
The Secretary Goes Home
He tiptoed into the hall. There was not a sound in the

house. A minute later the outer doors closed behind him,
gently. He was out in the cold, bitter night, plowing his
way through snowdrifts three and four feet deep, bound for
the hotel next door, the nearest place of refuge.

In the office he left a call for seven o'clock. Not in ten
years had he done anything so amazing.
"She helps to support a family— a helpless father and

two small sisters," he said to himself as he crept into bed.
"But, it wouldn't be the same thing supporting my
governor. / should say not! " Later on, very drowsily :

" I was sure I had seen her before. Little Mary Pem-
broke

!
How I adored her! But it seems to me her

hair was yellow then. It 's black now. Still, I dare say
that 's better than if it had been black then and yellow now.
Seven o'clock

! What an ungodly hour to get up. But
I '11 have to get used to it."

Miss Pembroke resisted the desire to look after him
from the front window. She could n't bear the thought of

'

scraping the frost from the window pane with her finger-
nails, for one thing ; for another, he might take it into his
head to look back.

So she went to bed, thinking of him— as she had been
doing for an hour or more before his amazing second
appearance.

" He was such a shy boy," she reflected. « But he was
the best looking thing. Dear me, how long ago it seems

!

And those silly love letters I wrote to him and never
mailed. What funny things children are'"
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