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Central Business College
Winnipeg, Man.

ISS DABNEY sat in her sanc-
tum, looking wearily at the
huge pile of unread manu-
scripts before her on the
desk—stories rolled, stories

tied with a blue ribbon, stories written
in pencil—nearly all of them without
one redeeming feature. She was so
tired of it all. Only a busy editor
could know how wearing were even
the trivial details on nerves and tem-

per.

Had Miss Dabney been a man, she
would probably have lighted a cigar
and consigned the accumulated work

to an unmentionable locality; but, be-
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ing a woman, she pressed one hand
against her hot head and. closing her
eyes, longed for rest. Yet she had
been glad to obtain a position on the
staff of The Times, because the small
salary she received helped a younger
sister, who was an invalid; glad, too,
because it was an opening in her
chosen field, and she had sacrificed
so much for it. But to-day the hours
dragged. The clock in old Trinity’s
steeple had just tolled the half hour
of eleven. Could it be that less than
half the day had gone?

She picked up a manuscript lying
near, and glanced at the title—"‘Love
and Honor; a Tale of Cuban Blood-
shed,” and smiled a little even while
she sighed. It was signed Eleanor
Musgrave, and the letter that accom-
panied it stated that the author would
call on the seventeenth for a reply—
she did hope it would be a favorable
one.

“She has rather a pretty name, poor
child,” thought Miss Dabney, looking
at her calendar, half unconsciously,
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forgotten dream. She was not very
old now—only six and twenty—but
sometimes she felt old—so old.

There was a knock on the door,
and Jim, the office factotum, poked in
his head.

“Copy, Miss Dabney?” he asked,
laconically.

“Not just yet, Jim,” Miss Dabney
replied, looking up. “Tell Mr. Davis
I've been too busy this morning to
finish the Hungarian article. He shall
have it by to-night.”

“All right, Miss.” Then Jim moved
nearer and spoke in a mysterious
whisper, while he nodded significantly
toward the door. “There’s a young
lady out there that wants to see you.”

“I'm too busy to be bothered. Who
is she, and what does she want?”’ Miss
Dabney replied brusquely.

“She says she wants to see the gen-
tleman wot reads the stories;” and
Jim grinned.

Miss Dabney smiled in spite of her-
self.

“Find out,” she told him, turning in
her revolving chair to her desk. Jim
departed.

“It's Eleanor Musgrave,” Jim an-
nounced in a disrespectful whisper a
moment later.

Miss Dabney started, then did a
very remarkable thing. Instead of
handing Jim the manuscript to take
to the author, she said briefly:

“Show her in.”

A slender, sweet faced girl entered
and looked about the room. Seeing

up to her and asked

“Why, to-day is the seventeenth.

«] am afraid it’s unavailable,” said
Miss Dabney. '
“] am so sorry,” said the girl
“] am sorry, too,” Miss Dabney
said, pushing back her chair, as if to
signify that the interview was over
But the girl leaned forward eag .‘v\
“] know it’s unusual, but—but won't
you kindly tell me what the trouble
is? T'll be so grateful. “Unavailable’
is a very convenient word for you
editors, but it’s very hard and vague

to us.” She laughed mirthlessly.

Miss Dabney toyed with her paper
weight. o

“Tt is unusual,” she admitted

“] know I've no claim on you for
this, bt if you would only be quite
candid—" ‘

“Do you really mean that?”’ Miss
Dabney questioned sharply. “People
sometimes say that and then resent
the criticism that follows. It is almost
always harsh.”

«But 1 do, I do. This means so
much to me—more than vyou can
know. My family laugh at me, and
—and—my friends. She paused a
moment. “Some such dear friends”
she added. in a whisper.

Miss Dabney turned her eyes to-
ward - the window and looked out
across the house tops. gleaming in
the sun. The light must have hurt
her eyes, for she winked hard. Then
cshe rose and picked wup the manu-
script.

“This story,” she said, looking at
the girl, “is irrational and utterly de-
void of point. Shall T go on?’

The girl nodded. She could not
speak. She had asked for this; but
did the cold woman who sat before

[q]

her. passing judgment. realize that
every word was a knife thrust to her

no one but Miss Dabney she went

“Will you tell me where 1 can find
the gentieman who reads_the stories?”’
“Well, no; I'm afraid I cannot, un-

| life’s ambition?

“It is sentimental, the incidents are
irrelevant and inconsequential,” Miss
Dabney went on; then paused.

The girl’s tense voice broke the
stillness. “Tell me, do you think 1

could ever write? Of course, I don't
mean right away,” she added hasti'y,
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}\0\5 you care to call me a ‘gentleman.’
I am the manuscript editor—Miss

Dabney;” and she smiled kindly.
Ihe girl flushed a little A
“1 leg yorr pardon, she said
There was a pause

“Might 1 steal a few minutes of your

time?” she said timidly

a vreat deal to ask, but

“1 know 1t's

“hut perhaps after years and years ol
work. Oh, I would work so hard!”

Miss Dabney hesitated. The airl
| was so pitifully young and inexperi-
enced. If she did not disillusion her,
perhaps no one would. The surgeon’s
| task always seems cruel, and yet how
merciful to the needy sufferer! Then,
| too, she recalled the girl's flushed
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