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MISS PUTTY FACE By Vingie E. Roe

&

Blue Sage Flat's Infant Ternble
Helps the New Schoolma’am
to Find Her Heart Under

Strange Circumstances.
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So you ecan see, dear reader, that the new
pehonlmn'am of Blue Sage Flat was 10, that she
wius & product of normal, that she was far—very
far—away from her native heath on this for-
saken flat, and that this was the frst day of the
Arst term of her first school

Therefore it I8 to be hoped you will excuse
her when 1 tell you that the lust straggler—the
fat, square, bland faced Dinklemeir in its hood
and heavy stockings, though the time was only
Indlan summer—hnd hardly disappeared down
over the slope Into*the fringe of sycamores about
the prairie stream that hodged the Fiat, when
she luid her head down on her ynpainted, an-
cient desk and eried

It was a pretty heoad, covered with thick,
brown halr that had just enough curl in it to
make it stand up and Auff, and there was a
pinky white pack below the fluff. There were
the tips of pink ears showing, too, for this
schoolma'am did not believe in biding those
necessary adornments entirely, Nelther were
her sensible durk skirts quite so short as those
she had seen back at home, nor her neat blouse
quite o low at the neck as those one met every
day on the streels of the towns.

Score ons for the new teacher,

But now she had reached the jumping off
place of her courame and endurance, right now,
at the first getuway of her race In the new life!
1t had been coming all the nightmare week she
had been at Tom Atkins’ house across the stroam
and down a mile, It had been started when she
left her mother and all her friends in the little
Kansas town so far—so [rightfylly far—away.

True, Mrs. Tom was kind and symmpathetie,
not without a certain tact, and the mile and a

C haif waik through the tall trees that spread
smlong the stream was more than delightfull
Wrue, algo, Blue Sage Flat paid the princely sal-
arv o $120 & month for a teacher from “back
cast,” These were assets. But the awful hun-
ger of loneliness and the face of the 11 whom
~he feared utterly were liabilities that appalled
her.

So she clinched her hands on the desk's edge
and eried as she had longed to cry all that long
week, with walling soba that cut the silences
unashamed.

She was occupied completely and did not
hear the soft thud of a horse's hoofs on the yn.
trodden earth without, so that the rider who
approached came abreast of the open deor with
an unpbstructed view up the mean little aisle
Letween the desks to that young brown head.

The rider, top, wag young, and he had a
cocksure face, ready to laugh at a momenl's
notice, Also he had a bet with two others of his
fik to meet the schoolma'am firkt, Fe was alert
and a trifle overconfident as he rode in across
the sage, for he knew gond and well that he
had & way with women, but that first glance
inth the house sobered him complelely,

He draw rein and leaned sldewise in his sad-
die, and his merry, dark eyes becanme distress-
edly grave. This wus a pretty how-de-do. TIle
had heard all aAbout Miss Ransome, All cow lads
thereaboyts had, He knew she had brown hair,
that her eves wore not blue but gray, that she
had worn a brown iailored suit with low shoes
nnd silk stockings, all topped off by a saucy
brown hat turned back from her face and lined
with brown stitched pink.

He knew she wns a pippin and a peach and
ihat Mrs. Tom had told Slim Acres that she was
fond of dancing and that she could play the
plano and glng all the latest songe.

So yvou can g2e it was somewhat of a poser
to be handed & wallop like the spectacle here be.
fore him of tears and honest to gopdness sobs,

But it i8 to the credit of the newcomer that
he forgot the dizappeintment in true anxiety
znd wondered what on earth he could do to
turn oft the shower. He removed hia wide hat
—it was his best one, reserved for his trips to
town, and decorated by a fancy spotted band—
as a preliminary precaution, and cléared his
throat,

In just about two scconds he got the pep
all right.

