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this is bis owvn place, 'where hoelias the best
right to be! '

The loaves of the Bible were fluttoring
atili under the impatient filigers that coula
not take tixue to find the riglit place, and
one 'word eau,-ht Oliver's eye.

'If I be a father, whore is mine bionour P'
So rail the verse Mien lie Iooked at the
page; and ho shut the book, as if iu
despair, and laid it 'with the others.

'I1 did net kizoiv him-1 only guessod,'
hie said to himsolf, almost aloud. 'If hoe
vas sorry, if lie w'anted to corne back, hoe
should have spekýon for himself. Ever since
I vas old enough to understand we have
been trying te livo down bis disgrace-and
'we have donc it. Coula hie look for us to
lie glad, ail at once, to see him back?2'

The candle was flickering in the sochet,
and lie put it out and kunelt hastily down
and said bis prayers-forcing bis mimd to
follow the words, even while other thougl ts
could not ho altogether banisbcd-and so
hurricd inte bcd.

Youth, good healtb, and liard w'ork liad
miade it a matter of course 'with Oliver te
faîl asleep almost as soon as his liead
toucbed the pillow; and se lie did now, ini
spite of the deubt and dismay that lay like
a weighit on bis mind.

But soxnething 'woke in before t'wo heurs
were over; a feeling that came to him in
bis dreamns, and stung himi avake ini an
instant. Bometimes sleep bringis confusion
and uncertainty; but now, lie nover knew
how or 'why, Oliver's doulits bad ail van-
ished.

9 My father bas been bore, and lie is
gene 1' lie 'as saying te bimself 'when he
awok-e. 'He came back- te bis bomne and
we have drîven bim away ! 1 turned
against bim-his owiq son!'

It lad nover been vcry dark ail niglit, the
littie 'windewy under the ca-ves vas a ' glim-
mering square'; and Oliver sat up and
stared dreamily at it. Ris father's face
seemed te flont bMfre bim in the twiigt
recognisod now and unmistalzablc.

'I knew him fromn the first!1' ho thoug-ht,
with a pang of consternation. « If I had
been willing te make him 'welcome I should

nover bave deubted wlio it vas, net fei: oe
moment. But I dcnied him te bis face,
and hoe is gone:!'

In engor, impatient natures shaine and
sorrow for sin are often lest ini the desire
te unde the wvreng and think ne more ef
it. After thc llrst monient's disînay Oliver
dia net give buiscîf timo te think îvhy ho
ha shirunk s0 froni tho thouglit of bis
father's return-wbcther pride and selfish
fear of shame ]lad net ha the flist 'word in
the natter.

He vas thinking that it vas net yct
tee late : that thc two mon could net have
loft the ncighbourbeod tînt niglit, since
the last train weuld have staitcd beoere
they coula have readhied tlîc town.

In bis thouglits lic liad already searcbed
fer them and found theni, and lad ashkcd
that mnan 'with the strangoly familiar eycs
whether ho vwas indeed his fathor.

WVhat was to follow if lie should say
'yc s! ' Oliver could net oeon fanoy. Bu,,
lie knew thnt until tie question was asked
and answered lie should nover h-now a
moment's peuce.

And as seen as tbe twifight in the little
window broadened into day lie rose up nnd
dressed himself, resolvcd te steal noise-
lessly down thc stairs without rousiîîg the
sleeping bousehold, ana se eut tebegin bis
seardli.

Ton dnys aftcrwards, Oliver vas sitting
iu the little room tint vas called in tic
Iiectory house ' Mr. Wilmot's study.' Mi.
Wilmot vas standing before the fireplace,
with bis sboulders against thc mautelshcîf,
speaking vcry earnestly; wvbile Oliver sat
before him 'with dowvn-bont bond, and ail
expression ou bis face that hndbeen secu
tiere only once or twvice before in bis whole
lifetime.

IlIt i., most unfortunate,' the curate waa
saying. ' But 1 don't sec why you should
blame yourself se much. No one coula
have espccted that yot should recognise
your father, considering your age wben ho
vent awny. And, as for tuis idea of going
te look for him, it is folly!' Ho may be
traccd in Lime, by people who know how te
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