
The Secretary Goes Home
She stood still and looked at him. " On the train ?

"

she murmured.

" Yes, Miss Pembroke. I have an afternoon ofF. I 'm
going to Princeton. Oh, by the way, <,jn't bother about
the tickets. I have them. Come along, please, or we 'II

miss the boat."

Of course she protested. She was very much annoyed— or, at least, that is what she meant to be.
He explained, in a burst of confidence meant to cover

the unique trepidation he felt, that he was not to assume
his duties as secretary to Mr. Krosson until the following
Monday. " This is my last free week. Don't begrudge me
an excursion. It 's to take the place of four house parties."

She held out stubbornly, for appearance's sake ; it was
not until they were in the middle of the Hudson tha she
said it would be very nice, and he could catch the five
o'clock train back to New York.

It would be Jifficult to relate all that they said during the
tortuous trip to Princeton. Naturally they discussed his
prospects.

" I 'm not sure that I know what a secretary has to do,"
he confessed. "But," with a determined gleam in his
eyes, « whatever it is, I 'm going to do it. I don't expect
Mr. Krosson to give me a year's vacation on full pay, and
I 'm not looking for furs in my stocking at this or any
other Christmas, but I do mean to live on what I earn.
I 'm to have twenty-five hundred a year, in the beginning."

" Goodness, that is a lot of money," she said. Thev
were at luncheon in the private dining car,
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