dbe beat over tho rufl asbe wes| Whs the b
‘hemming. She was the youngest  seams-|
tress in the room, and sbe wars ber hair | b
two long braids. )
¢ pity such gitlish shoulders
. \ghould be learning to stoop, and that ber
~@yee had to bear such » oconstant strain. |
The light was particularly bad this after
‘moen. Every curtsin was raised to the top
of its big window, but the dull December
aky wos 00 gray as 8 fog. Even'the snow
- on the surrounding housetops looked gray |
.and dirty in the smoky base,
Now and then Cicely looked up from
Flcnrknd;luudntoft:c 'hd:l:
"“This cold grayness of the outdoor w.
It was & world of sooty
- chimney-tops as she saw it, with a few chilly
eparrows huddled in s disconsolate r )w a-
long the eaves. I¢ wonld soon be time
o be going home, and the only home
“Cioely had now was & cheerless little back
‘bedroom in a chesp boarding-house. She
-dreaded going back toit. It was at least
warm in Madame Levaney'’s
heated workrooms, and it was better to
have the noise and confusion than the cold

&

anade ber shiver.

village school at home.
the last penny of the de

Marcelle would be free to send
then, and life would not be so
now there was no other way
live but to take the

Cicely's chair was one nearest the ent-
-xanoe to the parlor where madame received
‘her customers, and presently some - one
ypassing through the door left it ajer.
.Above the hum of the machines Oicely
«conld hear & voice that she recognized. It
~was that of Miss Shelby & young society
girl who was one of Msdame's wealthies®

dressmakor’s trade,
little establishment of her own
she went back to Marcelle.
Cioely did not hear the final words of Mademoiselle will be s0 angry I will lose | You understand, madame P Nots.cent’is | note, I want to preserve this, too," she
Miss Shelby's argument, but s few minutes zo trade of her I’ to come out of her wages, and you are to said, dropping it in among the dried rose. -
later madame came back to the workroom
with & bundle in her arms. There was s
worried frown on her face as she unrolled
it and oalled sharply to her forewoman.

Every seamstress in the room bent for-
ward with an exclamation of pleasure as
the piece of dress goods was unrolled. It
was & soft, shimmering silk whose creamy
surfate was covered with rosebuds, as
dsinty and pink as it they had been
‘blown across it from some June garden.
Cicely caught her breath with s little gasp
of delight, and thought again of the sweet
face that had smiled on her. Miss Balfou”
would look like & rose herself in such a

*I've brought my cousin, Miss Balfour,’
Cicely heard her say, ‘and we want to ask
-guch & favor of you, madame. You see my
-cousin stopped here yesterday on her way
:East, intending to temain only one night
-with us, but we've persusded her to stay
over to our party on New Year's eve. Her
‘trunks have gome o, and of course she
‘hasn’t & thing in the way of an evening
dress. But I told her you would come to
the rescue. You are always so clever—
~you could get her up a simple little party
.gown in no time. So, on the way down,
we stopped at Bailey’s and she bought the
-material for it. Show it to madame, Rhoda.
.I's & perfect dream !’

Cicely heard the snapping of a string,
-the rustling of paper, and then madame’s
affected little cry of admiration.
the next word she knew just how the little
Frenchwoman was shrugging her shoulders,
wwith clasped hands and raised eyebrows.

¢ But, mademoiselle,* Cicely heard her
,protesting, © it .is impossible ! If you will
ibut step to ze door one instant and obsairye
Evair’ one work,work
weork to z) fullest capacitee. Look! All ze
(gowns zat mus’ be complete before ze New
“Year dawn, and only two more day !

She stepped to the door,and with o
adramatic gesture pointed to the busy sew -
[ing women and the cbairs and tables cov-
~gred with dresses in all stages of construct-

The next day Cicely saw the cutter at
work on it, and then the forewoman distri-
buted the wvarious parts into different
bands. Cicely wished that she could bave
8 part in making it., She would have en-
joyed putting her finest stitches into some-
thing. to be worn by the beautiful girl who
It would be almost
like domng it for & friend. But she wag
kept busy stitching monotonous bias folds.
Just as she was slipping on ‘her jacket
to go home that evening, the forewoman
cameup to her with a bundle. ‘I am
sorry, Cicely,’ she said, ‘but I shall bave to
ask you to take some work home with you
tonight. We are so rushed with all these
orders we never can get through unless
every one of
Miss Shelby’s extra order is just the
last straw that’ll break the camel’s back,
D'm afraid. Try to get every bit of this
band- work done some way or other betore

had smiled on her.

