
MARY MORELAND
CHAPTER I

bv^ifw^T't'^/'iT'''' *' ""^' °f her employerby the way he took off his gloves when he came inlo the
office m the morning.

If they were carelessly flung down on the table sheknew that Mr^ Maughm was in a business hlourand hkely to begin dictating immediately. If ~dnot take off his gloves at all, but thrust his Lndsinto h.s overcoat pockets and waUced over to the win^wto stand there she knew the financier's humour To bemedUafve and that something had gone wrong "up athe house," as she called the world in which her employehved, moved, and had his social being. "Up atThehouse" he was lost to her.
ijp at tne

If he slowly drew his gloves off, finger by finger, put themogether and rolled them up into a ball, this indi a^ted tWsomething important was about to interest the office There|n.ght be some big deal in the wind or a personal matter to

.„ fr„n7f
1°'"- ''"^"''^" ^^- M-i stood d rect

;

n f ont of his secretary, looking down upon her, Mary knewthat, whatever it was, she was to hear all about it
It was a habit of Thomas Maughm's, when he came

-ratTe'h" '°"1:r^
'"^^^ his'sten;grapher'%^m

.

Up at the house" he had no habits. Where evervthins

doeTn'T" « 'f
'''' '''' ''^^y - f-* - Sle o"fdoesn t have fixed customs, unless it be that of dearing out.


