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A DEATH BLOW TO THOSE
AILMENTS OF YOUR BODY
WHICH «SMEAK IN"' ON
YOU AND POISON
YOUR SYSTEM.
IT PURIFIES YOUR BLOOD.

Are
supplied
in various
qualities
for all
purposes

Pure, Antiseptic, Emollient.

Ak your Dealer 1o obtain full particulars
for you.

¥. C. CALVERT & CO., Mancheater.

SCHOOLS

During the coming $chool Term of 146% % we
reapectfuily solicit the favor of your orders for
the suppiying of Catholle Educationsl snc
other Text hooks. both in Eugli i ¥rench
also, school atationery and rchool requinites.

SADLIER'S DOMINION SERIES
sadlier's Dominion Reading Charta, 26 Read
ing Charts and one Chart of colors, mounted ot
14 boarda, slze 24 to 424 inches
Badlier s Dominlon Speiler, complete.
Radlier » Dominion First Keader, Part I,
Wadlier's Dololon First Reader, Part I1,

Badlier's Dominlon Becond Resder,
Hadiler's Dominion Third Resder,
wadiier's Domirion Fourth Reader,
Badliers Outlines of Canadian History,

Badlier's Grandes Ligunes de 1'iistoire du
Canada.

Wadllers Outlines of English History

waaliers school History of England, with!
colored mapn.

sadlier's Avcient and Modern Hiawory, witk
fllustration 128 colored xn-}-n.

Badlier's on of Butler's Uatechinam,

Badlier's 1'a Cstechism of Bacred Hise
tory. Ol Te went, Part 1

Badliers ( ds Catechiam of Hacred His
tory, New Testament, Part 11

§ r# Ustechism of Bacred History, large

jer's Bible History (Schuster) Illus
trated
sadlier's Elementary Grammar, Blackboart
H fon of Grammaire Elemsntalre
par £ Hob
Sadlier's Editlon of Nugent's French anc
English. Foglish and French Dictionary witk
proununcistion
Badiics 28 1 k3. A.and B

"Dk J. SADLIER & 0.
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MUTUAL FIRE INSURANCE
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THOS E. ROBSON, D. C. McDONALD,
vy 1Dh¥ 1. MAN

fhe Only Mutual s Company
| enned by the n Giovernment,
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1" ERNMENT DEPOSIT, - $,.,.33 9
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an adjustment is made
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A, W, BURWELL, 476 Richmond-st,, City Agh.
Agent also for the London and Lancashire
Life Co, and the Kmployes

once without any vexa

GOOD BOOKS FOR SBALK,

Wa should be pleased to supply any of the
following books at prices given : The Chris
tian Father, price, 30 cents (cloth); The
Christian ?\Iul[.ur (cloth), 35 cents ; Thoughts
on the Sacred Heart, by Archbishop Walsh
(cloth), 40 conts ('ulfmlir Beliof (paper)
25 cents, cloth (nlmn“ly bound) 5) cents
Addross : Thos, Coffey, CATHOLIC RECORD
office, London, Ontario,

PLAIN FACTS FOR FAIR MINDS.

THIﬂ HAS A LARGER BALE THAN

any book of the kind now in the market.
It 1% not a controversial work, but simply a
wiatement of Catholle Doetrine. The author
% Rev. George M, Hearle. The price is ex-
oeedingly low, nnl{ 150, Free by mnail to an
address. The book contains 360 pages. Ac
dress Tios, Corrky, Catholle Record ofMoe,

London, Ont.

ONTARIO MUTUAL LIFE

Thin Oompany holds ita He-
"

$20,000,000 e
IN FOROK 4 por cont, Tab

Honrd of Directors:
HOBKEWT MELVIN, Parsioxnr
O M. Taylor, Ist Vies Pros

Alfrod Hoskin, 4.0, #nd Vice \or, 0.0.M.G, Prowior ¢
Prowident. Oaninda
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1. M. Britton, @0, M. P George A. Somerville,
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CONCORDIA VINEYARDS
BANDWIOH, ONT,

ALTAR WINE A SPECIALTY,

Our Altar Wine I8 vxh-nn\vnl{ used and
recommen led by the Clergy, and our Clare!
will compare favorably with the best 1w
ported Bordeaun.

