
I.
We were strolling in one of the suburbs'of Vienna.'Look,' exclaimed my friend Marga.

'
Here 'comes

my dressmaker—<a nice little body, is she not ?
'

A refined-looking, neatly-dressed woman passed us,
with a smile and a graceful bow. She was walking
xapidly, and a small boy followed her carrying a large
wide box..'

She has crowds1of fashionable customers,' addedmy
friend ; ' and I wonder how sne can retain them allwithout extra help. But she is positively indefatigable.
Her, husband is a "

Beamter'"— that is, you know, in
the State service, with a good salary.'' Ttien he ougnt to be ashamed of him&elf !

'
Isaid.'Fancy making his wife work like that !

' ... ''
You wrong him,' returned my friend ;

'
and here is

where my sjtory comes in. Imust tell you why Iam
so interestedin her. Iwent one day to see if she could
manage to finish a theatre bodice of mine earlier than
we had arranged; and, on entering, found the room
occupiedi by a huge blonde gentleman, lounging aboutmt/he most nonchalant manner, and puffing a cigarette. He
removed the latter on seeing me, but his face expressed
a certain bewilderment,

'Is Madam Strell at home?' Iasked, somewhat
puzzled.'''

Certainly, Madam," he replied ; and called"
Gretta! Gretta!

"
with true marital authority.'A startled, anxious face looked out from aninner

door for a mormclnt, and Gretta's voice, said :'"Please wait one moment : Iam comting."'
In iai short time she appeared, came .forward, and

to my surprise s|hook hands withme.'"
This is my husband," she said, introducinghim

formally.'
She then began to chat ;behaving in general like alady who was receiving a visit from one of her ac-quaintances. 'My woman's instinct kept me on the alert,

and Icarefully followed'her lead.
1i" Do left meVjhow you the new hat Rainnuidbought

for me," she said at last, leading the way to an inner
room.'

The Beamter profited of the move fo make an
elegant bow and take himself off. I then turned to my
companion with a face that very probably representeda
point of interrogation— like yours just now.'

And Marga broke off with a laugh.'Oh, do go on!
'
Isaid. "I apk'iiowledge lam

curious.'' Well,' continued Marga, 'she thanked me oatrnestly
for not alluding to the dress.

"
The truth is," shesa.id, "

niy husband is vell-to-do^-a Beamter, in fact—
and he seen no necessity for tiy keeping up my trade.Madam will understand,"however, that there are many
people Icanjjot see my w<a.y to retuse— particularly
friends who patronised me before my marriage, and ha\e
got so used to me they do not like to employ.a stran-
ger." (I was not one of these, but Ididmot say so )"
Idia n.(*t expect Madam to-day," she went on volubly,

"asit is aholiday, and Raimund would be at home.Of course it is wrong to have secrets from one's hus-band, but men are sometimes so unreasonable— and therea.reso many things wanted in a house Why should I
be idle, Madam ? I am happy when I vv ork ; and my
earnings are my own, are they not "> '' "

Of course," Isand, recalling all my woman's in-
dependence theories. '"You aic quite right to work,
and it is surely more praiseworthy than to pass your
free time in dossing and visitung like so many other
Beamters' wives. But perhaps your husband finds you
overdo it and neglect your health ?

"'" O;h, no ' "
she said, with a pleasant laugh. ITe

doesn't mind ray stitching, and only iokes at my vanity,
for he thinks it is mostly for myself Itake such pains.'* She then opened the ottoman on which we had'beenseated, and drew from among a pile of other materials
the half-sewn bodice which had been the cause of my un-
announced visit, at the same time resuming her profes-
sional manner,, which she did not again lay aside

''
Raimiund will peep into that box one day? I de-

clared.'No,' replied Marga. '
ihlc probably has no idea

that it. opens.'' All the same, she cannot go Jong undiscovered,' T
insisted.

'
Spite her plannings and combinings, he will

come home unexpectedly some day and find her pinning
linings on you or me '

'
What ?

' exclaimed my friea'd. " So you will pai>-ronise her, too ? Merely for the pleasure of outwitting,
a mau, I feel sure.'

