
IN HER PLACE
ficiency of the average office
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naught but a
pretty legend. A mistake or negUgence or for-
getfuhiess in an office is remedied and forgotten.
Mrs. Omicron-my dear Mr. Omicron- never
hears of it Not so with Mrs. Omicron's office, as
your aroused imagination will teU you. Mrs.
Omicron's parlourmaid's duster fails to make
contact with one small portion of the halttable.
Mr. Omicron walks in. and his godlike glance
drops instantly on the dusty place, and Mr. Omi-
cron ejaculates sardonically: «H'm! Four
women in the house, and they can't even keep
the hal. table respectable!"

Mr. Omicron forgets a letter at the bottom of
his unanswered-letter basket, and a week later
an excited cable arrives from overseas, and that
cable demands another cable. No real harm has
been done. Ten dollars spent on cables have
cured the ill. Mrs. Omicron. preoccupied with
a rash on the back of the neck of Miss Omicron
before-mentioned. actuaUy comes back from
town without having ordered the mutton. In
the afternoon she reaUzes her horrid sin and
rushes to the telephone. The butcher reassures
her. He swears the desired leg shall arrive. But
do you see that boy dallying at the street comer


