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goose pim out on his
-lhmr“-_gnn. "“That's your job *nd you

“But T forgot IL," Ma admitted con-
tritely. ““nd they's been lots of burg-

:ln”mm' ‘round this neighborhood
alaly.™

‘o T. Pasr chaltered
diving for the biankets. “They ain't
nothin’ ‘round this dump a burgiard
earry off anyway ™

“IN nol wleep & wink with that doof
open." Ma announced firmly. “You've
Jumt got to get up ‘nd lock 11" .

“T've got (he lumbage now.” T. Pasr
shiversd pettishly. ™If you want 1t
loeked, padfidie down In the cold ‘nd lock
It yourselr ™

"1 will not.” Ma sald in alarm. "1
wouldn't go down In that dark houss for
% farm."

“It's all right for me to rum & chance
of pellln’ shot,” T. Pasr snapped. *“If
you den't think I'm cold, just feel my
feet.™

“Koep them off'n ma.” Ma commanded
hastily,. "You're coldern a chunk of
on ™

“Of cogrea I am.” T. Paer agresd, " 'nd
you askin' me td go down ‘nd get froge
clear Lhrough.*

“What's the use of us both getting
that war™ Ma ashed logicaily. "“Be-
sides it's a8 much your jJob to lock the
door as minae. You was through it last™

“Al right” T. Paer grumbled. “I'll
g0 down ‘nd fix it if you want to get up
‘s make musiard plasters when 1 get
& ehill In the middie of the night.”

“It won't ba the first timae I've done
" Ma smewered complacently. “Twve
naver rafuseq (o do Mthin’ for you
when you was sufferin’”

"I'm sufferin’ now' T. Paer groansd
a8 he put his bare feat gingarly on the
ool floor, “Go ahead 'nd be comforti-
abls whils [ freess to death.”

“Oh, daar!™ Ma called as her mutlar-
ing companion began to palter up the

slxirway agaln. “1 don't belleve 1
logked them PFrench doors on the back
porch thelther.”

“Oood. Tiord 1" T. Pasr axploded. “Is
they anything ¢lse loose that you can

o think of ™
“Well,” Ma answered uncertalnly, “the
serub woman was helping wash the win-
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wasn't tool dog gonned cold *
'a t & little excited mypelf,”
Paer flung at her. *It's a wonder
couldn’t of thought of all this before 1
my pants off*™

I think I'm going to have a chill”
Ma responded. “Thinking of burglars
ot my feét just like lce.”

“I hope you get chillblains,” T. Paer
chattered. *“You ain't even got the front
door locked."”
“I remember I was afraid it would
blow shut when I swept the porch,” Ma
Aoawered. “I'm sorry 1 forgot it.”

“Oh, that's all right,” T. Paer shouted
sardonically. *I'm o blamed cold now
to mind iL"

“Are you™ Ma asked hopefully. “Then
maybe you'd just as leave .fili the hot
waler botile. I don't believe I'll ever get
warm without iL"

“Well, for the love of Mike." T. Paer
stuttered. “Wouldn'L you like me to
maks you some hot soup while the wa-
ter's gotlin' hot?”

“No. thank you,” Ma answered grate-
Tully, “but you'd better hurry up befors
you catch a cold.”

“Cateh a cold? .T. Paer shouted up
the statrse. “If T ain't caught one Iit's
because I'm proof against "em.”

“Oh, my!” Ma sighed contentedly as
she propped her feet luxuriously against
tha hot water bag, “don"t that make you
fee! good™

“It does not,” T. Paer retorted as ha
doubled himself up Inte a shivering
knot. "It makes me feel llke a Blue-
beard.”

“Don’t: you want to put your feet on
itT™ Ma Invited hospitably. “IU'll warm
‘em up In a fiffy.”

“1 don’'t want ‘em warm.,” T. Paer re-
tortad stubbornly. "1 want ‘em to stoy
frose till you get good'nd warm.”

“What a funny d tion,” Ma ob-
served sleepily. =1 n't see what you
want ao punish yourself like that for.”

“Bocause when you deo,” T. Paar
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warned her, “I'm goin’ to plant ‘em
right square In the middle of your
back.™

“Oh, well.,” Ma mumbied drowsily, “I'll
be asleep by that time nd wu.'t mind.”
“Can you beat ItT" T, Paer asked the
chattaring alarm Ctlock. “They ain't no
satisfaction in fussin’' at a woman no

dows today ‘'nd she leavesa ‘em unfas-

time.”

By Thoraton W. B
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MMY TIT the Chickades was fiit-
ing through the Oreen Forest to sec
what harm the great lce storm had done
*  and if all his friends had come safely
rough. The loa sverywhere waa very
g‘uﬁml ag It gligtened In the sunshine,
but Tommy had no thought for the
beauty of it. Fa could see nothing but
the torn and broken trees, and It fllled
him with sadness, for Tommy Tit dearly
loves the trees. No one does more than
doen this merry heartad little foathered
friend to care for the trees and keep
thm free from the Insects and worms
thst would destroy them.