For prices and information Address

ERNEST GIRARDOT & CO
SANDWICH, ONT,

Right Hon, Bir Wiltrid Laur-

GLENCOONOGE.

By RICHAED BRINSLEY SHERIDAN
ENOWLES

| CHAPTER IL—cosTISUED,

| Mike, to whom sl this had been ad-
dressed, made no response. His Lead
bad falen on his breast, Lis cyes were
clomed, 2nd he saw notuing bat Lis own
gwest dreams. The soothing pipe, toe
comiortatls warmts, his bard day's work
and the stranger’s voice, 1ad combined 1)
lo)] bim ipts the most trasguil of elam-

ters.

“ {0k at that fellow,” said the Anstra-
l'an to me after contemplating theeleeper
for & moment, ~ e 8 & practica. pL .80
pher. 1 wonder whLeller Lie knows Low
wise Le is. Happy man! living where
e was born, among bis own peopls, and
enjoying all his |'fe a cortmtment % bich
some of us bave searched for roond the
worid without finding”

“Jdon's knew that I envy bim moch.
I shouidn’t like to bave to smoke 1Lat
tohacen of ns. Torow it away and taks
| some of mine,” and I beld out my pouch.

Mike, to whom all this had been ad-
l,drmd. made no responge. His head
| had fallen on his breast, his eyes were
closed, and he saw mnotbing but hbis
own sweet dreams. The soothing
pipe, the comfortable warmib, his
hard day’'s work and the stranger’s
voice, had combined to lull bim into
the mos: tranquil of slumbers.”

“Look at that fellow,” gaid the
Australian to me after contemplating
the sleeper for a mement, ‘‘he 15 &
practical  philosopher. I  wonder
whether be knows how wise he is
Happy man ! living where bhe was
born, among his own pecple, and en-
joyiog all his life a contentment which
some of us have searched for round the
world without finding.”

/] dont know that I envy him much.
I shouldn't like to have to smoke that
tobacco of his. Throw it away and
take some of mine,”’ and I held out my

pouch.
*No, thank'ee, I like this well
enough. It reminds me of times

rather pleasant to look back upon—by
comparison. | was horribiy miserabie,
but | have more reason to be unhappy
now than [ bad then. Oa, yes, I have
smcked this, or something quite as bad,
before. My experience of tobacco is
as varied as my experience of occupa

tions. I have been sallor, porter, day-
laborer, gold digger, aud shopman. I
know what bad tobacco is.”

These scraps of self-revelation made
me look at my companion more closely.
In figure he was above the middle
height, broad and well built ; his talk
was sometimes accompanied by a gest-
ure or & motion of the head, the easy
vigor of which betokened strength of
body, and there was certainly strength
of will in the jaw apd mouth. Yet
now and then when his thoughts wan-
dered and his face relaxed, certain
lines would gather in his forehead,
and a look of discontent would steal
into the face, weakening the expres

sion. There was a recklessnese in his
attitude as he sat there, his clear-cut
face embrowned and weather beaten,
his hair falling shaggily acroes his fore

head. He must have felt my examina

tion, which I remember was perfectly
undisgulsed, for, lelsurely turning his
head, he looked me full in the tace.
Yes, those brown eyes were not merely
thoughtful ; there was fire in them as
well as melancholy.

But the svggestion of awakening
light which 1 saw died out almoest im

madiately. His countenance relaxed,
and a smile broke over it—with that
pleasing effect a smile nearly always
has on & face whera it {s seldom seen—
a3 he said :

I don't think there has been much
trouble or adventure in your life."”

He was much about my own age,
and no doubt that was why I feltslight
ly plqued at having to own how very
limited my experience was of any
kind, and that my easy poeition had
been gained otherwiss than by my own
efforts ; that I had found it ready-made
in fact, and had been content to take
things pretty mach as I found them.
Bu: Itook occasion to let him know I
had good remsons for supposing that
should I ever be called upon to display
energy or meet diffizultics, I would nct
be found wanting, because 1 came of
vory energetic stock. And I told him

Going to
Re-Decorate?

