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By H. M. Egbert,

It was Lucy Bentwich's first posi-

tion in the big city. She had gone
there from the little Ohio town in
which she was born, ta.TSng.wIth her
a hundred dollars, the accumulated
savings from a year's salary as teach-
er in the village school. But she was
ambitious to do better .than she had
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done. She "was a conscientious, clev-
er girl, and an expert stenographer.

"Goodby, dear," said her father,
kissing her. "I'd like to keep you
here, but I guess the farm ain't for

"a girl like you. Don't forget to write
to me if you want any money."

Hej mother added more shrewd
advice, though she was hut a country
"woman. Still, human nature is the
same everywhere, in country or city.

"I know you'll always be good,

Lucy," she. said "but don't .ever be
foolish. That's where the danger lies

just plain foolishness that gets
misunderstood."

And now, with only half her money
gone, she had secured a position in
the law office of Roderick Brans-comb- e,

the young lawyer who was so
sought after by clients. At the age
of five and thirty he had already es-

tablished himself as a leader at the
bar. And he was as honest as the day

Lucy discovered that very early in
her work with him.

He called her into his privateoffice
the third week. "Miss Bentwich," he
said, "I want you to be my private
secretary. Miss Kewewich is leaving
to be married. The salary will be
thirty dollars a week please don't
start; it isn't too much for you."

Their work threw them constantly
together, both inside the office anS
out. On one occasion Miss Bent-
wich received a telephone message to
hurry to- court with a bundle of pa-
pers which her employer had ac-
cidentally left behind him. Two
o'clock found them free and fam-
ished.

"What do you say to a little lunch
withne?" he asked.

That was one of the' things that
girls must not do, Lucy knew. But
Mr. Branscombe seemed different.
Besides, he was not a married man

of that she felt sure, from sundry
communications which she had tak-
en over the telephone for him con-
cerning his housekeeper and other
items incidental to a bachelor's ca-
reer.

"All right," she said, gleefully, and
he took her to the finest restaurant
in town. Many a client, seated at
some other table, looked admiringly
at the woman in the well-fitti-

gown, and wondered who she was.
It paid Branscombe to be seen with
her, had she only suspected it. But
she thought of nothing except that
the dinner was excellent, and her
employer's manner charming, and
that-sh- e was very happy.

tiaaigmmsmtmiSSJsm


