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The Tent-Lady’s Conquest of Youth|

BY HARRIET CROCKER LE ROY,

HE Tent-Lady Hved in a snow-white
T canvas tent among the tall eucalyp-

tus (rees on the slope of the gentlest,
greenest Hle hillslide in the world. Al
day long the leaf-shudows quivered and
danced upon the white walls and roof of
the Teni-Lady's home and all day and
night the sweei, spicy odors of the euea-
Iyptus trees found thefr healthful way
into the little dwelling. At night the
moon ghone whitely through the long
branches of the sheltering troes or sofl
darkness enfolded it protectingly.

The Tent-Lady had a Httle congh— just
a little tronblesome cough of which she
tried to take no notiee. Not even n box of
cough drops or the simallest, mildest bottle
of cough medieine conld have heen found
Inside the Tent-Lady's home, for she did
not belleve very much in medicine. She
had langhingly protested, but at last con-
gented, when anxions friends in the East
backed by the family doctor, had bundled
her off to California.

IMortunately she had come in time. The
little cough still hung on but was slowly
disappearing. The Tent-Lady's volce,
when she called ont cheerily to the pass-
ing school clifldren, was getting stronger
and clearer and one day they even heard
her singing to berself in a wonderfully
swoet little voles the gay, eatehy chorns
of some popular song.

S0 the school childeen loltered along
to school, seufMling thelr feet along the
sidewallk and Inoking hack over their
shoulders at (he Tent-Lady who stood In
the tent door polishing a tumbler with a
snowy towel and amiling at them.

The girls sald to one another that she
was “awfully dear” and the boys, after
the manner of Loye, didn't say anything
but jostled and puoched one  another
rudely off the sidewalk and looked over
their shonlders with non-committal eyes.

The Tent-Lady had been a school teach-
er bacl in Ohlo although the boys wonld
never have suspected her of 1, and she
did oot tell them. For boys, it is well
koewn, are perfectly sure that school
teachers, as a rule, are e  meanest,
hatefilest, dried up old malds In  the
wholae world! Although they know better
and often have a sneaking regard for one
of the despieed ¢lass I geems to be the
fashion among hoys Lo make believe they
think so whether they do or not,

Gradually—slowly but surely, the Tent-
Lady won the heart of every single hoy
and girl who pagsed her white tent be-
peath the tall cucalyptus Lrees on thelr
way to school, Litte by 1ittle, fust by
the magie of her smile and her happy
words of greeting shie made for hersell a
following.

But one Saturday morning she clinched
matters and settled the business for all
time. Surely the Tent-Lady understood to
the finger Lips and (oe nails that oft fn-
comprehensible creature—a  boy,  And
girlg, too, for that matter, but perhaps
not quite ga woll,

On this eventfal Saturday morning she
had called out a bright greeting to Petey
Smith, who was straggling homeward with
a pound of butter and a pareel of sausige
for breakfast.

“Just one minute, please,” called the
Tent-Lady, runnlng toward hin In her big
gingham all-over apron. "1 wander Iif you
enn tell me of any pliuce not far away
where I'd he allowed to make a fire and
ecooke my dinner. I'm just wild to go oul
ecamping today, but T don’t know where i
go. [ want to fry bacon on the end of a
willow switeh over the fire and romst po-
tatoes in the ashes and make coffee In a
Jard pall and cook ontons in a frying pan
and spread a newspaper on the ground
and all the good things on the newspaper
and—eat!"”

Potey Smith stared at her, He squeezed
the ponnd of butter tightly under one
arm and stuffed the sansage into Tis coat
pocket. He wanted all his Angors free
to point with.

“There's a dandy place over beyond
Temple stroet,”” he sald, "some of ua fel-
jows wont there once an® played Injun,
Won't nobody ¢arve if wo make a fire there
if we stomp it out when wa're through
with it."

The Tent-Lady laughed. “We?' she re-
peated, “Will you go too? My! My! I
thought 1'd have to go alone and T didn’l
want to. One person makes such an awful
small pienie, you know."”

Petoy Smith grinned and seratched one
bare sun-browned leg with the toes of his
other foot, "1 guess Jim aﬁnliEI'ﬁlln'd.llkl?
to ga along too,” he sald. “Him an’ me
was goin’ rabbit huntin' today 1_mt_ we ¢nn
give that up easy enough, Aln't a single
enttontale, just 'ackrabbits, where we was

i yway.'"

m!&ﬁtﬁ'n}u.m{ ' telt you,” said the Tent-
Lady briskly., “You round np a few boys
and girls— anyhody—und have them hring
something for the feast—anything—a loaf
of bread o a Mew potatoes or a dozen
doughnuts or something, and come along
hera about 10 p'clock, I be ready and
wo'll go over Lhere and be real savages
sire snongh, Not too many now, please,
Just a nice MWitle crowd,”

Petey 8mith moved off on willing foet,
“You bhet yon!" he called back and all
that the Tent-Ludy could see presently
wiz & confusion af corduroy pauts and
bare logs ag Petey Smith flew homeward.

