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s LV OU can’t tell me,” T. Paer declared |
positively, “that they ain't nothin’ |
in A name.”

“l1 sin‘t trying to, wm 17 Ma retorted.
What's on your conscience this time ™"

“Nothin' a-tall,” T. Paer assured her.
but T Just got to thinkin® about Mnﬂ%
Luther 'nd them other old reformers he
used to traln with. ™

“You must of been doing somelhing
you oughin't,” Ma said thoughtfully, “or |
you wouldn't be thinking about preachers |
‘nd religion.” 3

“No, | been behavin',” T. Fasr boasted,
but I couldn't help thinkin' how Martin|
Luther used to holler about eternal hell

1 fire'n damnation.” |
_Well, what of 7 Ma questionsd
He aln't hollering about It pow, is he ™

Not so far as I know, bul Luther
Mahone ‘nd a lot of the preachers In
town're doin’ IL"” T. Paer answered. I
Fuesn. maybe Luther must be kin Lo|
Martin ‘nd inherited mome of hia Ideas™ |

"It meemas to me 1've heard of that |
fellah,” Ma reflected, “Didn’t he use to
Le in the legialature or something ™

“He waa” T. I'ner answered “"Most
averybody lhat was around the legisla-
ture In 1209 remembers Luther ‘nd what
A awful time he had votin' for senator
that year, "

“I thought 1t sounded like Lhe same
fellah.” Ma said, “but what's the malter
with him now ™

“He's hollerin® about the school Kidn|
Eoin’ to dances.” T. I"aer explained

-4 "Lather says they're toddlin' straight for
perdition to the tune of a juzs band.”

“Well,” Ma mused, I don't know about
Inat, but | ain't sure It don’t take thelr
mind off'n thalr studies to be golng te
dancea all the time

I guess their minds ain’'t satuek to their

. studies o tight it's vary hard to pry
*m loose.” T. Pasr anawered, “but If |
knew when Lather'n the rest wans goln
to ark the achool board to put the kibosh
o the kide' dances 1'd go up 'nd wug-|
geat A amendment

"Would you™ Ma asked. “What sort
of & amendment would you suggest?’

Well, Luther ‘'nd the rest says the
dances ain't elean 'nd sanitary,” T. Paer
expinined, “nda | got a scheme to fix
that up all right "

I don’t doubt 11, Ma smiled. “What's
tha schema ™"

Why.” T. Paer answered, “T'd have
tha girla all wear nurses’ uniforms 'nd
tha boys them aprons llks doctoras o
operations In., ‘nd have all of ‘e wear|
rubber glovea

“They don’'t have masquerades AVery

time," Ma objected, “"What's the idea 7

Well, | don’t see how,” T. Paer in-

"‘ slatod, “If they wan all togged ou! like
that whera any of ‘em could get in.

| they dress, but the way they dance.”

“You're talking foolishness,” Ma told
him. “Luther ain't objecting to the way

“l aln't done yet,” T. Pasr argued. *I'd
move to make all the girls wear barbed
wire sashes ‘'nd then even Luther could
find somethin® to holler over."”

“Barbed wire sashes,” Ma said in sur-
prise. “What on earth’'d they be for™'

“If the girls wore ‘em they wouldn't
bo much cuddlin’ while they danced™ T.
Pner grinned, “not very many fellahs'd
tr¥ " to hang on very tight with them
sashes gougin' into their arms.”

“I1t'd 'be awful hard on their dresses’”
Ma objected. ‘The splkes'd wear holes
In "em in no time."

“Na they wouldn't.” T. Paer contra-
dicted. ““They'd wear the wire over them
wide gole leather bells like the broncho
Lusters wear g the Pendleton Round-
Up.™

“They'd look fine all trussed up like
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thal.,” Ma mald sarcastically, *““What
girl'd want to wear such a rig?

“None of ‘em,” T. Paer admitted
frunkly, ‘“bBut we got to surround ‘em
with every protection from the tempta-
tions of a big city.”

“For the life of me 1 can't see what
they're making so much fuss about"
Ma remarked. I don't think dancing
ever hurt me any.”

"Oh, well,” T, Paer grinned, “‘you've
always did mosl of your dancin’ with me
‘'nd 1 aint no he vamp."

"1 got a memory.” Ma maid Eweetly.
“I guess you don't want to dig up no old |
arguments do you™' i

“I's gettin® Iate,” T. Paer evaded.
“Maybe we'd hetter put it off Lill some
Bunday mornin’ when we can take a
whole dasy to 11"

"Hult yoursell.” Ma smiled, “'but I can
make my talk in less'n a day.”

"You must be tired” T. Paer said
amiably., “but we're gettin' away from
Luther ™

“Well, it's always seemed to me” Ma
observed, “lhat most young folks ain't
trying to do wrong half as much as
some people think they do.”

“What 1 think,” T. Paer contended.
“ia that If Luther'n the rest of ‘em's
work as hard to help the kids dance
right as they do to keep ‘em from

——

All Is Not Hooch That Knocks You Flat*

dancin’ wrong in a littlea while they
wculdrd't have any reaeon to holler at
all.r

“Why.,” said MA, “girls danced way
buck when Moses was leadin’® his people
out'n EgypL"”

“That was B. " T. Paer replied,
“'nd thevy'll be doin’ It I. H., too"

YL H." Ma repeated, “what does that
stand for®

“In Heaven,” T. Paer grinned. “so

fected miuch ™

Black Pussy Gets a Fright

Ry Thornton ., W. Burgess
MHea jomgost lives who runs away
When danger lurks besile the way .
—Black Mumsy

LD MAN COYOTE had begun to
think that he would ba abla 10
spend the winter under thatl stack of
ystraw In Farmer Brown's barnyard
without being found out. Thera wore |
times when ha was temipted 1o be care- |
' loss. But he wasn't You gee, that was
tog fine a place to run the risk of being !
found oul Several times he fright
thad Bowser the Hound away from a
good meal and ate It himself, but always
h§ was careful to make sure that neither
Farmer Brown nor Farmer Brown's Boy
wihks anywhero about and that Mrs,
Brown was In the house.

