
money to loan {p the sheep men.”

“Well, the sheep men've gol to have
money, &ain't they?' Polly Insisted.

enough.”

“1 guess s0,” T. Paer answered, “but
they's a_lot of other thinga that ought
to be fixed up as well as them.”

“What?" Polly demanded. “The jobs're
all about attended to.”

“Sheep 'nd jobs ain't everything™ T.
Paer contended. ““Where was Bob when
they pulled all the boats out of Portland?
Seems to mg havin' boats come In hare's
about as important as sheep.”

“Chsmberlain fixed that up, didn't
he?' "Polly contended. *“He could do
more good aboul that than Bob could
anyway."”

“They’s something to that™ T. Paer
admitted, ‘“but Benator Adams ought
to've wrote a few letters about it any-
way."” /;

“You know,” Polly said, lowering her
voice confidentially, “and approaching as
near a giggle as she ever permitted her-
self. “It's a kind of a joke the way E. J.
signs his name to Bob's letters, ain't it"

“Well,” T. Paer answered slowly, “it
ain't been no joks to some that's got the
letters. What's thie use of bein' a United
States senator unless you can sign your
own letters whether you wrile ‘em or
not?™

“It is & kind of a jolt to write a letter
to a sepator sbout something personal
‘nd get an answer from a secretary”
Polly admitted. It makes you fesl like
you didn't amount 10 a whoop anyway.”

“Id" like to go back 'nd visit in the
senate a while,”” T. Paer grinned. *I
guess it's lots of fun to watch Senator
Adams when he's in the senate.”

“He can’'t get In the senate,” Polly ob-
jected. “Only real elected senators can do
that.”

“He sits in the back like a lookout at
a roulette game whils Bob's Inside.” T.
Paer chuckled, “but he don't go unless
Bob does"”

“What do you supposs he does that
for? Polly querled. “1 shomld think
he'd be over to the office working a{ his
own job.”

“I don't know unless he's afraid Bob'll
get his speeches balled up,” T. Paer
grinned. *“They say Senator Adams' a
close second to Dan Webster 'nd John
Calhoun.”

“Speeches don't count much,” Polly
gontended. “It's In the  commiitess
whers the work's done.”

“Yes,” T. Paer conceded. "A senalor
can get lots out of a committee if he
drops in on 'em once in a while” .

“Bob does that I guess,” Polly said
tentatively.

“Go ahead,” T. Paer answered as Polly

*There's a lot of ‘em need it bad

turned away. “Guessin’'s good exercige.”

By Thorntom W. Burgess
I.nak whers you're going lest you make
Uowittingly & sad mistake.
—Black Pussy.

M R four momlxs Black Pussy bad
patiently watched the little hole in
the middle of ths path aleng one side of
the 0Old Orchard, the hols which had
been the doorway to Btripsd Chipmunik's
- home and which she suppossd still was.
On the first morning sher had all but
caught him as he had popped out, but
since then he hadn't popped out But ms
he had been out each morning she
thought he must either have come out
before she got there or else had another
doorway to that home,

This was the fourth morning and the
fourth disappointment. Black Pussy was
very angry as she sat in the middle of
the path {witehing her tail. Disappoint-
ment often makes folks angry. Black
Pussy felt that somehow, she didn't un-
derstand how, Striped Chipmunk was
making fun of her, and shes couldn’t
stand belng made fun of by a esaucy
little chap like him. The more she
thought About It the angrier she grew.

A lttla movement in the grass not far
ahead of her drew her attention. Instant-
'y she crouched until her stomach
touched the ground, Then out from the
grass beside the path came Striped Chip-
munk. He dldn’'t appear to see ber; for
he =at up and whashed his fate and
combed his whiskers with his hands.
Then he turnod his back to her and sat
there in the middie of the path as if
trying to make up his mind ‘what to do
pext.

