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rage.
pecied and deeply cutting. He was not in
the habitof being thus treated by one of
the weaker sex.

greasy mechanic for one thing: but [don™
mean that be shall stand in the way lon
I must needs speak with Martha FPeuroy,

His rebuff had been both unex-

mother of Geple,

. -m"iﬂm., less distingmished |

in with a smile of welcome. S ..
Mri. Penroy was a faded woman of forty.

OTHER STORIES,

{Copyriglz, 159, by
poper Company.)

the A. N. Kellogg News-

Meek as a child, with but littie seeming en-
ergy left over after the conclusion of her
murried life. She could not even be called
an ipteresting widow. Nevertheless Cap-
tain Btarbright imagined she might prove

interesting before thedrama he had inau- |

ppose. 1 dide't imagine it
Or, The Peril of the Pemroys. | ertomers. but st scems 1o be higlrs o
after all.”
- 4 ThenCaptam Biarbright 1alleiE- 4
A Thrilling and Romantle Btory{ 1y¥rom the reom. In er .n; llrgeg1

CHAPTER I1.—CoSTINUED.

In the meantime Fingal walked with a
swift siride down the incline, and soon
stoad in the very bottom of the hollow, with
the roof of the old stone house looming up,

N gray and grand as some old Rfman pile of
antiguity iu the distance.

Here pausing, he the breoch of
Lis liglit. Winchester rifle to the turf and
rlanced back at the rambling stone building
above.

“Lone Hollow,” he muttered, slowly.
“Well numed, indeed. Tt's a lonely place

% enough, that's true. I've found the dove
and the cote, now for the hawk who would
despal itall 1 thought to meet hin here,
1 wonder if that assauit on Graece in the
woods was a partof the plot. Patience,
fond heart. we shall see. Ha! I hear
wheels. 1 wonder who comes now. There

» can be but ittle trave! on this road aside
from the Stonefield stage.”

Stepping aside the voung man waited
in the shadow of a. bush until a light
vehicle, drawn by a span of grays, came
Gprtosite

“One moment, sir.”” called Fingal to the
single occupant, a dark, handsome gentle-
man, Lifuag s cap.  ~This is for you, I be-
Liewe™

As the veluele came 1o 8 bal! Fingal
prossed & folded note mto the travder's
hand © thep, without a word, strode swifuly
awuy.  As may be supposed, the gentleman
i the vehiele was mystified at the strange
provecding

CHAPTER 1IL
[ g 1 MATE Yop!™

The gentleman allowed his horses to walk
slowly up the mcline while he opened and
read the note,

SOArTAIN STARBRIGHT—AnN cagle watlches
the bawk who hoversubout the dove cpte.
There is such a thing as diasmond cutthng
diamond. Beware how you press the an-
famous plot you have concocied to geon-
clusion. 1 warn you thut you can not suc-
cead, and that unless voume desist a hemp
cravat way be your portion. JusTice.”

A frown mounted the brows of the Cap-
tain when he had finashed reading. He
crumpled the pote in lus haod, aud was
aboul 1o tear it to fragments, when o sud
den thought seemed to strike him. He
spread out the paper caretully, then folded
and thrust it into his pocket.

“That bt of paper may be of use to me
m the fuiure, he muttered, with a clinch-
ing of white teth,

Before the house he halted, leaped 1o the
ground zuwd procecded 1o open the gate. He
liftedd los hat to Mr. Vandible, who vet sat

n the broad porch, just adding a new

t::.f;"" to his honest old pipe,

“lam giad to see you, Captuin,” cried
she cracked vowe of therold man. “Just
I want

ty’ (Bam 1o put out your horses
;-}ut »stop for a day at least. 'Will you «do

1 have hardly the e, returned the
s . “Hut us a favor to me!? ™

* Asa favor to you, my dear Vandible, I
will remiin.” declared the Captam, who
hud all along contemplated thas very thing,
even without an imvitation,

Mam, the colored stable-boy, was seut to
ook witer the Captain's horses, while the
Captinn hisell occumed a chair beside the
venerable '1"--1:110'1-»!‘1:1 Lone Holloow,

For an hour tae two conversed, then Cap-
e Narbrighit weat in to ook for Grace

Peuror He foand herin a cozy room in one
wingof the ol house, a bivof work in her
Lap, ber feet resting on a hassock, with a

huze cat erouclung near, purring softly.
was a pleasant home scene, and the gailant
Captaun pausced and gased through the half-
open door with a gueer smile on his dark
bako e
Grace Penroy prescaied a picture of the
most exgiusite Joveliness just then. The
vontour of hor face was almost perfect, and
a deliate rose tint in the swooth, soft
check, not too proponnesd, while o mass of
eokdon hare fell away m abundant waves to
her shoulders,  Evidently she was not just
now expecting company, and the step an
e the corridor wathout causad bor to look up
with a sturi
1 hope I'm not mtrudme, Grace,”

sund

the Captain tock.
hill, and the upper part of his forehead !
showed extreme narrowness under
black hair. .

should suppose.

and faced her
comiug to your senses al last, womant™

gurated was at an end.

*“1 am glad 1o sce you, Captain ; sit down

and tell me all the news. ™

The faded widow pointed to a chair which
Ho bad Jeft his hatin the

his

There was something sinister after all in

the countenance of Chinton Btarbright, that
was more naliceable on ciose scrutmy.