The brown head lifted with a jerk and a
convulsed face, sireaked with salt water, con-
fronted him,

Two beautiful wide, gray eves-—beautiful
even in their swallen and discolored 1ids behind
their swimming tears—stared at him in half-
svared astonishment. A trembling mouth was
parted over genuine pearly teeth,

“0Of all things!" snapped Misz Esther Ran-
some. “Do you spy on people’s privacy out
here? Go away from thsat door!” ;

Now it is one thing to go troubadouring gay-
Iy up to a brand new interest with a weather
eye out for future friendships, and quite an.
other to be sat upon lHke a toad and a caterpil-
lar and a worm. The fairly good looking mouth
of the voung man in the saddle shut with a
snap of its own and an imitation sunset drowned
out his tan,

With slow insolence hie brushed the rim of
the expensive sombrero, set it back on his head
at careful angle, straightened up on his horse,
and rode away, When he was well out of =ight
heyond the poplar trees he spread an expressive
hand palm down and delivered himself softly
of gome choice and carefully selected oaths.

“Not for mine!™ he finished decisively,
"'Goodnight, nurse! Get along home, Pronto.
Though dam'f I knew what I'll tell those long-
legged popinjays at th' bunkhoyse.”

Pronto, eager-eyed and shuffing, told off the
mileg that Jay between the Blue Sage Flat and
the Lazy X in all too short a time.

“Well, Lothario, did yuh meet th' little prin.
rceas?” inquired Cuff Benson, stopping halfway
to the water trough with a wash basin in his
bamd, "I notice you come from that direction.”
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he said, ‘an’ this bdunch's pretty all fived
healthy,"

Babe Cutler rode no more toward the Blue
Sage Flat, and he paid his bet to Cufl and Sid
Carroll with a pensive readiness that did net
escape the Argus eyves of those worthies and
which rouged in them a desire to know its rea-
ron. .
But if Babe had ill luck in his initial attempt
to meet the schoolma'am, there were others who
were more fortunate. 8Sid, for Instance, who
came home one day a week later grinning fatu-
ously and full of the schoolma'am's pralses,

“Gray eyves,” he atated peneively, “gray for
sure—gray as smoke. An' hair! Say, mamma'
It's brown and curly an' thick as Silver’'s mane!”

“Look here,” Interrupted Charlie Splkes,
“why wili you compare a lady to that flea-bitten
skate of yours?

At another time such reference to Silver,
slim, willing, tough and pretty enough for any
cdwman to straddle, would have brought in-
slant fight out of his master,  Now, however,
Sid was too full of his subject and passed the
insult over,

“An' th' little neck under th' hair is white,
like a candle when it comes out uh th' box——"'

“Yuh make me tired!" =aid Babe disgustediy,
“There's & shade of pink in her skin"

A great and sudden silence fell on the
group. They regarded the speaker gravely, Sid
put both hands on his hips and leaned forward.

“ls—that—so?" he inquired drawiingly. “"An’
where, and when, Lotharlo, did you find that
out? I thought vou'd never met her?"

“Iald that bet pretty prompt, too, didn't
he?" some one else wanted (o know. “Seemed
Indifferent, sort of,"

Bub® snapped the ash from his cigaret and
walked away, but the back of his neck was red.
Every one of the bunch behind him saw it.
Each one laid It up as suspicious evidence of
something untoward to be unraveled In future
~—to the chagrin and discomfort, {f possible, of
their mate,

And in the meantime Miss Esther Ransome
had, metaphorically, ghaken lier glim shoulders
and gathered up the reins of her new life as if
that first terrible panic had never been, She was
built of good stuff and had soon rallied her spir-
itual resources,

She was already fitted into Mps, Tom's mod-
est household as one of the family, and the
beautiful walk through the trees along the
stream had cast its spell upon her. She had
conguered the youngest Dinkelmelr positively,
had coldly informed the Crawford boy of his
colossal lgnorance in regard to the antiquated
viilue of letlers as compared to sounds, and had
hattered down their wall of opposition like a
soldier. Therefora she was cool and ecollected
and was already feeling herself mistress of her
destiny.

