
hiour released .Edith, and she did throw & casual
glance has way, she fouwd- nothing remarkable in|hisappearance or attitude at his desk.

For some reason unexplained,-she felt a curious in-
clination to reticence, however, among other employees
of the store, who knew iMcGowan and his ways, and
she told no one of the events of the morning. Whenshe returned from lunch, and saw |the old man still
bent over the books, with the light of the afternoonsun showing the jpallor and weariness of his face, she
wa"s not sorry for her silence.

She was not comfortable. She admitted[as ,much to
'

herself before, the afternoon had passed. The consciousness of the silent old man working there behind her—
over what she knew from experience to be n°r<. e-r.\,c'.<-
ing, iheart-breaking labour— be^an to tret en hoi ner\e<-\She almost resented his silence and his persistent de-
termination not to ask for help, whenhelp would have
relieved him of so much.

As ||the hours crept away, and her own work tiredher, the thought of the heavy weariness that must behis, weighed morei upon her. Still she hardened hertieart to the promptings of a generous nature, andwhen closing-time came, she ignored the fact that heturned on the Jie;ht above his desk, and settled him-self, as if to continue his labours indefinitely.
But when Edith opened the door of the little cen-tral office at the store jthe next morning, and saw thebent figure of McGawwi still lin his chair, with thelight still burning above hfim, she stopped short inthe doorway, shocked and startled.Certainly, she had no conception of what the man'smistake meant to him or tha firm, if it justifiedthis. She [had though* of the shortage as a inere en-orm figuring, which would require hard work to fndpeihaps, but which was not of the vital import jthisseemed to indicate; and the magnitude of the mattersuddenly made her own little anger and the reasons for

i
Befal tnvial and Paltry and childish. She coulda?"?!,, 7° ICri<?d out"ith sudden Jshame, when McGow-an tuined sunken, blocttshot. eyes upon her, land shecould s(e/e exhaustion written on the wMtenod lakinabout his mouth. She crossed straight t0 him, and

to h !
qT With half-friShtei">d feelinS- her readiness

But he turned from her coldly. He seemed |utterly
wearied1, almost at the limit of, his strength, indeed,
but he pushed fback the chair and walked away fromher and out of the office, without other reply than ashake of his head.

Thie girl was sick with the -sense of rebuff and re-
huke, but she had little dime to indulge the fjeelings.
The tasks of the di-.y began at once, and when the
bookkeeper returned to his place, she dad \ not have

the courage to look at ,him again.
McG-owan was far less quiet this morning |tlian he

hail been the long day beforls. He was tin and out* of
his chair, he walked the floor at 'times, and once he
left the office and was gone for more than half art hour
Whether Ihe had 'breakfasted or not, Edith could not
guess, but she saw 'that he remained in his place at
noon..Anid then, an the afterriorn, the hours dragged
again, tall she was ready to drop with nervousness |a,nd""
apprehension. The tired man worked on. Once [he dozedin his chair and nearly fell +o the floor; a,na" when
she impulsively -offered him her ajid he almost snarled
His refusal. *

Thle girl was more aliarmed than angry at last.On© glance into the man's face would Have shown any
one that he was) taxing has strength to the "cjajnigex-'

line, and the look in his eyes was so disheartened; thatit sieemed altogether that of despair. Anxiety jdivided
Edith's mindIwith growing shamfTHnd regret for the"
bitter feelings she had cherished, but she -did.not dare
to approach him again with the proffer of her assist-ance, ii

Neither did she dare to leave the old bookke-eper
alone,in the office again, for another night of ..work.She must stay, and1 she must devise means to stop
or to help tfum. An event which to her, had appeared
to afford only a wholesome lesson for an overbearing,
intolerant old msvn, was becoming'something very like
a tragedy to his overwrought mind. She-felt now thatif anything should happenI—if1

— if he 'should break jjdown—
she herself would be responsible. The sudden realiz-
ation that he was old, almost' feeble, in fact, that hewas probably now- occupying ithe last position he couldever holdi, and that he was fighting for it, came toher. Whether Ithe case was as serious as he thought

oil-, nat,- he was iin grqat troubles .an|d 'shame swept
over her that she Mad let a ohildiish anger blind her
to |his real distress. f

Her alarm grew swiftly, as the minutes beforeclosing-lime dragged away, but before she realised it,
the store had emptied itself of its busy workers, andshe and he were almost alone in the big, silent,place.

