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CHÂPTER IV.
PATHER AND SON-

OR a moment they stood silent,
face to face, the rnemory of that
last3»eetingatBo1L-yfieidpresent
to bo-h their mindas. Ay, and

older:memories-than that-of days ahnost
beyond oliver'si recollection, but cicar
enougli to bis father's, 'who could trace in
the young mian's face but littIe look of the
bright baby-boy whorn he had loved botter
than any Cther living tbing.

Hlardly Imowing -what he dia, Oliver
heïd ont his bands at last 'with one 'word,
Father P

There 'was another pause. It scerncd as
if the eider mn 'wre about to speak, and
cheôloed hîrnseif.

d'Weil,' he said st last, 1 111 not deny
you; though, say I amn your father, lad-
'what thon? '

Oliver hesitated, feeling sonxet.hing in the
toue that checked and chilled him. Ana
neither of them. noticedl that Agar Wilson
wvent quietly out, shutting the door behind
him, ana leaving father and son alone
togrether.

I've corne a long 'Way to look for yon,'
said Oliver, simpiy. 4 I've been looking for
you ever smnce that nigt.'

'Ay!' ansyv.ered bis father. 1 And tl«t

1night I'd corne a lonlg way to look for you.
And you know 'what I foundl '

'lWe were-taken-by surprise,' said
Oliver slowiy, feeling, as it were, for words
that should be truthful ana yet give no
offeuce. ,, If we'd known wvhat you meant
to do-'

8Let bel' broke in the other irnpatieùi-y.
'It maies nought, now, whateyer I meant.
If 1 had stayed, like enough no good wouÏd-.
have corne of it; and I board euough-that
night to send me away again if l'd meant
to stay.'

'I1 came to see if you wouldn't corne back.
It's ajour place still-your own borne.
Nobody's got a right to say a'word against
your corning. No one shail, if I ca'n stop-
them.'

Many a time Oliver bad said those words
to birnself in a passion of indignant protest.
He spoke them. now i» a dogged, hait-
suilen tone, cbiiled by sornetbing.in bis
father's look and nianner, yet none the Iess
rcsolved. The older mani made a stop for-
Nvard, catchiug hlm by the shoulders and
iooking almost fierceiy into bis eyes.*

You'd botter lot ill alone,' vwas ail ho
said, but ail the 'while bis looks wero
questioning the iad's face, keen ana pas-
sionate, but thrilled as if with, a new hope.

*I do býelieve you ineant it' lie mad, atter
a moment, dropping bis bands with a little