“L am here o talk business, Mrs. Penroy,”

declared the Captain, after a short moment
of silence.

“Yes, sir,”" admitted the widow, meek!y.
“In the first place I must say that I con-

sider the education of Grace sadly neglect-
ed.” .

-*1 am sorry, sir.”
“Areyoul Idudn't suppose you would

lie,” he asserted, a sneer curling his lip. I
think you are in fauit.

The girl insulted
me W iny face not ten minutes since. What

do you think of that ¥’

“I am sorry, sir.”
“And s that all you have to offer?™ he

demanded, exhibiting anger.

“*What more can I say?!” questioned the
weak woman, heiplessly.

“Youmight have taught her better, 1
Don't you realize that 1
oould blast all yvour hopes at one fell
swoop. 1 maydo it, too, if you don’tdo
better in the future. | think you under-
stand me."

“There can be no question but what
Grace will inherit her grandfather’s prop-

erty .

“Nodoubt if her grandfather has any

thing to give,” he interrupted, with mean-

ing emphasis. *You know, Mrs. Penroy,
us well as I that Grace nor you would re-
mamone nunute under this roof if old
Vandible kucew thetruth. As for the jns

havitabos, that would go any where but Lo

Penroy
» woman stopped lim with a gesture.
“ Merey, Captaun, please don't call up

any thing so dreadful.”’

“But I wish you 1o understand that it 1s
not all plain sailing yeb" pursued the
Captain.

“0 am afraid it isn'e™

“You will find that it isn't,”” he pre-
ceeded. 1t is through my coolness aud
tact that you and Grace occupy this mag-
nificent home.

“ladmitit. [ feel grateful for vour good

offices, Captain.”™

“Do yvou!" still sneering. *“It is & won-

der. Grace I find less well disposed than

formeriy toward me. 1 have lately made
the duscovery that a vouug feilow, a low

mechanic, fromm Stonefield, calis here fre-

uently; in fuct thut be and Grace bave
secn riding out in company. Now
what have you t say to this outrageoys

state of affiirs ™

“ Nothmg.”

“Nothing! Good Heavens! woman, do

“1.1 ain. you know what you say ™

“Well, I am helpless; [can not prevent

the girl s having beaux,” deciared the widow

in a tone of helpless imbecility.
*Then 1 know what can be done.™

The Captain came 10 his feet and strode
twice across the rich carpetan front of the

lady, lus white hands clenched, s eves
glittering. Then he pausod in front of hsr
with a set, wickaed look on s face.

“Mrs. Penroy, 1 know what can be doue,
what will be done. 1 know where the real
beiress to Morgan Vandible's fortune is,

and 1 will turn there for the profit 1 epe
pected o reap from you aud this terribly

particular daughter of yours.™ 4
He glared at her fuoriously for « mosuant,

then turosd on his hoel as if to depart.

“*Clinton ™
She called lus name huskily
with & frown.

“Captam Starbright, you did not mean

what you said just now! The heress can

not possibiy be alive.™
“1 did mean 13, Mrs. Penroy,™ he declared,

amphatically,

“Where is she!  Who is she!™

He burst into o harsh, unmusical laugh. °

“l am not quitca fool, Mra FPeuroy,” he
said, deftly,  “Do you imagine that 1 would

He paused
“Are ymu

old

She regarded am a tritle fearfally, as he
stood framed i the doorway, Jhe piciyre of

a handsome man

Captam Starbright, pausing on the thresh- | tryst you further than 1 have! Notif ]

| knowmyself. It is not too late yet for you
to hold ali you have gained; but it must be

lately exerted. 1 want vou to help me with

"all Irlichl as & ArTow, Fitd & =
¢ . S e :,t.::_“'_‘.‘:' gy :n:;“:: the hand bf your daughter.
e, Tt V) VESSTSh e, s . - g . -
sipuating smile, he was what most women *“1 huve eadeavored to do so, ( aplan.
[ Srouil-den te handsome. e drossed *Ina fant sort of way, 1 admit; but a
'.,...”‘ sporting a diamond stud, the most different line must be pursued hercafter.
| l'n.n,..'.‘;'._‘-,. e aad ate Batend acats of { You must forbid the visits of Austin Went
IR AY <TI0, . L1iest s1)

I thronph & Aifferent influence than yon have'!

|
|

1

tie. Fascmatiue he ceriamly was
of the gentlor sea could resist his advanoes.,

Pow §Word-”

® Up 1 the prescat time, however, Grace
Ponroy mug ot e coun'ed amoag the few

It mich: be that the honest jace df a

young mociione from Stowficld, a town

wpee ten middes awav, had soapething todo

with the foclngs of mdifference 1ovand

* H® might not cease, even then.™

~ ~Well, I willl assist you a little, and bes
Tween ug tbih 1 think we can put p ficain
the yohng Tellow's car that *ll drive fim
away effectually

-

=1 will listen to your plan.™
The Captain resumaed his seat
“You have access to vour daughter's

