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"How did you get out lo ioon?" the uked when
the had given her friendly nod. " I don't reniember that
Thunday't a thort day at the Poly."

" It itn't i but I manceuvred to tteal ten extra minutet
in order that I might catch yon here. Something hat
happened, Ettelle-^y have offered me Tinayre't
place."

"At head of the Art Clatiet," the taid inquiringly.
"It'll make a difference, won't it, Eugene? I'm very
glad."

"A difference of a hundred a year. Poor Tinayre
goet back to hit vineyardt—to we are both tatii&ed.
I thought you'd be glad."

"I am glad, of courte. Everybody who knowt you
will be. I tuppote it meant more work ?

"

"I don't mind that. It witl make other thingt pot-
tible," he taid rather significantly.

"But it won't give you any mote time for your
writing, will it ? " the asked, with some solicitude.

" It will at least give me more heart."

"We had better walk on, hadn't we?" tuggested
Ettelle. "At least, if you are going my way. They'll
all be swarming out presently from the school, and you
know what some of them are."

She spoke with quite a snap in her voice, and her
pleasant face hardened.

"You're deadly sick of that crowd, Estelle," taid
Eugene quickly.

"Oh, I ami oujy good7?ess knows how sick I I've
simply loathed everything to-day—even the children.
I could have slaughtered them every one!"

" You're overtired. Yours isn't a woman's work. It's

killing yon, Estelle," he said anxiously.
"Oh, no. I'm an able-bodied woman, as strong as

a horse. Ifs only the spirit that gets the better of me.
I'm most awfully interestad in poor old Monsieur