She had also relegated the burket from the
back stoop to a shelf and instituted a system of
individual drinking eups by means of some thick
paper sclszors and a bit of glue, sitting up half
a night at Mrs. Tom's to accomplish that end.
Bhe was feeling that virtuous seif-satisfaction
that comes with all uplift movements when we
are the uplifters.

Those thus elevated don't seem to get the
same effect.

At any rate she was that most delectable
product of the whole world, a young girl just
beginning a life work, for the first time self-sup-
porting, interested in her particular sphere, and
—the only gne of her peculiar kind within a
radius of many man-infested miles,

It was odd how many male riders found it
imperative to seek straving cattle in Blue Sage
Flat—how unaccountably thirsty they bhecams
just about the time they reached the seat of
learning. Half the rangeland knew about those
Individual, collapsible, brown paper drinking
cups before two week=z. The Lazy X knew all
about them—except Babe.

He displayed a cold, not to =ay frozen. in-
difference to everyvthing connected with mental
improvement, a state of affairs entirely foreign
to his former habit.

When Miss Ransome had been a month at
the Flat, cowland felt a sudden desire to dance.
Dances were few and far between, but the urgs
to shake a foot seemed to take the outfits simul-
taneously, and word went scurrving about the
ranches that they were to “come one, come ail”
to the store at Biller's Crossroads, the time-hon-
oxed scene of all festivities for 40 years,

Esther rode beside Mrs. Tom, dnd her gray
£yes were bright as the stars themselyes. And
you may well believe that there wore masked
baiteries on every amlde as she entered the long
room of the stors. Comely matrons with their
offspring in rows beside them, buxom girls in
ruffies and ribbons, their natural cheeks a triflie
too bright, their figures a bit too sturdy for ex-
treme grace, but young and sweset withal, viewed
her with eyes as sharp as needles,

“She's got on brown again” they opined.
“It's crepe de chine, ain't it? An' it's trimmed
with coral. My, aint jt a swell conmbination’™

“She does her hair Iike a bob—rolled under,
ain’t it. Lizmie? Curly

tis go."
“Yes, an’ her slippars are brown satin, an’,

.
ranens®

fand sakes, there's a run in one of hor stockin's
Clear up the sgide, T do declare! Creat goodness
—there's gne in th' other one, too!”

“No, Lizzie, are you sure? Ain't it one of
them clock things they're puttin' in the stockin's
now—there's n little arrowhead at top.”

A sigh of relief followed as it was discovered
that the damning runs were clocks and no mis-
take

Taken altogether the new schoolma'am was
as different from ‘the general run of her sex
present as an exquisite autumn leaf is different
from a plush covered platform rocker,

At first glance she seamed disappointingly
plain in her elim, trim dress of brown with its
slight touches of coral, her little sletk head
with ita rolled-under hair. Then, as lively mas-
culine eves took her in avidly, there was some.
thing different about her—yes, that was it, dif-
ferent. They didn't know what, but it was there,
a difference,

And how sweet and approachable she was!

Those who had nonchalantly passed through
the Blue Sage Flat and “knew her well,” pre-
sented themselves with bows and scrapcs, to he
accepted one and all for a waltz or one-step.
The girl found herself swaniped with partnera.
The Lazy X was large and prominent on the
ligt—t{here almost to & man.

“"Great Ecolt, Babe, if vou don't hurry.”
warned £id, “vou won't get a chance hefore
morning!"

“Why," drawled Babe, coolly. I don't know's
T care a—whole lot,"

“EhT Say, wise hoyv, vi
Ain't no one died an' Jeft
they "

But Babe was already bowing elaborately
befora a bunch of hlushes and pink ribbhons and
didn't geem to hear.

This was a great dance. Tighis'and lanierns
glowed in rivalry fo the youthful faces, the
spaces of the raftered roof gave back the “shuft
shuff* of the gliding feet, and young hearts
beat high.

“Dearie,'' beamed Mrs, Tom, “vou've got th'
whole bunch locoed! How many times has Sid
Carroll ast you?"

"Five," eaid the schoolma‘'am modestly. "He
dances well.”

“An' Babe Cutler?”

“T don’t know."

