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Blue Sage Flat's
Infant Terrible
Helps the New
Schoolma'am to
Find Her Heart
Under Strange
Circumstances

HE brand new schoolma'am of
T Blue Sage Flat was In tears

frank, ignoble tears. The eleven
pupils—they had glways beon “schol-
ers” before—were straggling down
across the gray. gentle slopes in dif-
ferent dlrections, ealling bolsterously
each other in the exuberance of
young spirita released from the first
in the 1ltile house on
schoolma’am
the miserable

to

day's bondage
the fiat The
watched them through
blur that was threatening to blot out
the world in gensral, and wondered
how on earth she was ever going to
stand nine months of them-—and this.

A horrible panic wat all Inside her

Thosa youngsters had looked &t
her in hlank amazs# wheén sha put the
first orthographical tést to the pri-
mary class, which consisted of the
youngest two Balllies, and openly and
without permission teold her that
kuh-ah-tuh did not spell cat! Ths
eldest Crawford boy taformed her pa-
tiently (and with condescension) that
that feat was accomplished by =ee-nl-
They were a colosanl wall raised
her and bound together by
that quickest of all contoempts, that
of & child for a tescher whom It
thinks Incompetant. How on earth
was one going to break through that
with the newer methods? How was
shie golng to plerce the fog of igno-
rance lot looge upon them by thelr
former teachers who had, without &
doubt, grounded them in spelling by
letter Instead of sound!

It was incradiblp! And they wiped
thelr little noses frankiy on thair
sleaves. They drank from a commu-
pity dippar in the pail on thes porch
without regard for hygiens. They
stared at her open mouthed when she
told them, early in the day, that it
was not sanitary to borrow each
other's chewing gum.

So you can sgee, dear reader, that
the mew schoolma'zam of Biue Sage
Flat was 19, that she was a product
of normal, that =shs was f{ar—very
far—away from her native heath on
this forsaken fiat, mnd that this was
the first day of the first term of her
first school.

Therefors it is to be hoped you will
excuse her when I tell you that the
Jast straggler—the fat. square, bland-
faced Dinklemeir in its hood and
heavy ‘steckings, though tha time
was only Indian summer—had hardly
disappearad down over the slope Into
the fringe of sycamores about the
prairie stream that hedged the Flat
when she lald heor hesd down on her
unpainted, ancient desk and cried.

It was & pretty head, coversd with
thick brown hair that had Just
enough curl in it to make it stand up
and fluff, &nd there was a pinky
white neck below the filuff. There
were the tips of pink ears showing,
too. for this achoolma’am did not be-
lieve in hiding those necessary adorn-
ments entirely. Neither were her
sensible dark skirts gquite 50 short as
those ahe had seen back at home, nor
her neat blouse quite 8o low at the
neck as thosse ons met every day on
the stresats of the towns.

Score one mors for tha new taacher.

But now she had reached the jump-
ing off place of her courage and en-
durance, right now, at the first zet-
away of har race In the new life! It
had been coming all the nightmare
week she had been at Tom Atkins'
housa across the stream and down a
milee It had been started when she
laft her mother and all her friends in
the little Kansas town so far—so
frightfully far—away.

Trus, Mrs, Tom was kind and sym-
pathetie, not without a certain tact,
and the mile and & half walk through
the tall treas that spread along the
etream was more than delightful.
True, also, Blue Sage Fiat paid the
rrincely salary of $120 a month for a
teacher from “back emnst™ These
were assets. Buat the awful hunger of
loneliness and the facas of the elaven
whom she feared utterly were lia-
bilities that appailed her,

S0 she clinched her hands on the
desk’s edge and cried as shs had
longed to cry all that long week, with
walling sobs that cut the sflence un-
ashamed.

She was occupied completely and
did not hear tha soft thud of & horse's
hoofs on the untrodden sarth without,
so that the rider who approached
camé abreast of the open door with
an unobstructed view up tife mean
little nisle between the dosks to that
syoung brown head.