Why not enjoy the practical advantages
offered by our

Metallic
Ceilings &Walls

They are both handsome and econo-
mical —outlast any other style of interior
finish—are fire proof and sanitary-—can
be applied over plaster if necessary —and
are made in a vast number of artistic
designs which will suit any room of
any building.

Wiite us—we'd like you to know all
about them, 1f you want an estimate
send outline showing the shape and
measurements of your ceilings and walls,
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always
risen from small successes to greater
ones ; and by dint of labor, calcula-
tion, nerve, steadiness of thought,
promptness in word and sction
thrcughout a long period, has become,
25 & contractor for the carriage of coals,
as & promoter and director of several
short and paying lices of railway, and
as a fortunate speculatcr in land, one
of the wealthiest men in Liverpool.

¢ It does'nt take long to speak of all
this,” I concluded, ‘' but it bas been
the work of a lifetime—no sudden suc-
cess, no mere flash in the pan such as
you bave jast been speaking of : but
my hard-besded father's prosperity has
been steady and increasing, and at
this moment there is not in Liverpool a
man more respected.”

“ And his energy has not only been
strong enough to carve out his own
fortune, but to shape your career as
well ”

* Why, baog it all,” eaid I, “1I
might go farther than the governor's
¢ffize and fare worse. We can't all be
originators: but businesses are like dy-
pasties and great families, liable to die
out : and it is something to have con
tinued them, though tkhe achievement
is not perbaps so striking as to bave
founded them.”

“Yes;" said the traveller, doubt
fully. ‘A man is sometimes clearly
born to certain duties——"

“Your son, for instance,” I shot in,
“will naturally succeed you in the
management of your store.”

“If he has an aptitude for it--not
otherwise. If ever I have a som, his
destiny shall not be artifizally decided.
While he is young, he shall know as
little as possible concerting the car-
eers of those of his blood who have
gone before him who have been in any
way distinguished. His mind shall
have due training, but its growth and

bent shall not be foreed; itz nmatursl
tendencles shall be observed and con-
sidered, but the application of its
powers shall not be soon determined:
it shall open of itself, unconscloaely,
ad the rose doee; receive its seed at the
hand of Nature, and produce its fruit
in the maturity of time.”
“You speak as if you had though:
and felt about this matter.”
“‘Aye, it is a subject I have thought
a lot about,” saying which, he re-
placed his pipe between his lips, and
beginning to puff vigorously, sent out
volumes of smoke in quick and vehe-
ment succession. Gradually the speed
with which the cloads fi:w forth slack
ened, and he returned to that reflective
mood which it is the boast of smoking
to induce,
“You see,” he resumed, ‘‘I look
upon myself as the victim of quite an
opposite plan. Almost before the
time when I could distinctiy remember
anything, | was aware of a portrait
which used to hang in a rocm of my
father's house.. I have never seen the
picture since 1 wae a boy, but I have a
painful recollection of every feature of
{t--the white hair, the ruddy beaming
face, the stick on which the old man’s
hands rested one on the other : the
high-collared body coat he wore, the
heavy black neck-cloth, and the bit of
white collar appearing just above it ;
above all, the expression on his face,
vwhich always held me in suspense—
an expression as if he were just going
to speak. As I grew older, I loved to
hear my mother talk of him—he was
ner faiher--better than of any falry
tale or ghost story that she ever told
me. And what was the fascination,
think you ? Simply that in his career
my mother saw the prophecy of my
own : and from her I caught the same
fancy. I waslike him, she sald : the
game eyes, and the same look in them ;
the same temper to & T. And sol
used to listen eagerly to accounts
which my mother never tired of re-
peating, of the iucidents of his career.
I should tell you my grandfather's
history wasa romantic one. When a
boy, he ran away to sea- -choosing the
life of all others that his friends most
objected to. For years they heard
nothing of him ; when suddenly one
day there entered a fine young man,
with bropzad face, dark hair, and
brown eyes, dressed in pilot cloth, as
my mother never forgot to eay, and &
cap, round which were bands of gold
braid. Many and many have been
the childish tearsof delight I shed, as
I heard of my great grandfather feebly
rising from his chalr, all of a tremble,
of my great-grandmother giving a
cry, clapping her hands, and falling
into a faint. Itoo jumped about with
an excitement of joy as great as that of
my grand aunt, then ten years old,

when she heard that the

young stranger was her brother, whose
loss she had so often heard bewailed.
‘Oh!'Iused to think, ‘only to be the
hero of such a scene ! ' "

Again the Australian put his pipe in
his mouth, and smoked stoicaliy for a
few minutes.

