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T UE City Roomii was wiapped in unwontedsilence -. ilence that wouîd have beeni
utter âtnd pi-faund but for an occasianal
faint i-uting sound as af the basty tui-nitig
a19 o book -leaves or papers. Dawn at the

exieeen-I af the apartmnent tundei-oat-
of the few U ropligts still burning, sat a
Lte workei- a womiii-yotung, slender,
brawn-haii-cc, and looking a trille weary.
She was trying ta finish a last boak review

for the Saturday edîtion, and seemned ta be in difficulties.
At Ieast, su the mnany scribbîed-uipon and discai-ded sheet,
afi.o M' Wper at hier elbow indicated.

misarrimaiin usuaîly pieardber clnin in amnple
tinie su that she could leave the office befare six, but at a
late boni- this aiternoan the City Editor, Norman
Greenîce (known behiind bis back as OId Hickory) b.d
placed a new novel on ber des;k with the request that she
cover it for the foitbcoming Book Review.

And because OId Hickory's requets wci-e always un-
que.stioning1 o1ye1,Mi ss Harrirnan bad remiainedI
overtirme. Truc, she was aT' i ttle sri-y foi- hlm this week,
because be wa s ti-ying ta dIo the work af twa men, the
litei-ary editor being i1; but she also knew tbat be could
dIo i. Old Hickory taak ta bard wai-k like a cat to ai.
Hie was a magnetic force in the office of tbe Daily Post.
Not a mani, nat a boy, flot an employee, or co-worker
of any knd but sprang ta attention wben bis cri-p,
resonant vaice issued a command.

It ws eight o'clock. Big Ben acros8 the v7ayhbad
just said su in solerrnn, booming touies. A mause i-rted
forth firn an obscure corner, circlcd about the book-
reviewr's tiimly-shod feet and made a raid upon the
fragmients af somnebody's lunch ini tbe big wire waste-

Miss Marri-Ian being an essentially modern, and a
rather unemnotional lady, did't scieam at this daugeraus
apparition. She merely started, and wth an impatient
movenient resumned ber rapid rcadiag. Fi-rn tîme
ta time she frowued.

The title of the book staad out ini gold letters on a red
caver: "The Hidden Hope."

Suddenly sbe flung it firn ber witli a ci-y af exaspera-
tlon-flung it viudlctively aîd far-. Mer cye follawed its
trajcctory acrosse Uicroom and over a big baize-screen
that concealed the literai-y cditor's desk.

Plopi
She bapcd hui-riedly that it badn't avertunned thc unk

or glue boule. 'flen: uso e
"Great Scott!" spake someane, floey.

A ma's ha a-ed round a carner of the screen!
.ý h! gspe Mis arruman.

For Uic bead was the liead of OId Hickory-and he
-vas rubbing it.

A seuse of elamnity Qerwhelrnedlier and she gat u pon
lier feet, shakily.

Oîd Hickory cae round and stood opposite bei-. He
vas in his shirt-sleeves and waa wearirg bis well-known
.eye-sbadc. In bis hand liceld "Thic idden Hope."

" 4Oh!" repeated the baok-reviewer. "Did I-didit-"
Old Hickory's fini lips rclaxed ita the semblance ai a

1It did," lic uaid, grimly. Rglt on thc back of my

Under a drop tight
sat a fate worker, a
woman, young, sIender,
brown-haired and look-
ing a trifie weary. She
wlas trying to finish a
book review and seemed
to be in difftilies-
and il was att because
of Old Hickory.

liiso sorry! But 1 didn't know that anybody was
in the roonîl"

"Please sik down aan" adGreenice.
She obeyed him miechaýnicallv. Ife pulled another chair

forward, seated imnself an-d laid the bo)ok on lier desk.
"Jiist wbiat, "lhe asked gently, " isth-rtoul?
RZebellion lbad been gathering in her soft grey eyes.
TIq lasiednow in a spirited way quite new to iii

Tl, think it is horrid of you to bide yourself away over
in that corner and never even cough or -or make a
sound! flow was 1 to know-why I mighi t have-hatve
cald-creamied my face, or--or powdered iny nase, or- "

Hl Elaughied quietly. He seened tabe amused at thus
Lstrikinig fi-e frian a youing womnan who had been

uintil now the very personification of cool, business effi-
ciency. Shie was human after ail!

'l'le laugh-she had seldoam beard it ini the two and a
hif years she bad been on the Daily Post-nade berPause and look cirilou.ýv at hinm. What fine teetb the
old bear hadi

"I thoughit," he said, "that you knew 1 was doing,
proaf-reading for Latimer this wcek. It kep me here
until nine every evening. But 1 forýet! This is your
first late evening in ever so long, isn't it? "

flc remnoved the green eyc.sbade as he spoke, and
Miss Harrimian gazed wonderingly inta bis deep-set
dark eyes. They sent an odd thi-ili through her now that
she saw themn at close range. Mer own droppcd suddenly.

" Vivid," ''Magntic,"-these were two of the adjec-
tives that people had applied ta Old Hicor. Miss
Harriman added, " inscrutable " in ber own mind.

Could this rather pleasant person really be Old
Hickory-bard-beaded mani of business, NapoLeon of the
local newspaper worl? And she wondered fieetingly
why "ald " sbould bave been indluded in the omîrobrium.
For aid lie certainly w. not. Thirty-six praps-

"But the book-" he suggested, nodding at tbe
volume.