The rider, too, was voung. and he
hnd a cocksure face, roady to laugh
at & moment's notice. Also he had a
bet with two others of his ilk to meet
the schoolma'am first. He was alert
and a trifle overconfident as he rode
in neross the sage, for he knew good
and well that he had a. way with
women: but that firat glance into the
house sobered him complately.

He drew . rein and leansd sldewise
in his saddle, and his merry; dark
eves became distresgedly grave. This
was & pretty how-de-do. He had
heard all about Mizs Ransome. All
cow lads thereabouts bagd. He knew
she had brown halr, that her eyes
weors not bilue but gray, that she had
worn & brown tailored sult with low
shoas and =llk stockings, all topped
off by a saucy brown hat turned back
from her face and lined with brown
stitched pink.

He knew she was a pippin and &
peach and that Mrs. Tom had told
Slim Acres that shs was fond of
dancing and that she could play the
piano and sing all the latest songs.

S0 you can seé it was somewhat of
e poser to be handed a waliop 1iks the
spoctacle before him of tears and
honest to goodness sobs.

But it is to the oredit of the new-
comer that he forgot the disappoiant-

new

tee.
agalnst

ment In true snxjety and wondered
what on earth he could say to- turn
off tha showar. ¥He removed hiz wide
hat-—it was hisn best one, reserved for
his trips to. town mnd decorated by a
fahoy, spottaed nd—as a preliminary
precaution, and cleared his throat

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

Ths brown head lifted with & jerk
snd a convalaed fnce, streaked with
salt water, confronted him.

Twe baautiful wide, gray eyes—-
beautiful e&ven in thelr swollen and
discolored 1lds behind their swimming
tears—eatarsed at him in half-scared
astonishment. A trembling mouth
was parted over gendine pearly teeth.

“Of all _ things!™” snapped  Miss
Esther Ransome. “Do you apy on
people's privacy out here? Go away
from that door!”

Now it i= ane thing towgo trouba-
douring gayly up to a brand hew In-
tarest with a weather eye out for fu-
ture friendships, and guite another
to be aat ppon llke a toad snd A
caterpillnr and a4 worm. The fairly
good-flooking mouth of the young
man in the saddia shut with a snap
of ita own and an imitation sunset
drowned out his tan.

With slow Insolence he brushed the
rim of the gpxpensive sombrero, set It
back on his head at careful angle,
straightened up on his horde, and
rode sway. When he was well out of
sight bayond the poplar treea he
gpread an expressive hand palm down
and delivered hlmself softly of some
cholce and carefully-selected oaths.

*Not far mjne!" he finished de-
claivealy. “Good-night, nurse! Gat
nlong home, Pronto. Though dam'f I
know what I'll tell those long-legged
popinjays at th' bunkhouse.”

Pronto, eager eyed and shuffling,
told off the milea that lay between
the Blue SBage Fiat and the Lasy X In
all too short a time,

“Waell, Lothario, did yuh meet th'
little princess?” inquired Cuff Benson,
stopping half way to the water
trough with & wash basin in his hand.
“I noticé you come from that direc-
thon.™

“You notice too darn much,” an-
ewarad the rider pointedly. “Aln't
thers any other place to rida in that
direction but Bius Sage Flat?T

“Um,"” mused Cuff, rubbing his chin;
“peeved, ah™

He turned and ralsed a stentorian
call.

“Boya.," he ¥yelled, “here's Babe,
como in from th' Blue Sagd Flat with
& grouch stacked up s miis high.
Come see”

A half dozen cqwboye, all washed
up for supper. came promptly with
gimlet evyes ready to sesarch Babe's
“Innerds" shamelesaly.

But they had thelir trouble for thelir
pains. He undaddled and turned the
pony into the corral, grinnilng with
assumed good nature.

