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A WQMAN'SSACRIFICE
By May Endicott.

"My wife," said John Andrews to
his stenographer, "is a good woman,
and it wpuld Break her heart to real-
ize what I .have longsince realized
that we were never meant for each
other."

Esther Sinclair made no reply, but
bent over her notes. Only the height- -
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She Tore Andrew's Letter Into

Fragments.

ened color in her face revealed her
emotion.

She did not like to hear her em-
ployer speak slightingly of the pretty,
simple little woman who had once
come into his office, spoken kindly to
her, and chattered in her irrespon-
sible way until it was time for her
husband to take her home. Yet, after
all, Esther had long ago realized that
there could be little in common be
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tween her and Andrews, whose
forceful personality demanded that
sympathetic understanding which it
was not Mildred Andrew's to give.

They two had been asssociated to-

gether in Andrew's work for nearly
six months. She had liked him in-
stinctively the moment she set eyes
on him, and he had singled her out
from among a host of applicants, ap-
parently without a moment's hesita-
tion. He trusted in her completely in
her share of the difficult work which
he performer as secretary of the
chemical company.

But her woman's instinct had sure-
ly told her, during recent weeks, that
something more than esteem was
growing up between them. This was
the first occasion on which Andrews
had ever hinted at domestic unhapni-nes- S.

She knew the depth and inten-
sity of his nature.

She went home to pass an almost
sleepless night. She reviewed all her
past She was already thirty years of
age; no love worthy of this name had
ever come into her life. And she could
not hide from herself the knowledge
that Andrews and she were made for
one another. She could give him such
devotion as was his need, if once she
let herself dwell upon the image of
him that was enshrined in her heart.

She fought .against this awaken-
ing love. Day after day found her on
her guard, lest by a chance word,
even a look, she should betray her-
self. And so the days passed.

It happened at last, though. The
struggle was an intense one. She
had not realized how it had depleted
her of her strength. She had fought,
fought, in the hope of being able to
retain her position there, and the in-

evitable reaction came. Rising to go
home one evening, she suddenly fell
to the floor in a dead faint created by
utter nervous exhaustion.

And when consciousness came
back to her she fouund herself seated
in a chair and Andrews bending over
her, and his lips were pressed to hers,
and his bands clasped here tightly;
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