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'fhe Inglenook. |
built so like sausages 1 wouldn’t mind, but 
it seems to me that I hit everything within 
six inches every time I aim tor a key. Look 
at that 1 Figure a for ‘A’ every time. But, 
bad as it is, its more legible than my hand- 
writing."

“Why don't you give that girl a good talk- 
The ball game, however, was only the jng ,0^ ^ yOU think she's worth taking pains 

opening wedge. Tekla was popular, ahd njth?M
her friends and classmates were having a “Well." confessed Mr. Wolfe, inserting a 

Tekla who was seventeen years old, felt glorious time that summer. f,esh shceli and „àh one heavy forefinger
very important indeed, for a surprising thmg At bS iheî ,aho"°ÿs,> licklnB uff ,he da,r; ,e" lhe
ha,I hinnened It «as unlv five days since refusing all daytime amusements , but, alter |rulh| y have. y wenl round there once 
she had graduated from the High School, the first baseball match, Tekla louno it easy about ,hrce week, ago, and talked to her 
and here she was with a working knowledge 10 ask and to obtain leave of absence for y^e a grandfather. You know you can t be 
of the real estate business at her finger tips P'1" ol Monday mornmg. all of Tuclday ,ight down hard on a little, lighthearted 
-literally because her bu incss was prin- afternoon, cr every bit of Wednesday, that lhing like lha,. Her mother doesn t seem 
c,pally concern, ,1 with lhe type writing ma- Mr. Armstrong, an irascible wiry mart with much oldcr lhan shc is, and they certainly 
chine in the office ol Armstrong \ Wolfe, nervous dyspepsia, feared that Mr. Wolfe n„d ,he moncy. y talked to them both. 
The knowledge, prrhaps did not extend far e" m danger of being compelled to do a I They—both scented pleased, 
beyond her finger-tips, because most of the lhe typewriting. "Humph I” exploded Mr. Armstrong,
letters she wroe at the dictation of her cm- .One forenoon Mr. Armstrong observed indign,ntly. .,'11 talk to her." 
ployer conveyed ah oVtlcly no meaning to Tekla, who had ainved three quarter, o^ an "No, you won’t," said Mr. Wolfe, resting 
her mind ; hut this did nut trouble Tekla or hour late, looking at her watch wtth mor his large, calm eyes for a moment on his
anvhoclv tlsc lhan her usual irritating frequency. When partner's perturbed countenance. "lalk

Her copy was neat as well as accurate, ske was not employed with this lull e cm jusl ro„, off lhat girl Uke salld drcssing
and there was nothing about the completed Payment, she was casting impatient g ances frum an iccd tomaloc. Some sort of kinder-
letters to indicae that the typewriting young » v'‘"°r*k'‘t1’"1, "M^Amatraniknew gar,en mC'h°d rmi*ht ,eo,k ,b‘lleV. 1 m 
person was as innocentas the typewriter it- stayed far loo long. Mr. Armstrong knew wl||ing l0 ,ake , fmlepains with her because 
self of the difference between the east half what her imp,fence portended. The doc, ofhc, fllher. Mighty nice chap was old 
oflo, fifiy seven and the northwest to,, in chjsed beh md,» More

^“You’re worde’rfully fortunate," said Get- Mr-Wolfe’s big desk.
aldine Veasr, who was four years older than O, Mr. Wolfe, she said, in her pretty
Tekla. "I’ve always wished 1 could woik pleading way, should you mind very much 
for Armstrong ,*v Wulfe-n's such a good ' I were to go home a hide earlier ? .
plarr. flow did you , ver happen In get it?" a'"1'»1 '>'«"• «"°*’ | m •«"« *
‘ "Oh" said T.kla, ovt,bn-king Géraldine’. P«W tonight, and I want to try on the new 
somewhat uneomplimen.ry emphasis, “Mr. mothers making for me. It. yurt
Wolfe and father used to be I, lends. He ,he'rc !!C? dr?,S~ jn hi,
knew I’d have to do something to help M . «ulfe glanced from the paper, m h„
mother out, and when Miss I.odds sick l"*!*-*"?L’t
father telegraphed fof her logo East, Mr. J*l,.'e‘te!~ lhln- ,hi, ,r,,t
Wolfe came to me, I’m to have thirty dollars C“ü d" 1 Ido 1. ,k* flr*'lh. g ' three days afterward Tekla had experienced
a month." n0™? «"”d.ed MR" rh. ' »l breakfast lime, something surprisingly