"What folks don't know won't hurt
‘em," he said, “an’ this bunch's pretty
8ll fired healthy.™

Baba Cutler rode mo more towanrd
jhe Blue Sago Flat. and he pald his
bet to Cuff and Sid Carroll with =
pansive readiness that did not escape
the Argus ayes of those worthles and
which roused in them a desire (o
know its reason.

But if Babs had
folitiad attempt to
ma'am, *there wera others who weora
more fortunate. Bid, for Instance,
who came home one day a weask liter
grinning fatuvousiy and full of the
echoolma'am's pralses,

"Gray eyes,” he stated positively,
“gray for sure—gray as smoke. An'
halr! Say, mamma! t's brown an’
curly an' thick as Silver's mane!"

“Look here,” Interrupted Charlle
Spikes. “why will yuh compare a lady
to that flea-bitten wkate of yours?"

At another time sunch referénce to
Silver, slim, willing. tough, and pretty
enough for any cowmin to straddle,
would have brought instant fight out
of his manter. Now, however, Sid
was too ful of his subject and passed
the insult over.

“An' th' Uttle neck under th* hair
is white, like a candle when it comes
out uh th' hox——*

“Yuh mnake me tired!" sald Babse
disgustadly. “There's a shade of pink
in her skin."

A great and Budden silence fell on
the group. They regarded the speak-
er gravely., Sld put beth hands on
bis hips. and leansd forward.

“Is—that—s0?" he inqulired drawl-
ingly. “An" where, and when, Lo-
thario, did wyou find that out? 1
thought vou'd nevear met har?

“Pald that bet pretty prompt, too
didn't he?" mome one elge wanted to
know. “Seemead Iindiffersnt, sort of."™

Babe spnapped the ash from his
clgaretle and walked away, but thae
bitck of his neck was red. Every ons
of the bunch behind him saw it. Back
one laid It wp as susplclous evidenca
of something untoward and dilscom-
fort, If possibié, of their mate.

And in the meantime Miss Esther
Ransome had, mestaphorically, shaken
her slim shoulders and gathered up
the rains of now life as 1f that
first terrible panic had nevsr been.
She was bullt of good stuff and had
Soon raliled her spiritusl resources.

She was already fitted Into Mrs.
Tom's modest housshold as ons of
the family. and the bsautiful walk
through the trees along tha satream
had ecast,its spell upon her. She had
conquered _the youngest Dinkelmelr
posltively, had coldly Informed ths
Crawford boy of hls colozsal igno®
rance in regard to the antiquated
value of Iletters as compared to
sounds, and had battered down thelr
wall of opposition like a soldier.
Therefore she was cool and collected
and was already feeling hersalf mis-
tress of her dastiny.

Bhe had aiso relegated the buckast
from the back Sitoop“to = shelf and
Instituted a system of Indlvidual
drinking oups by maans of some thick
paper, sclssors, and = bit of glue,
sltting up half a nlght at Mrs. Tom's
to aecomplish that egnd. Sha was
feeling that virtoous seif-satisfection
that comea with all oplift movements
when we are the uplifters.

Thosa thus eslovated don't sesm to
et tha same effect.

At any rate she waa that most da-
lsetable product of the whola world,
A young giri just beginning a life
work, for the first time salf-gupport-
ing, Interasted &n her perticular
sphore, and—the only ons of her pe-
cul'lar kind within a radius of many
man-Infested miles,

It was odd how many males riders
found it imperative to seek atraying
cattle in Blus Sage Flat—how unac-

il luck in hia
meet the mehool-

her

"youthful

countably thiraty they becams Just
abount the tims they reached tha seat
of learning. Half the rangeland knew
about thoesa Individnal, otllapsible;
brown paper drinklng cups befora twe
weoks The Laszy X knsw al] about
tham-—excapt Babe,

He displayed a ocold, not to sny
frozen, Indlfference to everything
conneoted with mental improvement,
a state of affalrs entirely foreign to
His former habltl

