::ﬂ OMeen, she would
¥R visit with the
seamistress, who made
her gowns and had aught her how
o make prerey lirtle things with cloch and
thread. One day as they sar wogether in the
attic sewing rooim, the older woman could
see thar the girl was sad.

"What is it that makes your mouth twin
down s0?” she asked het.

“Oh, 1 just don't know. | have everything
anyone could ever wane, friends who love
me, and a wonderful party to go o each
night of the week. Yer, even with so much,
my heart teels empiv, It seems as il chere
should be something more. | feel that I'm
meant o do somerhing important with my
life. Bur | just don't know whae it is.”

“Don't worry,” said the scamstress as she
hugged her, “You'll find your way.”

“But how:"

“Is it near or far? Is it right there before
youl o see? | cannot say for sure. But | do

know you've already begun your joumey,”