Captain Starbright that  animated the ¢
l,_:!:‘;. o Vandibli's betoss room!” he questioned, in a confidential
PP R TR tone.,
N Starbeichtl hesitated but a momeat q -
g e . s “Certainly,” she aaswered
on the thre -bold of 1he room. tien entered B . -
and stoad over the pretiy mirl in the sew- Her letiors —you have seen them!
ing-chatr ) “Taey are in her private drawer, which
“RBusy as a bee,” ho said, laughing. ~You | ™ always locked, [ beheve.

would muke o wife fit for a mectanic, 80,
indusirous are vou, and yot 1t seems to me
Lundly nocessary that von sbould perform
k| such work
it may ot It ness SHArY, but one must
do something,” she uttersd, softly
“To be sure.” admitted he. *You ‘mo
doubt find it lwaly enoush m Lone Hollow.,
1 wonder m1 vour grand{ather bringing you
tosuch aspot. It seems 1o me hardly faur
toone se young. and who enjors society so
well™
“]Jam not sure that | care 10 relurs W0

a
manage to break up this little love match,
if youwil doas 1 wish. There is no harm
tntrying.uzapyme,"

“Neverthelesa, you can get at them for a

short

‘Tmer
- i T
“O:'ﬂi_v you can. | must see some

that hate come from this mechanic.™’

**There may be none.™

} Tt You believe that The

¥, and 1 am

every
ters. 1 think we can

OOTives

- ml
* You will help met™

the caty. 1 find this a very pleasant place, 1 1
am sure, aud 1 am in duty bound to please | “To the best of my weak ability,” an-
mother and grandfather.™ swered the widow. -

- .,S"t‘uf"' ke “Toatisall ]l mak ™

He attempted to take her hand, but she
sustched it away and cawme to her feet
swiftly, standing aside and facing him with
the hot blood flowimg in either check.

Onco more he came to his feet and passed

to the door. He paused and aguin turned
back.

“1 will call agan to-morrow.™ he said, re-

B « How pretty'™ he ejacalatel, with an L'll-llthlllﬂl- ** By that time you may be

amused laugh &t her evident embarvese-
ment. “G-zce. when will you permit me to
be your fricud ™
She said not a word, but started to le@ve
the room. His familiarity had
given her decp cffens®. s 9 ;
* The little prude,” be muttored under his'
oth. Then he laid & rather heavy hand
her own und detained her in spite of her
* Grace, sec here: this has gone quile
encugh,” he declared, in & severe tone.
* Release me, sir.™
“ Not uni! you loock mé sguarely in the
face and say: ‘Captain Starbright, I love

T Captain Starbright, I Rats you'
bot from her red lips, and thes

20 tear herself loose apd sped

e room.

CHAPTER IV.
CAFTAIX STARBAIGEYS RAGE,

of Grace’s cousin, who is to visit
low?™"

L A M
m&qﬂ’n and is coming 0 make it

ableto abstrucl & letter from the deak of
Grace; it must be the last one if possible
Shall need one of her's, oo, ora

F 44 " 4
g 4.
ok
Hol-
little,” returned Mrs

here.

: |

1

“It prems so. "

There wus a trouble deep down in the
heart of Captain Clinton Starbright that
Mrs. Penroy did not see, and it all came
from the realizing sense that Lura Joyoe

ne Wollow'to live. Why
the isite care forthe
of a puny girlyeten if hedid mot
iM® her? - g %
hwfmhdng. He
would have given his good righthand to
keep Lura Joyee away from Lone Hollow.
Buch a sacrifics would not avail, however,
and Captain Btarbright was miserable.

He remained with the widow untila late
bhour, and then leftthe parior in evident
Laste.

He had mislaud his hat, it seemed, and
had trouble in findiug it. He wentto the
room where be had met Grace some time
before. Neither the girl nor the hat were
there.

“Jleftiton the rack in the hall, Iam
sure,” o muttered. “Bome imp of mis-
chief has removed it to bother aud vex
me.

And this was true.

At the end of tt'f hall, near the froamt
door,a door eprned Yinto asmall reception
room on the right.

Captain Btarbright stoed here now,in
the shadows, debating what course to pur-
sue, vexed and angry, when the side door
opened suddenly and a low voice said :

“Captain Btacbright, here is your hat.
It is a pity yanuhave bren detained 1

He tarmed, thrilled by ' the voiwee, and
looked into the laughing eyes of his enemy,
Laura Joyece!

CHAPTER V. ~ .
MISS JUYCE'S TEMPER,

% Misa Joyee!” exclaimed the Captain, re-
coiling as though he had stepped on hot
ran.

Bhe twisted his silk tile on her hand, re-
marking:

* Xour hat,
steal it.”

He seized it and drew it low over his
brows. As she stood in the doorway, the
light from a window near revealed her
face and form quite distinetiy. One glaoce
into the short, round face was sufficient to
proclaim her not a beauty.

There was a sguare set to the lower jaw
not compatible with feminite beauty. Her
complexion would huve been exquisite but
for freckles. The square nose, rather after
the stylcdenommated pug, showed
ivenees, s did the jawund mowth. The
mﬂlﬂ' and boad, pas surmoussted

L4
ced

please, 1 did not mean to
&

rt, ofisp, deflant red curls that

and flutiered with every turn of her

head. Her form was slender to attenua-

tion, and withal Lura Joyce was not calcu-

lated at first sight to win the admiring gaze
of the human male biped.

