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Chapter I
THE MAGNET ATTRACTING—
A WAIF AMID FORCES:

imitation alhgator-skm satchel, a small lunch 1\8
and a yellow leather snap purse, containing her ticket, a

- scrap of paper with her sister’s address in Van Buren
3&? Street, and four dollars in money. It was in August, 1889.
She was eighteen years of age, bright, timid, and full of

the illusions of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of re-
%, gret at parting characterised her thoughts, it was certainly
" © not for advantages now being given up.

Caroline, or Sister Carrie, as she had been half affec-
tionately termed by the family, was possessed of a mind
rudimentary @ in its power of observation and analysis. Self-
interest with her was high, but not strong. It was, never-
theless, her guiding characteristic. Warm with the fancies of
youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of the formative pe-
riod, possessed of a figure Promising eventual shapeliness
and an eye alight with certain native intelligence.

" “That, ” said a voice in her ear, “is one of the prettiest
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little resorts in Wisconsin. ”

“Is it?” she answered nervously.

The train was just pulling out of Waukesha. For some
time she had been conscious of a man behind. She felt him
observing her mass of hair. He had been fidgetting @, and
with natural intuition she felt a certain interest growing in
that quarter. Her maidenly reserve, and a certain sense of
what was conventional under the circumstances, called her
to forestall and deny this familiarity, but the daring and
magnetism of the individual, born of past experiences and

- triumphs, prevailed. She answered.

He leaned forward to put his elbows upon the back of
her seat and proceeded to make himself volubly agreeable.

“If you are going there, you will enjoy it immensely.
Have you relatives?”
“| am going to visit my sister, ” she explained.

He took out a neat business card, on which was en-
graved Bartlett, Caryoe & Company, and down in the left-
hand corner, Chas. H. Drouet.

“That’s me, ” he said, putting the card in her hand and
touching his name. " 1t’s pronounced Drew—eh. Our family
was French, on my father’s side. "

“What is your address?” he began again, fixing his pencil
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to write.

She looked at his hand.

“Carrie Meeber, " she said slowly. “ Three hundred and
fifty-four West Van Buren Street, care S. C. Hanson. ”

He wrote it carefully down and got out the purse again.
“You’ll be at home if | come around Monday night?” he said.

“I think so, ” she answered.

“Why, how are all the folks ¥ at home?” she began; “

how is father, and mother?”
jk Carrie answered, but was looking away. Down the aisle 2,
toward the gate leading into the waiting-room and the_j

. street, stood Drouet. He was looking back. When he saw
_~that she saw him and was safe with her sister he turned to
} % go, sending back the shadow of a smile. Only Carrie saw it.
She felt something lost to her when he moved away. When
he disappeared she felt his absence thorou_ghly. With her

sister she was much alone, a lone figure in a tossing,:
thoughtless sea.




HEEFILTR,
HATE A F,

ﬁ#*m,m&ﬁﬁﬁﬁ BR-H L
354 5,5-C-R&E%, ,
m&mmw&%%xm&?&%&ﬁ%&
20 b AR, RERG T,
“RELEE, "HES,
REMALEEFD A FBEE,
B0 SKE AR -~

N ;PN
L ESIE

R MM ET

SHETNT, BAHBE THHES4 %
BT, BRI E—S L, EE B RN

MAERH -G, BAR TS,

folk
[fouk]

I (BEEETR)

A R W
aisle |
[aill

938,




Supert

Chapter [l
WHAT POVERTY THREAT-

Mrs. Hanson, after the first greetings

Carrie the baby and proceeded to get supper. Her’husband
asked a few questions and sat down to read the evening pa-
3 per. He was a silent man, American born, of a Swede father,
i and now employed as a cleaner of refrigerator cars at the
_stock-yards. To him the presence or absence of his wife's

ister was a matter of indifference. Her personal appearance
did not affect him one way or the other. His one observation
to the point was concerning the chances of work in Chicago.
“It’s a big place, " he said. “ You can get in some-
where in a few days. Everybody does. ”
It had been tacitly © understood beforehand that she
was to get work and pay her board.

She felt the drag of a lean and narrow life. The walls of
the rooms were discordantly papered. The floors were cov-
ered with matting and the hall laid with a thin rag carpet.
One could see that the furniture was of that poor, hurriedly
patched together quality sold by the instalment houses.
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Chapter Il
WEE QUESTION OF FORTUNE
—FOUR-FIFTY A WEEK

&

Once across the river and into the whl
she glanced about her for some likely door at whie

Qi Eod

“Who is it you wish to see?” he asked.
% “l want to see the manager, " she said.
He ran away and spoke to one of a group of three men who

»were conferring together. One of these came towards her.
o “Well?” he said coldly. The greeting drove all courage
A\ from her at once.

“Do you need any help?” she stammered.

“No, " he replied abruptly, and turned upon his heel.

She went foolishly out, the office boy deferentially ©
swinging the door for her, and gladly sank into the obscur-
ing crowd. It was a severe setback to her recently pleased
mental state.

“Who is it you wish to see?” he required.

“Why, any one, if you please, ” she answered. “ | am
looking for something to do. ”

“Oh, you want to see Mr. McManus, " he returned. “ Sit
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down, " and he pointed to a chair against the neighbouring
wall. He went on leisurely writing, until after a time a short,
stout gentleman came in from the street.

“Mr. McManus, " called the man at the desk, “this
young woman wants to see you. ”

The short gentleman turned about towards Carrie, and
she arose and came forward.

“What can | do for you, miss?” he inquired, surveying
her curiously.

“| want to know if | can get a position, " she inquired.

“As what?” he asked.

“Not as anything in particular, ” she faltered.

&d “Have you ever had any experience in the wholesale

‘\w

)'

ry goods business?” he questioned.

“No, sir, ” she replied.

“Are you a stenographer or typewriter?”

“No, sir. ”

“Well, we haven’t anything here, " he said. “ We em-
ploy only experienced help. ”

She began to step backward toward the door, when
something about her plaintive ? face attracted him.

“Have you ever worked at anything before?” he inquired.

“No, sir, ” she said.

“Well, now, it’s hardly possible that you would get
anything to do in a wholesale house of this kind. Have you

tried the department stores?”




