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" Why, you play very w-Il r . d," says Jean;
"you play very much beuer .h m I do."

" I want you to come out lu liie iront and see
a rose tree I planted when you were here six
years ago," said Fritz, pleasantly. Tiie tv o
young people come out together.

" Why, how beautifully it has grown—

I

would not have believed it. Of course, you pro-
tect it in the winter."

"Oh, yes, very carefully—I tie it up in
straw."

" What is the name of it ?" asks Jean, inno-
cently.

^^

"I call it the Jean McPherson," says Fritz.
" But I want to change its name to Jean King-
stone."

Jean darts a timid glance at his face as he
takes both her hands into his own, and says,
" Yes, Jean, dear, I want you to be my own
precious rose."

"Thorns and all?" she says mischievously.
" Yes, thorns and all, if you like, but I don't

think you have many, my dearest."