Tiffre was something in her face sod

movements, however, that demanded a sec-

ond look, and when this was given, a third |

weukdfoliow, and then a more pleasing as-
pett appeared, ending ut last in fascination.

Captain Btarbright had felt this last sen-
sationmore than once, and 1t was stealing
over him now in spite of the fact that he

knew thut LuraJoyvcee was 10 be hLis most |
bitterenemy in the contest that was to |

come. He threw off the magnetism with
cffort and said:
it was you, misobief, who stole my
Lmight have known il

oourse.” .
“When did vou arrive!”
“Just here. Isaw and recognized your

hat as | passed down the hall looking for
Grace, and so 1 thought I'd bother you =
little,”” she said, solcmnly.,

“Do you mean to say that you haven't
scenlirace yot I

% T )

“1 pyay Just thal ‘Yo sha, | mhiewed the
stage, und so had th come on horseback.
didu’t mind that, however, since 1 am =&
regular Comanche, and can ride Like a—a—
what is it you cail em! I have it, a
Centaur.” Then she laughed merrly, and,
stepping into the hall, closed the door be
himd hier.

They were both in the shadow. He
felt wicked just at that woment, and
raised his hands as though he would

strangle the girl. He seemacd to reaiize that
this was not thetimeor place for such work
snd restrained himself, and muttered some-
#hing commonplace.

‘Then be openad the outer dovr and passed
out.

*Bo you are here at Lone Hollow, ser
pent ©** soliloguized the girl, in a low, mean-
ing tome.  “Wall, I reckon it means war be-
twven us, Captain Starbeigut, and the
sooner it comes 10 a4 focus the better for all
congernad.™

It was almost night when Captain Star-
bright stepped upon the bong porch. He

swod up and dowa keenly, but sew no
ope.  Oll Mr. Vandible hud retired to his
room, but b great arm-chair stood there,
a reminder of the obd gentieman himself.
Captain Starbrigh: fung mself iuto the
cwhacious chair and with kEnitted brows
thought over the situation

WROTE ON THE GROUND.

Dr. Talmage on the Literature of
the Dust.

The FErring Woman aod she =aviours
Weonderful Judgment—The Only Writ-
g of Our Lord—The Whole
Weorld a Parable.

In a recent sermon at Brocklvo Rev. T.
De Witt Talmage preached on the su
“The Literatureof tie Dast.” His text
war from Joun wilkh 6: “Nesus steoped
down and wrots onthe groand ™ He gaid:

A Mohammedan mosque stamds Rew
where once stood Herod's temple, the
scene of my text. Solomon's temple bad
stood there, but Nebuchadnezzar thun-
dered it down. Zorcbabel’s teraple had
stood there, but that bad been prostrated.
Now we take our places in a temple that
H-rod buiit because he was fond of grea:
architecture and he wautel the precading
lemples to seem insignificant. FPut eight
or ten modern cath-drals together and
they wouid not equal that structure. It
covered nineteen acres. Thers were mar-
bie piliars supporting roofs of cedsr and
silver tables on which stsod golden cups,
aud there were earvings exquisite and in-
scriptions resplendent, glttering Lalus-
trades and ornamental gatewavs. The

building of this tewmple kept tan  thousand
workmen busy for forty-six vears. In
that stupendous pile of pomp aud magnifi-
cence sat Christ, and a listening throng
stood about bini, then a wild disturbance
took place. A group of men are pulling
and pushing along a woman who bad
committed the worst crime against so-
ciey. When they have brought her in |
fromt of Christ thev' ask that he sentence
bher to death by stoning. They are a crit-
ical, merciless, disingenuous crowd. They
want to get Christ into controversy and

public reprehension. If he say “Lat her
die” they will charge him with crueity. If
be let her go they will charge him with
fbeing in complici'y with wickedness.
Whichever way he Jdoes they would howl
at him.

Then occurs a sgene which has not been
sufficiently regasrded. He leaves the
lounge or bench on which he was sitting
and goes down on one knee or both kuees,
| and with the forefinger of his right hand
| he begins to write in the dust of the floor,
word after word. But they were not to be
diverted or hindered. They kept on de-
manding that he settie this case of trans-
gression until he looked up and told thera
that they might themselves begin the
woman's assassination, if the complain-
ant wim had never done any thing wrong
himself would open the fire. *Go abea
but te sure the man who flings the §
misslle it immaceiat:” Then he pesum-d
writing with him flager in' the dast of the
floor, word af.er word. Justead of look-
ing over his shoulder to see what he had
written the scoundre!s skuikedaway. F.-
nally, the whole place is clear of pursuers,
antagoni<ts and plaintiffs, and when
Christ had finished this strange chirog-
raphy in the dust, he looks up and fiuds
the woman all aloae. The prisoner is the
only one of the court room ieft, the judges,
the police, the prosscuting attorneys have
ing cleared out Chlrist is victor, and he
says to the woman: *““Wherearethe pros-
ecutors in this case? Are they all gone?
Then 1 discharge you; go and sin no
more.

