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Nine years crowded with success
ful enterprise had made Will Sheri
dan a strong man 1n worldly wisdom
and wealth. His healthy influence
had been felt and acknowledged all
over the West Australian Colouny.
His direct attack on all obstacles
never failed, whether the
were mountains or men.

barriers

He had raised the sandalwood trade
into cosmopolitan commerce. In
nine years he had made a national
industry for the country in which he
lived ; had grown rich himself, with
out selfishly seeking 1%, and in pro
portion had millionaires
the company that employed him.

When men of large intelligence,
foresight, and boldness, break into
new fields, they may gather gold by
the handful. So 1t Wwas with this
energetic worker. His practical
mind turned everything into account.
He inquired from the natives how
they cured the beautiful soft kan
garoo skins they wore as bokas, and
learned that the red gum, tons of
which could be gathered in a day,
was the most powerful tan 1n the
world.

He at once shipped twenty tons of
it to Liverpool as experiment.
The next year he transported two
hundred thousand pounds’ worth ;
and five years from that time,
Australian red gum was an article of
universal trade.

He saw a felled boolah-tree ( hange
in the rainy seasoninto & transparent
substance like gum arabic ; and
three years afterwards, West Austra
lia supplied nearly all the white gum
in the markets of civilization.

One might conclude that the man
who could set his mind 80 persistent
ly at work in this energetic fashion
must be thoroughly engaged, and
that his rapid success mugb have
brought with it a rare and solid
satisfaction. Was it 80 witlf Agent
Sheridan ?

Darkest of all mysteries, O gecret
heart of man, that even to its owners
is unfathomed and occult ! Here
worked & man from year to
year, smiled on by men and women,
transmuting all things to gold;
vigorous, keen, w orldly, and gradually
becoming philosophic through large
estimation of values 1n men and
things ; yet beneath this toiling and
practical mind of the present was &
heart that never for one day, through
all these years, ceased bleeding and
grieving for a dead joy of the past.

This was the bitter truth. When
riding through the lonely and beauti
ful bush, where everything was rich
in color, and all nature was supremely
peaceful, the sleepless under-lying
grief would seize on this
man's heart and gnaw it
moaned aloud and waved his
as if to put physically away
him the felon thought
go cruelly.

While working, there was no time
to heed the pain—no opening for the
bitter thought to take ghape. But it
was there always—I1t was alive under
the in restless throbs
and memories. 1t stirred at st
faces, and sometimes il

at a familiar sound.
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'HE DOOR O 'HE CELI

It was winter again. A sunburnt,
man the
a steamer ploughing

foreign looking stood on

poop deck of

stepped

with decreased speed past the docks
in the long line of Liverpool ghipping
The man was young, but, with deep
marks of care and experience on his
face, looked nearly ten years older
than he really was. From the
it was hard to know what was pass
ing in the heart; but that no common
emotion was there might be guessed
by the rapid stride and the impatient
glance from the steamer's progress to
the shore.

It was Will Sheridan ;
determined, thoughtful
dan of the Australian sandal wood
trade. There was no quietness 1in
his soul now ; there was no power of
thought in his brain; there was
nothing there but a burning fever of
longing to put his foot on shorve ; and
then to turn his face to the one spot
that had such power to draw
from the other side of the world.

face,

but not the
Agent Sheri

him
As soon as the steamer was moored,
heedless of the Babel
around him, the stranger
through the crowd,
streets of Liverpool. But he did not
know the joy of an exile returning
after a weary He did not
feel that he was once more to
those who loved him. 1t was rather
to him as if he neared their graves.

of voices
passed

and entered the

absence.

near

The great city in which he walked
was as empty to him as the great
ocean he had just left.
and unsympathetic
before him, and seeing with the
soul’s vision the little coast village
of his bovhood, he made his way to
the railway station, bought a i ket
for home, and took his place in the
car.

At first, the noise and rush of the
train through the cold evening of a
winter day, was a relief to the rest
less traveller. The activity fell upon
his morbid heart like a cold hand on
a feverish forehead. But, as the sun
sank, and the cheerless gray twilight
crept round him, the people who had
travelled from the city were dropped
at the quiet country stations, and
sped away t0 their happy homes.