When Miss Hansome had bean &
month at the Flat cowland felt n sud-
den desire to dance. Dances waere few
and far between, but the urge to
ehake a fool seamed to taks the out-
flts simultancously, and word want
scurrying about the rancheas {hat they
weare %0 “coms ene, come all® to the
store at Blller's Crossroads, the time~
honered scene of all festivities for 40
YSATS. ]

Hsther rode bes!ds Mrs. Tom, and
her gray oyes were bright as the
stars themuslyes, And you may well
believe that there werée masked bat-
tertes on ovea' slde ag she entered
the long room dof the store. Comely
matrons with thelr offspring in rows
beside them, buxom girla In ruffies
and ribbonse, thelr natural cheeks n
trifie too bright, thelir Tigures a bit
too sturdy for extrems grace, but
yvoung and sweet withal,' viewad her
with eyes as sharp as noedles.

“She's got on brown again,” they
opined. "It's crepe ds chine, ain’t {27
An' it's trimmed with coral My, ain't
it & swell combination!™

“She doea her bsir 1llke & bob—
rolled under, ain't it, Lizzie? Curly
—'tis 80."

“Yes, an’ jher slippers are brown
satin, an' land sakes, thers’s & run in
one of her stockin's! Clear up th'
eide, 1 d0 declars! Great goodness—
there's ons In th' other one, tool!”

*No! Lizzie, are you sure? Aln't It
one of them eclock things thy're put-
tin' in the stockin's now—there's a
little arrowhead at top.”

A sigh of relief followad as it was
dlscovered that the damning runs
were cloocks and no mistake.

Taken sltogether the new school-
ma'am was a8 different from the gen-
eral ran of her mex prassant as sn ex-
gpisite autumn leag is different from
a plush-covered platform rocker,

At first glance she seemed dlsap-
pointingly plain in her =lim. trim
éress of brown with its slight touches
of coral, her 1'ttle slaek head with Its
rolled-under hailr. Then, as llively
maseciling eyes took her in avidly,
theare waa something different about
her—yes, that was it, differant, They
didn't know what, but it was there,
a difference.

And how awest
she was!

Those who had nonchalantly passed
through the Blue Sage Flat and
“kneaw her wall” presented themselves
with bows and sorapes, to be aceepted
one and &ll for a waltx or one-step.
The glrl found herself ewamped with
partners, The Lazy X wWis lurge and
prominent on the list—there almost
to A mamn '

“Great Scott, Babe, if you don't
hurry,” warned Sid, “you won't gst a
chance bhefore moraing!”™

"“Why," drawled Babe coolly, "1
don't know's I careé a—whole"lot.”

“Eh? BSay, wise boy, you losin" your
mind? Aln't no one dled an' left yuh
a legauay, ™

and approachable

have they?

But Babs was already bowing elab-
crately before a bunch of blushes and
pink ribbons and didn’t ssem to hear.

This was o great dance. Lightsand
lanterns glowed In rivalry to the
faces the spaces of the
raftered roof gave back the “shuff
shufl” of ths gliding feet, and young
hearts beat high.

“Dearie,” beamed Mrs. Tom, “you've
got th' whola bunch lovoed! How
many times has Sid Carroll ast you?™

“"Five," gald the schoolma’am, mod-
estly. “He dances wall.”

“An' Bahes Cutler?”

“I don’t know." .

Now, she knew well tnat the tallest,
straightest; handsomest boy in the
liouse—the opne with the blackest
éyes and hair, the most Indefatigable
dancer—wpas Babe Cutler. Sid huid
seen to that—and that He did not ask
her for a single step. Sha knew also
that he had looked down the aisle of
the Bine Sage schoolhouss once to
behold her In Igmoble tears. Thers
had been, on sober second thought,
nothing coriminal in that. Any one
might ride by the Flat—in fact. how
many of thase youngsaters hadn't? But
thera was In her consclousness nn
uncomfortible sonse of shame for her
own hot words, and that was suffi-
clent to make her hold her head a
trifle higher when, she passed him on
the floor, to glve her an added ajr of
supeariority toward him,

As far as Babe waa concerned, thers
might have been no new girl In the
country. He just didn't see her, 50 to
speak. But you otan bet his com-
rades did, and took in all the signs.

