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i “Maybe™ Milt answered gbsantly,
"n';t s mfm-u‘bl'; ﬁs&.‘t: sit.” :
“It's a nlee day,” ¥ suggested
tentatively after a minute or o of
silencp, *It's a nice day to be in*
“Yes," Milt grinned Yack at him,
“It's a nice day to go out in, leo,”
. “That wasn't what I meant” Clyde
hiastened to say, “what I meant was
. that today's & nice day to get out im If
you don't have ta slay In out of it."
. "I get you," Miit assyred him, *“What
~ you mean is that today’s a nice day to
get out in If you haven't 10: anything
that'll keép you In out of it.v
“What're you fellah's arguin’ about?™
s ot Eqr asked as he wandered {nto the
¢ o on a friendly visit of Mail and
farewell™ It seems Lo me You could
find nﬂaa}htng‘ more’'n the weather to
aver.'
“Wea're not fussing.™ Milt and Clyde
_chaptad in unison. "“There imm't any-
body  we think more of than ef each

other™ : ‘

' t's right” Clyde <éontinued in-
sistently, “1 waa just trying te tel Milt
that this was a nfce, warm sunny day
:-:_'I'Ot out in If you want to get out In

“And,” Milt interrupted, “I was just

€ that it's a nice day to get out in

. if you have to get cut whether you want
to get out In it or sixy in."

- "You're both right,” T. Paer sald
“Judicially, “It's a niée day for MIilt_to
. -get out In when he has to get out in it,

nd it's a nice day for Clyde te get out

in bscause he can't get in out of It

Just yer™

*What I meant,” Clyde sald in des-
peration; “is th# it's damned fine westh-
“er we're having today."” :
“Oh?" T. Paer-chuckled; “mow you're
talkin' pelitics s0° we can understand
you.”
“You know," Clyde mu as he tee-
tered back and farth in Milt's easy chair,
= *T think I'm ing to like this place
when 1 get In it," e ]
*It's a fine place to stay in” MIilL
sssured him, a trifle of wistfulness In
is tone, “Of course,” he added, “there's

| *Yea” Ciyde agreed, “but then thire'rs|
"1 ha

el
lots to do it and maybe we '

forcements.”™
“If you do you'll have & cinch”
Lim, “but with me, wWerking as

ve rein-
M)

assured
: I do, it's kept me awful busy.™

“Well,” Clyde ball boastéd, “T'm &

| fast worker myself when I get started.

You know,” he sald tentatively, "1 think
T'H take that picture of Wilson down and
hang up Harding and shoo Bryan out
and put Coolidge in his plage.”

“There's a rule sgainst it," Milt
argued with a partisan glipt-in his
glance, “you're not allowed to deface the
walls of = ral building.”

*Deface ™ de questioned, “Where
do you get that stulfl. - Harding and
midgo are a beauty show beside those

.'ii

“Look at that chin,” Milt 1 ed
heatedly as he pointed te the Wilsen

rtrait, “And look st that ] brow,”

said direoting hig fipger to the
likeness of 1
“Harding's got the fine jaw,” Clyde

contended, “And the CoclMge nose ls a'

classie.”

“Yes,” MIIt retorted, “that's what you
notice most about this adminis on,
jaw and nose” )

“It's” still got its hair on anywsay,”
Clyde replled casting his eye at the
Bryan dome, “that's one comfprt”

*So0's the patient ox,” Mi{ answered
sarcastically, "And its horms, t00,” he
sdded suggestively.

“Say?™ T.* Paer intesrupted diploma-
tically, “Dongt yow "spose we could ar-
bitrate this™ "

“I'm golng to strike .in a minute"”
Miit threatened, “and if I do,” he prom-
ised, “all Lands'll . go eout.”

*What's your arbitration,” Clyde asked
doubtfully. “I'm going te hang Harding
and Coolidge or bust"™

“¥ou won't have to,” Milt interfolated
ambiguously, “give 'em time and they'll
do it themsalven."

“Why not put Miit's picture up ‘'nd
eall |t uare?™ T. Paer sugpested.
‘“That wo.utjldi:'t bust any rule would it

‘“That's net .a bad idea,” Milt ad-
mitted, “but if you'd put Clyde's uwp too
it would keep things mere halanced."

“It'd be a good precedent,” Clydes said
thoughtfully, “I'll arbitrate.” .