A man came and lighted a lamp in
the carriage, and all the outer world
grew suddenly dark. The traveller
was alone now ; and, as the names of
the wayside stations grew more
familiar, a stillness fell upon him,
against which he made no struggle

At last, a8 once more the train
moved to a station, he arose, walked
slowly to the door, and stepped on
the platform. He was at the end of
his journey—he was at home.

At home ! He passed through the
little station-house, the old
porter stared at his strange face and
strange clothes, and wondered why
he did not ask the way tothe v illage.
On he strode in the moonlight,
glancing at familiar things with
every step ; forten years had brought
little to the quiet place
There were the lone trees by the
roadside, and the turnpike, and down
in the hollow he saw the moon's face
reflected through the ice in the mill
pond ; and seeing this, he stopped
and but not with the out
ward and he the merry
skaters, and Alice’s head S
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But here, where he Jonged for the
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vAs he turned, a woman
came from within to the pox h; and
the man, with a sudden exclamation,
after him, and placing his

young

hand on his shoulder, said earnestly,
“Be this Willinm Sheridan, that we
thought were dend ?" and looking in
his face and recognizing him, he
muttered, "Poor lad ! poor lad ! don't
ee know thy old schoolmate, Tom
Bates, and thy own sister Mary ?"

Tuking him by the arm, the kind
fellow led Sheridan to the door, and
said :

“Wife, here be thy brother Will,
sufe and sound, and not drownded, as
Sam Draper told us he were
d-—n

and
that same Draper for all his
evil doin's !

Then William Sheridan felt his
kind's sister’s arms on his neck, and
the associationsof his youth thronged
up like old friends to meet him, and
with them came the sweet spirit of
his boy's love for Alice. They came
to his heart like stormers to a city s
gate, and the breach, they
entered in, and took possession. For
the second time that night, the
strong man bowed his head and
sobbed—not for & moment as before,
but long and bitterly, for the sup
prn-um-d feelings were finding a vent
at last : the bitterness of his sorrow
so long . and closely shut in,
flowing freely.

seeing

was

Brother and sister were alone dur-
ing this scene ; but after a while,
Mary's kind hearted husband entered,
a rugged but tender hearted Lancas-
hire farmer ; and knowing that muc h
was to be said to Will, and that this
was the best time to say it, he began
at but he Will
Sheridan knew, that he began ot the
farthest point he could from what he
would have to the end.
Will Sheridan's face was turned in
the shadow, where neither his sister
nor her husband could see it, and so
he listened to the story

Wwill,” said his brother in-law,
“ tha knows 'tis more'n siX years
since thou went to sea, and that gret
changes have come 1O thee since
then ; and tha knows, lad, thou must
expect that as gret have
come to this village. Thy father
took sick about a year after thou
went. and grieved that he didn’'t hear
from thee. Samuel Draper wrote to
his people that thou'd turned out a
bad lad, in foreign countries, and had
to run away from the ship; and when
that news came, it made th old
people sorrowful. Thy father took to
his bed in first o' th’ winter, and was
dead in a few months. Thy mother
followed and her last words
were a blessing for thea if thou were
living. Then Samuel Draper came
back from sea, looking fine in his
blue uniform ; and he said he'd heard
thou'd been drowned on voyage from
China. He went sea again,
months after, and he's never
here since ; and 'tis unlikel
husband said very slowly,
ever will to this
more.’
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Tom Bates ceased speaking, as if
all were told, and stared st raight at
the fire; wife Mary, was
sitting on a low seat near him, drew
closer, and laid her « heek
side, weeping silently
his hand around
caressed 1U.

Will Sheridan
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His brother-in-law knew that now
was the time to tell Will all, while
his very soul numbed by the
strength of the first blow.
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wanted very bad to
But he refused her at
gso roughly, before her mother,
poor Allie no
months after his going her « hild
born, for six months the
poor ailing thing looked live her old
self. all smiles and kindness and love
for the little one. Then, one day,
there walked into her house astrange
| woman, who said that gshe was Samuel
| Draper's wife.
|

little said more

and

| again.