I have always wondered what Christ
wrote on the ground. For do you realize
that is the only time he ever wrote at a!l?
1 know that Eusebius savs that Christ
once wrote a letter to Abgarus, the King
of Elessa, but there is no good
evidenca of such a correspondence
The wisest being the world ever saw
and the one who had more to sav
than any one whoever lived never writing

a book, or a chanter, or a page, Or & paras-
i‘gnph. or a word on parchment. Nothipg
{ but shis literature of the dust, and one
| sweep of a brush or one breath of a wind
1 obliterated that forever. Among all the
{ rolls of the volumes of the first library
| founded at Thebes thers was not one scroll
of Christ. Among the 700,40 books of the
Al xandrian hibrary, which by the in-
| lumous decree of Cal ph Qmar wers used
| ax fuel to heat the 4,00 baths of the city,
I not one sentence had Christ ponned.
Among all the finnale of vo'umes now
stamndding in the Libraries of Edinburgh,
the British museum, or Berlin or Vienna,
or the learned repositoriesof al!l nations,
not one word written directly by the
finger of Chirist. All he wrote he wrote in
dust, uncertain, shifting, vanishing dust.

My text nays be stoope | down and wrote
on the ground. Btanding straight up a
man might write on the ground witha
staff, but if with hic fingers he wou'd
write in the dust he must tend clear over.
Ave, he must get at leasi on one knee or
bLe can not write on the ground. Be not
surprised that he stoopad down. Stoop-
ing down from castie to larn. Stooping
down from celest:al hbomaze to mobecratic
jeer. From residence above the stars to
where a star had to fall to designate his
iandiog place. From lieaven's front door
to the world's back gate. From writing in |

—

| what he wrote on the grounl®

swings them ia the hazv air. No whim of
mige in tbhis. *“Without Him was not any
thing made that was made.” Christ writ-
ing on the grounl. 1f we could se= His
hand ‘m all the passing seasons, how it
would ilumine the world® AN verdure
and foliags would be aliegoric. aad again
we would hear Him say as of old, “Con-
sider the lii e+ of the fleld, how they grow ;™
and we wouid not hear the whistie of &
quad or the cawing of a raven or the
roundelay of s brows thresher without
saving, “Beho!d the fowls of the air, they
gather not into barns, vet your Heavenly
Father fe-deth them:"” and a Dominic hen
of the Larnyard could mot ciuck for her

wood, y=t we wou!d bear Christ saying ns |

of old, ““How oftem would I have gatbered
thy childron together. even as a hen gath-

eved her chickend unde:r her wings:" and |

through the redolent bhedges we would
hear Cbrist saying, “I am the rose of
Sharon:™ we could nog dip the seasoning
from the sait-csllar without thinking of
the divine suggestion, “*Ye are the salt of
the earth, bui :f the salt have lostits savor
it 1s fit for nothing but to be cast out and
trodden under foot of men.”

Lot us wake up from the stupidity and
take the whols world as » paratle. Then
if with gun and pack of hounds we s'art
off before dawn and see the morning

coming down off the Lills to meet us, we |

would ety out with the evaugelist, “The
day spring from on high bath visited
us;” or caught in a snow storm, while
struggling home, eyebrows and Leard, and
apparel all covered with the whirling
flakes, and we would cry out with David,
“Wash me and I shail be whiter than
snow.” In a picture galiery in Europe
there is on the ceiling an exquisite fresco,
but people having to look straight up, it
woaried and d:zzled them, and bent their
necks aimost beyond endurance, soa great
looking giass was put near the floor and
now vis'tors on!y need to look eas/ly down
into this mirror and see the fresco at their
feet. And so much of all the Heaven of
God's trath is reflected as in & mirror, and
the things that are above us are copied by
things all around us What right have we
to throw away one of God’s B.bles, ave,
the first Bible He ever gave the race?
We talk about the Oid Testament anil the
New Testament, but the oldest Testament
contains the lessons of the natura! world
Some people like the New Testament so
well they discard the O!d Tessament
Blall we like the New Testament and the
Oid Testament so well as to depreciate the
oldest; namely, that which was written
before Moses was put afloat on the boat of
lraves which was calked with asphaltum;
or reject the Genesis and the Revelation
that were written centuries belore Adam
lost a rib and gained a wife* No, no;
when Deity stoops down and writes om
e ground, let us read it | would have
80 less appreciation of the Bible on paper
that comies out of the paper miil, but
would urge appreciation of the Bible in
the geranium, the B.ble in the aspbofel,
the Hible in the dust. Bome one asked an
ancient K ng whether he bad seen the
eclipse of the sun. *“Nao,” he said, I bave
so much to do on earth, [ have no time te
look at Heaven.” Andifour faculties wers
a'lawake in the stu ly of God, we wouldnot
have time %0 go much further than the
first grass blade. I have no fear that
natural religion will ever contradict what
we call revealed religion. | bave no sym-
pathy with the followers of Aristotle, who
after the telescope was Inventel, would
not look through it, lest it contradict some
of the theories of their great master. |
shall be glad to put against one lid of the
Bible the microscope. and against the other
lid of the Bible the telescopa.

