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ejOHNSON, I cannot do it. Your son is athifI
::"No, sir-only short in bis accounts."
"Well, wbat's the difference? The bank

officiaIs say lie took the rnoney. He doesn't deny
it, does lie? No. Well then my paper is run to
tell the absolute trutb without fear or favour. I
cannot shield bim. I sbould like to do so for your
sake, but-good afternoon. I arn sorry, very sorry."

J etbro Johinson turned away, dejected, miserable,
bis shabby clotbes and down at heel slioes ern-
pliasizing bis maisery. His features as depressed as
bis appearance; the tears very near bis smarting
eye-lids; his weary brain obsessed with the fact that
James Jepsýpn, bis former scbool-mate, would, as
editor of a most powerful daily newspaper, print
the next day, the disgrace of bis only son.

"And you won't keep silence ?" lie asked, reacli-
ing tlie door to fumble nervously with the door
knob, and the otber looked up with a frown.

"I cannot," lie said, barsbly. "If I did, wliat good
would it do? The other papers bave it." Then tlie
abject misery, the supreme wretcbedness of the man
standing waiting, touched a cliord of memory, and
lie came to place a band upon a shrinking shouider.
"See here, Johinson, you know rny paper lias been
bonestly run for twenty years. ,I bave shielded none
that I tbougbt lionestly deserved punislirent. Neyer
bave 1 kept back frorn the people I try to serve,
anything my duty plainly shows me is in their in-
terest to publisb."

"Wbat gzood will it do the, public to know of a
boy's peculation ?" came the sullen question.

"'This mnucb-a warning to those wlio are piaced
in positions of trust. Tliat's wbat we print news-
papers for, Jobnson-warniflgs." And as the other
sliock off bis friendly fingers--"It will do no good
toi becorne angry witb me. 1 amn simply doing rny
duty as 1 see t Y'

"Is, it your duty to liound a youngster to jail?"
,lit is my duty to give publicity to wrong-doing.

Besides, 1 arn rerely the instrument-atid,- well
tbat's ail there is to it. Another thing, the other
papers bave it. What good will it do if I keep
silence?"

"The off icials of the bank told me only. baîf an
heur ago, that ne one outside their office knew any-
tbing of the trouble save one man. And lie was a
reporter of your paper. Tbey pointed him ont te
me. I followed him here. HIe neyer spoke one
word te a seul. I know your paper is the only one
Whio lias the tale. The bank wou't prosecute. Tliey
told me se."

"'All the more reason why the public sbould know."
UThn you wou't do as 1 asic?' Jobnsen's nervous

bauds clutched at the other's arm; trernbling, yet
with sornething of violence, he almost shookthie
black cloth coat sleeve. "Yen can do it," lie gasped.
",Yen must-for his mnother's sake-for mine, a
man wlio lias sacrificed much inl life te give bis
boy a good start."
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of the man lie liad known
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L N ER "Johinson always was a

selfisb beggar, even when
a boy,",lie muttered. "And to think of bis saying
I was doing this for revenge. Faugl I suppose
bis youngster lias been betting on borses or sorne-
thing of the kind. Boys nowadays want to, be
milionaires witliout working. I won't break the
rules," lie said, alrnost fiercely. "I won't do it."
Then lie turned again to bis work, completed the
article, laid it carefully away, donned bis bat, and
witli a few words to bis sub, walked out of the
office, in searcli of dinner and a few hours' quietness
at bis baclielor borne.

Ramn lad, falien in the afternoon, leaving a f ew
puddles bere and there, especially at the crossings.
Just wbere lie waited to board an up-town car, a
tbinly-clad girl stood, an armful
of books beneatli one arrn, an
umbrella wbose ribs showed in
places, a sbabby raincoat tucked
under the other. As the crowded
car clanged to a stop, one book
feli, stayed in the mud un-
noticed by the owner, and Mr.
Jepson, witli a quick. movement,
rescued the pages, jurnped for
the step swiniging past, clarnbered
on board and struggled to the
side of tbeir owner.

"lYou dropped tbis," lie said,
puffing a littie, for lie owned to
more weigbt tban was good for
birn. "On the street," he went
on, trying to raise bis bat, as
the girl tbanked b im witli a
sile. "I see we botb bave tbe
sarne friends."

"Marcus Aurelius," shle said,
seeing with quick eyes tbat no
impertinence was intended. 'Yes,
one of my best," she added, witb
a sigli, eloquent of weariness.
"People say tbat lie is dry, but >
1 arn afraid lie became a trifle
wet to-day." Again she srnilel,
the man followed suit at the
trifling j est, but his face cbanged
to a frown, for on the title page,
the owner, was wiping witb a
tiny bandkerchief, lie snw written
in a flowing baud, MAgnes John-
sou," and the name recalled th~e
scene in his office, a mrnory lie
was doing bis best to forget.

Just then his street was called,
and the gir strgea through fgir ;l stul frViit
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spectability. Do you think so mucli of that quality?
I fear flot, save only where your own interest is
concerned. My brother will be respectable until
to-morrow morning-then-" The tears were very
near her eyes, and Mr. Jepson, thoroughly uncom-
fortable, rnotioned the girl to foliow, and they came
to a large stone bouse set back from the road in
green velvet lawns.

"Now, young lady," lie said, hanging up his hat
and relieving her of ber burdens, "my housekeeper
shall make you a cup of tea, and I wili hear your
story-but," here lie frowned, and the girl drew
herseif togetber in the huge chair, "I cannot see
how you wili make me change rny mind."

"Not if 1 give you good reasons?" she queried,
leaning forward.

"Not without excellent reasons."
"Then, my mother is one, I arn another, my poor

brother cornes last of ail."
"But the money was stolen."
"The rnoney was borrowed," she said, fiercely.

"Borrowed, I say. And if anyone should suifer, I
arn the one. No--please listen."

Tbe housekeeper entered witli
a tray, and Mr. Jepson awk-

Ix wardly did the bonours, that the
girl refused politely, but firmly.

1I cannot drink," she said.
"Please listen." The door closed
behind the prim woman re-
sponsible for the editor's com-
fort, and lie resigned himself to
wliat lie thouglit was to, be a
very painful story, with a decided

- I~ / refusai to foilow. "Please listen,"
ife consitde uring ne b stlw to

-~ ~ a if slinepeae, bu reained siet,
begin.

At last she commenced, two
red spots on either cheek, her
breath coming and going in littie
gasps that seemed to, hurt the
heare r more than the breather.

4My mother is sick, very sick,"
she said. "Oh, yes, she bas not
been well for years. I try to,

f write short stories and articles
for the papers, but 1 bave bad
iittle success. I have no talent.

j Ail I do is tbe resuit of bard
work."

"Genius is an infinite- lie
rnuttered, encouragingly, but the
girl interrupted liarshiy.

"Then I sbould be a genius of
the first water," she said, quickly.
"I spare no pains to mnake m)-
work a success. Your papei
oifered one hundred dollars for
a prize story. 1 competed. In-
deed rny f riends said 1 mnust win.
1 thouglit so myseif. thouigl 1
arn my liarshest critic. The doc-
tor said mother must, must be
gotten away to the seaside if we
would bave her"ý-bere her voice
aimost vhispered-"ive. Do you
know what poverty means when
the one you love best on eartb
is slowly fading away, for lack
of means to keep lier? Do you?
I don't tbink so. It does flot look
like it, here."

<Why did your father flot
un'e t e.?thma uerd
cone t m ? hema uterd

'You see him nearly every day.
Have you ever enquired bow lie
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