‘“Then,” T. Paer grinned, “they ecan't
be no guarrel about which administry-
tion's got the hest jaw.,”

“Or the best nose,” Clyde said rub-
bing.-his own tenderly.

“Or the best hair,” Milt remarked as
he ruffled his temperamental mane,

“Apd,” T, Prer spid, "each adminisira-~
tion can hang the other.”

“Fine,” sald both in wunisem '“that
sults me."” .

“Jots to do to keep you busy."

By Thornton W, Burgess

Good things quits cﬂnn:;: belatad,
amply ropay thoss tod.
e —Merry I&ﬁ;‘ll_

T WAS almost the middie of the

moring when one of the Merry ‘Little '

Breezes of Old Mather West Wind re-
membered the - unshaken _nut trees In

i the | @reen:  Ferests reminfled thel ..

other Merry Little "Breezes. Instantly
all stopped -playing on the Green
Meadows,

" “What shall we do?" eried ons in

dismay, “We should have shaken |.

those trees the very first thing this
‘morning. You know that is what Old
Mother West Wind told us to do.”

“We'll do it mow,"” declared the Merry
IAttie Breese who had remembered.
“There is nothing else for us to de.
‘Come on!"

Away raced the Merry Little Breaszes
strailght for the Green Forest, and. they,
were in such a hurry that they brushed
all the red and yellow leaves frem the
tops of tha maple trees as they passed

. and sent them fluttering down n all di-
rections. They would have liked to stay
and blow those beautiful red leaves and
vellow leaves about, but there wasn't
time. Y 1

So on they rushed straight te the
beech trees. There, waiting patiently,
were the Deer family and s Grouse
family and a few other timid people who
are fond of little, sweet brown heech-
nuts. And there, growling at each other
and in a very bad temper, were Bustesr
Bear, Mother Bear and the cubs, Boxer
and Woof-Wool.

The Merry Little Breezes understood,
and they wers sorry and ashamed that
they had kept these friends of theird
waiting, With a rush they seised the
branches of the beech jrees and shook
and shook and shook and sheok with all
their might. The little, sweet, brown
nuts flew out of their little husks and
rattled down through the branches and
tumbled and rolled among the leaves on
the ground. Back and forth rocked the
tops of the trees. Up apd down and
from sida to side flew the branches. The.
veliow-brown leaves flew off in clouds,
and by the time the Merry Litlle Breeses
e e —
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At Last ithe Merry Little Breezes Arrive

Heo, |

Happy Jack Squirrel scolded as fast
as his tobgue could go.

were 50 out of hrealh that they couldn't
ghake another branch there wasn't a
single little, sweel, brewn fiut left cling-
ing in its husk on ops of thoss beech
trees.. No, sir; there wasn't one,

Buster Bear had stopped growiing
Mother Bear had stopped grumbling,
Boxer and K Woof-Woof, the cubs, had
gtopped quazreling, All the bad temper
of the Bear family had vanigshed. Where
had it gone? Well, you might have
thought it had gone into the  Squirrel

tongue could go. Rusty the Fox Squlr-
rel scolded as fast as his tongue could
go. Chatterer the Red Squirrel—wall,
Chatterer scolded as fast as his two big
cousing together. You know Chatterer
is a famous scolder.

The truth is the 8Squirrel cousins
were the only omes- who were not
glad because of the coming of the
Merry Little Breezes. Before they had
all those little, sweet. brown nuts te
themselves ; now they must divide with
all who wanted a share, and it seemed
to them that that inciyded everybody in
the Green Forest. Of course it didn't,

But sitting up in those trees scolding
wpuldn't put any little. sweet, brown
beechnuts in their storehouses. Besides,
no one paid the least attention to thelr
scolding. So Happy Jack and Rausty
decided that If they wanted their share
the ‘only way to get it would be to join
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THAT WOMAN'S SiNGIN
WILL DRIVE ME DAFFY-
LLLFIX HER-TLL e '

GNE HER SOME. '
OF HER Owid.

"‘l Ml.'.t}s:,ng.

LIKES THIS

© 1921 ov 1nvy, Fearune Senvies, Inc. g
> e

| Lol =)

/

! .
' ° ;/g 3 Rt

e .m Rk
8 /‘ﬂ ‘
" -3 d

In Fact, the Man’s Wo "
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