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His astýnishment twisted h arcund in hi chair, an(flie 'Smè>

plump up.againsý the agates, eýimwing in iome -kind of light he
The-Ettle office with the cathedràl windows took on a new

fimwre. There was an instniment-under the sash, with a black had never seen before."

tin roofover ii, and a Ettle s ilor bat, with a Une ribbo on it, Confound it, Miss Chalcçy bc said, jumpirè,.Up. What

hung on the bronze eg opposite the door, do yoil mean by having a sick mother and nef telling me? What

I4N g air of do you rnean by coming here to-day? Will you never-get apy

Î. ow, tlieri," said Cline, putting cri a most forbiddin

strict business. Yen understand that the rnatter for which 1 bave business ideas into your bead ? 1 toid you that this room was to

engaged you is entirely aside from fhe regular business of this bc confidential. Do you call it confidential, to act in this manner ?

9ffim Bythewaywhatshal]Icallyou? Misswhat? Chalcey? Prn surprised, Miss Chalcey. Pm hurt.

Well, never mind the Nelly. M call you Miss Chalcey, it 1 s more He took down the sailor bat. " Yeu are to go back to your

-busihee-like; anl 1 dont want you to talk outside of this room rilother-at once."

abôui'any of.the business you have to trarisact here. Do you under- He opened the door. Il Here, Swain, get me a coupe. And

stand ? If >u get that straigbt to begin with therell bc no trouble. " Swain saw the sailor bat in his hand.

T h shé iurned lier demure, face toward him, and said, Yesý

sir," so méekly and patiently and profoupdly that lie noticed her
It was about a week after this. The room had half a ton of

Ms. _.They were agates --- ýmoýsmagates, by love. " Funny little letters in it, Cline used to come in, look at the bronze peg and go
2

*pots.in them thafswarn and danced round--and melted into each away again. Tlien the sailor bat re-appeared.

ý,ctber in. the Most absùrdly molten way, as if there inight be little

cetildïdiià un d et them where the light w Miss Chalcey was there waiting, so was bg little lunch that shè
as boiled and softened down

always ate when Cline and Wallace went down to Delmonico's,

sorrie ridiculous girl nonsense. The worst of it was theyintc, and on Cline's deskwas a tiny bunch. of violetsý He shook hands

idways scémed 2to be just on týe point of boiling over, as if light, with her, congratulated ber on her mother's recovery, and said

ilke music, had some kind of inscrutable pathos in it. Pshaw 1 dàh't mention it, my child. Pm just about as, kind as

V. the average business n-ian-no morè; no less. We've got a terrib4k-ý

o'1týiéý, got alcrig vM nicely without any nonsense. Cline lot of business here. »

ou d-corne in about half-past ten, or eIeven, look to sec if the sailor They both laughed

-,was hanging on the pý2g, grunt- out, 'l Good morning, Miss Cline was in particular good spirits that morning. It was so

ëhialSy," arrd then sit dûwri at bis desk to open letters. Some- comfortable, don't you know, to have the office routine go on in its

iÎýmcý shé Would sit'demurely for balf an hour, her head turncà, legulax business-like way-to bear, the click of the instrument ; to

'Z' - ]r<ýkàÉ ôýt oýf tiie il-- clear little pane in the cathedral window get sideglimpses of two white rounded wrists dancing a gallopaie

.,àt ýoý at the chip bat was covering up that infernal bronze peg,.
slacums gothIc office oppoète, where there was to know th

"Ilever ânything tc, sec «Cept Bob Slocum's window shades, and that and you couldn't hear the devilish bullfinch. It went on about a

of telegiaph tape that dangled forever front the wires over- week, With a little bunch of violets evM morning on his desk,

in SPIte ôf al] the sparrows that had tried to pull it off At which lie always put in his buttonhole when bc went'uptown.

utlier times CUne would dictate, and then the click Of the instru- There were two days when lie hadn't got a pin, and she had, so

ýpe9,t- k1gowned the chirp of the janitors bullfinch that she fastened them on for him, and there was one awftdly nasty

day when bc actually helped lier to eat lier lunch, and enjoyed it.

ticpursé she.go io lençow all about it-what it was lie was try- Then the whole affair came to a suddenstop. These thingý

ý'1hg:toéý d bc grew to consnlt her on somç of the details. Like always do in real life.

bd girl she put her whole beart into it, and realIy tried to help It was a Monday morning. She had hung up ber bat and dusted

him. a she cou)d to find the wife bc wanted. ' How could she help off lier machine, and looked te, sec if Bob, Slocum's shades were

ît . thcri, too, she cou]dÉ't help finding out ýy degrees that Cline there, when Cline said, with a horribly sad expression of couriten ance

dre go bpeavy checks and had a swell cir'cle of acquaintancm Miss Chalcey, yôu've been a very faithfuil and efficient secretary,

bc, like a gond methodical business man, fell into and I'm sorry I've got in lose you, but the faet is, I've f5und, the

t- ài,,rôutïne here ýts elsewhere. His heart was constructed on solid wOlnan 1 *ant, and; of course, I shall not need you any more."

tiýýwork busimess principles,,and one morning when bc came in She was looking at him dreamingly, as if she wondered where the

11beý sîýl&r_ hat:was not'On the peg. It annoyed Iiim at once. It paragon came from that filled his bill.

ai" ays d0à annoy a busincýs man to have things irregular. He Yes," bc said, "strange as it rnay sound, Iýve actuany picked

fi4geted. in bis chair. It *a,-s too bad. Nobody could bc depended Out the woman who is to bc iny wife, and 1 shall not want a secre-

tary. We'vebadaverypleasanttimeheretogetherhaven'twe?"
ý7. on, and here Were several letters to bc answered. He called Swain

i - Y es, sir."
M, IlWhercistÈatyoungwoman,?"

Swaiû.started a littleas if bc felt guilti of having abducted lier, And you remember all the qualities that I was fool enoughto

"la iaid, What do you want, a typewritex ? à1lace and expect in one womaii?
M Here's Wý Yes, sir."

Durea and Clapp, anyone of 'em can=" dg Will, I've found most of 'ttn."
And Cline shouted, Il Nonsense 1 Shut the dbor 1

Im, very glad, sir."
Tfi.'enhenoticedthebrç)nzepeg. Ithadanironicalandpluckedaspe&- Do you think, Miss Chàlcey, froin what you know of me, that

Hé sat down in the chair by the window and léoked at Bob
she will have me if 1 ask lier ?

shades. Yes, sir."

'11ïý couldn't belp wonderingwhat.Miss Chalceyfound to think Youtruly think so on busines-sýprincipleý?.
duri lien she looked out there, waitingly.

Lout ngRIlthevacanthoursw Yeý, sir."

Irlienext day when she came bc reprimanded her fiercely. 'l It -lThen, by love, I'11 marry lier. Voucanconsideryourse9dis-

azr>oygdý me very much," bc said from his chair, without looking chargýd, Miss Chalcey-N'Élly."

-rôunl «IYou shauld liave sent me sorme Word. Idependedon And she was.

.4ýs very irregular and unbusiness-like. The only unbusinesslike thing they did was to both iry to f0à

'ke I#ii6d round and looked at him -in her meek way. Il My out the ridiculo. litt'le pane avilie saine tiine--*and busi-,
-,Mdtl-ýer M.dyin " h u IX without looking like

g, s e said. l'have neglected. lier ýo-dàý so*as ness people could do that sim Itaneous

roi to (ýý y6U2ý Siamese twins,


