
THE CUSTOM OF THE COUNTRY
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„^,i'''"''«8"P''i"8«''"dy." Hchowedher

"Oh, dear I" pouted DLvie, yankinn at the «
^ctant pack.ho„e. "I just Lj^Vt "

Mortjer mean, we 1. but she', a New Yorker and—well, I hope she', .ati.fiedl"
Ye., I hope .0 too," added Bowie.. "I never

"No, I don't," answered Dixie May. "And Idon't care, either," she added, glancing across ah.m with dear-seeing eyes. "I always knew yous thVSr '"'-''" -''"•-"^ -«"
She dismounted quickly as she spoke, andBowie, dropped off to help. Then. after'tJe rop".

dl^'s thXo";l*^^-*-^
^''--

"Mr. Bowles." began Dixie, leaning one arm

"LntV."^
'"^ '°°''"« thoughtfully awa"

pel alady to apologize to you. would you?"

zhrmeJh°'
"r?^«'''."ly "Of" gasped Bowie.,

alarmed by a mistmess in her eyes

fo'^r 'f ^''"'^ ^hat you're going away

"Oh. my dear Miss leel" protested Bowles.
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