“There'a somethin® happensd,™ Cufr
told a couple of the Lazy X boys: in
whisperad confab when the night was
half over. "“Never saw hls nlbs a0
plumb cold storaged In my life. Can't
tell me he ain't seen her bafore.” And
they went In solemn file to find him.

“Babe,” aald 8!d, “we're wise. You're
scared to ask her for a dance. Bet
y¥ou Bilver agalnst your Pronte you
don't dare”

Now, what healthy male of 24 sver
took anything like that?

Babe flushed and scowled

“If you're so all-fired smart™ he
said, introduce ma."

There was & crowd about Miss Ran-
some, A8 usual, but it fell apart for

‘the boys from the Lazy X, and when

the girl looked up she met the Bame
daric eyes ahe had scan before, though
they wera as distant as moona

For one heéady moment she meant
te refuse hils stiff jnvitation. Thén
her good senss triumphed, and when
the music struck up Babe found him-
salf drifting out with the littje figure
in his arms, lts silken feal a new in-
toxicant. Babes made soma rambling
rémark,. but heér reply was so cool
that he d4'd not repeat the affort, and
they danced out the number [n s
strained ellence.

“What on earth's th' matter with
Babe Cutler?’ Mrs, Tom wanted to
know as th rode home in the chilly
dawn. "“He only ast you once—an'
him th' greatest lady's man in all th*
country.”

But the schoolma’am w=as half
asleap and did not answer.

She was not so.far gone in dreamy
slumber, howover, that she could not
catch Mrs. Tom's gullsiess meaning
©f Babe's intentionsl alight, and bher

fnward soul stiffened with embar-
raszmant, She wishaa violantly that
she hnd refossad him, as she had at
first Intended.

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

Walt untll the naxt opportudity—
just so, 3

But no stuch mortification was going
on in tha breast of tha cowboy.

His grandlloquent renunciation of
the downward spread palm that day
st ths Flat sesmed, aince the dance,
somehow vague and unimportant

The feel of the Hille, sicak, brown-
cland body 'n the bénd of his arm had
filled Him with fautuous comparisons.
Wasn't a “skirt” in the country that
felt so—kind of light and stralght
and soft underneath, They weérae more
solld, those other girls: you could
grip them good and hearty and swing
them wide on the cornera. But this
=irl, now—holy smoks, yon couldn't
pull no rough stuff llke that on her.
Why. those little feet of hers wonld
aimply fly off the floor If you swung
her hard. You had to kind of loosen
up, let her turn harself, and follow
after—all sort of regpectful and at
your diktnhce. And that wonderful
soft, slippy feel or her—

The openly-sung pralses of the new
schoolma'am which greeted his ears
at the Lazy X mads him wenry. Hea
who wag supposed to be a connoissaur
on feminine charm smoked !n pained
aloofness and had no comment +to
make.

“A flne stab you made th’
Meht. Lothario,” they jeered. “Reg-
ular frozen face party. I bet wyou
rald ‘Good floor’ an’ she sald "Very'—
and you sald—"

*0, hell! sBa'd Babe. disgustedly.
“Afn't there nothin' inslde you poor
boobs' heads but wind? I'd tell a
fellal™

