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"Not yet. Why should 1 ?"
"You are rny only boy," said William

I{alfday.
Il You have kept away for sixteen years-

m-y mother flung herseif into the rive, ini
despair of human kindness; your son and
daughter have grown up w'ithout a thought
froma you; your father has died without seeing
you. There bas been rnuch rnisery amongst
the Flalfdays, and you have kept away from

Il<Yes, yes, don't torture me, please," i-e-
plied the father ; Ilail this is very true, but
what good could I have done? I have been
unlucky ail mylif-I have not had onegleam
of sunshine on my path from the beginning
to the end."

IlYou did flot deserve it," wvas the sharp
reply.

"lOh! Briars," exclaimed the other, burst-
ing suddenly into tears, ai-d rocking himself
to and fro upon the chair, wvith his hands
before bis face, Ilthis is cruel of you. Your
own father, too 1 My God, wbat will become
of me, now you turn against me ?

Brian Halfday was flot prepared for this
outburst of emnotion ; he sat back in bis chair,
with one clenched band on the table, sur-
prised in his turn. He wvas a suspicious man,
as be had owned that evening to Mabel
Westbrook, but he was naturally observant,
and he read no affectation of grief in the erno-
tion of this castaway before him. Here at
le&--t was no sham ; the man was weak and
cbildish, but there wvas real life in bis despair.

IlI bave corne back ," William Halfday
continued, ilto the workhouse or the gaol.
I have corne back without a penny in rny
pocket. I have flot tasted food or drink since
it was given me ini charity this morning. I
have been a careless, useless wretcb, with as
littie thought for others as myself, but I did
flot look for this reception from, my child.
Let me go back to the inn at Datchet Bridge,
and ask where Dorcas Halfday lives-there
niay be sorne grain of feeling in> that girl's
heait for me, 'when I tell ber who I arn."

He rose to go ; he tottered slowly towards
the door, until Bri;n stood by his side and
led him back to bis seat.

"lThere is no hurry, father,-" he said in a
deeper voice; "lsit down again, and let us
understand each other clearly, if we can. A
mnan cannot disappear for long years from bis
kindred, and expect to find them full of love
for him on bis return-cannot neglect theru

utterly, and yet hope that they wvi1l hold hini
i affectionate remembrance.>

"lQuite right,>' 'vispered the father, "lbut
don't reproach meý any more. I deserve ail
you say of me."

I will give you son-e bread and cheese
and beer,>said Brian. "YVou are hungry ?"

IlBy Heaven, Brian, I arn starving'"
IlIarn son-y to bear it."

It was starvatitm> that bad brougbt bim to
Pentonshire, and flot his natural affections,
but Brian did not say so. He opened acup-
board, spread a white napkin on the table,
set bread and cheese and a bottle of ale
before bis father, pusbed the table to bis side,
and then sat and watched him consume bis
food withi a ravenous eagemness, that wvas as
devoid of acting as his grief had been.
William Halfdav did flot speak again for
several minutes; he seemed to forge his
position and bis sorrow in bis appetite, and
it was Brian wbo broke silence at last.

IlWhy did you not write to us ?>' he asked
curiously; "if you were poor, and wanted
money, it rnight bave been worth the experi-
ment of a letter.-"

"I did flot know where to, write."
"The address of 1 Halfday, Penton,'

would bave found your father or your son. *
IlI thougbh. of it" be said witbout look-

ing at Brian, and pinching the corner of the
napkin witb bis fingers nervously; I
tbought of it, and put it off, time after tîne,
till I was ashamed of letting any one know
anytbing about me. I tbought it better to
die on the quiet somewbere!1'-

"lAnd you altered your rnind-for wbat-
reason?>-»

IlI couldn't die," was the response; 1'
tried, Brian, and failed 1"

"lDo you feel better now ?» was the next-
inquiry.

IlTbank you-mruch better. I must com-
pliment you, Btian, on a very excellent
cheese,>he said, with his old airiness of man-
ner suddenly predomina»..l,

"You are stronger now ?
"Yes. Altogether stronger."
"Then 1 bave a few more words to say,"

Brian remnarked. «"Don't look alarrned, sir,
there are no more reproaches for yc>u to-
night."

"1,Tbank Heaven-I rnean, thank you,.
very much, My son."