But when Christ stooped dowa and
wrote on the ground, what did he write?
The Fharisees did not stop to ezamine.
The cowards, whipped of their own con-
sciences, fled peil mell. Nothing will Bay
a man like an aroused conscence. Dr.
Ntevens, in his “History of Methodism,"
save that when Hev. Benjamin Abbott of
old=n times was preaching, he exclaimad:
“For aught | know there may be a mur-
derer in this house,” and & man rose in the
nssemblags and started for the duoor
and bawled aloud, confessing to a
murder he had committed fifteen
vears before. And no wonder these
Pbarisees, reminded of their sins,
took to their baels. But what did Christ
write on the ground® The Bible does not
state. Yot, as Christ never wrote any
thing except that ouce, you can not hlame
us for wanting to know what he really did
write. But | am certain that "he wrote
nothing trivial or unimportant. And wiil
you allow me to say that [ think | know
I judge
from the circumatances He might have
written other thinge, but knesjing there in
the temp'e, surround=d Ly a pack of by po-
crites, who were a sell appointed constab-
ulary, and having in his presence a per-
secuted woman who evidently was very
peuitent for ber sins, | am sure be wrots
twa words, both of them graphic and
tremendous and reverbrating. And the
one word was hypocrisy and the other
word was forgiveness From the way
these Pharisees and Scribes vacated the
premises and got cut into fresh air, &t
Christ, with just one ironicral sentence,
unmasked them, | know they were

%1 must consuit  Mother Cabera,” he | round and silversd letters of constellaticn | first-c.ass hypocrites. It was then as

muttered.  “She will be able to belp me in | and galaxy on the Llus seroll of Heaven ! it is now. The more faults and in-

this emergency. ™
A light step startled lim He wheeled
about ta his chiir sharply 1o meet the amil-

|
ing gaze of Lura

“You must be weary after your day’s
wigils, Mr. Starbricht

to mrit.ng on the ground in the dust which |
toe feet of the crowd had left in Herod's
temple. If in January you have ever
stepped out of & Prince's conwervaiory
that bad Mex can cactus and maguolias

1 am requested by | in full bloom into the outside air ten de- |

consisteacies people Lave of their

| own, the more severe and censorious are

they shout the fau'ts of others. Here
they are—twenly stout men arrssting and
arra:gaing one weak woman. Magnificent
business to be engaged inn Thev wanted

(race 10 ask you to come in out of the | grees below zero you may get some idea | the fun of seeing her faint away under a

dgmp. .Bhe is indead most solitous after

_tgr health. ™

" Ave reauged that o hiddes sarcasm lurked
beneath her wonds, fad he folt angry

; “You have met Grace, then!” he ques-
tioned, indifferents.

“Yes. Wearcalready friends Feeling

somewhat indisposed she requested me to | Heaven to first Heaven, down swifter than | 1he¥ asked for. Bome

call youn and- ™

“Sit down there, Lura Joyee.” he inter- | that himself eclipsed, down through
“I wish & word with you."" | clonds, through atmospberes, through ap-

ruptad, shortly
He pointed to the vacant chair near. She
accepied it without s word, and cast s de-

Pwm st him from under ber saady

“Why have you come to Lone Hollow?™
he demanded, blumtly.

*“Thm is to be my bhomee . herealder.” was
her reply.
. *our home!™
" HR seemind angered st the announcement.

es, Captain Starbright, my home,” she

repeated, grimly. *“l am Grace's cousin,
and she bas kindly inviled me te live under
the same roof with her. With s million

more or less at her command 1 can see ne
harm in this."

* No,” with afrown.

“Now

t me to ask you one.”
ber haad, and her short red

war Gance Gada, -m....E
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of Christ’s change of atmosphere from !
celestiai to  terrestrial. How many |

‘ Heavens there are I know not, but there !

are at least three, for Paul was “caughtup
into the third Heaven.” Chii«t came down
from the highest Heaven to ths sec-
ond Heaven, and down from second '

meteors f{eil, dow namidst stellar splendors

palling space, down to where there wasno
lower depth. From being waited om atthe
tanquet of the skies to the bruiling of fish
for his own breakfas<t on the banks of the
lake. From emblazoaed chariots of eter-
nity to the saddle of a mule’s back. The
homsge cherubic. s*raphic, archangelic
to the paying of €2 cents of tax to Caesar. |
From the deathless country to a tomb
bailt to hide buman dissolution. The up-
lifted wave of Galilee was Rhigh, but He

rose above the billows higher yet, but He
Bad to come down belore with His lip He
could kiss it into quiet. Bethichem &

down. Death between iwe barglars »
stoopingdown. Yea it wasin
with humilistions that had gome
and with abmegations that
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beavy judicial sentence from Curist. and
then after she has been takea cutside the
city and fastened at the foot of a precipice,
the Bcribes and FPharisees wanted the
satisfactios of each coming fo:th amd
dropping s big stone on her bead, for that
was the style of capital punishment that
bave taken
the respounsibility of saying that Christ
never laughed Bat | think as He saw