Miss Ransome walked along the
stream's edge. All the ireses wara
fiaming In thelr antumn livery. The
high skies of this pralrle country
wasre blue and clean, She felt peppy,
brisk and businesslike as she stepped
along. Life was on tiptosa nmow. No
more tanrs, no panic. The letters she
wrote home to that Kansas town
wers full of references to her work
and her methods, to her new friends
and her ldeas of uplift as applisd to
the outlying distriots. Tha eldest
Crawford boy trudged beside her, He
dld not have to come &0 far put of his
way, but thers was a devilish pertl-
nacity of antagonism in him that stil]
sent him argulng upon any sublect
khe tried to instill in him. Today It
had been the subject of wireless—and
the 1lad had doggedly stuck to bdis
query, “How ean you talk on & wire
if there ain't no wire? Huh!™

*“1 do wish, Henry, that you would
go home now. You are far past the
turnoff,” shes told him gently, bot
Henry persisted. He hung behind
mumbling &t Intervals about "no
wire”, and “numbakulls”

The teacher was busily thinking of
Ler monthly examinations and almost
foergot him. She was recalled vio-
lefitly by the boy's shrill squeak,
“—aln't 112

““lamn't.,' Henry,
what?

Just

other

not ‘ain’t’ Jsn't
Babe.

“What's

“"Cowboy from Lazy X
‘At's Babe, sure's shootin'!
be comin' this way for?"

The schoolma'am blushed furfously.
8he could have shaken the child. Lit-
tie pest! Anger rose In her llke a
tide. She glanced ahead down the
magic vista of lenfy floor beneath the
trees and beheld a common little
ranges horse, caparizonsd in eaddie
and rider.

However, this was Pronto, good as
gold and favorably spoken of wher-
ever cow horses wero mentioned here-
anbouts, and he carried hls dearly be-
loved master gayly forward at =a
canter. They did make & gallant
pletura had any cared to look for
beauty in them, for Baba was lean
and graceful and his blue shirt set
off hie dark eyes and the halr that
mhones black beneath the tipped som-
Erero’'s rim.

Nobody was looking, -‘however.

They stopped respectfully and the
hat came off.

“Howdy, Miss Ransoms” smiled
Babe as if thers had never been &
thought of coldness between them.

“How do you do, Mr.—ar—what did
they say vyour name was?™ asked
Miss Ransoms innocently. “I—think
I met you, didn't IT Bo maay, you
know—excnEe me”

“See here. Miss Ransome.,” ha said
frankly, “you're so swest an’ frisndly
with everybody else. Why won't you
be friends w'th me?"

Thete was open And boylsh yearn-
ing in Bube's wolce.

The gschpolma’am, being 12 afid fem-
fnine, caught the nots and In spits
of herself thrilled to it. That thrill
made har more angry with herself.

“¥Friends" she said with dign'ty,
"are peopl®s one can trust.,” though
how the remark applled to the situs-
tion shs 4ld@ not speciry.

“You could trust me.” swores Babe
sagerly. if somewhat diffidemtly; “if
{fdll wint Eoma ons to trust, why. I'm
a shinin' mark in that line. Cuff an'
Sid, why, wipn they want some one
to trust—really trust—they come to
me. On secrets I'm a Maxim sl-
lencer—"

“I have no secrets,” sald Miss Ran-
somé coldly.

“No,” hastened Babe, “of c<ourse
not. No really miece girl has—"

“Ah!” the gray eyes widensad and
shone balafully, “And yet you sug-
geast them to me?™ -

The cowhoy groaned. Could you
bent itT Wasn't bhe the poor fish
proper, always bungling!

“l beg your pardon,” he said, stiffly,
*“I dldn't mean—"

“Good nlght,” said the schoolma‘am,
and if thare was the slightast posaible
inflection on the second word she was
infocent of Intentional slang.

As she stepped oul to pass the little
borse and the tall boy standing bare-
headed besidea It there wa® a patter

anSwer that question ‘when his inam-
orfata frowns?

He would put out of his mind all
memory of light Iittle féel and a
slender, silken form. At the very
next danece a miracle happened.

Babe Cutler staved at home!

For the first time gdince he had ap-
peared on the horffon of that par-
ticular rangelind #0mis ss¥en yeéars
back as & stripling boy the bast
@ancer in the reglon was not present.