Now, she knew well that the tallest, straight-
est. handsomesat boy in tha house—the one with
the blackest eves and halr, the most indefatig.
able dancer—was Babe Culler. 8id had seen
to that—and that he did not azk her for a single
step. She knew also that ha had looked down
the alsle of the Blue Sage schoplhouse once to
behold her in ignoble tears. There had been, on
sober second thought, nothing criminal in that.
Any one might ride by the Flat—in fact, how
many of these youngsters hadn't? But there
was In her consciousness an uncomfortahla
sense of shame for her own hot words, and that
was sufficient to make her hold her head a trifle
higher when she passed him on the floor, to give
her an added air of superiority toward him.

As far am Babe was concerned, thers might
have been no new girl in the country. He
just didn't see her, so to speak. But vou can
bet his comrades did, and took in all the signs.

“There's somethin’ happened,” Cuff told a
couple of the Lazy X boys in whispered confab
when the night was half over. “Never saw his
nibs so plumb cold storaged in my life. Can't
1ell me he ain't seen her before.”” And they
went in solemin fila to find him.

“Babe ' said Sid, "we're wise. You're scared
to ask her for & dance. Bel you Silver against
your Pronto you don’t dare.””

Now what healthy male of 24 ever took any-
thing like that?

Babe flushed and scowled,

*If you're =0 all-fired smart,” he sald, "intro-
duca me”

There was a crowd about Miss ®ansome, s
usual, but it fell apart for-the boys from the
Lazy X and when the girl looked up she met
the same dark eyes she had zeen before, though
they were as distant az moons.

For one heady moment sha meant to refuse
his stiff invitation. Then her good sense tri-

su login® your mind?
vuh a legacy, have

.

/
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umphed and when t... music struck up Babe
found himself drifting out with the little figure
i1 his arms, its silken feel & new iIntoxicant
Babe made gome rambling remark, but her reply
was g0 cool that he did not repeat the effort
and they danced out the number in & strained
silence,

“What one earth's th' matter with Babe Cul.
ler 7" Mrs. Tom wanted to know as they rods
home in the chilly dawn. "He only ast you
once—an' him th' greatest lady's man in all the
country.”

But the =choolma'am was half asleep and
did not answer,

She was not so far gone in dreamy slumber,
however, that she could not catch Mrs, Tom's
guileless meaning, of Babe's intentional slight,
and her inward soul stiffened with embarrass-
ment. 8le wished violently that she had re-
fuzed him, as #she had at first intended.

Why on earth hadn't she? Just why hadn't
the?

Wait until the next opporlunity—Jjust so.

But no such mortiNecation was golng on
the hreast of the cowboy,

His grandiloquent renunciation of the down-
ward spread palm that day at the Flat seemed,
rince the dance, somehow vague and unimpor-
lant,

The feel of the little, sleck, brown-clad body
in the bend of his arm had filled him with fatu-
vus comparigons. Wasn't a “skirt"” in the coun-
11y that felt so—kind of light and straight and
eaft underneath. They were more solid, those
other girls: you could grip them good and hearty
and swing them wide on the corners. But this
wirl, now=holy smoke, you couldn't pull no
rough stuff like that on her. Why, those littie
feet of hers would simply Ay off the floor if you
swung her hard, You had to kind of loogen up,
tel, her turn herself, and follow after-—all sort
et respectful and at your diftance. And that
wonderful soft, slippy feel of her

The openly sung praises of the new school-
ma'am which greeted his ears at the l.azy X
made him weary. He who was supposed to ha
a connoisseur on feminine charm smoked in
pained aloofness and had no comment to make,

“A fine siab you made th' other night, La-
thario,” they jeered. *‘Regular frozen face party.
1 bet you said ‘Good floor' an’' she said *Very'—
and you sald—"

“Oh, hell!” =aid Babe disgusiedly. "Ain't
there nothin' insfde you poor boobs' heads but
wind? 1'd tell a fella.”