Yeq, [ think that ome word wrilles on
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eut in'e rwounuwmental granite wi'h the let-
ters taal the storme of a thoosand vears
can not obl trrate Bisbop Babington bad
‘ 8 book of valv three leaves. The Lost load
was black, tbhe secuond leaf red, the third
| leaf white The binck leaf suggested sing
*lla red leafl atonement; the white leafl
purification. Toat s the whoe story.
Uod will atundantly pardon.
| 1 mastnot forget to say that as Christ,
| stooping down, with His filnger wrote om
the grouud, it is evident that His sayme
pathies are with this pen tent woman,

ths world's babit Why d do’t these une
cieam Fharisees bring one of ther own
pawber to Christ for excomation and
capital punishment? No, no; they over-
look that in & man which they damndle in
awoman And so the world has bad for
offending women scourges anl objurga-

tion, and for just one offense she bec men |

I an oulcas!, wille for men whose lives have
| beem sodomwic for twenty years the wor'd
| sw . nge open its doors of brilliant welcame,
atd they may sit in Legisiatures and Sen-
ates and Farliaments or on throneaw Un-
‘like the Christ of my text, the world

| mTites & man’s misdemeanor in dust, but |

| chisels & woman's ofense with great
capitals upon inefaceabie marble. For for-
eign Lords and Princes, whose names can
pot evenm be mentionsd in respeciable
! circles abrcad because they are walking
| lagarettos of abomination car Amer.can
| princesses of fortune wait, and at the first
Leck sail out with them into the blackness
of darkness forever. And in what are
called h gher circies of society there Is
now not ouly the iutation of lareign wman=
pers, but an imitation of foreign disso-
luteness. | ke an Engliishman and | like

earih is an American plaring the Ea-
g!'shman Boc ety needs 10 be recon-
structed on this subject Treat them
alike, masculine crime and femivine
crimn. M vyou cut tie one in granite, cut
them both in granite. If you write the
ooe in dust. wiite the other in dust. No,
no, savs the world; let woman go down
and st man go up. What s that [ hear
splashing into the East river at midnight,

‘ation and all is still?
on'y a woman 100 J scouraged to live,
Let the mills of the cruel worid grind
righton,

But while I speak of Christ of the text,
His stooping down writing in the dust, do
not think | underrate the literature of the
dust. It is the most solemn and tremend-
ous of all literature. It is the greatest of
all lilvarienn When Layard ezbuwed
Ninevab he was only opening the door of
its mighty dust. The ezcavations of Fom-
peil bave on'y heen the unciasping of the
lids of & volume of a Nation's dust. W hen
Admiral Farragut and bis friends s few
Years ago, visited that resurrected city
the house of Balbo, who had been one of
its chief citizens in s prospercus daye,
was opened and a table was spread inthat
house which 1. %10 vears had been buried
by wolcanic eruption, and Farragut and
his guests walked over the equisite moe
saxcs and under the begutifu! fresco, and
it almost seemed like betng entertained
by those who eightesn centuries ago
had turned to dust. O, this mighty liter-
ature of the dust! Where are the remains
of Senuacherib and Attila and Epaminon-
das and Tamerlane and Trojan and
Philip of Macedon and Julius Cesar!
Dust! Where the herces who fought on
both sides at Cherronen, at Hastings, at
Marathon, at Cressy, of the 11000 men
who fought at Agincourt, of the ZW, 000
mén who faced death at Jena, of the $4,-
) men whose armor glittered in the sun
at Wagram. of the 1000000 men under
Darius at Arbelia, of the 2641 00 men
under Xerxes at Thermopyim® Dust!
Where are the guests who danced the
floors of the Alhambra, or the Persian

palaces of Abaswerus’ Dust! Whers
are the musicians who played snd
ths orators who espoke, and the

who built in all the centuries except our
owi:? Dast! The great litwary of the
world, that which bas the widest shelves
and the longes! aisles and the mos«t multi-
| tedinous volumes and the vastest weaith,
I is the underground library. It is the royal
library, the continental | brary, the bemis-
phere litrary, the planetary library, the
library of the dust. And all these library
casen will be opened, and all these scrulis
unrol'ed and all these volumes unclasped
and as easily as in your Hbrary or mine
| we take up a book, blow the duast off iy
and turn over its pages, 8o easily will the
Lord of the Resurrection pick ap out of
this | ibrary of dust every volume of humas
life and open it and read it and display it
And the velume wiil be rebound to be sed
| iu the roval library of the self destroyed.
. this mighty literatur» of the dust’! I
s not 8o wonderful after a!l, that Christ
' chose. instead of an inkstand. the impres-
sionable sand on the floor of an ancient
tempie and inslead of a bard pen, put
forth his forefinger with the same kind of,
perve. and muecla, and bonea, and fech
and wrote the awful doom of hypocrisy
and full and complete forgiveness for re-
pentant sinners, even 1he worst
And now | can believe that which | resd
| bow that a mother kept barning a candie
in the window every night for ten vears,
and one night very late 8 poor wall of the
sirest enterel. The aged woman eaid to
| ber, *Nit down by the fire” and the
stranger said, “Why do jou keep that
light in the window'" The aged woman
sail: “That is to light my weyward
daughter whem sbhe retaorna. Bince she }
went away (en years ago, my bair has |
turped whita Folke Lisme me for worry-
ing about her, but you see | am ber mother,
and sometimes, ball & dosen times & night.
1 open the doa and look out inte
the darkness and “Liegie !
Lizzie! But |

from the way you cry, you have troulile
encugh ol your own. Way, bow eold and
sickyomesam: O. my! can it bo? Yea,
vou are Lizsie, my own lost child Thenk
God that yom are bome agnin™ And
w hat a Lime of rejoicing there was in that
bouee ttat night ' And Chriet stovped down
and in the asbes of that bearth now
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tha! He has no sympatby with her hypo- |
critical pursaers. Just opposite o that s |

an American, but the sickest cresture om |

aud then there is a gurgle as of strangu- |
Never mind; it s

sculptors who chiseled, and the architects |

anv more about my lu-blqlwlml

MISCELLANEOUS.

