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GOLD AND INCENSE:
A West Country Story.

CHAPTER L

O think it is Jennifer
Petch of whom I am
going to tell—little Jennifer.
How she would laugh if she
only knew of it, that shrill,

silvery laugh of hers. It
was her great gift. Jenni-

fer was a philosopher in the
matter of laughing ; and
philosophy is mostly a mat-
ter of knowing how to laugh
and when. ,

And the willage itself

would wonder almost as
9
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much as Jennifer herself,
for very few of them could
see anything to write
about in her, Vil-

| lage people do
not see much in
what they see al-
ways, and Jen-
nifer had lived
among them all her days.
There was a time when
some of the younger folks
thought they owed her
a little bit of a grudge.
For Sam Petch was the tall-
est, and straightest, and
handsomest of the village
lads; and the maidens wh
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strolled down the lane on a
summer's evening would go
home with fluttering hearts
and delicions dreams if Sam
had chanced to come that
way, as somehow he gener-
ally did; and if he had loi-
tered laughing with them in
the lane, as he never minded
doing.

There was Phyllis, light
of hair and blue of eye,
light of step and light of
heart, and light of hand, as
her butter showed-—not one
of the lads had any chance
with her so long as Sam
was free.

There was Chloe, she of
the loose sunbonnet, with
gypsy face and gypsy eyes,
who handled the rake so

daintily, and drew the sweet
I



