be fore dinner’,
- She stops din her workk of scraping her precious pigs'
feet, and gives me a look of half astonishment, half withering
sepyn, lellie does not condescend o evoa reply to my "ugpoution,
but I réua in her fece her opinion of a woman who will go "galli—
ventin® about on & horse, when theres reol worlk to be done
in a rouse. So T run up to my room. Get out of my greasy duds,
on. am into a ‘fresh smelling pongaoe middge, riding britches and
coat, pull on my brown ;oathcr riding boots, a kid's tam for
nny heed and my Indion geily braded gountlets (which one of our
squnwa~--4we ad join an Indian reserve~--spexcitlly made for me’¥
and om ruaning downstoirs in short order, en rou#e through the

L] \

kitchen, and out through the garden and the barmyard to the

corral, vhere I knjw Silver Heels owaits meg AS

=

pass through
the kitchen, llellie inquires with elaborate Barcasm:
‘ TAin't you goin' to give me a hand with them pigs

fect?”

"I sho uld say I aint" T lough back. "Throw Tem out
Nellie'.

"The best part of the jigx"'grunts Tellie, "I1d 1like t5
gee me doin un thing so foolish and wasteful',

She stops her work long enough 0 examine me with

o critical and condemming eye. Divided sldrts are the proper gard .

for a respectable women is tie opinion of Nellie, and I have never
been able 40 co vince her that my coet and britches are just as

décent and far more comfortobleand certel nly better looking

than the Xhaki skirts thet have a nasty habit when you are on hors

horse of ascending to your knee with every Ir eeze that blows, and

o woman in the saddle as much as I am wv does not want to,be



