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A Tale.
Whereihn the

Business
Man Proves
to be aBit
of a Senti-

"Pour 'Sidney Lee'!" she murmured, wtb a sudden
feeling o! pty. " Perhaps-who knows-bher living
mnai depend-"

Rubs!Let ber take ber medicine!" dedlared
Old Hickory, crisply-almost roughly.

"Well, it may teacb ber alesson o!course. One o!the
situations t least is wildly improbable-wbere she asks
us to believe that the bero, the blunt business man,
cherishes a burning passion for his secretary, the beroine,
for several years wthout once giving bimaself away,
even momentarly-"

Old Hickory glanced quickly at the speaker.
"Now, I tbougbt Ihat was ail right."
"'«at! And be keepîng reams o! verse, addressed to

ber in a secret drawer? A hard-beaded man o! the world
with the soul o! a pot? Wby be-be actually swears
round the office-'

" StilI--it muight conceivably be, you know"
Miý,ss Harriman sibook ber bead slowly. A strand o!her

sunny brown hiair fIli across ber eyes and she pusbed it
back, imlpatiently.

" lt's a wonider lie wouldn't give the poor thing a bint,
theni," she observed. "She migbt have escaped-all the
hugging I referred to. Let's drop the subject. Is that
rein?"1

s HE bad been ganciing ut the window fromntime to
Jtimie, where rivulets o! moisture had been trickling

down the pane. Now big drops began to patter. -

"And I didn't bring ither raincoat or umnbrella!"
she moaned. "My sit will be ruined."

It loks like an all-nigbt performance, to," agreed
the edtor. "I1 saw signs and portents this afternoon.
Fortunaitely I brought a mackintosh wth me and if
you Could climib into it-"*

"Oh -But what will you do?"
"'I happen to bave an old overcoat here on the rack."
lie witbdlre tIo hi's own domnain and returned witb

bis miackintosb.
"l'u can turn in

the cuffs." be sug-
t ested, assisting

er todon it. "But
button t close-
turu up the collai-.
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Solemnly he per-
formed the inevitable rite, then laid it back.

-"Even a 'bluat business man," he muttered, "may
have bad bis dreamsl"

Besig eltthedoffic he teck thse book-review over to

the composing-roons basket on Miss Harrimia's desk.
Thse following morning a,'bgt o'clock shari> the staff

of thse Daily Post was an iuidividually sud collec-
tiveIy to note Miss Harrimian's entrance. Ordinarily
nine o'clock was ber heur o! arrivai, and Old Hickory

gçjrerâbLçgljgbout thse saine timte.

She seemed in a very different
moud I rom that of the previous
evenîng. She went straight to
OId Hîckory's desk, then to the
literai-y edtor's and not finding
wbat %be sought, she seemied for
a moment on the vre of faint-
îng. Even now the big presses were grinding out the
first parts of the Saturdiay edition. But her common-
sense told her that the comp)oing-room basket mght
hold what she was seeking, and so it proved.

With a glad littie cry she snatcbed it front the copy-boy
as he was removing i f rom ber desk.

At nine o'clock Normiari Greenlee came in. Miss
Harriman watched hiim speculatively. Not once did he
glance in ber direction. Now and then a littie wisp of a
smîle played about the corners of her moutb, but as the
morning sped on and labor began to attain its usual
momentum she became occupied wth business matters
to the exclusion of ail else.

After luncheon she passed him in the hallway.
"Thank you for the loan of your coat, Mr. Greenlee"

she said, siniply. "I returned it to your rack tis
morning."

He Iooked at her a trile absentl . Then bis sombre
eyes took on a degeeo! last night's friendliness.

Oh , yýs1 1Well, 1 hope y ou didn't ýet vry wet.
You sbould have taken the umbrelia as well.

But Miss Harriman only smiled-and there was that
in her g lance at bimn as sbe burried on that would have
made hîm pause to reflert that the efficient woman
editor was developing a htherto unsuspected sense of
bumor. Ohly he didn t see itl A recent enterprise of bis
own that was like to Corne to grief was occupying bis
mind.

M ISS HARRIMAN entered the city edtor's office.
It was a small but secluded mabogany-and-ground-

gassaprtment.
glDidyou wish to see me?" she asked, as he swung

round.
Her heart was beating rapidly, but she was not un-

prepared for the interview.
Yes, 1 did. Er-please sit dw. . .. No, this chair

by the desk."
He took up a copy of the evening paper. It was still

damp from the press. Sbe fought back a sile, as sbe
watched him open it and fold it back at the Book Review
Column.

