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June evening3 when life at its worst 
W seems to be worth living. 
I The Connecticut valley poured out 
| the intoxicating greens which precede 

her terrible Jury A cool and quiet 
wind crept from the river toward which 
the minister lifted his eyes as he plodded 
through the sand to Friday evening meet
ing 

Overhead the petals of a pink sunset 
unfurled—floating broken from the heart 
of the rose—and the west blazed high 

"For the glorv of the Lord doth lighten 
it," murmured the minister 

He turned his grave, refined face slow
ly The glow denned his features as 
pitilessly as if it had been the glory of 
the throne of God they bore the one as 
calmly ar they might have borne the 
other He had one of the faces which do 
not shrink, whether from the physical or 
moral searchlight not a line about the 
mouth wavered nor did the inner spark 
In the eye retreat He had a noble face 
His mouth was a trifle severe, but from 
his dark eyes there melted and broke a 
persistent tenderness 

' A.nd the lamb is the light thereof, 
added the minister conscientiously, re
garding the sky 

This spoken afterthought was quaintly 
characteristic of the Rev Adam Law 
The doctrine of the Trinity must not be 
slighted because no parishioner happened 
to be present His life was one long, 
terse struggle to be "sound " Thus was 
the ideal of this simple, good man* He 
saw the window of heaven opened and the 
an °'i> in white dresses chanted around 
a throne. Upon it sat his system of the
ology 

II e June evening sank to her couch 
The colors In the sky changed, but burned 
on The river received them gently The 
unmown fields took to themselves olive-
black "shadows and the clover tops ceased 
to nod Even the grain tossed its deli
cate head no longer The low wind had 
lain down The arms of the two rows 
of elms that guarded the village street 
(there was but one) seemed to cross them
selves, like those of soldiers on parade 

As the minister passed under the elms 
he lifted his hat He revered those trees 
He had been their pastor for forty years 
They had not offered him donation par
ties when the salary fell short, they had 
never questioned his orthodoxy, they had 
known and comforted his troubles 

As Mr Law passed under the elm trees 
two sounds smote the celestial stillness 
of the evening One was the tolling of 
the church bell, which rang to call the 
congregation to "weekly meeting " The 
other was the drum of a circus, a mile 
back in the village, pealing gaily from 
the meadow beyond the gravel pits that 
old Nathan Roar (being a Unlversalist) 
could not be dissuaded from renting once 
a year to the emissaries of the devil. 

Now the circus came from Hartford, 
twelve miles over the turipike Mr Law 
thought this eminently natural, for he 
had, sA_ late, begun to cherish, private 
doubts about the soundness of one of the 
faculty at Hartford—ar oew* actfuisitlon, 
not thoroughly tested yet, as to his fit
ness to honor the ancient records of that 
unassailable theological seminary 

Any one familiar with the ecclesiastical 
Interests of New England will be able 
easily to understand the personal creed 
or the Rev Adam Law, when told that 
he questioned the soundness of Hartford 
To readers uninterested in such matters 
no explanation need be offered, and to 
gay that our hero—for in spite of his 
theology he was a hero—belonged to the 
extreme conservative ranks of the "Old 
School " would offer no elucidation 

"I shall be late to divine service" 
thought the minister "The bell has al
most ceased to toll Mrs Doom must 
really be constrained to prepare my even
ing meal at the anpointed hour It was 
not on this wise when my good wife lived 
and ruled my house But God took her 
8he is not—and Mrs Doom is." 

He thought in such quaint and stately 
sentences, as Montaigne thought In 
Latin His mind worked ecclesiastically 
His emotions moved scripturally Yet 
his brown eyes blazed like a boy's He 

•r W A S n n«- nf those irreproachable „ seno. m a aose or irry pro - Mrs TOK T_WA3 one oi tnose lrreproacnauio t J n t h g g a l l e r v w i p e d her eyes plaintively 
"The minister will take this murder fo 
heart like it was his own folks," thought 
the town poor. 