Miss Ransome walked along the stream’s
edge. All the trees were flaming in their au.
tumn livery. The high s=kilss of this prairie
country wers blue and clear, E£he felt peppy,
brisk, and businesslike as she slepped along.
Life was on tiptoe now. No more tears, no panic.
The letters ghe wrote home to that Kansas town
were full of references to her work and her
methods, to her new friends and her ideas of
uplift as applied to the outlying districts. The
eldest Crawford boy {rudged beside her. He did
not have to come 8o far out of his way, but there
was a devilish pertinacity of antagonism in him
tnat still sent him arguing upon any subject she
tried to instill in him, Teoday It had been the
subject of wireless—and the lad had doggedly
stuck to his query, “How can you talk on a
wire if thers ain't no wire? Huh!"

“1 do wish, Henry, that you would go homs
row. You are far past tha turnoff" she told
him gently, but Henry persisted, He hung be-
hind mumbling at {Rtervals about “no wire” and
“numbskulls,”

The teacher was busily thinking of her
monthly examinations and almost forgot him.
She was recalled vielently by the boy's shrill
equeak, “"——ain't 7"

“*Isn't,) Henry not ‘ain’t, len't what?™

“Cowboy from Lazy X. Babo. "At's Babe,
sure's shootin'! What'a he comin’ this way for?"

The schoolma’am blushed furiously, 8he
could have shaken the child. Little peet! Anger
rose in her like a tide. She glanced ahead down
the magic vista of leafy floor beneath the trees
and beheld a commeon little range horee, caparis-
oned heavily in saddle and rider.

However, this was Pronte, good as gold and
favorably spolkien of wherever cow horses were
mentioned hereabouts, and he carried his dearly
beloved makter gayly forward at a canter. They
did make a gallant picturs had any cared tn
lock for beauly o them, for Babe was leagn and

m

“No one noticed the Crawford boy.
He was playing round the black
board with a pisce of chalk—inno-
cent childhood emusing itself.”

ceavefiul pnd hie blije shirt set off his dark eyes
and the halr that shone black beneath the tipped
sombrera’'s rim.

Nobody was looking, however,

They stopped respectfully and the hat came
off, ’
“Howdy, Miss Ransome,” smiled Babe as if
there had never been a thought of coldness be-
tween them.

“How do you do, Mri—er—what did they
say your name was?" asked Miss Ransame in-
nocently., *I—think I miet you, didn't 17 So
many, you know—excuse me."

“2oa here, Miss Ransome,” he said {rankly,
“yvou're so sweet and friendly with everybody
clke. Why won't you be friends with me?"

There was open and boyish yearning
Baba's volce.

The schoolma'am, being 19 and feminine,
caught the note and in apite of herself thrilled
to it, That thrill made her more angry with
lierself.

“Friends,” she said with dignity, "are people
one can trust,” though how the remark applied
to the situation she did not specify,

“You could trust me,” swore Eabe eagerly,
it somewhat diffidently; “if you want someone
to trust, why, I'm a shinin' mark in that line.
Cuff and Sid, why, when they want someone to
trust—really trust—they come {o me. On eec-
rets I'm a Maxim silencer "t

"I have no secrets,’” s&ald
coldly,

“No,"” hastened Babe,
really nice girl has d

“Ah!" the gray eyes widened and shone bale-
fullv. “And vet you suggest them to me?'

The cowhboy groaned, Could you beat it?
Wasn't ha the poor figh proper, alvays bun.
gling!

“T beg your pardon,” he said stiMy, “I didn’t
T eAN ="

“Cloodnight,! said the schoolma’am, and if
{here was the slightest poeaible inflection on the
second word she was innocent of intentional
=lang.

As she siepped out to pass the little horse
and the tall bov standing bareheaded beside it
there was a patter of feet in the dry leaves and
a darisive voice behind.

“Yah!"' it feered. “Babe Cutler an' (eacher!
Teacher an' Babe. Babe's stuck on teacher!
Yah!"

Miss Ransome turned furiously.