Hs, as ho maw how his friends, the
trend, had suffered in the great lce storm
Tommy waa flllad with great sadness
and he was silent as he flitted from
tred la tree. Thiy was most unusual for
Tommy Tit. for even on the-gullest or
otldest day Tommy has to tell everybody
within hearing of ths gladneas In his
boart. He séema to think that Old
Molher Nature plaoesd him in the Great
World to earry & message of cheer and
gladnemm, and he always tries to do It

Presently his sharp little eyes sfled
Chatierer the Red Bquirrel sitting on
an red log and looking as if he
hd:..:'f‘rlcnd in thea world. At once
Tommy found his tongue.

“Dee, doa, dea! I'm glad to see you,
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vents clogging and irritation of the
the usual sadse of skin blem-

while tha Olntment soothes
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Tommy Tit Brings a Message

“Dee, dee, dee! I'm glad 10 see yon,
Chatterer”

Chatterer. 1 was afraid you might have
I;oen burt in that dreadful storm." said

Chatterer looked up, but in his eyes
Was only fear and something very like
déspair. . Tommy Tit saw it at once.
“Whit Is the matter, Chatterer? Are
You hurt after all?™ he asked anxiously.

Chatterer shook hls head. Tommy flit-
ted a little nearer and looked at Chat-
terer sharply with those bright little
@es of hia, Never before had he seen
Chatterer the Red Squirrel looking 1fke
this. There wasn't a pagticle of spirit In
him. He looked—well, he looked hope-
lesa. You khow he was hopeless,

“Dee, des, dee, chickaflee!" crlad
Tommy Tit cheerily. ““Fhis {§ dreadfu,
but it might have been worse. You m;ﬂt
have been killed by a falling tree. Yea,
indeed. it might have been much‘“worse.”

“l might as well have been killed,*
repllied (}-nlum. “as 16 starve to death,
and that ls what is going to happen to
ma if (his lce doean't melt quickly. 1
haven't a thing to eat and no way of
Fetung anything.”

“What's that?™ Tommy Tit looked sur-
prised ahd As If be were In doudbt that
he had understood. You see, he knew
Chatterer's thrift

Then Chatterer told him everything,
how some oné had taken all the séeds
and acorns and nuts in his largest atore-
house. and how all his other storehouses

g=t into. them, and how he couldn't climb |

the trees because of the ice. '
“I'll starve to death. That is what

will happen to me,” concluded Chatterer

“Dee, des, dee, nonsense!™ cried
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up in the Old Orchard. You are no
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worse off than a lot of othera. 1 would
slafve myself angd a great deal mors
quitkly than you, were it not for Farmer
Brown's Boy. But he knows what a
like this means 10 us, and the first
did this morning was to put out
all who need it
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CHAMBER ToO HAVE BANQURT
Baker, Jan. 20.—Upon the recom-
of Secretary Walter Men-

hospital in Tacoma to work with dis-
abled soldiers.

Baker, Jan. 30.—James H. McGuire, for
many years a resident of Baker county,
died at the hospital Wednesday night.
He was borm in Wisconsin dn 1859 and
had no known relatives

BRINGING UP FATHER

were so covered with ica tHat he couldnt | .
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you young apuliin
ﬂseunh‘m!‘”r::: asked. person did ways (To Be OCoutiswed Tomerrew)
“Oh, yes, she knew,” Helen told him. | yel
suppose she was delalned s0 I will| He waas still grinning a3 be closed the
;utah-inhugh-;l‘\u‘u mmwm&nd:t the bag- BO‘BQb
and where, find gage-roOm eRirance, slopped. .

m;’"un = e “Your.check, please.” the driver sald Ann

wwﬂrm of the doors. mbutm-‘:l‘:d&h?ﬂm “
lﬁh%?ﬂ-ﬂwﬁm op on the seat beside him |- Rossburg. Jan 30.—The first annusl
it drew up &t the curb, he deposited | Then, she had given him the ad- | sutomobdlle show opened at the Stats
Helen's bag in 1t and helped her to her | dress of the apartment house that was |armory here Thursday night Artisties
seat < m,mnmmmmmmmwm“
muwmmmmtmm s “hu-tm-mhhhm ...*.
mhm amazement. ¥ ﬁthﬂ.m M‘ﬂgwm'
Oh, you don't go there with me?™ | Here, as in Slatesville when played throughout evening. The
Helen asked, again assalled aYain-1it was raining. The wet aaphalt re-)state motor vehicle department malne
ful timidity. £ flected thousands of lights ang fNashing tained a booth. &
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REALLY-DUKE '™

THE DUKE - SHE'S <OT ANOTHER
THINK!
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ABIE THE AGENT

| PHOOY, HERE COMES THAT

THINK T BUBN YNoW HIM!
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