Bat- now -the- vieious soprano- had 
ceased. The chords of Sir Walter's hymn 
had trembled out of the church, and 
vibrated into a solemn silence The in
vocatory player broke it 

That June Friday evening will be re
membered by Mr Law's congregation for 
many years. The minister stood tall, 
thin, white and awful. He read the 
imprecatory psalms and the denunciation 
of the Pharisees He prayed like a re
buking angel. His long prayer was a 
fierce accusation. He gave out his text 
from the words of the Apocalypse 
"JTov the smoke of their torment as-
ceiiaetn rorev er ~ His sermon was a tm 
nt le onslaught 

U was impossible that there should 
be a -riatake in the minds of any of Mr 
Law 8 hearers as to the pastor's \ iew of 
tl e local tragedv \ murder was an 
?\ n+ too rare m the village to be unim-
pioved As Mrs Dorothy Doom, the mm-
lotei s housekeeper, naively obser\ed 

It is quite a godsend ' She came in 
late to the mei ting—it being ironing dav — 
mid neard the greater part of the elo-
qicnt denunciation with which Mr Law 
overwhelmed the poor wretch who had 
tossed another into eternity on the point 
of a Dowie knife that June afternoon 

To chaiacterize that eloquence as fiery 
w is i small way of putting it Call it 
^ ltuperation rathei than condemnation, 
and one would come near to the fact 
Ihe pastor seemed to be devoured, soul 
and body, by white Are Moral indigna
tion lapped him up 

The agents of satan"—by which he 
meant the circus company—came in for 
their full share of his personal and pro
fessional abhorrence He denounced the 
general system ard particular illustra
tion of ' ungodly amusements," which had 
lesulted in the shocking occurrence now 
disturbing the peaceful course of our 
pious community 

He pictured the degredation of the out
cast now in hiding for his life—perhaps 
lurking, ir- the innocent shrubbery that 
lines cur virgin river, or in the peaceful 
woods where our children gambol. 

He did not nesitate to sketch the pre
sumable biography of the murderer—the 
child of sin, the heir of vice, educated to 
damnation, and reaping the disgrace of 
his curriculum He depicted this loath
some being from the outset of his days, 
nav, from the hour of his creation, ab
horred of God and neglected of man; 
sprung from the seed of the devil ard 
bearing fruit after his kind 

Thig repulsive soul was forordained to 
his doom When Adam fell he sinned 
The system of redemption had not reached 
him He was thrust outside of It. He 
was elected to his fate He was chosen 
of God to his miserable lot. He him
self (it should be understood) was, never
theless, quite clearly to blame for ful
filling the divlae ordinances and perpet* ^ 
uatlng the guilt of Tiia career. 

Me ^jouddj-nofc-itave^toelped^ljtteaselE—f cot. 
he was elected to condemnation; but that 
fact could not relieve him from respon
sibility He was a murderer That was 
God's decree But he murdered. That 
was his own fault. 

The atonement itself could not reach 
him Justification by faith was pow
erless to save him The agency of the 
holv spirit could not snatch him from his 
doom. 

Mr Law gave the audience to under
stand that this particular doctrine had 
made especial efforts to convert the 
wretched man, but he had hardened his 
heart against it He had committed the 
unpardonable sin He had offended the 
Holy Ghost The doctrine was undeniably 
there In fact, all the doctrines were in 
that sermon 

Now the pastor's voice sank, for he 
had reached the frightful part of his 
discourse Every nerve in his delicate 
organization quivered as he launched the 
sinner into the eternal punishment which 
awaits the unrepentant soul He did not 
retreat from his duty, but he shrank like 
wounded flesh from its performance 

k ^ r f ^ ' « n 7,nder the elms nowdeen in I This was plainly visible even to Deacon 
lhowereddu0sk.Uand S t t f i Z ^ K u p - | Sleeper and Mrs WgU.was convulsed 
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The be r^eafed tolling with a snap I proved of the Divine judiciary. He 
,!?eJ?»i" w e dona credit to Univer- f looked upon the pastor as a moral sheriff, 

who would be supported. 
The audience was greatly stirred Even 

the vicious soprano, who not being 

joeacon Hieeper pressea rorwara to coin 
mend the soundness of the sermon Dea
con Hopewell whispered "No heresy in 
that discourse, my dear sir' ' as he made 
a dive for the woods behind the meeting 
house to hunt the*t«tlaw The soprano 
offered a solo quite on her own account 
and sang as the audience dispersed 