Yea, Old Man Coyote was .nprrdm:‘
one of the pleasantent winters he could

remember. There were satil) times when |
he¢ went hungry, bul on the whole he |

was getting a very good living.

When- |

o Mmaks =

Then ona
pyole was
Blacek Mussy
want one to

Rlack Pusey

fun of catehing

fver there wan fresh snow
ehow his tracks
Farmer Browrs  Hq

wie

that would

he kept away (rom

far too clever

‘h A& mistuke na to leave
racks that would give his secrot away

morning, while Old Man
aslecp under the slraw,

tha (at
head to hunt for a

took 1t Into her

Mouse, S8ha didn't
ral She Just wanted the

one, [n

ir. you know,

& & born hunter, Noth-
¥ much pleasure

ing glvea her qulte

we'd just as well gel used to it before
we got thare, ™

S0 she slipped out of the barn and
i stole safely over to the stack of
hay.

Then, curitpsity proving too much for
her, she poked her head in,

Right away she caught a scent that
made her almost turn & back somer-
sault in her haste to get away. She
| knew that scent. Once, in the Green
Forest., she had been chased up a tree
by & creature with just that scent. With
every halr on her tall standing on end
g0 thut her tall looked to be three times

ABIE THE AGENT

Abie_lsn’t Exaggerating a Bit |

bahind the grain hine.  But all her huni-
Ing amd walching was in vain. Either
the Rats and the Mice had been out all
night and were now sleeping, or clse
they know that she was about and were
Kéeping quiet

Al last she thought of the ptack of
wiraw out In the barnvarsd Moure than
once she had msurprised a venturesome
Mouse around that stack. So s

slinnad
Ips
outl of the barn and stole sofily. N eTY
softly, over 1o the stack of stran Then
she began to creep around (1, listening

for the tiniest rustie which might mean
a Mouse, smelling at every little opening
under the straw

AL last she came to an opening she

salrabce 10 A passage under the siack
Black Fussy didn’'t know what to make
of i1, Tor It was big. blg enough for
HBowser tha Hound (o have crawied

the house.

as big as usual. Black Pussy raced for

as hunting Alttle people smaller than

1 heraell
First she wen! 1o the barn She vis-
Itel wll ¢he placos where she had ever
found signs of Hats and Mice, Sho went
up In the haymow and watched from !

" naver had found before. 1t was the |

through Black Puasy ecouldn't under-
J StAnRd It in the least For a while she

erovched just to one side, watching |1
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Farmer Brown's Boy happened to
come vut of the barn just then and saw
{ her. “Now, what can have scared Black
Pusey like that?’ mald he to himself.
| "8he acts as If there Is a strange dog
about. She came from over by that
sirawstack, TI'l] look about and eee if
[ cun find out what has frightened her

=0

tle went all around the stack and,
| of course, saw no one. There wasn't
any strange dog. There wasn't any-
thing or anybody to have caused Black
Mussy to run Ilke that. Once more
Farmer Brown's Boy started around that
[stack of straw and this time he was
looking at the stack itself. It had
popped Into his head that perhaps Black
Pussy might have found someone hiding
under that siraw,

(Copyright, 1022, by T. W. Burgem)

| The next story: Old Man Coyote's
Secret Is Out.”

(Copyright, 1922, by Internatiomal Festure
Berviee,

Ine.)
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Seattle Proffers

Concessions to Get
Yakima Wool Trade

| Yakima, Wash., Jan. 14.—A delegation
| of Seattls business men in conferences
| with Washington wool growers here
today proposed the financing of a wool
warchousing” plant at Seattle. If Yak-
ima valley and other Washington wool
?l’l"nl\'\r! will ship their wool there, the
Seattie men will pledge $2.500,000 in
loans on wool! warehouse recaipts, 100.
000 square feet on the docks for wool
storage and space for 20,000 tons of cold
storage’ for mutton,

A wool growers’ committee will go
to Seattle to Investigate the propesition.

Yakima valley wool growers who have
lb«vn sending wool to Portland for ware-

housing and shipment are opposing the
Beattle proposition.

Dead Man Pilots Car
Two Blocks in Fog

|  Tacoma, Jan. 4.—(U. P.)—A dense
| fog. which has hung over Tacoma for
thres days. claimed its first death last
|m¢hr. Albert A, Schmidl, 60, who was
found dead in his car. is belleved to
have died from a weak heart. ALETA-
vated by the fog. Tracks on the pave-
ment showed, police declared. that he

LDOUS LIKE WERE GOWE
HANE A BUSY DAY =

(Copyrighs, 1022, by International Festurs

Barvics, Inc )

plloted the car for more than twe biocks
after his death.

M AUNT'S VISITWY
OuUR HOUSE AN 1
QOTTA GO WONE AD
MnD TTHE BoARY =

1 GOYYA Go AT

| (Copyrigbt, 1922, by lutermational Festure
Bervice
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