No one knows what |
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passed between
were alone

them they two
; but the woman showed
the papers that proved what she
said, She was a desperate woman,
and with no one else in the house,
she was like to kill poor Alice with
her dreadful worvds. Alice's heart
was changed to stone from that
minute, The woman left the village
that day, and never was seen here
But that night the little child
was found dead beside the mother
with marks of violence on it. Poor
lass ! she ‘was charged wi' killing it
gshe made no defence ; she never
raised her head nor said o word., She
might have told how the thing
happened, for we knew Mary and 1
knew that Alice never did that.
But she couldn't speak in her own
defence—all she wanted was to gel
out of sight, and hide her poor head.
Poor little Allie—poor little Allie !
She never raised her hand to hurt
her child, 1t was accident, or it was
gome one else—but she couldn’t or
wouldn't speak., She was sent to

| prison, and her mother died from the

blow. God help the poor lass to
night ! God help poor little Allie !
And the warm heart overflowed, and
husband and wife mingled their tears
for the lost one.

‘ And this
work ?

was Samuel Draper's
asked Sheridan, slowly.

Ay, damn him for a scoundrel !”
said the strong yeoman, starting to
his feet and clenching his fist, the
tears on his cheeks, and his voice all
broken with “He may
away from this village, where
the people know him ; but there’'s no
vest for him on this earth—no rest
for such Mother and child
curse him—one from the grave, the
other from the prison; and sea or
land cannot shut them out from his
black heart. Her father was a sea
man, too, and he'll sail wi' him until
the villain pays the debt to the last
farthing. And Allie’s white face will
haunt him, even in sleep, with her
dead child in her arms.®? Oh, God
help poor Allie to night !
fort she poor little lassie !

William Sheridan said more
thas night. His sister prepared his

| own old room for him, and he went
to it, but not to sleep. Up and down
he walked like a caged animal, moan
ing now and again, without following
the meaning of the words ;

“ Why did I come here ?
did I come here ?”

He folt that he could not bear this
agony much longer that he
think, and that he must pray. But
he could do neither. There was one
picture in his mind, in his eye, in his
heart—a crouching figure in a dock,
with a brown head sunkon her white
bands,—and were he to try to get one
more thought into his brain, 1t would
burst and drive him mad.

emotion
keep

as he

God com-

no

0, why

must

And bow could he pray—how could
he kneel, while the miscreant walked
the earth who had done all this?
But from this hateful thought he
reverted with fresh agony to her
blighted heart. Where was she that
night ? How could he find her and
help her it he could only pray for
Lher, it would keep him from delirium
until he saw her
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Sheridan now reme mbered that he
had brought from Western Adstralia
some letters of introduction, and also
some official de and he
thought it might be a fortunate cir
cumstance that most of the official
letters were addressed to the Colonial
Office and the Board of of
Convict Prisons.
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him to the Home Government, know
ing that his treated with
consideration. He to
think that these letters might be the
he sought for, and he made
| up his mind to deliver them at once.
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'O BE CONTINUED

THE LAST PAINTING

There dwelt in a stately
castle a beautiful, dark eyed boy, the
last of a noble race, and a fair,
golden-haired lady, his mother. Far
and near was this lady known for
her gentle goodness, her sweet
charity, and hardly a pensant bent
his knee at evening beneath the
shadow of the great castle but asked
God's blessing on her head Many
years before, when the boy was but
a toddling thing, the grim call of
war had taken from her the lord of
the castle her husband. She
uttered no complaint, she made no
moan, when in the great wide doors
with white lips
kissed her and the boy, then sprang
upon his horse and dashed away, not
daring to look back ab the picture of
silent anguish the greatb doors
framed. And the young wife took
up her burden of suspense, dread and
weary walting, and bore it with
gentle patience, although the rose
faded from her cheek and her blue
eyes grew sad and wistful

Then one day the waiting came to
an end, when, through the gates of
the castle, they bore 1t8 dead lord
wrapped in a blood - stained flag’
under whose standard he had brave
Iy fought and fell. And the young
wife knelt beside the cold, dead form
and prayed heaven 1o glV¢ her
strength to her trial ; and, as
though 1in to that prayer, a
little child stole to her
slipped baby hand in
that touch brought something
peace even there the
dead, and clasping small
closely to murmured
prayer “Oh, God, take my
little one in Thy care ; never let him
stray from Thee; keep him
pure and true to the faith
fathers