“That lad,” he resumed with a sigh,
“lived to be an admiral, and he lies
buried now in St. Paul's, in London.
I was never tired of listening to my
mother's etories of his battles, of his
wounds, of his hair-breadth escapes.
She had heard all his adventures from
his own lips in his old age; and her
enthusiasm infected me. I wonder
how many hours I have sat or stood
alone beneath his picture looking up
at his face which would vary with my
thought, and losing its age become
that of a child intent on high designs,
of a boy friendless and alone combat.

handasma

Metallic Roofing Co. Limited
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ing difficulties, winning his way, and
achlsving success, Now he was the
| sunburnt youth returning to homo and
| kindred, rejolcing their hearts and fil-

u'dmoumdhulﬁ.m*vbo looked down upon me from the
bas

s hundred fights, feariess amidst the
thunder of battle ; now the white-
baired kind old man crowned with fame
telling the story of his life—the same

canvas—me his wondering grandchild.

How I loved that good cld man! And

be, too, be loved me, 1 could see it

plainly ; for as I continued to look,

that dispoeition in bis lips to move

grew stronger every instant uotil I

could almost hear bim say, with a balf-

searching, balf- pleased look, ‘Is that

you, my grandson’? Can you folliow
in my steps? Will you be gallant,

poble, brave, fearless of death when
yousrs aman? Ithiok you will !’

“[: was too bad,” continued the
Anstralian bitterly. ‘‘The idea devel-
oped in me that I was destined to great
thiogs. 1 was myself the hero
of all my boyish reading. When I went
to college I was noted for being themost
silent and self absorbed boy in the
place, and the mest ucpopular. My
isolation drove me more and more in
upon my self, and I read and brooded
and spoke little. The romantic visions
of adventures, trials, and achievements
my brain was full of were oo languid
dreamings, but fermented hotly with-
in me. As]have said, I was gener-
ally disliked, not only by the boys, bat
by the masters. Bat the dislike was
accompanied by a certain amount of
respect, for I was a good fighter when
provoked, and one or two displays of
my prowess soon caused me to be res

pected by the other fellows, amongst
whom I was suffered thenceforth to
mope unmolested. The masters too
had heard of m2, and for the moet part
they were men of discretion. And so
I passed some years at college lese
cuffed and knocked about on the whole
than my neighbors. By the time I
was fourteen 1 was the tallest boy in
the college and had settled it in my own
mind that it would no longer be con-
sistent with honor to accept anything
in the way of bodily chastisement. It
was during the holidays I remember
that I arrived at this conclusion, and it
may be that on returning to school I
earried my determination in my bear-
ing, and was even less genial than be
fore. There was a new master there,
a fellow six feet high, broad in propor-
tion, and a good athlete. I took a
strong dislike to him at once. Ifeltl
was not able for him, that was one
reason ; and for another he was very
contemptuous in his treatment of me
from the outset. As ill-luck would
bave it he was appointed prefect, that is
to say, he presided over the playground
and in the study while we were prepar-
ing for class. I made no attempt to con-
ciliate bim, and he lost no opportunity
of pooh poohing me. All the disfavor
of which I was the objzct in the school
gathered around him and poured into
his ears stori¢ s to show I was proud and
sulky and quarrelsome. Oane day, for
what immediate reason I never quite
knew, this fellow gave me a clouting
with a bock he had in his hand. It
happened in the study. Furious atthe
indignity, and remembering my deter-
mination—all eyes were turned on me,
my prestige was gone if I tamely sub
mitted--1 seized my slate with both
hands and flung it wildly at the man’s
head. It missed him, and flaw crash-
ing through the window. I looked
fearlessly round. No one dared meet
my look, and my soul swelled triumph
antly within me. Come of it what
might, I said to myself, I had not for-
feited my self respect.