" It's rotten," sald Miss Marriman, succinctl1
He picked it up and opencd it, then flppedthe leaves,

reading a sentence beie and there.
"Yau dan't like it?"
"lLike it? It's the worst lot of drivel 1 ever tried ta

wade thi-oul"HMe looked upin genuine astonishment.
"Wby, it's supposed ta be onc of the best of the new

boaksl Jfust off the pi-es! New wrter toal "h"I can't belp it. I've donc my best ta cook up one
hndred and ffty words of bai-e justice, and I feel as

though 1 cauld qualify for membersblp ini the Ananas
Club! "

She tui-ned and gatbered up sorne slip. of paper
These she tbrust upan him.

"There! I've lied like a gas meter!" eue said, haIt
savagely. " Read it and sec, but pîcase dan't pubbisb It.
Oh, if only I knew thc woman that prpeti-ated that
reprebiensible forty-two chapters f-afr-"

',MHw do you know a wa naxi wrotc it? " dcmandcd
Greenle, vcxy mucli taken ab ick.

"I'm positive."
"But 'Sidney Lee' nilght bca man?"
"No mani would think of cngaging bis beroine ta five

or six menin i turri bcfare the rigbt anc came along!
It's--it's--Oh, it's too sex-lurey! She's too charming! "

Greenice disregai-ded ber copy. His attention was
given wbally ta Uic speaker. She spoke heatedly,
twirling a couple of7 pencils round and round on bier
blditting-pad.
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"u4Well, yau know in i-cal Ife that kind of thing fre-qently bappeus ln the best famùies,"t lic abserved.
"That docsn't condone it! 1 was prepared ta like the

bei-o, but no decent man would want a woman that badbeen mauled about b y ball a dozen other men! Then ai-cal girl ougbt ta kuow bier own mind-bave moi-c
initiative. This much-kissed creature ix an ob-please-tell-
me-what-I-ougbt-to-do sort af persan. 1 ask yau, Mr-.Greenlee, if you had known your wlfe bad been embraccd
and kisscd ,Py other men, would yau have wanted to
nmai-iber?

OdHickory looked grave. But prescntly bis lips
bega n ta twitch.

'do't happen ta be mari-led," lie said, hall apolo-
getically. "But I certaiuly would not.11

Miss Harr-han smled outright at his naïve admission.
It sui-prsed lier somnewhat. She had always thougbt of
hlm as married, wtb a mieek gentie iîttle wfe,-wbom
she had always vaguely pitied.

"And then take the love-naking," shie went on
again relentlessly. "It iscrude, cave-niiannisi, and--and-ailtogetherr toa goocy!l

"Tua owhat?"
She fliisbed and began ta sketch tiny figures an the

blOtLting-1pad.
"Von know wbat I1nican, To- wlseJae

notbing ta the imagination." el*helae

"T'hink of the resti-ained, dignified manner în whichThackeray, for instanice, sets a love scene before yau.The, intensity is there, maiskedl in the finest English, buthe dues nat feel called upan ta go into eleiental details."
"H ,1,'," said Greenîce, thoughtfuîly. " Possibly

'Sidiney Lee' bas not bad sufficient experience nluci-
inatter. af the bart-"

"Thei(n she ought ta hlave been reasoned wlth, befor-"
Shie broke off at blis 111le, bult went on again:"Most iîcipicnt novelists sboufld be'carefuIly sup.

prese, aywy.Dani'tyou thinksu?"
"I think 'Sidney Lee would feel so, aiter you got

tbrougb witb ber!"
She smuiled peni-

tentdy
"Idonl't want

ber ta strafe us.
lil'ltry again.

Inmiiy selfishness 1 ED ITH G. BA YNE iswas [oigtting tbat
it is the Daily E a Canadian wgri, r<,/t<
Post's opinion 1 arn is rapidty forging a/tead.ciironicling.'

#4I sce you bave Her name hms becme famit-
enideavore-d ta say a a orjeS f E rygood word for the urt edr fEey
style," remlarked -WOmtan'S World, her most
Greenlee, referiing rcn otiuin hvn
ta ber notes. rCtcotiuonhvg

"Oh, yes the been 4&T/t Lady Of t/te Em..
style is good," she eratds." S/te /a.smade-"T/teconcedcd. "lu
Spots it is ailmost Hidden Hope"' a love stOrYmasterly. That is in w/ic/tht/e trend of eventswhy it seems such a
pity-you know?- îs a littte ua of t/t ordinary.
ta spoîl good work- Carryingothehor
manship with suchigOttt /er
a flimsy plot." t/t true loue neyer runs

Thiere was a mu- attredw
mcut's silence. moottly, Mt/te o nd
Then Old Hickory /te /teroine wit/t a touch
became Old Hick- of temper, t/te herou*>wi/taory once marc. Me
stood up. reputw.ionf<>, "grouc/tiness"" Wc have thc and introduces a rainy nightgrcatest respect for
your- opinions, Miss as a contrast to t/te general
Harriman," he told c/teeriness t/t iMust nees

ber. " Iregret very Cs
mucb that you find sarily follow in all ort/todox
this task so diffi- love tales. Read it--ît mig/ttcuIt. You runay
leave this review hPpen to you!
out. 1 know yau
are the soul. af -THE EDITORS

nierc andthecpi.
tome af tact, but I1 __________
sec that even your

to insist upon this being wrttcn. I have alread treCos wth it and lie refused. Therfore-1 sbaï, doitmyself."
"You've read it, then?"
He nodded.
" Wbat--shali you say? " site asked, curiousîy.
He shruged bis shoulders wearlly.Yo. Oh lielyl'Il treat it-bromidical Weindutyu know, always be vague" 1e autMiss Hariman's eye restcd upon the ranch malignedvolume.


