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! A REVEALED SECRET

By Hilda Clifford.
'(Copyright, by W. G. Chapman.)

I really wonder if every girl
feels as I do under similar circum-
stances. Certainly, I hope so, for
I amtoo happy, to draw-a-lo- ng

breath. What itthathas made
me so wildly joyous, oh little

b'

i 'Is It Possible You Can Care for an
Old Crusty Fellow Like Me?"

Y

typewriter of mine? I will tap
' out the story on your keys, for

you are indirectly responsible for
it all.

First, do you need an introduc- -
tion to me? If so, I am Daisy
Kilrain, stenographer, and hap- -
piest girl in the world, just nine
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teen. Yesterday I could have said
nineteen and never kissed, but
today, well, typewriter, I'll tell
you all about it. I've had several
other places, but came here six
months ago, and am the only girl
in the business, the other em-

ployes being all men and 'boys,
from the Head down to Kit the
office boy. Of course my work
was taking the letters of the
Head, and occasionally ones from
the rest, although they talk so
slow that I can write them right
off on you. The Head can rattle
them off so fast that it keeps my
pencil flying to. keep up. It's hard
to tell. you just what the Head
looks like, for you aren't' a girl
with eyes in your head ; but he's
great and big and such a man!
His eyes look right, into yours,
and woe is me if you ever tell even
a tiny fib; but I never have.
There is something about such a
man that inspires confidence, and, '

yes, love; I might as well write it
and get it over. Some of the fel-

lows in the outer office said he
was a woman hater, but I never
believed that, for there are kind
lines about his mouth, and when
he smiles his whole face lights up,
and you feel better and stronger
for having known him. There is
a lot of work here, but I like to
work and keep busy, so I didnt
mind, until the bookkeeper be-

gan putting off Some of his work
on me. He found out that I can
add better than he, and then he
kept on giving me more and more
of his figuring to do, so that I had
to itay overtime every night. At
first I said nothing; then X
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