* Now poor Sinner thus lamenting 
Stand and hear thine awful doom' 
But the minister- had gone 
It was now quite dark He stiode on 

under the elms arfd lifted his hat He 
was shaken The duty of the evening had 
wrought heavilv upon him He had per
formed *t as he believed God willed He 
ciiher-d v.ith the awful burden of h s 
t-'sk His own denunciation rang in his 
ears His most terrible language stung 
through 'us brain 

I hope gasped the good man that I 
have vindicited-the truth ' 

He turned his face toward the river It 
lav asleep Black and sombre, at the 
ri°-ht a shadow towered against the light, 
brieht o iline of the stream It was the 
woods Theie fled the hunted man, dt-
nojnced bv God pursued by men 

A sudden vision of the doomed wretch 
smote upon the preacher with sickening 
dist-rctness He felt as if he had joir. d 
m hounding down a bleeding animal—he 
who wo Jd not catch a trout on his vaca 
tion because he could not bear to see it 

*Hehestood still and wiped his cold, wet 
brow After a moment s hesitation ne 
turned aside into the thicket and d-opped 
uuon bu» knees m the dark Kut on'y 
uua ana tne eim trees neara tnat prav-
er His people were not present and 
no deacon has taken notes of it tor olir 
consideration When he rose from his 
knees hi* turnoA *Mii«irii» o ~ i .^.tt-ann^ 
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He tucked a half-dollar into her 
shiunken hand One must remember 
that half-doljars mean something on a 
salarv ot $539 a year* , _ , „ , . « . 

And Mrs I>oom has a basket about 
readv for you, ' add^d Mr Law "I think 
she said there was an excellent soup-
bone in it, besides—other matters I 
hope you will not lose courage, Mrs 
Wayle I know it is hard to be poor—and 
old—and alone " 

He spoke With such tenderness that she 
could have fallen on her knees and kissed 
hi& hand. But people do not do such 
things in New England She tried to 
thank him—as a Connecticut woman 
should—but he had hurried away 

At the door of his own white house 
Mrs Dorothv Doom was watching be
hind the green blinds Mrs Doiothv 
Poom was a respectable woman, with a 
laige-voice and severe shoulders She 
took excellent~care of the minister She 
did not i>y his beefsteak, and she guard
ed his theology 

She came heavilv to the front door, as 
Mr Law passed between the syrmga 
bushes The cinnamon roses grew in the 
oack yard, by the fence The thick air 
was sweet and homelike 

' Have they ketched him9 asked Mrs 
Doom, eagerly "I nope to mercy they 

The minister passed his hand over his 
forehead wearily He had almost for
gotten the murdereif For a blessed mo
ment the ghastlv subject had slipped his 
mind Peihaps thejeinnamon roses had 
driven it out His w&f e had planted those 

"Miss Deacon uieepers sent you over 
"-^th-1"" dose of her "IWv r»v>'" colled 

MLrs. Doom, perceiving that her unan
swered question was unwelcome "Shall 
I feed it to the caouw, or to the hens' 

Thus vaguely reminded of his evening 
"chores," Mr Law turned to go into 
the barn to water his old horse and 
cow. It was now quite dark He groped 
about for a moment, unsteadily 

"I must have a lantern," he said aloud 
He went back into the house Mrs Doom 
lighted her lantern He returned ana 
flashed it about the barn. As the swathe 
of light cut tne dark place, the min 
ister started A figure seemed to tilt, 
like a bat, before him and to disap
pear. The old man thougnt of the mur
derer. Visions of personal danger turned 
him a little dizzy. But he called out 
manfully enough 

"Who is here.' I would have you speak, 
my friend " 

I daren't," replied a low voice "You'll 
turn me out " 

If I do, you will be the first wan
derer I have ever turned trom my 
doors," answered the minister, stoutly 

"Is that a fac t ' ' asked the voice, 
wavering "Just my luck, then, to De 
the first " 

""Sou are in the box-stall," replied the 
minister. He swung his lantern m that 
light Within it, huddled against the 
crib of the empty stall a human figure 
crouched It was a wc«raan 

She was of medium height, sallow and 
pale She wore an old shawl pinned over 
her head, and a lank cotton dress clung 
closely to her She trembled, and hei 
dark eves had the stare of terror Her 
frowsy hair hung m rude "bangs' above 
them, and she looked out through it 

The Reverend Adam Law confronted 
this apparition in a dismay the equal of 
her own He could have met the circus 
murderer in comparative comfort To de
cide how to treat the outlaw would have 
been, relativelv, an easy problem But— 
a woman' And such a woman' He drew 
himself into his ministeral attitude His 
brows, severe and pure as those of an 
archangel gathered into a frown 

I will summon my housekeeper," he 
said promptly , _ . .. 