“Henry," she called in cold anger, “if you
don’t, go straight home I shall punish you to-
morrow, very gaverely!™

"Gosh darn my luck!" =ald Babe savagely nn
‘ha swung back on Pronto and left that place on
a run.  “What do I want to hang around for,
anyway ?"

But that was more than he could answer.

What youth has ever bheen able to answer
[hat question when inamorata frowns?

He would put out of his mind all memory
of light littla feet and a slender, silken form. At
the very next dance a miracle happened,

Fabe Cutler stayed at home!

For the first time since ha had appeared on
the horizon of thit particular rangeland some
eeven vears back as a stripling boy the best
dancer in the region was not present.

And it must be said in justice that If the new
girl noticed his absence she gave no visible sign.
She nailed down her former advantage with
more smiles, more democratic kindliness, and
by daylight sha could have had just about any-
thing she asked for in that part of the country—
from the mule half of the population,

The Lazy X was loud in lis adoration and
iifted up its voice and sang. This eulogy was
drivel 1o Babe, yet exquisitely interesting,

He =moked and listened.

“White this time her drezs wae" offered Sid,
“all gofty like an' fine, and =he had & bow of
ribbon, goldy colored, somewhersa underneath
in front. Shons through.”

Babe's right arm felt suddenly bereft. Hao
was jealous of that “soft feel,” could have smit-
ten Sid for noticing it.

Right there Baba Cutler met his Waterloo,
acknowledged hia defeat in the lists of love. He
wirned sickly green around the lips and got up
and left the idiotic group.

Yes, sir, he was in love,

Honest to goodness in love!

He knew it for truth! He'd heard of this
kKind that took sudden; just a look, maybe, or
2 handclasp—not to mention a whole lgng dance
pumber—and wowie! you were a4 goner,

in

Miza Ransome

"of courss not. No

Py

That was it He war & goner—nhe, paor fsh
who only offended her every time he opened his
fool meutl
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Aashing round the ranches that Misa liannome
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the express purpose of providing s library for
the use of all the country

They all do this along in thele Arst or recond
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eved, “lmagine th' Hitle girl on that there plat
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Could he go to that box supper?
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Nope,
INK Eray
They wer
wouldn't sea him If
stand that? o
Cuff and Bid, hoppin® aboul
ably have her box spotted,

No, #lr! He dug his spurs into Pronto need-
lensly and gasped wt his sudden leap. No, sir!
I{e'd stay at home again. Regular old hermit.

The night of the box supper was cold and
clear. There were stars above the rangeland,
the ereak of coming wagons, o fire in the school-
houke stove, and not room enough by half,

Howsver, svery door and window waws full of
faces, the compact benches that replaced the
seints a solld pack of humanity, '[lu'rn was the
ploasant hum of expectancy. There were neatly
combed and gula clad children in consplcuoun
evidence, The 11 had been drilled to a”man,
for there was to be a program

There wis & mouniain of
boxes on the platform,

What flutter of feminine
henches!

Whut edging in of prospective purchasers'

What scanning of fulr faces, as this or that
box went up, to eatch a hetraying blush!

It was all simple, genuine, happy.

Sid and Cuff and all the rest of the Lasy X
boyvs were there and on tiptoe, all, that is, but
one,

Out in the c¢old night, like a pariah beyond
the feant, sat that erstwhile carcless knight.
that most confident Lothario, Babe Cutler, his
leg over his saddle horn and his black eyes pen-
give with that sadness which ever atiends the
slckness of the heart called unrequitad love.

In his left breast pocket reposed something
which filled him alternately with pride and mis-
giving, which had causged him laborious daya
and sieepless nights—namely, & real, true loye
letter, and the best thing of its kind he eould
produce,

It was fine drawn, like a draftsman’s eleva-
tlon, on good paper, done with a Spencerian
pen. It had been copied and recopied, changed,
abridged, and amplified, a good 15 times,

It was poetic, with that subtls insinuation
and  referepce dear to a woman's heart,
thought {ts author; it was firm am strong with
a man's undying passion. Once read it must
find its maoark in the heart behind the soft brown
dress, or there was no truth in the old adage of
the brave and fair, “he who hesilales,’”” or any
of the rest.

