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DANNY'S MOTTO

By Mildred Caroline Goodridge.
"Blunderhead!" angrily expostu-tulate- d

the bookkeeper of Ransom
& Co.

"Look before you leap, Danny," in
sweet solacing contrast followed the
tones of the office stenographer, Nel-
lie Deane.

"Wish I could. Guess 111 go stum-
bling through life just this same old

afflfc

Whillikens! She's In Love With the
Boss!

way!" groaned Danny Skiles. "Wish
you was my sister. I'd get out of here
if it wasn't for you yes, I would."

The electric button on the desk of
the stenographer sounded an appeal
just then. It was from Mr. Ransom's
office. Hastily Nellie swept into a

"ver or rather fancied she swept
several pages of a letter she

writing to her sister. One

of the sheets, however, had slipped
unnoticed over the edge of the desk
and had fallen among a vast litter on
the floor beside it.

Danny had precipitated the over-
flow of the waste paper basket only a
few seconds previously. He had
stumbled over it in the exercise of
that extraordinary ability of his to de-

serve the common nickname of
"Blunderhead." Danny was simply
chronically irremediably clumsy.
When he raised a window he general-
ly smashed it When he moved a
chair he usually tipped it over. When
he ran to attend to some urgent of-

fice call he stumbled over a rug or
the linoleum.

"Drat that bookkeeper!" muttered
Danny with a daggers look at crusty
old Collins. "As to Sweetie that's
what I call her and that's pust what
she is if I ever amount to anything
it will be her kind ways to me that did
it She's pretty as a picture and good
as gold. Yes, and I'll bet the boss
knows it!" chuckled Danny wisely.

If "the boss,!' young Alden Ran-
som, knew it, however, he had spoken
no word to convey the impression to
his stenographer. It was true that
many times, even as just now, when
Nellie sat in his private office taking
dictation, it had been a relief from
business cares and a positive pleasure
to look at the delicate expressive face
of the young girl and appreciate her
buoyant accommodating ways and
quick intelligence. If there was the
dawning of love in the companion-
ship, however, it was on the part of
Nellie herself. In fact she had just
written the fact to her sister. And,
because she felt a growing fondness
for her kindly indulgent employer she
had decided to sever a tie that it
might be difficult to break, later on,
by leaving the pleasant employ of
Ransom & Co.

Meanwhile Danny had gathered up
the letter on the floor of the main
office and was cogitating over the
great precept of wisdom that Mis3
Deane had sought to inculcate.