Then I'll bolt, replied the woman, with 
equal decision 

"I will call Mrs Dojm repeated the 
minister, decorously "She will attend to 
all > our v ants ' 

'No she w o n t " said the woiran rude 
lv "I know the sort i ho is I won t have 
her round. I haven't any wants Just 
vou let me sleep here, won't you' I've 
been tramping, and I m dead beat Just 
you let me stay till morning I can t do 
any harm—if I was to tr> " 

The poor wretch looked at the minister 
dully. She seemed to expect bad treat
ment. 

that would have done credit to Univer 
salism or even Athanasianism Deacon 
Sleeper was already in his seat Deacon 
Hopwell looked out of the big window of 
the meetinghouse that bounded his pew, 
to see where the minister was Mrs 
Wayle, the town poor (there was but one 
In the village), untied her dyed and ironed 
black bonnet-strings and leaned over the 
front gallery seat to watch the aisle Bab 
Roar, the village drunkard, loafed up to 
the church steps and sat down on the 
lowest, chewing tobacco earnestly. 

These things were all as usual, as they 
had been, more or less, for forty vears, 
as they would continue to be for who 
knew how many vears to cpme' 

Everything seemed homelike and peace
ful to the minister as he hurried no the 
steps and went in to conduct the Friday 
prayer meeting on that gentle June night 

It did occur to him that there were 
fewer loafers than usual about the steps 
and vestibule-in fact, Bab Roar was 
their solitarv ornament—but he dismisseq 
the observation as unimportant, nor did 
he pay attention to the clearly unusual 
proportion of whisper and rustle which 
Buzzed through the church as he PM»ed 
up the aisle But the instant that he 
stood in his pulpit he perceived, with the 
trained eye of a lifelong master of audi
ences, that something had happened 

His keen glance shot from pew to gal
lery, from aisle to aisle, and dropped, 
iinsatisfled, to the pages of the big pulpit 
Bible With the ten-inch broad, red book
mark embroidered in gold[beads by the 
wnTmtr ladies of the congregation yA^fhe^choifstruck up the opening-a* 
them—it happened to oe waiter 
Scott's "©ay of the Lord," a hymn equal 
to every heart-wringing quality to the 
E s t ( o r t h e worst) Dies^ Irae-Deacon 
Hopwell creaked uo the broad aisle m 
h W e s t and noisest boots.and handedl* 
folded slip of paper to the Rev. Aaam 
LThe minister took It, and read slow
ly. He was prepared to find that tne 
£ a d W Dorcas would meet next Tues
day at the house of Mrs Deacon Sleeper 
or that the familv of our late lamented 
sister, who passed away last week, re
quested the s>mpathv of the congrega
tion, possibly that some of his ten or 
twelve young parishioners desired pra>-
ers for an awakened "interest," perhaps-

church member, usually took the liberty 
of going to sleep during the sermon, kept 
broad awake Bab Roar, himself, came in 
from the vestibule, and stood with his 
mouth open, and his hat on, drinking m 
the pastor s denunciation 

Bab had not gone with the crowd to 
hunt the murderer, nor even to see the 
corpse He had been told that "Rum 
done it," and he felt an appreciable fear 
of the whole situation, as if it were some
thing "catching" Bab prided himself on 
being a church-goer, too He was al
ways sober on Sundays, and sometimes on 
weekly meeting days It struck him that 
he was less likely to be knocked over the 
head into hell—a location in which Bab 
sincerely believed—if he stuck to the par
son to-night as usual 

There was no doubt about it It was 
a magnificent discourse The Reverend 
4.dam Law was a man of much local 
fame as a pulpit orator, and that night 
he was clearlv at his greatest His peo
ple were thrilled They were proud of 
him Nothing could be more comfortable 
than to sit safe in the fold of the churcn 
on a bare-backed pine pew, and hear the 
victims of an amusement which they 
were forbidden to share so scripturally 
and so "soundly" denounced Deacon 
Hopwell meditated collecting the deficit 
in the salarv before next quarter 

