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"1 guess this town ain't big enough

for you!" sniffed Mrs. Tucker.
"How long since has it been a

'town'?" laughed Jennie Ames, a
slip of a girl with blue eyes that al-

ways seemed to be surprised or won-
dering, and fluffy yellow hair that
was always blowing about her face.

"Wal, it's bigger now than some
towns, if it ain't anything but a vil- -
lage," retorted the woman. "My, I
wouldn't go down there to New
York, not knowin' anybody, fer the
hull world!"

"I shall know Miss Kraft," pro-

tested Jennie.
"Huh!" exclaimed Mrs. Tucker,

"Miss Kraft is one of them sassiety
folks. I guess she won't have much
time fer fer "

"For me, you mean." The surprised
look gave way to a defiant gleam in
the blue eyes. "I am not going
down there to be in society. Miss
Kraft has found me a position and I
shall be too busy to be lonesome."

"Well, New York's an awful place
for you girls, an' I hope "

Mrs. Tucker had a way of paus-
ing before a momentous climax.
Jennie again supplied it

"You hope I won't go wrong,"
snapped the girl. "Well, I guess I
know enough not to get out of the
straight and narrow path. I've never
had anything all my life but nar-
row paths, and I ought to know one
when I see it."

An audible masculine chuckle just
inside the door of the store where
they were standing made Jennie
quickly take leave of Mrs. Tucker,
enter and pass rapidly to the" further
end. She saw it was Joe Burrows

i ,,fl laughed, but she did not let
iL . jw she saw him. Joe was the
son of i he proprietor, Seth Burrows,
a skinr v, shriveled, money-makin- g

machine who kept his sole heir very

carefully in line with the object of
his life. Joe worked the farm part
of the time, and helped in the gen-
eral supply store at intervals. Before
Joe's mother died she had stood by
her son in his desire for an educa-
tion, and so, much against the old
man's parsimonious ideas, Joe had
been allowed to go through the high
school m the neighboring town. His
taste for good reading was cultivated
in his spare hours, and Jennie being
somewhat like him in that respect,
a mutual attraction had grown up
between them. Then came Miss
Kraft to visit the Stevensons, who
lived in the most pretentious home in
the place. She was a settlement
worker in New York, and having ac-
cidentally met Jennie, she became in-
terested in her; anjd when the girl
told her of the necessity for finding
work and her desire to go to New
York to try to earn something, Miss
Kraft promised to see what she could
do. This, however, was not until she
had tried to dissuade her from leav-
ing home, i

"But," reasoned Jennie, "there
won't be any home pretty soon if I
can't find something to do. There's
just mother and me. She used to be
able to sew, but she's not so very
strong now, and the orchard that
used to help support us has failed for
two seasons."

Joe had. very little sympathy with
Jennie's desire for New York. She
was perhaps foolishly reticent re-
garding the real reason, not explain-
ing as she had to Miss Kraft She
thought he did not care. He did not
ask her to stay. And Joe believed she
wished to get away from the little
village, himself included, to find in
the great city the chance for excite-
ment and the kind of life he loathed.
So it was a misunderstanding all
around. He did not know that one
word from him would have kept her
there, even though she had scrubhed
floors for a living, and perhaps he
had not yet thought of speaking thatt
word.

ol

9