.She stood by her chair, undecided', helpless. He satinms, wearily working away, the thin line of his lips
set hard, his eyes half-covered by the heavy lids, hisshoulders bowed down as "if under something heavierthan weariness.

Tears sprang into Edith's jeyes, and with themcamedetermination to compel the man, to stojp and rest.He must have been at work nearly, if not quite thirtyhours now, and it wasunot within belief that he couldccntmue much longer. "As if to confirm her fears, too,t00,at thl3 Aery moment the old bookkeeper 'stopped hiswork, and with a pitiful movement of pain, slowly
covorcd his eves with tremMins; hands. Then his headsan1

-
forward en his desk, and his figure seemed towilt into Imp unconsciousness.

EdM* n^vcr forgot the stab !of self-accusation thartwent through her with her wild fear. With a cry halfof alarm, half of pain, .she ran to him, and tried tolailse his head, but as slate touched him, he sldplpeddown m his chair, -
and on the blinding white pageofledger she saw the dark red stafn of blood.Alter that tlungs ,were not very clear for

" a time.Edith knew that Farley, the watchman in tbe storeattracted by her cries came rushing in, and that to-gether th-y land McGowan's light body upon the' floor.Parley iloosened the neck cf the old man's shirt, anddashed water in his face, assuring the girl that Hehad only fainted, and that it was common lenoueh formen overworked at the desk, to have a bleeding ofthe £nose.
But to Ed£th, the horror of it was norf; relieved

till she saw the old man's eye-lids (flutter : and- then
she fell into such a, passion of hysterical crying that-
Farley left McG-owan to assist her. It was not till

the watchman had worked over both for a lively five
minutes, that die had them sitting up and able toilis-
ten to a sound rating, which he deemed wholesome.

Edith found herself wrapped In McGowan's old office
roat, which had hung upon the chair, and inside of it
she shivered and shuderod kmtiseraMy. But when she re-
alised that the old' man was conscious again, and that
he w&s looking lat her across the corner of the 'desk,
even though his eyes' still seemed to have some of thedim of tin them, she was abashed, and bowed
her hracl.

Deep in one, (of the poe'eets of the bookkeeper's oldcoat, into which she had thrust her hands, her 'fingers
were folding and crumpling a prisp paper they had
found there, and' quite meebamiically she drew it outand loo\ed at at. And then shfe suddenly [gasped andstared, and caught hold' of it with both hands, and

cried out aloud with astonished happiness, for -the paper
.was a Qheque— a cheque for two {thousand dollars, drawn
by a well-knowncustomer of the house, and datedthreedays Iback. And in one instant it solved completly the
mystery of the shortage fri cash.

Together the girl and the jm>an examined it excitedly
and' graced its story. "'"! suppose I entered itt, and

then was interrupted, so that Islipped it-into the1

pociret instead of into the drawer,1 said Median.Then he paused and' looked up a,t -fier, -amd ttierewas a little return- of haTdjness in his voioe as |he
scanned her tear-sfafaiedi face. 'But Isuppose you're
satisfied now,' he lattdeft, 'and revenge is sweet.'"Edith choked suddenly. 'On, no, she whisperedit isn'ti! AnS please Iforgive me bec&uSte I'did' think'so before.' " j j

And " then McGownn 'did"_a graqious thing. H<s
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But some impatient clerk, who had waited over-
long for change, was rapping sharply oni the wireaway
down the aisle, and Edith started ;out of forgetfulness
and turned bac* to her work.' Oh, he wallknow now!

'
she whispered again, " as

her finders flew, in their accustomed duties. -' He-wiU
havra to admit that he isn't infallible- It's his turn~
now.' And as her eyes chanced to fall again on the
memorandum slip he jhad1 given her, the last spark of
stirring sympathy for him was quenched-.

McG-owan was very quiet when he' returned {from
Mr. Swain's private office, sen quiet, indeed,.,that Edith
was tempted ta look around at [him, but she resisted
the impulse. To one thing she had made up her mind,

and that was, that she would bot volunteer or in any
way suggest the possibility that she might help Mm
to search the fr©oks for the 'discrepancy. It was not

improbable Ithat he night call upon her for aid, and
she was half-resolved to> refuse point-blank7if he did.

Rather to a her secret chagrin, however, the old
bookkeeper imade no request of.her. He buried himself
in his work at once, without a hiint of what had pass-
ed between him and the head fc>f the firm ;and he kept
close to his task all the morning. "When the noon

5