Mr. Wolfe who was almost sixty, but look- mother can t do a thing more to that wa st llke a sense of duty. It hurried her to the
cd younger, was a large man, so well pro un,l)J\,e.''If,,"office and kept her there until closing time,
portioned in every way that his great height "«» if 'hal s l, ^1.s,' l sa | | C | , Rut the glamour of the check and the un
did not impress one until he stood looking “O thank you! said Tekla hurriedly dart- preeedented of duly „lckcIed out to
ciown upon some ordinary “six footer." His mg aw.y. ... « , - gether by the afternoon of the fourth day,
shoulders were broad, Ins hands and fee: Mr Armstrong who had suffered in ..!• T(' |g succumbed_ „ ball past two, ,0
large, his good na.uted mouth wide, his cnee for six weeks, rose and tiammed the ,ïmçUl|on jn ,hc folm of a naphiha-launeh

Everybody loved and respected him, and " lhat girl’s the limit I'" he snapped. "If p Mr Armstrong noticed that his partner
because of his kindly ways he had very few I had my way, I d fire her so quiet sne c(j jn bjs (,equenily to lean back

.0,1 d no, know whet had happeaed. ' Tekla with puzxled, almost re
“In ,h„ case n d M ol , she mmJuU Sometimes, when so engag-

why she had been fired, and ^ he scljbblcd ,omething in a little bock
that he carried in his waistcoat pocket. To
ward the end of the month the puzzled ex
pression depaited, but the sorrow remained. 
Mr. Armstrong could see that although the 
kindhearted old man had made up his mind 
to deal with Tekla, he was far from happy 
over the prospect. She herself had no mis
givings. She continued to airiv-i late, to go 
home early, and to absent herself whenever 
she happened to feel like it.

“You do have an easy time in that office,

♦J

♦
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Samuel Bliss. Now, don't you worry. Arm
strong. She'll be trying to woik t hr'ten 
hours a day, the way you do, before I'm 
dene with hcr. I haven't quite fi.ured on 
the way out yet, but I think I see light."

Nothing on paper had ever locked quite 
so beautiful to Ttkla as the check she had 
received at the end of her first month’s sad
ly neglected work. The envelope, addrets 
ed to Miss Ttkla Bliss, and placed on her 
table, had greeted her the morning she was 
so disgracefully late from oversleeping after 
Mildred Hull's coming out party. For

No ur.furiunate person ever ap
pealed to him in vain, yet in spite of his 
amiability, he was seldom imposed upon.

Tekla was concious of no desire to im
pose upon him ; but she was young, it was 
summertime, often there were no letters to 
be answered, and she found idleness irk 
some.

The baseball match ht tween the teams of 
her own town and of Ironside was the he- w
ginning of her fall from grace. The office ale 
closed at four on Saturday afternoons, and 
at half past five on other da)S, and work 
was supposed to start at half past eight each 
morning.
two hours' playtime ought not to make 
make much difference to the firm and she 
asked ifsh.- might he exm-ed.

It is probible that ««he would not have 
enjoyed the game half so well if she had 
subjected that Mr. Wolfe, whose large blunt 
fingers did not tend themselves gracefully to 
typewriting had been compelled to answer, 
at considerable length, and with much dis
comfort, two important letters that had 
arrived in the three o'clock ma l.

Mr. Armstrong,the other partner,had n-1 
learned to use a typewriter, and always had smiling whimsically, and casting a rueful 
enough to do besides, in his own special glance at his outspread fingers as he sat 
department. down at Tekla’s typewriter."!! they weren't

enenves

wouldn’t realize 
the experience wouldn't do her any good.

"It would do me good!" declared Mr. 
Armstrong. She's utterly impossible."

"No" said Mr. Wolfe, "there's good stuff 
in lhat girl. It means something in this 
business, where figures count for so much, 
to have a gitl who is s<< absolutely accur-

"And absolutely ignorant !" sneered Mr.
Atmstrong, whose love for the older part
ner made him quick to resent anything that

S-SSEs ... - ^-aasres
typewriting is all I expect of her, I Tekla one noon in holiday attire. "1 don't

qjekui;,; d-y*to.d.roffi^*.^

airily. "Mr Wolfe isn’t the scolding kind. 
He says I’nt the neatest typewriter he’s had 

mability to suck to straight copy. Yes, -"hen I'm there. Mr. Armstrong looks like
there’s good stuff in that little girl, but she » thundercloud all the time, but Mr. Wolfe 
certainly lacks a realizing sense." ,ets me 8° any limc 1 as** , ,

“Or any kind of sense ! She isn't giving “Bui, asked Geraldine, curiously, av nt
you any conscience in the mailer t 

"Not a scrap," laughed Tekla.
"I should think," said Geraldine, “lhat 

you’d like to feel sure you were earning youfc 
salary."

long as
don’t mind that. So far those 
fingers of hers haven't made a mistake. 
Miss Dodd, as you know, got us into hot 
water abont eighteen times last year by her

you three solid days work a week."
“She's giving me more," said Wolfe