And it must ba =ald in justioe that
if the new glrl noticed hisg absence
ghe gave no visible sign. She nalled
down her former advantage with
morg smiles, more democratie kindll-
ness, and by dayllght she could have
had jJust aboul anything she dsked
for in that part of tha country—~from
the male hall of the population,

The Lazy X was lood [n Its adora-
tlon and lifted up its volos and sang.
This eulogy was drivel to Babe, veat
eéxquisitely Interasting

Ha smokad and listaned,

“White Lhis tlme, her dress was'

offerad Sid, "all softy like an® fine,
and she had a bow of ribbon, little
bit of ribbon, goldy ecolered, some-
whare undernéath Ia fromit. Shone
through.” :

Baba's right arm felt suddenly be-
reft. Hé was jeslous of that “soft
feel,” could have smitfen Sid for no-
ticing it :

Right thers BHabe Cutler met his
Waterloo, acknowledged hls defeat in
the lists of lova, He turned slekly
Ereen arcund thelips and got up and
left the idlotle group.

Yen, sir, he was In love.

Honesst to goodnass in Jove!

He knew it for truth. He'd heard
of this kind that took suddean, just a
ok, maybe, or a handclasp—not to
mearition & whole long dance number
—and wowie! you were a goner,

That wne [t Ho was a goner—he,
poor fixh, who only offended her every
timé hes opeaned his fool mouth!

Ha rode far that day on the boas’
business, but the boss’ buskiness suf-
fored. He passed fhree udbrandsd

Putty Faco # Ve shor

cnlves in Deep Coulee and nevar saw
them.

For the naxt two weeksn ths boy
was genoinely miserable. Then came
the electrié word flashing round the
tanches that Miss Ransoma, still keadt
on the uplift, was going to give &
pox supper at the schoolhouse on Blue
Sage Piat for the expreas purpose
of providing a lbrary for the use of
all the country?!

They all do this along In their first
or second terms,

Now, there was nothing In that good
neaws to phunge him into the nether-
most deptha of gloom, but It 4id o
plunge him.

“Geewhiilikine!” acclalmed Cuff,
spraklicg eyved. “Imagine th' Httle girl
on that there platform #«ilin’ th'
boxes]l Mistress of caremonien! An'
won't her box come high? Bay, boy!
I th' rewt feel like I do about i, she'll
just have to move a whale Carnegie
right outl hers, she'll have so much
monay to spend™

Babs rode far agaln, and Kis head
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Fortunes Are
Going Begging

Photoplay producers ready to pay big sums for
stories but can't get them. One big corporation
offers a novel test which is open to anyone

without charge.

Send for the Van Loan Ques-

tionnaire and test yourself in your own home.

SHORT time ago a Montana
housewife received a hand-
some check for a motion pic-

ture scenario. Six months before she
had never had the remotest idea of

writing for the screen.
seek the opportunity.
on her.

combing the country
for men and women
with story-telling abil-
ity.

This single incident
gives some idea of the
desperate situation of
the motion picture
companies. With mil-
lions of capital to work
with ; with magnificent
mechanical equipment,
the industry is in dan-
ger of complete paral-
ysis because the pub-
lic dem-ands better
stories—and the num-
ber of people who can
write those stories are
only a handful. It is

no longer a case of inviting new
writers; the motion picture industry
is literally reaching out in every direc-
It offers to every intelligent
man and woman—to you—the home
test which revealed unsuspected tal-
ent in this Montana housewife.
it has a fortune to give you if you

tion.

succeed.

Send for the Free Van Loan
Questionnaire

H. H. Van Loan, the celebrated photo-
playwright, is responsible for the invention
of the novel guestionnaire which has uncov-
ered hidden photodramatists in all walks of
life: With Malcolm McLean, formerly Pro-
fessor of short story writing at Northwest-
ern University, he hit upon the happy idea
of adapting the tests which were used in
the United States Army, and applying them

to this search for story-telling ability.

