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EH!vlydhpplu-mmly be found i it is
not deliberately sought.—Clandius Clear.

A Farm Girl's Experience in the City

By ANNIE WOODWORTH
(New England Homestead)

ELLEN Hartwell, always had a
great longing to go out into the
9world and earn my own living.
Like all young people ignorant of
life, 1 imagined that in carrying out
this desire 1 would meet with no es-
pecial difficulty. That portion of the
universe in which my lot had been
cast was a fair and delightful
region of country, but its re-
moteness from the larger towns
and cities was a big drawback
in my eyes. The old saying:
“Far fields are green,” is a
true one in its application to
many cases. [ wanted to be in
the midst of things.

“What other girls can do, I
can do,” I declared, with a
proud confidence in my own
ability. “Beulah Tompkins is
no smarter than the rest of the
girls around here; and she has
a lple‘nd\d position in Chi-

“Many times a week I re-
counted with animation, for my
parents’ benefit, all that Beu
lah Tompkins had told me about
her “‘splendid position” as
saleswoman in a department
store, and of her opportunities,
achievements and amusements.

“You never liked Beulah,”
mother would remind me with
gentle patience. ‘“‘And she is
the only person you know in
Chicago. I should hate to see
you leave home on her repre-
sentation, or to follow in her

our immediate surroundings, and the
far-spreading view before us. We
were sitting on the verandah of a
plain and humble farmhouse. A hedge
of lilac bushes in full bloom marked
the front boundary of the yard, and
the fragrance was borne to us by the
breeze which came in gentle gusts. A
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is employed. ltylluyp. mother.
Oh, please say 1 may go!”

There was a pause, them mother
replied very quietly: ““Yes, you may
go, Ellen. Your father has always
left such matters to me; and I judge

it the wisest thing for you to have It

the trial, You are old enough now
to assume responsibility for your own
life. I hope you may not have rea-

son to regret this step, dear; or ra-
ther, 1 hope you will regret it in the
sense that such a regret may drive
you back home to us who love you
so dearly, and wish only to further
your best interests, If our circum-
stances would permit, I should pre-
fer to have you ‘seg life’ under a
brighter aspect. But there is little
prospect that we will ever be in a
position to do more for you than we
are doing now. It has always been
hard to make ‘both ends meet,’ as
you know.”

I left home shortly after this con-
versation, and found a place in the
basement of the great d

sum for a girl to live on
Sad experience, however, was an eye-
opener to me. 1 paid $3 a week for

ed to sixty cents a week, At a cafe-
teria restaurant downtown, where

customers waited upon themselves, a
fairly good meal of meat, a vegetable,
a glass of milk, or & cup of tea or
cngee. and dessert, could be had for
about twenty-five cents, including
bread and butter. Ten kents for
coffee and rolls for breakfast, and

it in my room, as was often case.
This did not include my meals for
. So here was $6.30 out of my
$6 gone alreadv

Then, there was the laundry ques-
“Oﬂ. 1 dl

store in Chicago where Beulab Tomp-
kins worked, I was seeing “life"”’—
such phases of it as were possible in
my position. A year passed, and rose
color had faded into drab as reality
dispersed the glow imagination had
conjured up for my deceiving. Where
were the pleasures, the excitements,
the it for i

footsteps.” o
sh's all right, mother One of the Finest White
would reply. “I know The illusiration herowith i that of Pason
have never been in- Srown This ul-nlo‘:: m-r:{nl’. ‘L 0P80

ut that may have been

) wuch my fault as hers.
Auyway, 1 wish I had such good
times as she is having. She tells of
80, many ways there are in Chicago
for enjoyment and improvement, that
it makes me just wild to go, too. I
bate to think of spending all my life
in the country. It is so deadly dull
and uninteresting.”

My mother sighed as she looked
into my flushed face. 1 was an only
child, and the eager light in my eyes

ht back to her mind her own
you longings for experiences
different from those she had known.
She realized how hard it is for the
young to be contented in quiet, un-
eventful surroundings. Thely. crave

bed of tulips gave a touch of vivid
color to the scene. At our left was
the vegetable garden, where qun
sprouting things gave promise of suc-
culent edibles in store, as father
wrought with boe and rake. Stretch-
ing away to the horizon was a beau-
tiful level landscape clothed in the
vivid emerald of spring, and dott

withj trees, Abon,e_l. and puchtn 9'

Pestiva Maxima,

of Pacony in Cult
Wenimorih, o Onts aad had 0 beds o
enl "
easured elght inches acros. "

that were to have been mine? Where
were the delights my hopes had so
:li:idly vlctuledh? pu"k" - were
e museums, the 8, the operas,
the theatres, and all the rest of it.
Automouiles rolled along the avenues
in an endless succession,
their loads of gay passen; to their
various engagements. Singers sang,
actors acted, lecturers lectured, an
frolickers frolicked. But one who has

in
the distance added variety to ithe
scene.
The Permission Given

“] know it is beautiful, mother,
and I love it,” I.acknowledged, Tﬁ:k
tears dimming my eyes. “But 1 am
g’.lired of it all. I want something

3 want to
happen. She felt how much truth
there is in the old proverb: “You
cannot put old heads on young
lders,” and knew in her heart
how difficult it is for the young heart
to appreciate present privileges, op-
portunities, and blessings.
“You will never see anything more
beautiful than this,”” mother said,
with a wave of her hand, indicating

1 want to sce life.””
“What about Philip?’ mother sug-

stood all day om her feet, week in
to

object to lnvm’
girls “messing” in their kitchens.
managed to wash out a few articles
in my wash bowl, and dried them in
my room. I could not iron them, be-
cause 1 must not use the gas; be-
sides, there were no conveniences. I
had to have clean underclothing,
which nearly emptied my purse,

Over and over I blamed myself for
poor management, when the end
of each week found me with an
empty purse, and needing so
many things, until I read in a
daily newspaper the statement
by one versed in such matters,
that a girl could not live “hon-
estly’ in Chicago on less than
$8 a week. 1 had lived hon-
estly on less, but it was not
living; it was only existing.
Many girls earned gven less
than me, and what an allure
ment to wicked ways for one
pretty, and fond of clothes and
amusement! Many of the girls
lived ‘at home, which accounted
for their being able to work for
as low as l, $4.50 and even
$3 a week. Some of the “Want
Ads.” in the newspapers, open-
ly stated their preference for
those who lived at home,
‘Pogr me! When my clothes
were worn out, I would be face
to face with a prebty pertinent
question.

Beulah earned $8 a week. I
knew now just what 88 a week
t would pay for Beu-
lah’s more expensive room and
food, but it never could pay for

Then, how did she get them?

deties | was frightened. 1 could not
L would not—think of it. Beu-
lah’s people— humble but
respectable people, ed that she
was doin1 so well.
Then was  hom

and week out, selling
impatient customers, is
in take
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