“*Ha !" he continued drawing along
breath and beating his foot quietly up-
on the ground, ‘‘what a mearciless
thrashing I got to be sure ! and three
days’ solftary confinement after {ton
bread and water: I must have been
strong, I must have had a strong will
not to have been conquered. I never
received one word or sign of sympathy
from any one. All the world was
against me, and I hardened myself
against all the world, Once in thoee
long dark hours there flashed out of
the blackness the figure of my white
halred grandfather sitting, as was his
wont, with his hands upon his stick-
handle, and the eager look of inquiry
in his face. I opened my eyes wide.
The vision was gone. But a new pur-
pose was in my mind. The time had
come when, like him, I must act.
Szhool was no longer the place for me.
Within twenty four hours of my release
I carried out a plan I had formed dur-
ing my imprisonment. In the middle
of thelnight I climbed out of the window
of my cell and let myself to the ground
by & water spout. A thrill of prophetic
joy ran through me as my feet touched
the ground : but it was a moment 80
full of terrible import to me that I
never think of it now without running
cold. The night was black and 8o
quiet I thought my footfall must
awaken the sleeping house ; but I fled
across the grass, and leaving the school
bounds behind me, began life.”

CHAPTER IIL
THE STRANGER'S STORY.

I was fourteen years old. I had
began to awaken.

survive the first voyage.

weeks between life and death. Butmy
came when I was pronounced convales-
streets my own master.
about, thinking what I should do.
harbor was full of ships ;
have been easy to take service in one
of them and work my passage homs.
thought.

never !

been dreeming all my life, and now I
My passlon for the
gea was purely imaginative, it did not
Before the
ond of it I had caught a fever ; and at
Sydney I was discharged and taken to
the hospital, where I lay for many

youth carried me through, and theday

cent, and found myself in Sydney
I wandered
The
it would

But there was no temptation in the
Sea life was not for me : but
as for home, to return home broken and
Botter a

]
«1¢ 1 found it impossible to return
within  few months of taking my first
false step, you may imagine it was not
an easier thing to do as mooths went
by and lengthened into years, and the
time passed when, in the ordinary
course of things at home, I would have
been choosing and qualifying myself
for & profession. And, moreover, my
life bad for & time a certain fasci-
pation ; it was new, it was wild and
adventuresome. 1 grew rapidly in
beight and breadth and strength.
Sometimes my hopes were high tbat I
should retrieve myself. Sometimes for
months together 1 was {nfected with
the spirit of bappy indifference I saw
ip others arcund me. My companions
were rough fellows mostly, some of
them likeable emough. Bat my ac-
quaintanceships were always ehort-
lived. No friendliness, no candor
on the part of others could induce me
to be open about myseif. I could
pever lose the comsciousness of my
fa'len esiate and unsuccessful ambi
tion. My misfortune was always pre-
sent, sometimes dully, sometimes with
an acute pain: and I could hope for
no sympathy from men unable to
unders:and discontent such as mine
with a condition to which they had
been all their lives accustomed. More-
over, | was never long in any one
place. I could not gettle down content
for any length of time to accept & posi-
tion in which to the end of my days I
could only hope to live from hand to
mouth.
¢ For a time I worked at the docks
at Sydney. Taen, having saved &
few shillings, [ tramped some hun-
dreds of miles, living from farm to
farm, to see what luck there might be
in land. Then I heard that gold was
found at Moolwammo,’and rushed off
there. After that I was in clover for a
time, and got some land assigned me
and bought sheep : but disease came
among them, and that undertakiog
came to mought. S>one way or an-
otber I was always beginning. Seven
years passed, and at the end of them
I was no better off than at first. I
used to look ahead with sensations of
terror.

