99

ring, [natend of the two presents, he
dldn't feel quite so proud of himxelf as
he did at Grat, hut be wisely concluded
to fecept the gnod that the gods had
sont to liim, and he let Jean praise him
to Lee heart's content.

fie felt. however, that something
rbonld be done In the way of atonement,
w0 hie went around to the jeweler's nest
day and, after apologizing profuscly for
the tmany uvokind things he had sald

when they bad quarreled, asked for a

“vatalogue from which to scleet an en-
gagement ring with a solitalre In it that
ftic can order as aoan #8 he hns raved up
ennugh money or secured the promotion

tn the position of manager that he is.

waltlng for. Jean. of course, Iz very
happy and thinks, after all, that it wase
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fcar of loaving mother and mo unpro-
vided for did much to hasten his death. *

Mr. Sandys. not knowing what to
suy. murmured that probably this was
80

“I¢ isnow threo monthssince father's
Aouth, "' continued tho girl, *and inme-
diately after mother and 1 moved to a
samall cottagoon Sixteonth strect, where
wo now live, and today I resolved to
come up here and liave a businees talk
with yon, Mr. Sandys."

For the first timo since she sat down
tho girl looked up at him. and he saw
that her ey2s wero wot and that she
was trying to force a faint amile to her

"tremulous lipa

not such a harduhip to have been born -

on Christinas, an it cnabled ber to dis
caver what a noble, thoughtful and gen-
crous fellow her fiance i, nnd he, hav.
ing hand =uch a narrow escape,

"ing, and so two menths ago 1 bought a .

] found I had to earn my own liv-

f telegraph instrament and learned tele-

will |

doubtliess he very careful to show the

qualitics for -hich bhe accidentally,
though perhape justly, gets credit.

[HE TELEGRAPH MESSAGE.

By ROBERT BARR.

{Copyright. 1899, by the Author.]

John Sandyga. local manager of the
Western Cnion Telegraph company io
o city of Disopoliy, sut in his office
uso afternoon. when there was brought
to hiia the card of a lady  Most of Mr
Jandys' visitorg were mascnline, nnd
the mannyer, & grivzled man of &0,
arched his brows in surprise as he
glanced at the card.

said briefly He whirled round in his
swivel chair and rose from it as a sweet
faced girl entered, dressed in black, her
whole attire having neatnoss as1ts dis:
tinguishing characteristic. Pausing for
» moment at the door, she came swiftly
forward to him, extending her hand.

*I don't guppose you will remember
tme. Mr Sandys,*” sho begun somewhat
breathlessly.,  *‘bmt 1 thought—por-
haps'" —

The manuger interrnpted her. speak-
ing in kindly tones.

“Indeed, Miss Elinor, 1 remember
you very well, althongh you were unly
& littlo girl when 1 last waw you  Youn
have been 8o long at school and abroad
that & man might well be exctesed if he
fuiled to recognize you  Many things
hinve happened sinee last we met. you
knaw **

The manager was a laconic man, and
hio now spake at greater length than
war hiz enstom, far he xaw that his via.
itor had evidently kered herself up to
- thia interviow and was scarcely able to
conceal bier agitation A glance at the
dark costume she wore reenlled to his
mingd tho recont death of her father,
and then ho felt that lhas last remark
bad been somewhat infelicitous: but,
being un unready man and not knowing
bow to remdy it. he made no attempt
to do so, contenting himself by purshing
forwand a chair and msking the el to
ait down

When Mg MceChintoch had seated
hepself, Sandya resnmed s position m
tho swivel chalr somewhat anoasly,
vud for a fow moments thero was gi-
lenee between them

*Yex 7 she smad at last, not looking
at him, epanking in a low voice and
trying to keep command over it, many
thingy hove bappeued siwe then 1
came home to find wy father dsing. and
since s death we have learned
donbtless evers une in the aity knows 1t
now -~how  disastrons had  been
transketiohs on the board of tradea 1
have no doubt the worry cansed by his

graphing.*’

*But surely,” said Mr Sandys
*swith your accomplishments you donot
need to be a telegraphist.**

*My accomplishments, although ex-
pensive to buy, are not very salable on

- tka market.””

My decar Miss Elinor,” eaid the

" mnnager, *‘telegraphing is the very last
! profession I would adviso a young lady
"to take up. I warn everybody against
" telegraphing. 1 never open a morning

. paper but X expect to see an acconnt of .

some new invention that will abolish

" telegraphy altogetner. In fact, when

the telephono was perfected I rather ox-
pected it wonld render us all superfin-
ous, and I am not sure but that oventa-
ally will bo the case, for the long dis-
tanco telephono is only in its infancy
Wiat on earth caused you to learn

- telegraphy 1"
**Ask the young lady to comoin.*’ he -

his -
¢ ffer you?™”

“1 will confees the reason with a
franknees I onght to be ashamed of,"’
said tho girl, with a real smile this
time. *‘I learned it becaase my father's
oldost friend is manager of the Western
Union Telegraph company in thiscity.*”

*Oh, 1 sco,** said tho manager, with
a twinkle in his eye.  *“You thought 1
would give you a sitnation?"

] lnow you wonld. Mr. Sandys,’
replicd tho girl confidently. Her certain-
ty did not seem to be shared by the
manager, who knitted his brew and
drumined nervously on the desk with

! nis fingers.

“You snid a moment since that this
was a basinessvisit Now, Miss Elinor,
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oonfldence.
*Well, we shnll sees Would you mind
sitting over at this table?"”
| Tho girl rose, pecling off her gloves
as sho approached the tabla The man.
| ager. placing his finger on tho key of &
' telegraph  instrument, rattled off a
| quick, nervous call. which was answer-

; ¢d. Then he proccoded to chutter forth
! & miessago to tho operator at the other

| end.

