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€6 %'l"s such a waste
of time, | haven’t
anypatiencewith
"

Jean Marshall, the speaker, was vigor-
ously prodding her sailor hat in a fresh place
to keep it from tilting to one side.  But it
was not the hat she had lost patience with,
The subject of the petulent words was a pale
little woman who sat on the hotel piazza just
behind Jean and her companion, with a piece
of dainty neediework in her hands.  Jean had
asked her to come for a row on the lake.
The white-faced woman had thanked her and
refused. She wanted to finish her work, she
said.

*She might as well have comeas sit there
blinding herself over thattrash,  She's awk-
ward at it, too--holds it so queerly with her
left hand, and *

*What was it 2°° queried George.  She
was his fiancée, and he recognized a right to
interrupt her sometimes,

* Doylies or something. 1t doesn't make
any difference what the work is it’s the
principle that’s wrong,” said Jean with
spirit,

* Here's a canoe —let’s get in, ™ suggested
the young man.

It was a glorious evening on Lake On-
tirio, just there off the shore at High Branch.
The summer hotel gleamed white among the
young trees group .d about it. The branches
filtered the sunset light till it was the softest
of tints that lay upon the scarcely moving
water.  There were masses of fluffy clouds
edging the horizon, and a coil of cobwebby
ounes at the zenith,  The lessening throb of
a steamer came down the Lake, and off to the
cast black trails of smoke showed that the
evening boats were journeying toward To-
ronto. There was little said for a time. The
glory and the calm of the evening had en-
tered the heart of the girl, and the pale-faced
woman nd her needlework were forgotten.

*“Has she been here long 2?7 asked
George.

. *\Who? Miss Prouse?  Oh yes, just
about a week, and she hasn’t done a thing
except sit out on that prazza, at her taaey-
work. I'd like 1o know what good their
summer outing wiil do such women 2™

“AWell, theyre pretty, aren’t they 7 -1
wean  the doylies, or whatever vou call
them,” continued the younyg man.

“*Yegas, | suppose «o.  Men like that
kind of thing. 1S a pity they don’t huve to
work at them,™ said Jean savagely,

There was no answer, and presently <he
went on: 1 often wonder what women ave
thinking of when they wiste so much gowd
time puttering in and out of holes with a
needle and thread.”

“Yet vou waste a goad deal of time on
your books and your outdoor pleasures.™
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George's voice was very
mellow and the tone was
aretlective one.

“Me? I do not,
George Black t™
: ‘Then there wasa deep
silence, in which the dreip
of the paddle and the
plash of the little prow
- could plainly be heard,

It was a curious rela-
tionship these lovers bore
to each other.  George
! had no tdea that the wo-
) man who was to be his

wife was perfect. He was,

at the same time, quite

sure  he was not, and,

consequently,did not con-

sider  perfection  indis-
pensable. e did not pretend be had mort-
gaged his brain to her, sc ventured to differ
from her opinions occasionally.  He even
lectured her sometimes.  No one had ever
undertaken to lecture Jean before. The nov-
elty of it made this departure rather inter-
esting. She bore it very patiently, as a rule,
differing from him, it must be admitted,
nearly alwavs; sometimes after a spirited
argument, sometimes point blank with no
alternatives considered.

* You get a great deal ot pleasure trom
vour reading 3 but isn't it mostly a selfish
pleasure ?  You take a great deal of enjoy-
ment from your outdeoor exercise ; isa't it
principally a <elfish enjoyment ?” was the
young man’s question.

“The first is educating my mind; the
second my body. 1 don’t consider it wasted
tme,” Jean rejoined tersely.  Presently she
went on lightly : ¢ 1 do believe vou want me
1o do faney-work too, and 1 will; 'l make
mads - rag mats for the Joors. You like to
see women at needlework, don’t you now
ownupr”

¢ Not il they don’t want to doit. It they
do, they ought to be let,” was the gquaint
reply.

“I'lHet Miss Prouse,” said Jean with a
mock-penitent air, and they both laughed.

The next morning Jean and George came
down the piazza <teps again.  Miss Prouse
was sitting in her accustomed place, her ac-
customed work in her hand.

< If she'd only do something else for a
change,” grumbled Jean, too loudly, ** china
painting, or clocution, or piano music, no
matter how badly. I'm so tired of that sham-
rock pattern in white linen and = -7

* Sheh,” whispered George warningly ;
‘“she heard vou.” He had turned half
round, and saw Miss Prouse’s pale fuce grow
suffused with a torrent of red, and her eves
fill with glistening tears

some in her dark gown and rich furs, was
chatting gaily in a friend’s drawing-room.

*There, I must be off,” she cried, *¢ I am
<o very busy,”

“Wait a moment, | want to show you a
pretty little gift that came to-day. Isn't it
lovely 2" Mrs. Barton went on, for Jean was
ingering the dainty bit of embroidery, and
then raised swiprised enquiring eyes to her
friend's face.

““Who made it 2" she asked at length.

** \ poor little woman who has a sad his-
tory.  Shall 1 tell you?  Have you time? ”

**Go on ! said Jean.

** She was a musician—so clever, passion-
ately devoted to her art. It was her ambi-
tion to make suflicient money to go abroad
and continue her musical studies under some
great master.  She was sure she would suc-
ceed and rcturn a famous musician.  So
she taught by day, and studied and prac-
tised far into the night — until her
heaith gave out. At first 1t was her spine,
but she kept on playing for concerts and
dances, and teaching.  But after a little, two
of her fingers were paralyzed. Poor gitl,
she loved her music so, and it was all she
had to depend on.  Of course she had to
give it up, so she began art needlework.
Her triends found all the work they could,
and took orders besides, and she manages to
live. [It's a1 hard way to make a living, isn’t
it?”

**Yes, indeed,” assented Jean, but- her
voice seemed a long  way off, for she was
thinking very carnestly.

** She was out at High Branch this sum-
mer,” Mrs. Morton continued, ‘‘and the
change did Per so much good ; but 1 daresay
she worked all day and most of the night to
pay for her outing. Poor little soul, it was
so goad of her to send me this for Christmas.
I feel as if it was almost too much.  Must
yougo, Jean?  Well, good-bye and a merry
Christmas, dear’

* Do you know, George,” said Jean the
same evening, ** that poorlittle Miss Prouse,
out at High Branch, had 1o do that embroi-
dery for a living?

1 knew i, said George.

“ Knew it !- -Oh, George, why didn’t you
tell me?”  Jean was half-crying as she
spoke.

*“\Well, not for certain, you know, but I
didn't believe she'd do it from choice.”

That was clearly an acceptance of Jean’s
attitude on the fancy-work question.  She
raised one finger in mischievous enquiry and
disbelief,

¢ Oh, come now, George,” she said. He
took her literally and—-—came.

Euis S, ATkinson
(** Madge Merton.”)

That night at dinner
the little needle worker’s
plce was empty, Jean
metr her in the hall after
it was quite dark ontside,
and noticed with a sting
i her conscience  that
her eves were rimmed
with ared, and that thes
JdA Oidcd hers.

The next morning
Jean's mother was called
totown in connectionwith
some house repairs. In
the evening Jean and her
httle sisters and brothers
were sent {or,
returned also.

George

It was Christmas-time
Jean, looking very win-
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