¢ Siil11 could not lie down and give
up the siruggle. Wherever there
seemed & chance there went I. When
first gold was found at Polycarrya I
was among those who followed the run
to that place. No one at that time
anticipated the full extent of treasure
which lay in that district, and when I
reached Polycarrya the first flush of the
first find was over, and many were
golng away wishing they hadn’c come.
I had often heard it said that the
traders in the neigborhood of a gold
field, and not the gold diggers, were
the people who benefitted most by the
sudden access of wealth. And seeing
as I passed down the main street of
Polycarrya a bill in a shop window
saying a hand was wanted, something
urged me to go in and cffer myself.
It was a sleepy little shop—a cross be-
tween a slop shop and a grocer's—
kept by an elderly Quaaker and his
wife. Bat the gold had lately brought
them more custom than they could
manage without help, and so they
wanted a hand. Somehow we suited
each other. They were kind—the
childless pair. Perhaps they were
pleased at my dis n lination to make
acquaintance out of doors or at my
willingness ; for in return for their
kindness 1 threw myself heart
and soul into the work such as
it was, and in doing so succeeded
for long intervals in forgetting that it
was beneath me. Bat ever and again
the oid feeling of degradation came
uppermost,
¢+ ¢ What ails thee, lad,’ said the
old Quaaker, breaking in on my soli
tude one night after I had shut up
ghop. ‘Thou workest hard in the
day, but these three nights past hast
tha' sat silent and moping, thou who
haet sometimes enough to say for thy-
gelf. Hast done unything wrong ?’

«« A sudden impulse seized me to
confide in him. Bit by bit I suffered
him to elicit all my foolish history.
What a relief it was to be disburdened!

i ¢ T told thee Jonathan, a’ was of no
common stock,’ sald Mrs. Peace tri-
umphantly.

‘¢4 Look'se, young man,’ sald my
master, when I had finished, ‘the
sooner thou get'st clear of thoce ideas
out o' thy head, the better for thy
success in life. Thou'rt cram full of
old world notions that won't do out
here in this land. Hey ! Look across
the street at yon butcher's shop. Dost
know what young Belmont is? He's
as good as thee any day, though he is
but a butcher. I tell thee he's the son
of a real live baronet ; aye, and none
the worse for working at an honest
trade. An' lock'ee, thou dost a
wicked thing in not writing to thy
friends, lad. Dost think it's nothing
to them whether thou'rt alive or dead?’

] don't know how it happened,
but this conversation was a kind of
turning point in my life. You would
bardly believe how much I was en-
couraged by hearing that about the
baronet's son opposite. And what the
old Quaker had said was quite true.
It placed my position in a new and
more dignifiad light in my own eyes.
My master soon after raised my wages;
but though in doing so he added
further words of encouragment and
repeated his advice about writing home,
1 held to my own determination on that
point. For I had pride left, and

I had anything exceptional, or any-
thing at all to hope for from fortune, I
was not free of my boyish fancies. I
couldn't go home, that was certain ; I
had no money to take me there. Nor
was [ tempted to write.
home representing myself as prosper-

defeated, never,

! ling them with pride ; ngw the hero of

forgotten in that strange land !

thousand times to die unknown and

ous—I hadn't the heart to doft.

though I had no longer the idea that

To write

What
good would it have done? To write

-

it was and had been for the
last seven «(r eight years — |
was three-and-twenty by now —
why? It would be to confess my fail.
ure. And I couldn’t do that in pres.
ence of that memory branded into my
mind, of how my grandfather had re.
turned after his adventures, coming
fresh from a successful war, just
dubbed a captain—the youngest in the
pavy ; of his entering the rocm where
his old parents sat, with his gold.
braided cap, his bandsome uniform,
his bright and mauoly beauty : and how
the honorable position he had achieved
added pride to the joy his people felt
at his return. Self reproach made me
bate to think of home. How could
1 face father or mother or the sister
growing up, no longer a child of seven
as when I had seen her last? low
could I stand before the portrait of my
grandfather, who from his canvas had
been wont to look at me curiously and
say, ‘Are you my grandchild? Can
you do what I bave done? Will ;ou
be noble, brave and true?’ and with
eyes still fixed on me would search me
through and add at last, ‘I think you
will.’

¢+ It wae only at cdd times that these

thoughts sat brooding on me like a

cloud. Month after month would pass

without my ever being troubled with

the thought of home. Forl was work-

ing now with more of hope than I had

known for years. It was not for noth-
ing that the Peaces had wanted help.