The pastor's deep, rich voice pealed on. 
It rang like the bells in the Temple of 
Divine Justice He summoned the ven
geance of the Almighty to fall upon all 
hardened sinners, who, like these 
wretched men whom we condemn to-day, 
defied Eternal love 

At the last two words, which no hu
man lip should pronounce without a quiv
er his tone changed, but he went stout-
iv on 

He sketched the doom which befalls all 
the non-elect who will not accept the 
mercv of God as illustrated in the re
demptive tragedy of Calvarv He por
trayed the horrors of hell His voice 
shook But he stood to his awful guns 

' O my people my people'" he cried, 
"Is there a soul among j e who hungers 
after righteousness' Fly from the doom 
of him w'ho is overtaken bv sudden death 

' t f "" r ""';;":rR0h""Pnfl"r Was "under in the midst of his sins' Flv from the 
c?nv!ctrioiP'S' i S & ^ t t f S t a f f i S readta fire that burneth and the smoke that as-
Deacon Hopwell s own somewhat worldlv 
and judicial hand—for Deacon Hopwell 
was the sheriff t 

"There's been a row at the circus 
Man killed and murderer escaped My 
deputy is out with search parties I join 
them after meeting Thought you ought 
to be inforxfled before you conduct the 
services There is great excitement in the 
community " 

The minister folded the naper and 
bowed his head Some thought he was 
shocked, for he was a sensitive man, as 
the unsensitive duly perceived, some said 
that he was praying, for he was a devout 
man, as everybody knew. 

"Day of wrath* that dreadful day'" 
sang the choir, vigorously. The soprano 
was particularly shrill, and a little 
vicious Her upper G bored through Mr. 
Law's ears like an auger. 
"What power shall be the sinner s stay? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day?* 

When the minister raised his face his 
people observed that it was pale They 
were accustomed to see him deeply 
moved by sorrow and by sin. For a man 
of such inhuman theology, he had the 
most human heart that ever beat behind 
the pulpit bars of a New England church 

Deacon Hopwell glanced at Wm 
sharplv Mrs. Deacon Sleeper nudged 
Deacon Sleeper with her bombazine 
elbow "This will give him one of his 
bMnd hc"*1"**™^***36 «hisoewd£ "Jjmmtt 

cendeth forever and ever'' 
He shut the big Bible and stood for a 

moment before his audience white and 
Vl^nt Then his face dropped into W* 
.hm old hf-i^s 

'Thou maker of heaven and earth' he 
cried "Thou art infinite holiness Thou 
hast decreed that infinite justice be 
wrought upon sinful man We commend 
to thee the cause of justice We commit 
to thee the fate of our erring brother 
Smite him not with his unrepented guilt 
upon his head. Condemn him not great 
God " * , . * . . . 

His voice rose to a cry that was almost 
imperious, like that of one who had rights 
as well as the Deitv Hmself It was the 
v oice of the priest appointed to interpret 
between God and man- "Even yet, O 
God. if It may possibly be thy will, save 
thou the soul of oor miserable brother, for 
Christ s sake-ror Christ's sake, he re
peated, as if to make sure that his doc
trines were all on record in that pleading, 
human outcry. "For thine own Sons 
sa n Amen 

The t.reacher dismissed the audi-nre »'-
most inaudibly. He was evWen"* much 
moved-so much so that he did not .inger. 
as was his wont, with / l is 'J»^£* * »JLJ?1 
garded a general chat aS the most natural 
a M soothing thing wherewith to close the 
efforts of an exhausted pulpit orator. 
Mr Law passed quickly down the bioad 
aisle and Into the jur. 

- - —Drawn by Jessamy Harte Bret Haj-te's daughter. 

'A 0x1 sobbed a little in her dressing-room when she came off the ring." 

nis steps toward fUe church. 
On the way he met the sexton and 

the drunkard, as he expected coming 
home together When Bab felt penitent 
he considered a sexton as a species or 
celestial policeman calculated to see him 
home straight The minister drew htm 
aside and linked his arm within that 
of the sodden creature He spoke wltn 
him for some minutes in a gently ln-
audiDle tone 

"Ain't wuth it, sir," urged Bab, mourn
fully. "I ain't wuth tarnation shucks. 
Rum done it " 

Mr Law's low voice continued to plead 
indistinctly 

"I would if I had any fiiends," said 
Bab, falling back upon the drunkard s 
favorite argument "But I haint got a 
friend to my name, I ain't." 

