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laugb. 'But it's no use, my lad. l'Il corne
back to Staneslow and Boskyficld no
more. I'vo said it and I've sworn it.'

Thero 'was silence again. What indecd
could Oliver find to say, thougli this N'as
bis father and the homne Nwas bis own?2
*Was there anyono in Stancsiow wvho would
realIy be glad to sec the w'anderer corne
home? 1Ho looked away; and the hungry
gaze that Lad been wvatching him grew dul
and bitter once more.

1 If you won't,' hoe said at iast, 'I1 won't
cithier. I said l'd not gyo back thero 'with-
out you. l'Il stiLy bore, and Lc with you,
if you'1i lot me.'

'What for, then?' said Martin IIay-
thorn, and iaughcd. Tiien, as Oliver's face
fluslbed with suddcn anger and pain, ho
spolie in a different tonc.

' Botter not, lad. If you'd boon more like
your mother, now; or, if l'd hail the bring-

in po yui ilit have donc botter. I
camne bacic thore xnainly to sec if you'd
,grown Up like your niother. But you're
just N'hat I was at your agc-for ail they
told me of your parsons and your church-
going, and ail the rest, and they say two of
a. trado nover agree. I shouldn't wondcr
if -wo Neren't Lest apart after ail.'

Oliver haif turned away, lookingY vagucly
out at the dingy smoke-cncrusted window,
more than haif angry, and yet feeling h
father's words strike him in quite a dil-
foent %vay from that in which they woe
xneant.

Thcy wcere aliko, and hoe feit it as well as
kincw it-fêlt something about this dark,
rougli, passionate man that attracted oven
whilo it repelled him.

' Afier ail,' lie thought, 1 he is my fat' ler,
my own flesh and blood. Ho bas a rigt
to bo put out -With me, and I have no riglit
but to taixc it quietly. I know 'what it feels
lii<e to have turnod my back oni him, and
lil not do it againi.'

You'll not sond me away if I ,rant to
stay 2' hoe said at iast, aloud. ' It's not
l'air to jucige by what was said that night.
I'Vc though,,t botter of it nowv. IY wc'v a
chance to get to know cach other, aftcr al
theso years-'

« If you get to know me you may live to
Le sorry for it,' said the eider mnan bitterly.
' Youi'll sec 'why, c'en now, if you do stay.
But yoit May stay tiil you get tfred of it,
for ail i care. Youll sec some doings here
that *would astonishi them at Stancsowv;
but you'll soon find that ynu can't carry
Stqicesiow fashions aUl over the 'world.
MWhat can you do for a living?'

The last question was put in such an
abrupt, businessiikc tono that Oliver started
almost witli a feeling of angor. It sounded
almosi as if ho had been asliing for hclp
and support from bis father.

' I've aiways worked on the farm of late,'
hoe said. ' But uncie saw that I got a good
education, so that I could turn to anything
in reason. And Mr. Wilmot told me to
'write to hlmi as soon as I-knew what part
1 rninted to settie ini, ana he'd try and id
nme somcthing to do. He knows a lot of
folks in London!'

,Mr. Wilmot ? Ay!1 one. of your par-
sons,' said Martin Haythorn, looking at his
son with doubtful, considering eye. ' Weil,
l'Il say nought against them, for I've Lad
littie enough to do 'with any of thcm ; but
you'll find that if you go by the parson's
advice we shall have to travel on différent
roads. Tho.t's only 'what I expeot; but
you'll picase yourseif, I suppose.'

' Is thore a place in this house, or near
by, Nvlere I coula get a lodging?2'

'Maybe! You canLid out for yourself.
I know wLat sort of a place it is, and l'il
not lift a finger to bring you here.'

' Very well. I iviU find out for myseif,'
said Oliver, with a determination that could
not kecp bis heaxt from sinking a little
Nvith a mingling of angor ami dimzay. Ho
could not undcrstand what could Le bis
father's motive; bût it seemed very like
bcing cast off after ail.

He walkoed out of the room without
another word, and down the stairs, resolved
to ask information of the first decent-look-
ing porson ho met, and take the riak. But
in the doorway stood Agar Wilson, propping
bis long gaunt frame against the door-post,
and taUz.ing to two or threo grimy, ragged
chiidren wlio woe pressing up to his knees.