—Sheiby County, Missocuri has 8
minister who for usefulness breaks the
precord. In one day he presched twe
sermons, married two coupled and sed
three broken rils
' One of the largest private land-

haldings in the world i the “m‘l_ &
Carr ranch in Callforzia It contains
: Pu e aeres, covers G0 sguare miles,
and (s over tweaty-fve miles squara

— A little girl liviag in Moon towe-
ship. P, disd from eating too many
chestnuts  Shortly after cating them
she complained of sovers pains ahout
Lihe heart, and hefore medical ald coald
Crene b her she was doad.
| A Muine historian sayvs that in oid

tizhes the fine ladios of Eastpost them
a very gay, fourishing town usad 1o
acquire beautifal comple xions by sbeop-
ling with thelr hoads out of the wia-
dows in foggy weather.

It is o}, observes the New York
Tribune, that prasengers on  the olo-
vatedd roads will twist aboul, stralin
their pevks, and even rise up from
their seats in order W0 sov 8 clock dewn
on the sidewalk, when they have the
time lu their own watch

Curres-t
PRets
- A Kansas City jnstioe of the peace
"deciden) that & womar whose hoashand
fecds Ler on pancakes exclusively fora
| whole wook has 8 proper ground tor
lega!l eomplaint sgninst him, and that
an efectusl way W bring such o hos
band o time is to put him under boads
to puy K 1 weeok to live oo
A down-town restauraot has thron

young womes o its empioy. One s
'-;m‘tu--r. the other is bookkeoper, and
the other is in charge of the cake and
confectionary department. Last Chirist-
mas these Young lad les thought W sur-
‘ll."l‘" the ;-r.‘prw!nr hr giving him
| their photographs in a group The
| proprictor gave the group toan artist,
' who mnde a lithograph of the same,
and this was attached to 1 neat calon-
‘-Ear which the lunch-house gives o
*ﬂs-'h of its patrons.  [ttakes 3 Chioago
man to et there,  Hundreds of young
men are trylng the bakery for the pur-
pose of getting a ealendnr.  Not a bad
fdedgze, and the young women seem as
| proud over the scheme of the proprie-
| tor as he is —Chilcago Mail.

| Trees of the palm family have
Harger leaves than any others. The
!Inaja palmn. which grows on the banks
of the Amazon, have leaves whioh
reach s length of from thirty to fifty
|feet, and are ten or twelve feot in
breadth.  Specimens of the leaves of
:tl:a Talipot palm. n native of Ceylon,
(have been met with that are twenly
feert long and eightecn fect broad.
These leaves are ussd by the natives
to make wents, and form very eMclont
| ahelters from the rain. The leaves of
| the double cocoanut palm are eften
thirty feet long and several feel wide
i When the wind is strong they clash to-
{gether with n noise that may be heard
{81 u great distance. Only one leaf is
produced each vear, and they are so
tirmly atisched o the stem of the troe
and so stroag (o thomselves that a man
Cmay it on the end of one and rock o
aud fro in perfect safoty
| - -

’ FATHER NICHOLAS.

A Rusalan Artiet’s Description of o Usique
! Hassian Typa

' I watched this priest as he was go
| iug the rounds of the peasanta’ houses,
coliecting sour eream and eggs, on the
last day of the Lent preceding S
Peter and St Paul's dny
I 1 could not understand at first what
he was doing  Clad in nn old cassock,
[ the white underwear plainly exposed
"benenath it, the old man enrried a pail
Lin one hand and & wooden bow! (o the
other; podog from heuss o house, he
| would knoek at the door of vanch, woal
peep in at the windows At first |
thought be had been kept out lute and
was nsking for & night's lodging. Bt
| no: after kpocking vainly at one pess-
tant's honse, he passid on 0 anather,
{and then still to s third.  Eventually
| women earrying trifing donations b
gan o come out from the back yards,
| some making pestures which sewmed
to expinin why It was that the donation
| was so small. some 0 glee Lhe priest’s
hand; some others o simply bow Mo
' him nnd pour their sour crmam into hie
| puil, Inying down a couple of sgge ln
the bowl. The priest did not onoe lose
| paticnor, and such possants as did not

fanswer his summons st his firet Kook

brought out their offerings W him on
{his return trip.  In place of sour cream
| | sent him out & ruble of money . and
the good man put down bis pail. ssd
itaking off his hat, crosesd himsel!
{ thrice &t the church.

Father Nicholas did not complain of
| the pwasants, bul remarisd o me that
they were much weighed down by
poverty. “No little money is spent on
drink, and that s & truth.” bhe would
sajy . “but then if we let the holidays
out of the count—the only days whean
they might be takiing & drop Loo mesh
—one has W0 wonder, Indeed, what i
is that they only live upon Poorly.
very poorly of are our peassate™

Vasmili Verestchagin, s Haroer's
Magaiine
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