' *Oh, no, no. no, mo!" interrupted_:

‘the girl. “Don’t say that.”

' “Don't say what?'" asked the man-

" ager in astonishinent forgotting for the
; moment that what was mere instru-

. mental chatter to tho lay mind was in-

' telligible to her.

“Don’t tell the operator to begin
1 slowly, but ask him to send tho mes-
! sago u8 fast as he can.”

The mannger smiled

“Qh, very well,*’ he said.

A moment later the sounder was din.
l ning away its short, bragen monotonc,
' as it it were a clockwork mechanism
that had gone wrong and wus rapidly
running down. The fine, firm, pretty
hand of Miss McClintoch flow over the
paper. leaving in its train a trail of
| writing. the letters heavily made, but
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*“This {2 your workroom.”
as plain as print to read. the style of
tho writing being that now taught to
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manner that she might read clearly the
small type on the shoet before her. Un-
der her expert manipulation tho words
flow over the wire until at last there
. came a break.
:  **Hold on,”” jabbered back the man
at the other end of the wire. *‘Don't
. be in such a deuce of a hurry.”
: 40Oh, dear!'" exclaimed the young
woman with a shade of annoyance in
. her voice, as if she feared the pausing
_ would be attributed to her lack of clear-
" ness. The manager said nothing, but
indulged in a silent inward iaugh, as
was & habit with him, for, ruling
many, he had to keep a stern face to
. tho world and enjoy what mirth came
his way without outward semblance of
i it. After several breaks the manager
: said:

*‘That is quite enongh, thavk you.”
| And a few minutes later a young man
+ entered the room with the sheets in his

hand, which he gave to the manager,

Jdo you wunt me to talk to youasa | girls throughout Europe, and which is ' opening his eyes somewhat whon he

business man would talk to an appli-
caut, or am 1 to treat you as thedaugh-
ter of a valued and regretted friend?”

“From now on.”" cried the girl eager-
Iy. **this is straight businesx Lonly re-
lied ou your friendship for my father to
gain mo admittanco hero. ™

“Very well, then: I will begin by say-
ing that the woods are full of teleg
graphers Up to a certain point. it
weemis to mo that telegraphers are as
common as the zunds on the scushore
Beyond that point telegraphers are few
It islike shorthand and. 1 presume. like
a great many other thingg  Telegraph-
ing—that is, expert telegraphing—is a
very different art, Miss Ehnor. ™

as different a8 possible from the hair-
line, angular hand which ladies wrote
20 yoars ago.

The munager stood by with folded
arms, watching sheot after sheet being
l rapidly thrown off. The silence of the

room was unbroken save by the tintin-

! nabulation of the jabbering machine
’ At last horeached forward his hand and
i interrupted the flow of dots and dashes.
i Miss McClintock looked up at him
! and said with some trace of anxiety in
! her voico

*0Of courso I conld write faster if 1
kad a fouatain pen. I always use s
st¥lo, and thedipping into the inkstand

! delays mo, as I am not accustomed to |

+1 know yon will excuse meo for con- ‘ it.”
tradicting you." cxclaimed the girl| Thoe manager smiled, but said noth-
with amumation. **and 1t isn’t a bit po-  ing He cxamined sheet after sheet in
lite to do so. but telegraphing is the silenco. then put them on the table
vasiost thing in the world. If you had : Taking nup one of the newspapers that
over played Robart Scaunianm or Liszt | Tay on his doek, ho folded it once or
nn the pirno you would know what dif- ; twice, and, placing his hand on the key,
Genlty i

! ho rapidly tcansmitted an order to the |

“Raally 1" #aid the manager drrly
*You are the firxt person I have lieard

sy that telegraplung was an easy ac |

complishment llowever, there is noth- |

unscen operator to write ont what was
abont to be telegrapbed to him and .

bring the sheets to the manager's room.

; saw seated at the table a slim young
* gir), bewilderingly pretty. When the
! young man had left thein once more
alone in the room, the managey said:

*I must admit I am astonished a$
your cxpertness. It may not be strictly
businesslike to acknowledge so much to
one whom I am about to make the
bardest bargain 1 can with, but per
haps you will not take advantage of the
confession. You are & very good teleg-
raphist indeed, Miss Elinor. 1 must
i express my admiration of the way in
which you have faced the realities of
lifo Weo like to think ounr girls so re-
sourceful that they can £ill with credit
to themselves any position which fate
assigns to them, whether it is in the
office of a merchaunt or the parlors of
. the White House. You bave been sud-
; denly confronted with a very difficult
problem. Miss Elinor, and you have set
about its sulntion in a way that com-
mands my decpest respect.’’

*“Oh. Mr. Sandyal’" exclaimed the
girl, blushing deeply and drawing &
. long. quivering breath, but quite evi-
, dently glowing with gratification at the

f
l

*‘Now, Miss Elinor,*" he said. **vould ; praise of a man whom she kuew to be

you mind telegraphing part of this col-

umn and do it as fast as you can?"’
The girl placed her right hand on the

ebony knob of the brass lever, holding

1 think so.” answered the wivl with | the foldod paper with her laft in such a

g like & practical test . Do yon think

*ch know enoagh of telegraphing to fill -
«atuantion aa opwerator if I had one to

| sparing in his commendation.

i “Now,Iam notsure, '’ he continned.

1 “but your coming here today has set-

l tled in the right way a matter that has
been troubling me for some weeks past.

e o —————— .
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