
MAECIL 1889 'OLIVER.'
1 Those two moen have been at thie gr-te

ibis balf-hour, Oliver. Do you know'who
they are?'

'No,' hoe answered, after a long keeon
look. ' They don't belong to this part, I
think. At least I've neyer seen either of
thein befare.'

1 Wèl1, I don't think Mr. Carroll cares to
have strangers about on these occasions.
)ViIl you go and ask them wvhat they want,
and perhaps they may take it as a hint ta
be oif?

Ail right, sir,' and Oliver Ifaythoin
strolled off towa rds the gate, feeling quite
sufficiently at home in the .Rectory meadow
to warn off intruders.

They vers not a prepossessing looking
pair. One was a sailor, to judge by bis
dress, which looked odd enough in this
inland village. But a dingy, disreputable
sailor, without any of that frank, good-
tempered expression which ie popularly
supposedl to belong to the profession. Ris
companion vas better dressed, but bis
clathes had an air of not having been made
for him. Heovas a tail, fine-looking man
of botween-forty and fifty, with a ragged,
unkempt, black beard, and dark restiess
eyes, and a generally-unwasbed appear-
ance.

'Were yon wanting ta speak to anyone?2'
a~sked Oliver, divilly enougli, as ha drew
hear the gate.

' No1 ' answered the sailor, after a niinute's
pause and a aide glance at bis companion.
'I suppose we don't even want ta ask the
way, thougi 'we're bath strangers here!'
and ho laughed, rather oddly.

'I1 thought perhaps yau -wantedl some-
thing ?' said Oliver, and paused suggest-
tively.

' Meaning we're ta move on,' said the
sailor. 'Ail right, well be moving. But I
haven't seen such a sight as this for thirty
years.'

Hia tona softened somewhat, and s0 did
the young face watching bis. -Inexperieneed,
as he vas, the yonng fellow bad a glimmer-
ing cômprehenision of what lay 'beneaili
those voids. Ho tned away half-resolved.
to bring Mr. Wilmot bimeîf. ta apeak, ta

the strangers; but ane of them called him.
back.

,,Herse!' ha said. « I suppose you eau
tell us something«. *Who's living at Priest-
field now?2'

'FPriestfield ? 'Why, that's aur- My
uncle lives there.'

And who's your uncle?'
John Haythorn. The Haythorns have

been there this hundred years.'
The mani started and leancd forward

haif over the gate.
1 What is your naine thon?' he asked, a

luttle hoarsely.
' Oliver Raythorn. What do you want

to lknow about us for?'
The dark eyes searched hie face 'with a

piercing look; but the man made no
answer, at least ta hum.

' Corne, Benson! We'i be going, hoe
said at last, drawing a long breath, and
raising himself with an impatient push at
the gate. 'We shail sea you again, my
lad, maybe, ai Priestfield.'

They turned away, and Oliver, loai in
Nvonder, stood looking afier thein as they
vwent np the rmail. 'Who could they be ?
ana what could they ba wanting at bis
unela' s housaý-his. own home? Oliver
put the question once ta hnnself and found
no answer;. put it again, and saw a pas-
sible answer, but anc that ha must not
aven thinir of, if he could help iti jusi
now. It vas 'with a feeling of relief that
ha saw Mr. Wilmot beckoning to hlm> and
hurried acroa the grass to:help in setting
the boys ta a ' Tug of War,' by way of
fmxaI1y'letiing off their superiluons spirits
befora they vent home.

The boys fîound Oliver the same as.
usual-fiery, imperiaus, generous, and
good-tempered, when niot contradictea.
But Mr. Wilmot's keener eyes fanciel they
detected something amiss, and presently,
when a mnomantary pause found tbem
standing aide by side, he spoke.

' ,I believa yau did hurt yonrsef just
now, Oliver. There la -soniething the
matter; 'with you, I know.'

Oliver -dia not denyit; but he .pauseai
'vith a momentary ambarrassinent, bookihg
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