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ASKING'S HAVING

By Fred Pawling
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
The new girl in the pattern depart-

ment was so pathetically tired. Tom
Roberts watched her furtively all that
first day of her arrival, as she stood
at the next desk to his own, wearily
sorting and checking the patterns for
the Ladies' Fashion Realm Co.

The other young men watched her
less secretly. In fact, winks and
nudges were thick in the pattern de-

partment that morning. For the new
girl was undeniably a beauty. The
other girls noticed that fact, too.

She was hardly more than 18, and
there was an air of breeding about
her which more than one girl in-

stinctively resented. Lucy Whitman
was, in fact, born to better things
than this ar position. Her fa-

ther had been a small shopkeeper
with ambitions for his children. When
he died Lucy had to get a position
and the only one which offered was
that of waitress in a restaurant She
stood that life for two months. But
it was impossible for a girl of her ap-
pearance to endure it longer Besides,
the proprietor was angry that she re-

fused to make up to his customers.
A pretty girl meant increased trade
and he saw no harm in her accept-
ing the cheap badinage of the clerks
who frequented his place.

Lucy had always resolved to study
stenography, but when she got home
she was too fatigued to do anything
more than slip into bed and fall asleep
exhausted. If she had been like the
rest of them . . . but her timid man-
ner repelled the class of men who
came into her life and instinctively
she recoiled from the advances of the
kind who would have made life at
least uncompanioned.

The work in the pattern depart-
ment was terrible. Tom Rogers, at
22, had been there four years. His
wages bad crept from ?8 to $12. All

day, from 8 o'clock to 6, he stood at
his high desk. He would unfasten r,
huge bundle of the paper patterns,
check off the number of each one in
a book, shifting them along the desk
until he came to the end, then he
would fasten them together and get
another bundle.

It was less the labor than the soul-weari-ng

monotony of the thing. Mil-

lions of patterns must liave passed
through his hands in those four years
and the supply was quite inexhaustl--
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ble. And Lucy was just beginning
where he was now.

The thought of those endless pat-
terns had become a nigntmare. Stol-
idly the young man had stuck to his
post, hoping for better things.

He had wanted to "become a sales-
man. Devoe, the sales manager, to
whom he had had a letter of introduc-
tion, had told him frankly the pros-
pects.

"Now and then we try out new men
on the road," he said. "You'd better
get In at the bottom, and some day,