Hlack Pussy's yellow eyeas gleamed
with a [ficrceness and longing quits
dreadful to sea. Inch by inch she crept
towarmd Striped Chipmunk. She wasn't
mear enough to make a rush and she
kpew it Ineh by inch, inch by inch-she
erept nearer, and stlll Striped Chipmunk
.sat there as if there wasn't such & thing
a8 danger in all the Great World. The
end of Black DPussy's tall twitched
faster. Inch by Inch she crept on. If he
sat there A minute longer she would be
near enough for a chance to catch him
befors he counld reach the old stone wall,
Now, al!l this time, while he appeared to
bsa paying attention to nothing In par-
tioular, Striped Chipmunk was watching

Black Pussy from the cormer of ona eye. [

Fls sat still just as Jobg as he dared to,
then, stil] pretending he didn’t see Black
Fuasy,
stona wall

Plack Pugsy knaw that it was now or

‘Stripad Chipmunk -

started slowly toward  the old|.

never. As Btriped Chipmunk disappeared
in the grass beside the path Black Pussy
rushed after him, and she can run fast
when she wants to. Then Striped Chip-
munk took to his legs for all they were
worth. Through the grass and the bushes
he raced for the old stone wall with
Biaek Pussy almost &t his heels It was
an exciting race, a Ibly excitihgy race
-t der 1L
he had been too bold; if he had waited

Inch by Mmch she crept toward
Striped Chipmunk.

too long. Just in front of him, close to
the old stone wall, lay something black
and white. With a filying leap Siriped
Chipmunk jumped over it and landed on
one of the lower stones of the old wall
In a flash he had whisked between two
stones and was safe. -

Black Pussy had eyes for nothing but
that striped coat in front of her. Shes
didn't see that black and white thing at
all. All she saw was that Striped Chip-
munk was almost to the safety of that
old wall. So as he made that flying leap
for safety, Black Pusyy leaped, too, her
claws stretched to grasp Striped Chip-
munk. And Black Pussy landed right
square on that black and whits thing
close to the old stone wall. Right then
and there things happened wvery fast
Black Pussy bhad made & dreadful
blunder, ~

({Copyright, 1821, by T. W. Burgem)

The next story: “What Came of Black
Pussy's Blunder.”

Martin and Hertlhalil-
In Good Shape for
Tonight’s Encounter

NIGHT, at the M0Nwaukie boxing
commlission arena, “Denver E4A" Mar-
tin, colored heavyweight, and *“Tiny”
Herman, Aatoria battler, are billed to

Jock horns In a 10-round contest.

Judging from the condition of the two
mon, the conlest ghould prove to be-an
exciting one. Martin appears to ba in
better shape than when he fought Young
Hector a fortnight ago, ‘but whether he
can travel 10 rounds is a question.

Herman s confident of winning. He
kas improved in his boxing since meeting
SBam Langford here last season and his
footwork seems to have been Improvaed.

The semi-windup attraction between
Gordon MeKay and Tommy McCarthy
should be a good attraction. Both are
bard hitters.

Mickey Dempsey, the sensational
knockout artist, will make his first ap-
pearance of the season, againat Mike De
Pinto. Milckey Is favored to win be-

mﬂ.t‘h&m

billed for another six-round attraction.

The curtain raiser will bring together
Charley Helman and Bud Vance.

The advance seat sale has been, very
good and it is expected that a good sized
crowd will be on hand to witness “Den-
ver Ed" in his second come-back test.
Many fans stayed away from the first
show at Milwaukie because they held

and out. The big colored fighter upset |

the dope, hawever, by -beating Heotor in
quick fashion. .

Arleta School Wins
" Opening Grid Game

The Arleta grammar school Independ-
ent football team played its first game
of the 1371 season Tuesday afternoon,
winning by a 30 to 0 score from Wood-
#toek. - It was the first football game
ever played by the representatives of
the Woodstock school, and despits the
apparent one sided score, the losers put
up & remarkable game against the oppo-
sitlon. T. E. Speirs, principal of Arleta
school, {s anxious to arrange games for
his squad. and he is available any eve-
ning at Tabor 4296. If engugh interest
is shown by othet grammar schools of

Portland an independent league will be
organized.

Miss Stirling and
- Miss Leitch Winners

Ottawa, Ont, Sept 21—(I. N, 8)—
Miss Alexa Stirling of Atlanta, Ga., 8s
feated Miss White, 2 up and 1 to play
in the elimination play of the Canadian
women's golf title at the Rivermead
Golf ciud Tuesday. Miss Stirling went
to the seventeenth hole, one up and won
the eighteenth and the mateh two up
and one to play.

% Miss Cecll Leitch, the British women's

the opinion that Martin was all in, down |

>

golf champion, defeated Mrs. Hope Gils-
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