To tell the truth the Tent-Lady was

lonely—lonely and a Hitle howesick. No
one had come to sea her, People who live
in a tent are not alwavs desirable ac-
quainlances, yon know—so much tubercu-
loslg, you see —and you don’t know fust
what kind of persons they are—and any-
way it bardly pars, don’'t you kuow, to
get aegualnted for they're only transients
after all—ana all the rest of it.

So the Tent-Lady was a little lonely-
Just a little. It becomes monotonous in
time 1o confine all one’s remarks to the
grocery boy, be he ever so friendly,

Long before 10 o'clack the eager guests
awrrived in a body, Petey Bmith, full of
importance, with & flour sack over his
shoulder half full of potatoes: Jim San-
derson with a can of salmon and no can
opener bwt hils trusty jJackknife; Fatty
Watson with a bakery etke erushed under
one fat arm: Serubby Plerce with a berry
ple already oozing erimson jnice through
the newspaper wrapping: Scrubby's small
slgter, Pearl, who had “tagged along,” he
disgustedly |nformed the other boys,
hearing a loaf of bread and her chom,
Gladys Donovan, who had al=o “tagged.”

The Tent-Lady welvomed them all and
in w short time the gay processlon started,
the hoys laden ke pack mules with tin
plates, cups, frying pan, baskets and
hoxes,

On the way the Fent-Lady and the girls
pieked up and earried every hit of wood
they came across and when they reached
the elump of encalypius trees over bevond
Temple street and deposited their burden
there was  goodly pile of fuel,

The boye, with wild whoops of Joy, seal.
tered-In search of more—all but Petey
Smith, who, under the Tent-Lady's in-
struetions, started to construet 4 wonder-
ful furnace of cobblestones on which to
holl coffec and set the frying pan.

It was n glorlous dinner, The Tent-
Lady in her Ulg all-aver apron kneil bes
fore the fire and buried the potatoes in
the hot ashes, fried the bacon and made
the eoffee, ably assisted by all-too-willing
handa,

The Tent-Lady would have made a good
genoral. Bhe st the two Hitle girls to
work spreading the newspapers on the
gross and arranging the tin dishes wiih
some semblance of order; kept Fatty Wat-
son eagerly stuffing in more fusl and eol-
oring his round face erimsor with his
exertfons and the heat; got Jim Sander-
son to open his can of sulmon and made
use of Sernbby Plerce az “general utility
man.” Not one hut was allowed to help
about that dinoer and at last iv wag ready
and they all edt down.

Why do baked beans warmed over in a
tin pabl taste better than any other way?
Why do strips of bacon, smoky and curly
from toasting on the end of a green
gwiteh over the flre taste hetier than In
i restanrant or hotel? And  why do
halked potatoes, too well done on one side
and & Httle rare on the other, taste more
deliclonsg than when served &t home in
the usual conventional way?

That was the beginning. Every Satur-
day the Tent-Lady and her bappy crowid
repeated the delightful performance. Sat-
urday morning work was done on Friday
after school, eondy money saved to spend
for “stuff to eook,” other boys smnggled
In and o glrl or two added until the Tent-
Lady declured a round dozen of them was
surely enongh.

And when school eloged for the Sum-
mer vacation and the handsome homes In
that sectlon elosed too, and the families
wenl (o the various Dheaches, envions
glances were sent toward the Tent-Lady's
Hrtde white tont and the poor vieh Loys
would gladly have stayed at home all
Suminer becanse it wis fun Lo go over the
Il and éamp out,

For they kept it np all Summer—the
Tont-Lady and her jolly crowd of wor-
shipers, By this time she had become
the rising and setting sun in every bhoy's
heart, while the girls told one anothey
ovar amd over agaln how sweet and
“dear” she was, :

By the Fourth of July when, firecrack-
ers and all, they sought the well-known
clump of eucalyptus teees and made
preparations. for a wonderful dinner in
honor of the day, every liast little bit of
the Tent-Lady's congh was gone. In fact
she had forgoiten how to congh. Her
langh was like a peal of silver sleigh
helle and she could lead the boys and
girls straight through a glee club song
without stopping once to clear her throaf,
And there were pink roses blooming in
her cheeks and she could run up the
stecpest little hills on the way to the
camping ground without even Petey
Smith's grimy paw to help her,

In September when school ve-opened
there was @ wonderful surpvise for the
sixth-grade boys and givls. There, af the
teacher's desk—sweet and happy-faced, in
the whitest of tallored shirtwaists and the
neatest of blue skirts stood—-the Tent-
Lady,

She langhed at their astonished faces.
“You dido't dream that | was a sckool
ma'am, did yon?'" she nshed.

After they had settled futo qniet and
wore sinring ab her with unbelieving eyes,
Petey Smith, in his new school suit and
pecktle, raised his hand.

“Have we got to goit onr campin' ont,
Saturdays?" he ashked, with his appealing
eyes fixed on the Tent-Lad)y's face,
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Ona conld have heard a pin drop, it was
#0 still In the schoolvoom.

“No, indeed,"” the Tent-Lady said, with
one of her flashing smiles, “son vouldn't
hire me to glve it up.”

Fatty Watson as by one accord, started
the class yell. The prineipal, passing along
the hali outside the door, stopped a mo-
ment. “Ratlier early to be giving the class
yell for a new Leacher,” he thought. But
the principal did not know.

And the next moment Petey Smith and
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