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PFAER smoothed the evening paper
» out across hia knee, transferring
its wrinkles to his thoughtful brow.

“Blamed If I can see the use of I1t,”
ha muttered half to himself. “I can't for
the life of me™

“What's It?™ Ma asked calmly from
her firesMdes nook, “I ean't give you any
information unlesa you speak plainer'n
that"

“l dom't kmow's you could anyway,”
T. Pasr retorted. “But T ecan't get it
inte my noodis why they've got to have
4o awful much conversation in so many
languages about this disarmin' busi-
nesa.”

“l guess they got to talk things over,”
Ma mald, "How're they going to know
what they want to do if they don't talk
about it7™

“They know what they want to do,”
T. FPaer answered, “Every man jack of
‘*m oould tell that with thelr hands tled
behind ‘em, even the Frenchmen 'nd the
Itallans.”

“What do they want to do then, If
you're so smart?™ Ma asked. I 'spose
Yo ugot It all figgered out.”

“I wsure have,” T. Paer answered
aqulckly, "“"What they wani's to stop
spendin’ mowey for armies ‘nd navies
&ln't U™

“That's what the paper saya™ Ma ad-
mitled, “but you can't always tell what
these politicians’'re up to by whal's in
Uw papers™

“That ain't the paper’'s fault.,” T. Paer
stated. “It's becauss the politicians say
one think ‘nd mean three othera™

“1 ain't acumin’ thes gapers,” Ma an-
swered, “but they's a lot of politiclana
AL that meeting back at Washington
aln‘t them ™

“The foxiest that they make ‘em.,” T.
Paer anawerod. “And of 'em could talk

A Wwrist walch out of the right time of

day If 4 didn’t hide It'd face 'nd keep
Boin’."

"Well then,” Ma smilad, "I guess that
ADFwars your gquestion don't 1t™

“Huh™ T. Paer grunted, “How does
nr

“If they're all such good politicians
how'd you expect ‘em Lo Eet together
without making a few remarks?™ Ma
axked. “They'd just simply have to
talk or blow up *nd adjourn.”™

“But what good does It do to talk?™
T Pasr persisted, "They've all Eot a
different lingo. Why don’t they let them
Intarpretar fellahs do the talkin' while
they just walk out ‘nd pile their hard-
were In a vacant lot 'nd forget (L™

“I have a idea.,” Ma answered, “that
each of ‘em's afraid to take off his gun
fret.”

“They might call In the chief of po-!'na things like that'

| If somebody’s start to kick up a row.”

Hes *nd have him frisk “em?™ T. Paer
suggesied, “That's be fair 'nd even up
weuldn't it

“It would,” Ma snswered, “unless the
sheriff was in cahoots with some of
rem.”

“Well,” T, Paer argusd, “The way to
disarm’s just to disarm, it looks to me
Sluff 'em off, belt~nd scabbard 'nd oss
‘em in the cistern 'nd forget 'em.”

“That'd be all right,” Ma sald, “If they
could find a cistern that was so deep
they couldn't fish ‘em out again: one
that was'nt in the back yard of any of
the fellahsa ™

“But dog gone it,” T. Paer swore,
“Il they're goin' o figger on fishin' ‘em
out they’s no use getun' good guns all
rusied up ‘ed havin' to ream ‘em -out
fresh 'nd get 'em olled up new.”

“Maybe.” Ma. sugrested. “that's what
they're talking about so much.”

“What?”' T. Paer asked.

“Tryin' to make sure that all of 'am’'re
willing to throw 'em out in the sage-
brush 'nd pot go hunting for ‘em when
the other fellahs’ve gone home,” Ma
answered. ‘It sounds reasonable don't
[ & old

“Spendin' all your pay check buyin’
guns ‘nd battleships ain't reasonable in
the first place,” T. Paer contended. “All
of the nations’d be better off if none of
‘em had any armies or any navies”

“] guess you're right” Ma conceded,
“but everybody'd be awful unprepared

“Well, If a couple of fellahs was lo
get Into a row 'nd didn't have any guns
or nothin’, 'nd had t otwist a club off'n
& oak grub before they could baste sach
other over the bean what'd be the most
natural thing for ‘em to do?™ T. Paer de-
manded. )

“Go hunt a ax” Ma suggested, "or
else a plece of cordwood or something."

“You're wrong,” T. Paer contended.
"They'd shake their fists 'nd cuss each
other first 'nd nine time out of ten that'd
be all they was to t"”

“But suppose they got too mad 'nd
went after the ax®™ Ma asked, “then
somebody’'d get chopped up wouldn't
they ™

“No,” T. Paer grinned, “thelr wives'd
sel 'em to cuttin’ kindlin’ ‘nd the next
morning’ both of 'em see what blamed
foois they'd been 'nd the fight'd be all
oft."