The results have been phenomenal.
the recent J. Parker Read Jr. competition
all three prizes amounting to $5000 weére
awarded to students of the Palmer Photo-
play Corporation, which is conducting this
search by means of the Van Loan ques-

tionnaire.

The experiment has gone far enough to
prove conclusively (1) that many people
who do.not at all suspect their ability can

It was thrust
She was literally hunted out
by a photoplay corporation which is

She did not

HESE are the leaders be-
hind the search for screen
writing talent. They form the
Advisory Council of the Palmer
Photoplay Corporation.
Thomas H. Ince
Thomas H. Ince Studios

Frank E. Woods
Chief Supervising Director
Fameous Players-Lasky Corp.
Rex Ingram
Director of “The Four Horse-
men of the Apocalypse.™
C. Gardner Sullivan
Author and Producer
Allan Dwan
Allan Dwan Productions
Lois Webber
Lois Webber Productions, Inc.
Rob Wagner
Author and Screen Authority.
James R. Quirk
Editor and Publisher, Photo-
play Magazine

And

write scenarios; and that (2) this
free questiopnaire does prove to the
man or woman who sends for it
whether he or she has ability enough
to warrant development.

An evening with this novel device
for self-examination is highly fas-
cinating as well as useful.
simple test applied in your own home.

It is a

Its record is held con-
fidential by the Cor-
poration.

The Palmer Photo-
play Corporation of-
fers you this free test
because

Scores of Screen
Stories Are Needed
by Producers

Scores of good stories
could be sold at once,
if they were available.
The Palmer Photoplay
Corporation exists first
of all to sell photoplays
to producers. Its Ed-
ucational Department
was organized for one
purpose and one only

—to develop screen writers whose
stories it can sell.

Look over the list of leaders in the mo-
tion picture industry who form its advisory
council. These leaders realize (1) that the
future of the screen drama is absolutely de-
pendent upon the discovery and training
of new writers, They realize (2) that writ-
ing ability and story-telling ability are two
entirely different gifts.

Only a few can

write; many can tell a story, and, with

over the land.

In

training, can tell it in scenario form. The
Palmer Photoplay Corporation is finding
these story tellers in homes and offices all

You Are Invited to Try;
Clip the Coupon

The whole purpose of this advertisement
is to invite readers of The Oregonian fo
take the Van Loan Questionnaire test.
you have read this page up to this point,
your interest is sufficient to warrant ad-
dressing the invitation to you directly.
all sincerity, and with the interests of the
motion picture industry at heart, the Pal-
mer Photoplay Corporation extends youn its
cordial invitation to try. Who can tell what
the reward may be in your case?

If

In

For your convenience the coupon is

printed on this page.
is free and your request for it incurs no
obligation on your part.

The questionnaire

of fast In tha dry Jeaves and 4 J6riS. ———' am cam - ——— —— — . — — ————— ——_— . — ——— ———— —

ive wolce behlnd.
“Yeah!" It jeered.
teacher! Teacher an' Babe!
#stuck on tsacher! Yah!”
Miss Ransome turned furlously,
"Henry,” ghe called [n cold anger,
“it you don't go stralight home I shall
punish yon tomorrow, very aeverely!™
"Gosh darn my loek!” said Babe
eavagely as he swung back on Pronto
and left that place on a run. “What
éo I want to hang around for, any-
way "
But that waes mors than ha could
answer. .
What yonn; has ever been able te

*“Bahbe Cutler an'
Babe's

PALMER PHOTOPLAY Corporation, Department of Education,

PLEASE send me, without cost

124 West 4th

or obligation on my part, your

questionnaire. 1 will answer

the questions in it and return

it to you for anmalysis. If I
pass the test, I am to receive

further information about your s

Course and Service.

St., Los Angeles, Cal.
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