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fiiht for it, and yen mustni't back out for
very sharne.'

If only buii net icuse than bcaten,'
sighed Oliver.

' You h-i-ow te Wlîorn ie go,' answerod
bis friend, in firmner, more certain toues.
' You cau spoak to Hiin bothi foir your
father and yoursolf, and -Ic'll not lot you
faîl.'

Oliver made no answor. Hec know al
that-hie believed it most eincrly-and
yet ho could net have told anyone how the
God hie had believed iii seeuied ta have
growvn far amvay iii thxese days. IIow niuch
that lie lad learncd se easily in the happy
old dlays at Staneslow sciexnd unreal and
Nvithout rneaning 110w.

'}o's always Nvitlh that Huteohins 110w,'
hie said at last. '1 1 can't bear the siglit
of inu, I do beli'3ve, and yet at tines
Ifutchins lias only to say, "«Corne! " and
my father 'Il leave anything and go. What
they're at togethoer I can't say, but I kinow
it's no good.'

' Thore's something bctwo:en thixn that
Nvo don't know about. And aftcr ail, the
iine yeu've beei -%vith your father is but
short coxnpared with ail the years lic %vas
left to himseîf. You inust just have
patience.'

Oliver lifted biis bicad alirst an grily,
ready to rebel, in bis restlcss miscry, at the
vcry mention of the word patience. But
soxnething in theoethcr's face rebukced ii,
and lie sat silent ; and after a moent lie
got up, saia good-night, and weut away,
tahing biis perplosities with hîim.

For tlîroe days after that Agar Wilson
saw neit to nothing of biis fellow-lodgers.
Hc wvas out a good deal, look-ing after
another friend of bis, Nvliose sin and sorrow
calod for pity and help, and had not taie
Lo look for Oliver, thougli he thouglit of hini
oftcn. lie heard something of thein, how-
ever,eenight. The sailer, Hutchins, wvas
there; and there secmed te be a quarrel
going on, te judge by the loud augry voices
that sounded distinctly tbroughi the floor.
The dispute came to an end at: last, and
Hutchins went aNvay; but Agar thouglit it
best net te thrust hinisoif forward, especi-

ally as Martin flaythorni lad nevcr seerned
favourably disposed teovards himn. In the
morning, as lie Nv'cnt out, Oliver passcd hiiîu
on the staircase. He soeined te bc iii tee
inucli haste for anything but a very hurried
' Good xnoruing,' but biis friond fancied
that lie loolied as if tlhh1gs wvcre geîng
badly N'ith bum.

That evening: Agar Wilson sat at bis
wori withi an anxious lic-art, listcning foc
souinds froin belowv, and intttering nowv and
thliîl iii bis own fashion a hiurried %vord of
prayer for thxose twvo storxny troubled souls.

Fatlier and son wvorc alone togctlier, and
Martin llaythorn's voice nas tîxo onîy oee
lie board; but there wvas a good deal of
noise going on-continuous angry talking,
and pushxing about of chairs and tables.
Agar wondered leov Olivcr's patience was
holding eut.

Prcsontly there '.vere a fuv words ini yct
loudfer toues, thon a sound of r mictIiing
falling ; and next, the dloor below wvas burst
open, closcd again %vith a bang, and lxeavy
féeA went quickly 3'et uncf.vcnly dowi n the
stairs.

That was biis fthler,' thoughit tho
anxious %vatchcer aboeo; and hoe Iistenced
more attcntively than ever for a moment,
and someliow did not like the dead silence
that; followved thc uproar.

1It Nvon't do to interfère betwixt thein.
If there %vas anythiiîg I could do Oliver
would coine and tell nie,' lie said te himscIf
at last, and turiied again te his vorlc.

But, thougli hoe bard nothing more, his
airmety seemed te incereaso, and wlhcn a,
quarter of an heur bad passed ho get up
suddenly and wvent downstairs, pausing an
iii8tant beforo the Hayth3rns' closed door,
and thon geing on te the ground-fioor.

' Dîd you sec wvho tixat was that wvent eut
just now?2' lie askied of the i'ornanl who
reutedl the little rooin noarest the streot
door.

'It was the first-fioor-back's father,' shc
answeredl promptly. ' Ho was in drink, I
believe, and in a fine rage as wchl. Hie
Iooked as if he'd net go far beiore, he'à get
bimself locked up.'

Agar said notbing, but weut burricdly 1
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