'No,' Isaid. ' Your dresses are well made. Idonot see why Ioannot also help an industrious littlewoman who wishes to nave a small income of heir own,,instead of being a parasite on her husband.''
Very true,' answered Marga.

'
That Is just howIfelt. But, do you know, if it had been anybody else

that this good, quiet creature,Ishould not like tocon-
tinue a customer.'

1 Quite naturally,' Iassented.
'

13i*t hard work'can
ha\e nothing wrong in itself. It is a refutationof any
unworthy motive. Besides, the face of that womandoes
not allow of sai^nciom.''

How much you manage to see in one glimpse !
'

shelaughed. 'My story is not lost, Isee.''Give me her, address,' Isaid.
'
Iadmire herpluck

or industry, and Iam sure there is some seriousreasonat the boUt'omiof it. But I§hall not look her up ather own place,, for 'I do not care to encounter the blonde
lion. Are you sure he does not profit by herf busy fin-gers ?

'
'I think not. Iwas curious enough to make in-

quiries, and my husbland tells me he is quite a modelclerk.''
All the same, he can't be nice,' Imaintained ;'otherwise his wife -would not need to have this secretfrom him. She must want for money.'

11.
It was about a year later that Marga andIhap-

pened to 'be again together, driving in the Prater, whenshe called my attention to a tall, well-dressed manwalking toward i.s.'
That's Madam Strell's husband,' she said. '

Asyou see, he won't salute me; although he never failedto lift ihi-> hat most correctly when we us'eid to meetafter our first introduction. He looks sourly on thosewho patronise his wife and enable her to follow hertrade, 1 suppose.'
"So he knows about it

''Iexclaimed. '
I oftenwanted to ask you about her. Are you still satisfiedwith her work ?

''Well, no,' said Marga. 'Iam on the lookout foranother dressmaker. She has been very unpunctual andcareless of late.''Poor thing ' She looks so pale and tired !
'
Isaid '

She must work harder than e\er, now that thereis no longer any concealment ''
Yes ;; she tola me her husband saw how difficult itwas to maike boMi ends meet, and does not hinder her '1 Iam, sorry to hear it.' Is|aid ; '

for 1 think she isworking herself lo death.''
Let us drive there,' proposed Marga, with a sud«denimpulse. 1 She has a promenade costume of mine inhands for o\er a month. Would it bore you ?

'
1 Not at all,' Ianswered.

'
Let us go by allmeans!although Iha\e never been to see her about my clothes1

Indeed, till lately there was no need to do so. as sheused to be exactness itself.'
1Lnfortunately, it is not,'__said Marga ; ' though sheworks late and early, and he has been promoted.'
We waited for some moments after Marga had knock-ed at a small door on the thiu'd storey. This ha|d atiny card ipinned on the top panel, "bearing '

MiafdamStrell, Dressmaker,' in her own handwriting. My heart
sank at the wan face of The little woman wh0 openedIJto door for us. Iremembered her so brisk and plea-sanl—a different being. She led us into the rd*6m where;-be had eudently been at work, and began to apologise
for delay

"1 see you have a great many things in hand,' Isaid '
You should not accept more than yo« can do.You look worn out Gi\e yourself a rest.'"' Oh, no, Madam' '

she replied, with a smile. '
I

am no,t tired, and Ican be happy only whenIwork. It
is important, too. that Ishould earn

'
1 But you will make yourself ill,' protested MargaITt ou are not reasonable. Don't you see that if you

break down you will be obliged to gue u,p your custo-mers 7
''

That is- what Ifear,' she said, with a startledlookfrom Marga to me. 'But what can Ido ?
'

She sank into a chair and clasped her hands.
1 You won't withdraw your custom from me,' shemurmured, '

when I tell you how—'
All at once she turned deadly pale and closed her

ciye>
Ma»rga and Ilooked at each other for a moment inutter dismay. I then stooped down and took "the coldhands in mine, while Marga rang violently.'

Shall Iget you a glass of wine
'
Iasked, as asmall stubmadchon appeared. '

Here are salts. Onlykeep quiet and tell us wriat to do.'
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