“But what's that got to do with this
Washington meeting”' Ma asked.

"Well,” T. Paer answered, *“if the
nation's spend more time doin' the chores

‘nd less time whettin' thelr ax by the
time they got thelir kindlin' cut they'd be
thinkin' more of suppern of war clubs

Blacky Drops a Hint

Ry Thornton W. Burgess

When you see another's danger
Warn him, though he be a siranger. -
~=Blacky the Crow

VERY day for a week & man came in. much astonished. “How does corn hap-

4 8 bon} to mcalter corn In the rushes
at a ocertaln point along the bank of
the Big River, and every day Blacky
the Crow watehed him and shook his
black head and talked to himself and
told himself that he didn't like it and
that he was wsure that it was for no
ool purpose, Sometimes Biacky
waltched from a distance and sometimes
he flew right over the man. But never

once did the man have a gun with him.

Every morning very sarly Blacky flaw
over there and every morning he found
Dusky the Black Duck and his flock in
the rashes und wild rice at that particu-
lar place, wnd he knew that they had
been there ull night, He knew that they
hiad come In there just at dusk the night

before to feast on the yellow corn the
man had scattered thers In the after
noon,

“it s mo business of mine what these
Ducks do,” muttered Blacky to himself,
"but as surely as my tall feathers are
biack something 1a golng to happen to
som#& of them one of these days. That
man may be fooling them, but he ian't
foollng me. Not a bit of it! He hasn't
had a gun with him once when I have
feen him, but just the same he Is a
hunter. [ feel it in my bones. He knows
those wmilly Ducks come In here every
night for that corn he puts out. He
knows that after they bave besn here
A few times and nothing has ffightaned
theam they will be so sure that it Is a
safe place that they will not be the leagt
bit suspicious. Then he will hide behind
those bushes he has placed close to the
edge of the water and wait for them
with his terrible gun. That is what he
will do or my name lan't Blacky."

Finally Blacky declded to drop a hint
to Dusky the Black Duck. So the naxt
merning. he stopped rfor a call. “Good-
morning.” sald he as Dusky swam In
just in front of him. *I hope you are
feeling as fine as you look™

“Quack, quack ' repled Dusky. “"When
Blacky the Crow flatters, he hopes to
Eain something. What is It this time 7™

“Not a thing,” replied Blacky. "On
my honor, not a thing. There is noth-
ing for me here, though there seems to
ba plenty for you and your relatives,
fo judge by the fact that I flad you In

this same place every morning, What
in t™
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“Corn,” replied Dusky In & low voice.
a8 If wfrald some one might overhear
him. "Nlice yellow corn.”

"Corn!" exclalmed Blacky, as if very

pen to be way over here In the water?

“Corn,” replied Ducky, in a low
volce, as if afrald someone might
overhear him.

Dusky shook his head. *“Don't ask
me, for I can't tell you,” said he. *1
havn't the least idea. All 1 know Is
that every evening when we arrive we
find it here. How it gets here 1 don't
know and, furthermore, I don't caré
It Is enough for me that it is here,™

“I've seen a man over hare every aft-
ernoon.” sald RBlacky. *“1 thought he
might be a hunter.'”

“Did he have a terrible gun?’ asked
Dusky, suspicioualy,

“No-0,” replied Blacky. *

““Then he isn't & hunter,” declared
Dusky, looking much relleved .

“But perhaps one of these days he will
have and will walt for you to come (n
for your dinner,” suggested Blacky “He
could hide behind these bushes, you
know *

“Nonsense,” retorted Dusky, tossing
his head “There hosn't been a =ign of
danger here since we have been here. I
know you, Blacky; you are Jedlous be-
cause we find plenty to eat here and
you find nothing. You are trying to
Soare us. "“But I'll tell you right now,
YOu can't scare us away from such splen-
did eating as we have had here. So,
there !"

(Copyright, 1921, by T W. Burgess)

The next story—"At Last Black 1Is
Sure.”

Wage Raise Refused;
Librarian Leaves

Medford, Nov. 16 —Refusal of the
library board to allow a contract for
three years at a salary of $2100 a year
has caused the resignation of Miss Clare
Vansant, librarian of the county library
here. Miss Vansant has been receiving

a salary of $1500 yearly and asked for a
$60 increase Miss E F, Woolsey, assist-

&nt under Miss Vansant, will be acting
librarian until the first of the year, when

A& librarian will be appointed. Miss
Blanch Lyman of Union Creek has beeg
appointed to serve as assistant librarian,

Arrested Man to Be
Brought to Portland

.
Bend, Nov. 18—C. I, Hampshire, ar-
rested In Redmond on a charge of send-

commissioner, and was taken (o

were preferred
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One More Guess Is All They Need.
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