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speak ; and this man, ,vho had nover 1knewn
in, whio said net a word of surpriso or of

blame, was lcss embarrassing as a listener
than bis own kin and friends would bave
boon.

The story wvas told at last, and Oliver
was silent, baif ashrLmed of hie openness,
and for a moment the atranger said hlo-
thing.

' It's a strange story,' lie said, at lst;
'but 1 think you're in the right of it nowv,

anyway. You must look for him tili yen
find him, if ho eau be found. IlThose
whom God lias joined together lot net man
put asunder," and that means fathers and
sons, I reokon, as well as-. There's just
a chance that I inigbt ho able to help you,
and if I can I wiil. Teil nme again ivhat
yen sailor was like.'

Oliver described te the best of bis power,
but bis now acquaintance shook bis head
somewhat impatiently.

' That's nouglit te go by,' ho said.
'Wasn't there auglit about him different to

other fol-s ? No tricki of moving or speali-
ing ? Nothing i bis face or bis figure?2'

'I1 don't lino'w; I can't remomber,' said
Oliver. II nover saw hixu but that once,
and then I was looking-not at im-'

' Well, think about hixu ail niglit, and
corne to, me to-morrow evening, aud sc if
you eau tell me any more. My name's
Agar Wilson, and I livo hcre.'

Hie produced a tumbled scrap of paper
from, bis pockot and gave it to Oliver, and
turnod away vith a brief ' Good-night.'

And Oliver, after looking after hixu for a
moment or two, went home and went te
bed, 'çondering, and yet somebow feeling
more hopeful than hoe bad feit since lis
first few days i London.

Rie thouglit less of the sailor than of lis
new friend ail that nig-lit and ail the next
day. Nevertheless, Nwhen hoe set off to find
the address that Agar Wilson lad given
him, lie lad recollected one or two points
about bis father's companion that iniglit
help to identify hlm,-.thougrh nothing of
mmcli importance.

IL was a strange littie room. into whicli lie
found bis way at last-clean, but crowded

tiil thoro Nvas liardly space to turn, and
mostly witlx thinge that wcre brokon and
w'orthless nowv, wbatover they niight once
bave been.

OIive.'s new friend was siting in tie
middle of these wreckis, apparently mending
a broken baby's-chair, and hoe Iooked til
hindly as the young man entered.

' Oh ! it's yen, is it?2 Sit you do'wn;
there's a chair thore tlhat will bear yen,'
lio said, brusquely, but net unkindly. And
Oliver sat dowla, and with the deliberation
of bis countrymen took a good look at the
mani befre boginning upon bis business.

Agar Wilson lokhed even more gaunt and
thin by candieliglit than lie had done in
the half-dIarlkness on the bridge. His hair
and lanlc 'goat's-beard' were tigod with
grey, and his grey eyes bad a strangely
solemn and wcary expression, as if thoy
bad seor± -1l, and more than ail, they
wisbed te set :n this Nwerld.

But tbey were bonest, not untriondly
eyes, and presently Oliver found that Ilhey
were drmLving bis confidence from bixn, as
the man's very presence had dono bMfre.

Oliver said bis say, and the other lis-
toned alniost in silence. ' Tho chap ivill
bc iii the mercbant service by wLat yen
say,' lie pronounced at last. 'I 1 night malako
hixu eut by Nwbat yeu've told me new. l'Il
try, anyhow, ameng the seafàring nien I
knov. I was a sailer myseif -once, se I've
kiept acquainted w'itli a geod many of thein.'

' Were yoit a sailor?2' asked Oliver, sur-
prised, and liardly kinewing that ho spolie
aleud in lis surprise.

'Ay! ývlynet? You'rethiinicing mayb)o
that linm net like- the most of them. No
more I amn, fer tliey mostly carry a light
lieart and a careless mnd ; ay! and a
godiess one, God fergive us al! Net mo
eften as yen think, thoughl, niaybo; for ne
se the werk-s of the Lord and Ris wondors
in the deep, just as tliem of old did, and
we den't ail of us forget te lay thein to
beart.'

II don't know mucli about sailors,'
answered the young mani, franly. 'J'd
nover seen any before I came te this town,
except that. one.'