The finding of gold at Polycarrya had

already more than doubled the business
they had when I took service with

them. Nothing wasmore likely thanthat
the vein wou!d be soon exhausted. It
often happens €0, and then the ener-
vated township sinks into something
worse than fits old insignificance

Signs of this fate were s0on perceptible
at Polycarrya. The rush of adventur-
ers outran the occasion, and men be-
gan to turn away to other fields of
labor. At the same time fresh veins
were continually coming to light, so
that the standing population remained
considerably above its ordinary level,
and our business continued toincrease

I say it without boasting, Josathan
Peace owes his present good fortune
in great measure to me. He would
have remaired to the end of his days
in his old groove. He never would
have seen the opening that there was.
He wouldn't have met the requirements
of the place. Some millionaire from
another settlement would have seiz2d
the golden opportunity, would have
opened a branch of his establishment
at Polycarrya, and in the course of a
very short time my master, as he was
then, would hava found himself no-
where. It was my advice that led
him to extend his operations, and to
add department after department to
his business. The premises grew (oo
small for our trade, and had to be
added to till the little mongrel shop
became gradually transtormed intoa
store. My position had advanced withthe
fortunes of the business. The old man,
trusting me implicitly, made me his
right hand. I wasno longera ‘hand,’
bat had many such under me, when
the second great find was made, and
gold was found to exist at Polycarrya
to an extent the limits of which are
even yet unknown. The former dis-
covery had been nothing to this. My
luck in gold digging had not been
hitherto encouraging. I had alwajys
come in at the tag end of a rush--just
too late. But here was I now on the
spot before the news had yet got wind
There was hardly a shop keepzr in the
place and few of thelr employ:s unhit
by the gold mania, and who did not
run to try their luck, the baromet's
son among them. I was biitcu like the
rest. I had saved money. I would
embark it in this chance, and in a few
months my fortune would be made. I
went to my master, told him I was
going to leave him, and the reason
why.

“ ¢ Art mad ?’ said Jonathan Peace,
*thou'rt quitting a sure gold mine for
one at which men seldom get rich.
Sit thee down, and let us talk this
matter quietly : and then he took away
my breath, He said he couldn’t do
without me. He was getting old, he
was childless, unambitious of much
money : had never in his life dreamed
of being sorich. I, he said, had urged
him on ; my young blood had supplied
the energy without which he would
have moved torpidly. It would not b8
fair, he said, to leave him with this big
thing%on his shoulders—to leave him
just as so many of his men were rush-
ing away after the new crazs. I owed
it to him to stay to carry on and de-
velope what I had begun. If I would
be his partner in the labor, I should be
his partaer in the profit, too ; and we
would share and share alike in all that
the concern might bring in.

““The gold hunger had taken pos-
session of me for a few hours only, but
in that time it had grown 80 8ii0LE
that I could scarcely shake it off ; and
I wavered a good deal before accepting
my Quaker-master's offer. Even when
at last I yielded it was with something
like regret. But I did well in stick-
ing to the store; I belleve there ar®
only a few of the gold diggers who did
better. Many of the shops in the town
shut up altogether during the gold
fever, the butcher's opposite amongst
the number : and the lion's share of the
custom of Polycarrya fell toour store.
The town itself swelled rapidly to four
times its original siz3, and we thought
it well to establish branches in differ-
ent parts of the town. I don't believe
any man in the gold-fields worked as
hard as I did, but I had my reward.
When my partner and I balanced our
accounts at the end of the first half-
year—but, Lord, how I am running
on! The enthusiasm of that time has
revived in me, and I am forgetting
that what interested me 8o much can
be of small account to any one else.

and  describe my

condition a8

‘' Pray,” said I, ‘‘goon; skip noth-
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ing. Your story is profoundly inter-
esting. The old saying is quite true
after all—* 'Tis a long lane that has no
turning.’ 1suppose 1 am mercenary,
coming as I do of a money-making
family ; but you make me feel as if I
would sooner have been you than your
grandfather. I wish our host could
bave heard you, it might have stirred
hie lazy placidity. But the fellow
sleeps a8 soundly, sitting on that bench
with his back againet the wooden parti-
tion, as if he had no need of more com-
fort. Go on, if you please, I am all
attention.”