The vears went on, and the young
lord of the castle grew from child
hood to boyhood environed by a
mother's tender love, guarded by a
mother's prayers, taught all that is
purest and best from & mother's
gentle lips. He was beautiful, with
the dark beauty of his father's race ;
he was proud, impetuous, daring ;
but he innocent and pure of
heart.
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The long summer day grew to its
close, the artist's face grew whiter
and whiter, the sweat of exhaustion
thick upon his brow. Then,
a8 twilight crept into the room, and
its dusky shadows hid the long day's
strange work, his hand fell heavily
to his side ; with a sigh of complete
exhaustion he sank upon the soft
rug at the foot of the gasel and sank
into profound slumber For hours
he slept; darkness fell, then the
moon rose higher and higher until
its light poured through the window
upon the picture on the easel. And
as it stood, bathed in silvery light,
the artist awoke with a great start
and looked upon it Had he gone
mad. or was he dreaming, for surely
brain conceived nor
hand executed that picture.

A face infinitely, pathetically
beautiful, with great, mournful
patient eyes, in whish lay a world of
sadness and mute reproach. 'The
soft bronze-tinted hair was pushed
back the brows, and about
them was pressed a crown of sharp
thorns, while the blood tricl led
the marble pallor of
cheek and brow.

The artist rose slowly, with fasci
nated gaze still bent upon the pic
ture. The beautiful, pathetic
seemed to looking their sad
reproach right into his very soul,
and his heart began to beat with a
strange Again he was a little
child at the feet of that
sweet. dead mother, listening to the
sad story of how Jesus suffered and
died Bah ! he credn
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AUTOMOBILES, LIVERY, GARAGE

R, HUESTON & SONS

Livery and (‘uugn. Open Day and Night.
a9 to #3 ichmond St 80 Wellington 8t
hone 433
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FINANCIAL

THE ONTARIO LOAN & DEBENTURE COY
Capital Paid Up, §1,750,000. Reserve §1,450,000

Deposits received, Debentures issued, Real Katate

| oansmade. John McClary, Pres.; A. M, Bmart,
Offices : Dundas St., Cor. Markst Lane, London.

PROFESSIONAL CARDS

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, &o.

Hon. J. J. Foy, K.C. A.E.Knox, T. Louis Monahas
E. L. Middleton G
Cable Address
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Telephones { Main 7
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P O. Box 2093 Phone M43l
H. L. O'ROURKE, B. A,

(Also of Ontario Bar)
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR NOTARY
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Suite 5, Board of Trade Building,
231 Eighth Avenue West,

CALGARY, ALBERTA

OHN T. LOFTUS,
Basrister, Solicitor, Notary, Ete,
712 TEMPLE BUILDING
TORONTO
Telephone Main 632

FRANK J. FOLEY, LL.B.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
The Kent Building
Comer Yonge and Richmond Streets
TORONTO ONT

50 Freight paid
as far West as

Fort William.

Straicht from the great Gurney-
Oxford foundries, this splendid
Gurney-Oxford “Senior” steel
range with divided flues, special
fire box, heat-enveloped oven, is
by far the best value you can buy
in Canada to e
Six9'' covers, 20" oven, right hand
reservoir, warming closet, weight
420 1bs., best blue steel body,
immensely strong and durable.
Send for our new complete
Catalogue with prices
Shows everything in the stove,
range and heatoe line of the
famous Gurney-Oxford make,
admittedly C

'S st since
1845. Write for a copy

today.
Gurney Foundry Co. Ltd.
h e

[ORONTO
Hamiltc
"

Yep
Montreal n_ Winnipeg
C

Vancouver §.15.E

1f your Gurney-Oxford stove, for any
reason fails to giv
we agree to refund
the Stove any timewith 5
date of purchase, Could you be sa

atisfactory results

REG. CAN, PAT OFFICE

edar

Polish.

MADE IN CANADA
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Cleans,
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at the one
operation

From your dealer

25¢. to $3.
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TORONTO
CAN
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FUNERAL DIRECTOR
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