IEvair’ one is busy.

¢ Only two day, and all zse yet to be
teepis for zat same ball | Much as I desire,
it is not possible !

Every one looked up as the two girls
.etood am:-ment in the doorway. Miss Shel-
‘by glanced around in & coldly indifferent

way holding up her brosdcloth skirt that
“it might escape the ravelings and scraps
soattered cver the floor. She was a tall
brunette as elegantly dressed as any figure
in madem*s latest Parisian fashjon -plate.

‘Why can‘'t you put somebody else oft
‘to accommodate me just this once P she
said. ‘It is & matter of great importance.
“My comsin has already brought the mater-
ial on my promise that you would make it
wp for her. - I think you might make & lit-
tle extra effort in this case, madame,

when you remember that I was one of your
tfiest customers, and that I really brought
ou ball your trade.’
iThe little Fremchwoman wrung her
‘Tasnds. ‘I do remember, mademoiselle !
Smdeed ! Indeed ! -But you see for your-
aodlfme situation. Whatcwmn I do P °
" “Bdske some of the women come back at
| uight, answered Miss Shelby,turning back
~+imto the parlor, ‘and have thom take some
~wlthe work home to finish. I'm sure you
‘be obliging enough to favor me.’
Baliour bad taken 5o part in the

It was no part of the rose-pink party
dress that Cicely bad to work on; only
more monotonoas bias folds,
turned up the lamp in ber chilly littlé room
and began the weary stitching again, she
felt that in & way it was for Miss Balfour,
and she sewed on uncomplainingly.

She bad intended to write to Marcelle
that evening in order that ber sister might
bave the letter on New Year's day, but
there would be no time now. She wrapped
a shawl around her and spresd s blanket
over her feet, but more than ,once she had
to stop and warm her stiff fingers over the
lamp. It ‘was long after midnight when
she finished, and she crept into bed, her
bead still throbbing with s dull ache.

‘The last day of the old yéar I’ she said
to betself, as she waded througha newly
fallen snow to her work the next morning.
*O Maroelle, how can I ever hold out ten
months longer? Nobody in this. whole
gity caves that I caught cold sitting upin s
room without a fire, or that I feel so lonely
and bad this minute that I can’t

It scomed to Cicely thet she had never
putin suph & wretohed morning. The lose
that | of sieep the night before

|though the ‘materisl was nothing but s [n
lawn. . Bbe bad worn it first on the day

mother surprised her by s birthday party. | and, to, .
Aod they had bad tes out in the old rose- | Cioely*s cold bands in bers. _

garden andhad pelted one another with |  ‘Look up here, yon poor little thing,*
great wolvety king-roses, how cruelly i |she said, kindly. ‘Now don‘t ery another
burt! It was & very present pain tha¢ | tear, or grisve smother bit sbout  this.
made her ory now, not the memory of that | It's no matter at all. Il just get some

“Well oalabeste the Maw Yoar togstber

coftee,’ aaid Miss Waite, lifting the steam-
ing pot from the hearth. ‘Draw your chair
right up to. the table, please, while every-

lmlum woeks that | old osie. new stuff to replace the front of the skirt, | ehing g hot.’

Some one had overturned a chair just and madame can make it over for me next Oﬂzwowbohubunnuida-d.hn-