*t Well, to cut a long story short, a
the end of two years I found myself ix
a small way a capitalist. All this
time new comers had been pouring in
to the town. Ordinary labor becams
at length €0 plentiful that our stor
was more adequately manped, and .
began to have some leisure in whicl
to contemplate the extraordinar
change that had taken place in m)
fortunes. Now my thoughts could g
out without let or hindrance toward
bome. Now I was not ashamed to le
themn know that I still lived. I wrote
pouring into my letter all 1 had to tell
relating all the despondency, th
struggles, the hardebips and privatiol
1 had endured. Now that these thing
were surmounted, I was more proud ¢
them than ashamed. My letter gone
1 felt & new life in my veins. Wit
what renewed vigor did I not thro
myself into my work during th
months that followed, urged on by th
prospect of bastening the day when
could finally throw up work, and re
turn home for gocd. I had calculate
the mails to a nicety, and at the end ¢
three months began to lock out for
letter. From week to week for man
weeks 1 was disappointed ; but 1
length a letter bearing the Eoglie
post-mark was placed in iy hand:
The words ‘ On Her Msjasty's Service
were printed outside, and in the ac
dress I could net recognize the han
wriiing of elther my father of o
mother. But the letter was from En;
land ! Itore it open in a state cfgre
excitement, Itcontained anenclosu
on which, to my horror, I beheld n
own hand.-writing. It was my own lett

g me back. It hid been opened, ar
on the cover were the words ‘N
known.’

‘A crowd of tormenting explan
tions rushed upon my mircd., Itw
uselees to try to get back into my ¢
routine. The blessed days of indiffe
ence were gone. I must go to En
land at once. And the end of it w
that, promising my partner to be wi
him again in six month's time, if
was well, I travelled to Sydney, sail
by the next mail, and in course of tir
reached London. The first thing Id
was to go to our old house. I ask
for my father, but his name was 1
known. I atked to see the master
the house. From him I learned th
my father had become bankrupt soi
years before, and that nothing w
known of his present whereabouts.
hurried to our parish church, whi
was within a stone's throw, and ask
for the vicar. I had expected to ha
seen the vicar I had known as a b
but a younger man entered the roo
The new comer was a stranger to o
and what I had just heard about
father made me hesitate to tell him
once who I was, So I atked after |
vicar.

¢ T am the vicar,’ sald the revere
gentleman, with dignity and astoni
ment.

* ¢ Then Dr. Paui is—?¢'

*¢Daad !" said the new vicar, *d
these six years.’

*] expressed surprise and sorr
I had known him so well as a boy, &
had looked forward to seeing I
again. Could my informant tell
anything of a very old and intim
friend of the late vicar—Mr. Chalm¢
who used to live close by ? I had cal
at the house, and had only just he
of his misfortune.

¢ ¢ Well, you know,’ said the vi
shrugging his shoulders, ‘he ne
really wae as well off as people s
posed. From what I can make
now, his life must, it seems to
have been one long struggle to n
the necessities of his position. Lat
ly, of course, he was getting old,
things somehow had gone wrong
every way. His only son, a wild
governable boy, ran away to sea,
was never heard of again. It w.
sorrow that preyed upon the poor
man more and more a8 years cam
him, and his powers failed. Th
might have been different had his
lived and been by him to act us a
to his declining years. As it was,
could not but feel that death wi
happy release to the poor old man.

¢ My God | Whai do you teli u

‘¢ Are you a relation ?’ he aske

“‘] am his son.” Icried, ‘My
old father !”

‘“Assoon as I could speak I a
after my mother.

‘““‘You have taken me unaw
sir,’ said the vicar. ‘I wish you
given mo some idea of how ma
stood. I would have tried to breal
sad news to you more gently. Yo
me about your mother. I am afri
I am afraid I can tell you nothi:
her that you wili be glad to hear.

‘“‘Tell me the worst,” I cried
‘I know what your meaning is, I
never see my mother again.’

‘* And the vicar told me that .
guessed aright.”

The young man stopped, his
was slightly averted. I believe tl
cital of what had passed at that i
view revived something of the
freshners of the grief which the
must have caused him. Several
utes passed and still he did not sj
and in the intense silence all the
noises in the room were audible
falling In of the decaying fire, th

\ware by the rumbling




