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IlThere is no more. Hie told me the
amounit, and sent me to St. Lazarus to fetch
it, when he discovered that I did not wish
him to return ta the charity-you shahi have
the rest presently. It is yours by right of
inheritance."

'-Certainly it is, Brian. There can be nio
doubt about that."

IlThe money wvill be ai service to yau at
a tinie of need."

That's trile.>
"With a littie of my owvn to it I may con-

trive ta do something for you-and Dorcas.
Why, this may be the beginning of a better,
brighter life for us ail," said Brian.

'It may,> was the reply.
"And now," said Brian, suddenly arrest-

ing bis father's progress, "lbefore 1 leave
you, swear here, under heaven, that you wil
keep your word in everything that you have
said to-nighit."

IlMy dear Brian," exclaimed the father,
"L-I have pledged my wvord ta you al-

ready. 1 dan't like ta be contintuaily swear-
ing in this fashion. It looks as if you
daubted me."

IlYou are poor; a great error makes you
rich in name-a great injustice would
make you rich in deed. I knowv littie
of you," said Brian; "lyou corne ta me
as a surprise-a ruin. Swear ta ivhat 1
say 'Yi

The man cowered at the sternness and
the peremptary manner of his son, whose
eyes he could see blazing at him in the
darkness.

Il'ill swear ta what yau like-Il swear

to anvthiing, Brian," he said, "lbut there is
no occasion for this treatment of iie.")

i3rian remained silent. The passion in him
died awvay,and he stood thinkingverydeeply..

Suddenlv hie looked Up.
IlNo, don't say a word," Le exclaimed,

don't cali God as a witness here. Good&
nighit."

IlGood night, good iiighit," replied Wil-
liamn Halfday with alacrity, I shall see you
in the morning. This way to Datchet
Bridge, I thinkr you told me?"'

"lYou cannat miss the village now. It
lies straighit before you, where the lights
are shiniiig."

"Thank you, Brian. Bless you-good
night once more."

Father and son parted. The son watched.
hiin from the hili tili darkness on the loiver
grouind submerged him-the father wvent
along the path which had been indicated,
looking back more than once whilst Brian
rernained in sight against the background of
a starlit sky.

The sense of being, %atched, was irksome
ta, William Halfday Hie was flot easy in
bis mind until he hiad lost sight of his
son as completely as Brian had lost sight of
him.. Then he sverved suddenly, and even
swiftly to the right, and wvent awvay-steadily
aivay-frorn the lights in the village that had
been pointed out to him.

There wvas more to be done that night
than had been bargained for when toiting
up the hili ta his son's house, and, like
Duncan's murder, "l'tvere wvell it %vere doncL
quickly."

(To be continued.)
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