Bometimes it ssemed to her that the lone- | behind ber, and Ciosly s nervousness made | W66k snd send it Esst atter me. I'll pay gry and bomesick as Cicely was can
lisees would kill her it she knew it mus her jump forward with & violent start. | for it myself, of course, for I'll be|ynow how much that evening - meant
promise | With that sudden movement, the sharp | very glsd to have that silk thatleo ner, or how the cheer snd
: it. Maroslle was ber | needlo aho held was thrast deepinto her [ Must be ripped out. Mamma is making | the warmth of it all comioried her
older sister, the only person in the world band and two great drops of blood spurted | u
was teaching the [ out. With that sudden movement, alaos | in besutifully. T shall put it in, blood- that it was only s beginning
In aother year | silk skirt lipped from her lsp, and sbe [ #/aine snd all, to remind me thet wy | ere fow mights afterward, during that -
bts their father | clatobed it to save it from touching the | #¢lfish plessure wmay often prove | 1ong winter, when the warmth and light of
bad left when he died would be paid, and | floor. Belore she was sware of anything | 8 oruel thorn to somebody else. . I | Miss Waite's room was not shared fora
for Cicely | but the shérp pain, before she saw the | don‘t want to go through the world leaving while, &t least, with the little seamatress.
bard. Just | blood that the needle had brought to the | soatches behind me.* . The roses lasted more than a week ; then
Jor Cicely to | suriace, two great stains blotted the front | ‘Why,tRhods!* gasped Miss Shelby ;but | Miss Waite helped Cicely to gather up the
small wages ‘madame | breadth of the dainty skirt. with & proud litting of her head Miss |Bal- | petals as they fell, and together they
(fared, and be thankful that she was hav- | She gave a stifled scream and grew white | four went on : packed them away in s little rosejar,
ing such an opportunity to learn tbe |and numb. Almost instantly madame saw | ‘I realizs it is my own fsult in rushing | agcording to an old recipe that Miss Waite
set up s | and heard, and pounced down upon her. | you with the work, madame, and the con- | read out of ber grandmother's timesyel-
some day, | I am ruin I' she shrieked, pointing to the | #¢quences of my own unreasonsbleness | jowed note-book.

8 silk quilt, and those rosebuds will work | \opely fittls heart. The best of it

g
LE

stains. ‘ Noszing will take zsm out! | 8re not to be laid at this girl's door. Do | 7hepn Cicely brought Miss Balfour's

The irate woman tock Cicely by the | keep her and be good to ber, if you want | eayes. You told me that Rhods means
shoulders and shook her violently, just as | ™y Rood-will. I am coming back this | slictle rose,’ and that line, *Sincerely your
Miss Shelby and Miss Balfour ‘were an- | Way in the spring, aud this gownis 80 | friend,’ was as sweet to me that day as the
nounced. They hed come for the fioal | beautifully made that Ishall be glad to | fowers themselves. As long asI live I
fitting, expecting to take the dress home | Order my entire summer wardrobe from | gpgj1 think of her as an ‘American
with them. : you.' 3 Beauty.’

Madame, still wildly indignant, went| ‘Wby, Rhoda Balfour I' exclaimed her | gpg Lifted the little rose-jar for ome
storming in to meet them, and poor Cicely | cousin sgsin, while madame bowed and | more whiff of its faint, sweet fragrance,
shrank back into the corner with her facc | #miled and bowed sgain. and said slowly, as she closed it agsin,
hidden against the wall. . Never in her life | As for Oicely, she went back to the [«zng o long as I live the thought of ' her
bad she been so utterly friendless an} | workroom almost dazed, and tingling with | will pelp to take the sting out of all my
alone. the remembrance of Miss Balfour's friend: | ¢horns.*

Miss Balfour's disappointed exclamation | !y tones. It was several hours later when
over the stained dress reached the girl’s | #be climbed the stairs to her liitle back The Bear Remembered,
ears. She heard ntadame's eager suggest- | becroom to light her. coal-cil stove and | . That beasts are sensible of kindness and
ions of possible remedies, and then Miss | make ber tonst and tes. Her eyes were | remember it is proved by many interest-
Shelby’s cold tones: still swollen from crying, but she had not |ing incidents. The following from the

¢ Now if it bad been the bodice, it would | felt so light-hearted for weeks. ° Home Monthly is a pleasant illustration of

‘not have been so bad. It ceuld have been | Just inside her door she stumbled over s | benefits untorgotten :

hidden by some of the ribbons or lace or | big pasteboard box. There was s mote| A woodsman who was fond of pets
flowers; but to have it right down the | O0 top, and she hurried to light her lamp. | found & young cub bear in the woode,
middle ot the front breadth—that's too | ‘I kKnow that you will be glad'to hear I am | half-frozsn and nearly starved, its mother
bopeless ! There’ nothing for it but to | 80ing to the party, after all,’ she read, °I | baving probably been killed by hunters.
make over the skirt and put in & whole new | bave found & very pretty white dress in my | He took the little orphan heme with
breadth. There isn't time for that, I sup- | cousins wardrobe that fits me well enough. | him, and it soon became as playful and
pose, before this evening. . |As long as you have had sucha thorny | affectionate es a kitten, Every night he