"Please look bere, Miss Harriman," he said, banding
ber the * per and indcating a paraMaph, wth the

ponofhisblue-pencl Her d afin five-bundred
wodeulogy o! "The Hidden Hope." Did you write

"Yes," and she brave d hs glance, cahnily.
"Why?"
"Because I--changed my mind at the veiy last

momenýt."$
" And substituted y ou rs for mine beforeI came dowîn?"
"l'ours was-imnpossible."
"And--are you in the habit of changing your mînd 80suddenly? "
"No. But in this case 1 had the best o! al posible

reasons. I learned after I left y ou, wbo 'SidneyLe' s.

He is-a friend of mine, one wbo bas been most kind to
me.",

Greenlee gave her a look that at any other time would
have caused ber eyes to fait beneath it-so fiercely chai-
lenging it was.

"Impossible!" he burst out. "No one knows but the
publisher and-"

"Two others Yourself and me," she said, coolly.
Greenlee's oe s dropped. But he looked up

again with somethmi lke appeal in them.
"How did you-? lie began.
'Yesterday at lunch tinie you called at the Post

Office-wbere you had a box under the name of 'Sidney
Lee '-and you received a letter fromn the publishers

wbc ou read burriedly and then crammed into your
ranotpocket, forgetting aIl about t-"

"Se I didi"
"'«cl-I read it. My curiosity at seeinq the address

overcame my sciuples. Then Iknew tbat SidneyLeec'
was Norman S. Greenîce."

She rose, flusbing under bis scrutiny. He rose also,
extending a band.

"Miss Harriman, I-look bere, 1 amn very deeply
indebted te y ou. My first booklIt lied to succeed!
Last nîght I bardly slept-but neyer mind-if the other
reviewers are bal! as kind! . . . And se you-
consider me a friend?"

How different bis hearing! Slowly bie had released bier
band, but bie still looked down at bier, gratitude and
appeal mintlin& in bis glance. Tbere was sometbing
else too-a kindling beamt she could net define.

"l'es," she answered simply. "Need I say you bave
beert kinder to me than many an employer would be?
'«ben I was ill last sprng-

"But-"
"No, listenl:,You never would let me tbank you.

AIl those lovely fiowers, and thei tbhe motor every day,
and sending it for me to bring me down to tbe office long
after I was well. If it hadn't been for your kindness-"

" Even a bard-hearted business man knows enough te
look after bis assistants."

She smiled, but the allusion did not escape bier.
"I1 wisb I 'badn't been so brutally frank last night,"

she said penitently. " Can you forgive me?"
"ýNo, 1I cannot, I am afraid."
Sbe looked burt.
"But I-I made reparationi1 Tbe book is good. Down

in my beart I feit it. Only that-tbat beroine! Sbe
seemed so trifling for sucb a splendid bero, thougb you
made bier so sweet-"

"She wasn'i real. I couldn't g et the real girl on
paeMiss Harriman, soI1 made o! bier a sad failure. The

Iero is idealîzed, so hie too isn't ieu!. The original is an
old bear."

"WTho writes verse, 1 suppose. Or-does bie?"
'"Guilty," be admitted, with a smile.

'"He ougbt to publisb somne-if it is ail as good as tbe
bit bie quotes."

"ýHe intenda to. See here."
"Greenlee stepped to tbe desk, pressed tbe button

whicb controlled tbe unsuspected little drawer and re-
vealed to bier astonished gaze tbe fat packets o! poetry
in bis own neat, but rather crabbed bandwriting.

"Oh!" exclaimed Miss Harriman. "May I-V"
He handed bier the top MSS.

d"I ought to tell you,' bie began with a greut deal of
dffidence, " that in tbe printed volume most o! tbe

poemns addressed to 'Vera' will-bear other titles."
Sbe was at tbe moment scanning a small gem entitled

"Vera-Spirit o! Trutb."
"Wby?' she asked quickly, looking upHe looked directly inito bier ýeyes, reading bis meauing

into tbemi as only Old Hickory could do.
."Because," bie said, "The old bear will nlot embarrass

or wound tbe !riend wbo refused to wound hitm."
She understood presently, in a kind o! wonder.
",You see," be went on sotly. " Sucb a-a -àst<Uin

migbt conceivably be. t is not 'wildly improbabl."
"But-ýhow 1og

"For two years and nmor."
(C-osinuedonPage 53)
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