Babe and opportunity sat in the dark and
waited—and tley were not be denied. Just be-
fore the pile of boxes was entirely gone one of
the Ballics, puffed with oratory, came out to
tnke a breath of air, Him Babe shamelessly
whistled off the step and man and boy held a
whispered confab which ended with the magioc
passing of silver, the gatin #lip of paper.

The die was cast,

Babe wet his lips, and leaving Pronto to
stand alone went to the least thickly fringed
window to watch the stealthy progress of his
plan.

Miss Ttansome was on the platform, her
rounded arms unlifted to the better display of
the box ghe held. What adorahle littla wrists!
What pink-tipped fingers! Babe's hungry black
eyves caressed them,

He saw the Baily boy edge up, innocently im-
portant, and stand in the crowd, tha tell-tale bit
cf white in his pudgy fingers,

“See!" cried Miss Ransome laughing, her
cheeks flushed, her gray eves sparkling, “the
biggest box yet! It has paper lace and one-two.
three-five rosea! What am I offered for this
one’?"

“Twd dollars!™

“Pwo Tifty!™

“Three!"”

“ione!' she said and reached for the mons,
an she leaned down Lo deliver. Just here ths
eldest Crawford boy's gimlet eyes caught the,
glint of a letter in his mate’'s small hand and
with the sweap of the bully snatched for it.

“And this!”™ called the schoolma'am, “pink
and plain, with a ribbon on top?”

“Five dollars!" cried 8Sid Carroll,
prophetic foreknowledge,

Fen!™ doubled Cuff and instantly a murmur
ran like fire among the bldders that this was
liers.

Soon Miss Ransome was all blushes, for thia
hox threatened to insult every one sold previous-
ly hy its arrogant expensiveness,

Outside in the night Babe Cutler clenched
his fiste and swallowed—he was past swearing—
for he gaw that little archfiend, the Crawford
boy, disappear in the crowd with the epistle!

The plain pink bex with the ribbon on top
was the last and sold to Sid Carroll for 337.
Fartners wera finding each other and settling
cn the benches for that most delectable event,
the “lap =supper.” The murmuring volces rose
to happy bedlam.

No one noticed the Crawford boy., He was
plaving round the blackboard with a piece of
chalk—innocent childhood amusing itself,

But presently a cowbhoy at the back of the
house with his maouth full of cake stopped chew-
ing to look. Some one noticed his absorbed face
and turned to loek also, To look was to start
and =oon the chattering mass on the benches
became guiet, a =ea of faces all turned one way,
for this is what they saw appearing in large,
roeund, childish script on the broad face of the
Mackboard: .

“Miss Putty Face, Dear Madam. 1 beg leavn
to speak. No longu can 1 keep silent. It ain’t
in the heait of man. Your tupping feet have
walked on my beait, and 1 aint like 1 was, 1
love you,

“I am as dust
Fleaso answu,

“Faithfully and obediently, EABE."”

The painstaking scribe was never to finish
that damning superscription. A whirlwind in
sombrero and bools leaped spectacularly over
the packed benches, scatiering cake and con-
tusion, and swept him aside. A panting, sweal-
ing. wild-eyed whirlwind whosa face was tragie,
and who turned af bay by the blackboard to
meet the general uprising of insult.

Foremost in the surge was Sid Carroll, his
vrstwhile mate, red with anger. =

“If you're meanin® Miss Ranzome by that
thera agper-a-sion,” gritted Sid, “vou've got t'
fght, an’ that right now.”

A blow follewed the words, and in 20 seer-
onds there was such & howling, Indignant frae.
for-all as the cow country had not staged fo*
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not? He did certainly want to go
1o

eyves that

recalled too vividly those widen-
day by the winding creek,
old and Nghtin® mad. Bhe just
he did go=und could ha
those grinning monkeys,
her-—-darn! Prob-

syre

paper covered

fnery along the
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with a

beneath those little feet.