"Suppose you count on me—for one' ' 
proposed the minister, quite like any 
other man Bab's heavy eyes opened 
in dull surprise. He was not accus
tomed to hear the minister talk * like 
folks " 

"I'll be drunk as a shad Jn a week, 
objected Bab, frankly "I try to under
stand religion, but I don't sense it 1 m 
as hard to convert as a circus iron-
key." 

"I am not talking religion just now 
said Mr. Law instinctively. * 1 mean, 
I'm talkiag " 

"Sense," interrupted Bab, admiringlv 
"Horse sense But I ain't wuth it. l m 
too darn soaked." ' 
• "Come up to my house next week" 
replied the minister, in quite a secular 
tone- "I have some things to do about 
my barn I'll pay as long as you kee»-
oooer. If you want a mend, just try 
me." 

"I'll bê  ," said the village drunk
ard. But the minister had vanished in 
the dark road. 

Beyond the brigade of elms the street 
widened, and the unmown pastures, 
opened softly In one of these fields 
a crumbling hut lolled back, like somes 
thing that was too tired to sit up. It 
was the home of the town poor. , 

The minister rapped at the door. Mrs., 
Wayle answered his summons slowiy.l 
She looked pale and half-fed"- and dis
couraged. The glow of the prayer-meet-
< „ „ haul r*Af-«"* o u t -o£ bAr ftiil bAar t . 

ruses- (Sire u i m p t c i v j , proaoom tnt«»B» 
She was a very gentle woman She used 
to understand the unfortunate makeup of. 
his mind She knew how he felt about 
wretched people She defended him in 
all his lapses into human sympathy. 
Then-ah, then she knew and bore his 
trTheledark spot in his family history she 
had shattered with loving, life-long, 
womanly tenderness 

In all these years before Joshua d ied-
hpfore thev knew for certain that the 
l o £ trasldy of the wanderer's life was 
enuea—sne naa snarea the minister's 
often terrible, always alert, anxietv 
When last she ever turned a beggar from 
the parsonage door' When had she ever 
objected to the scores of tramps that he 
had sheltered in the barn' How many 

-ir 1 couia nave a irciie nay,- ane sjiiu, 
"I could sleep right here, ini this stall 

"You'd better get into the loft, otM 
served Mr Law, in the tone of a man wh« 
w w becoming interested in the .ubject. 

"1 will help vou to mount. There la «ulte 
an easv ladder " « ^ _ 

"Oh, 1 can climb," protested the wom
an, "I was a dancer In the ring once. But 
they turned me out I can't get work 
now I'm having a tough time. 

Mr. Law recoiled What might a wom
an be who was so low that a circus dis 
missed her? 

"Mrs Doom shall bring you some sui-
per" he said sternly 

"I won t eat it, if she does," said his 
guest defiantly 'And I'm terrible h ir 

I wouldn't ask for much Onlv stormy nights had she seen him light the J £^» ^JX*-,., ,5 coffee or a crust And I'll 
lantern and made out in tne snow to ^ ^ ^ n e f o r e daybreak All I ask of 
give some homeless wretch a nights « ' " % °ul_V»i,*.o shelter" 
lodging1 How many suppers had she 
warmed up for villainous-looking vaga
bonds' In twentv years he had never 
turned away one homeless creature 

"Suppose it had been Joshua?" he used 
to say Or else 

"Perhaps somebody may do as much 
for my poor brother—somewhere " 

And she had smiled and kissed him 
Thus together had they fostered the 
secret of his life and the tenderness 
of his heart. 

He felt that he was at liberty to re
gard poor Joshua as a subject outside 
of theology. He could not feel that it 
was unsound to do as he would like to 
have somebody do to the little fellow 
with whom he used to sleep in the trun
dle-bed in his father's borne. 

When the news came from some pat 
of the poor boy's, some miner in Mon 
tana, that death had put an end to the 
lad s miserable story, it was a certain 
relief; yet it was an added sorrow. