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HERE'S AN ABSOLUTELY NEW WAY OF WELL,
READ THE STORY ABOUT "HER" TRIP
BY JANE WHITAKER

I knew just the moment V looked
ct her that she was lrom some

town, not from the
fashion of her clothes, though they
were quite a little different from pres-
ent Chicago styles, but from the
'dawn of a smile on her face, when
she saw me looking at her, that grad-
ually widened until her generous
mouth had completely revealed her
strong white teeth and her- - eyes
were twinkling in harmony.

It was such a good-natur- smile
of absolute confidence in humanity
that I laughed back at her, moved
nearer while she pushed the "folds of
her dress aside, and when I was very
close to her I asked, without thought:
"Visiting Chicago?"

She smiled again and vigorously
nodded her head up and down. From
under her hat with its red roses her
hair was the color of wheat; her face
was very plentifully sprinkled with
medium-size- d freckles and her small
nose d, while her chubby per-
son looked comfortably good-natur-

and as wholesome as newly-churn-

butter.
"Yes," she laughed. She laughed

more than she did anything else and
each time I had to straighten my
mouth lest I follow suit without any
apparent reason. "Yes, I am here
on a visit Don't you think it's great?
I just keep drawing in my breath
from the minute I got here 'til this
very second. Isn't it great? Oh my,
I'll talk about it to my dying day.

"You know," she shuffled herself
about, hitched one shoulder up, then
down, reached her finger and thumb
in an unconscious manner to the cor-
ner of her mouth and then con-
sciously took it away again, which
revealed to me the fact that she
chews straws at home "you know I
have never been in any city in my
whole hfe before.

"I always wanted to come, though.

I was born on a larm; we have forty
acres ourselves not very big, but
there aren't any boys in our lamily,
so my dad had to do the overseeing
all himself, so it's plenty and my
dad promised he'd let me come some-
time, but it just seemed he couldnt
manage it some way, and when
Bud" she stopped with her first

mannerism, and a warm
wave of red flooded her cheeks.
"Bud's only a nickname," she ex-
plained. "His real name is Bertram
and we're going to be married the
4th of September. He said if we got
married without me seeing a big city
I'd never be satisfied to settle down
and he don't care for cities. He's
been to New York, and he says he
couldn't get a fresh egg the whole
time he was there, and nobody would
let him sleep until midnight, and he's
got the farm anyway, to look after,
so he couldn't come. You know he's
got 60 acres all bf his own since his
pa died, and it's a lot of work, what
with the cattle .and everything, and
no woman on the place until we!re
married.

"Oh, where was I telling you? Yes,
I know. He told me I better go to
Chicago and visit some people that
used to live three miles from us, but
they sold their, place and come here
and they always wanted me to visit,
so he told me I better come and then
when I got back I could settle down,
so I'm visiting them. I'm going to
meet Mrs. Fisher, where you get off
the car at State street, and go
through some more of the stores.
Aren't they grand? Oh, dear, isn't
it the most wonderful thing to be in
a big city? I've been to the theater,
and to about fifty picture shows, and
to Lincoln park, and I saw the ani-

mals.
"And the lots of people! Isn't it

wonderful? When Bud told me he'd
give me the money to come to a big
city I just naturally thought I'd. lttw
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