Madame looked at the clock and shook | time on my account, it is only fair that | bad s romp with it on the floor of his
her bead. ‘Z: women air rush to zo grave | YOu sLould share my roses; so I send them | osbin, and upon his return from his day’s
now, she ssid. *Ziy work half ze night | With the earnest wish that the coming year ['work in the woods the club would greet
las’ night. Zat is why zis girl say she air | ™8y bring you no thorn without some rose | liim with the uncontrollable delight that an

80 nervous zst she could not help z3 needle | t0 cover it, and that it may be a very, | aficctionate dog displays when his mastor -

stab herself. ; very happy New Year indeed to you. | comes home,

« I could juoi: sit down and cry,I am so Sincerely your friend, Rhoda Balfour.’ But asthe bear grew older its wild
dissppointed ! exclaimed Miss Balfour. | = Cicely tore aside tha paraffine paper and | nature began to assert itself, in spite of its
‘I had set my heart on going to the party, | found six great roses, each with a leafy | fondness for its benefsctor, wuntil finally
and in that dreas. stem half as long as Cicely herselt. She | one dsy it disappeared in the woods and

Cicely’s sobs shook her harder than ever | ©®ugbt them up in her arms and laid her | did not return. : :

ssthe words reached her, and her tears | face sgainst their velvety petals. Fora | The man hunted long aud carefully for -

started afresh. Mise Shelby’s voice brokein : | tnoment, as she stood with closed eyes | his pet, searching every nook and ravine

¢ I am surprised that you would keep | drinking in their summer tragrance, she | for miles sbout his cabin, but without suge
such- & careless assistant, madame. Of | could have almost believed she was back in | cess.. N ,
course you will expect to make the loss | the old garden. Two or three years afterward he was
good to my cousin. It will ruin your | ‘Marcello, dear,’ she murmured, ‘I can | going through the woods to his work,
trade {o keep incompetent employees. It |be brave now! I can hold out a little ::u-od without even bis ax, which '
would be better to let the woman go. looger, for she wrote, Sincerely your | be had leit the night before ut the place

‘It is & young girl which I bave jus’ take | friend.’ o .. .. . |Where he was. chopping. As be was
said madame, with another shrug. ‘I bave | The little room was glorified in Cioely's | passing through a heavy growth of young
feel for her because she was an orphan, and | €yes that nightby the flowers she loved | evergreens & enormous female rose up
I take her in z2 gooAness of my heart. Be- | best. She ate her scant qupper . at if she | before him. | Bdnqdba were two oubs,
told how she repay me ! Disappoint my | were st a festival, sent & little lotter of: Moﬂr‘d-otz: was furious at having been
customers, ruin my beesiness I - thanks that made the tears come to Miss | disturbed, snd

She was pointing to the stains and work- | Balfour’s bandsome eyes, and atterward | safety of ber young.
ing hersell up into & passion again, when | Wrote 8 bright, hopeful letter to Marcelle | Tbe chopper was utterly
Miss Balfour interropted ber: that lifted & burden from the elder sister’s

‘I should like to see the girl, madame. | heart. Marcelle had been half-afraid that
Will you please call her P* Cioely would be growing bitter against all

‘Certainement | Willingly, mademois- [the world, 4
elle! Zoplsisure shall be yours for to | ‘Think of it, sistes!’ Cioely. wrote, |01
scold 53 careless creature.! ‘American Beautics are s dollar apiece, | began

Cicely heard and shivered. It had been
bard enough to bear madames angry re-
proaches, but to have the added barden of
Miss Balfour’s displeasure was more that
she counld miuo——ﬁofmnd.&‘; 80
only one who: had emiled on -her since she | b
left Marcelle ! A ‘moment later mademe |
gitbooobe, o, f etk
- “Ob, I oan"t go in | Indeed I oan't med- P

¢ | when sho wasfitoon yoare old, and her | Buddenly Miss Baltour oroemed e ro0m | from the chating dish Mise WAl BAd just

and drink to our friendship in good stryng
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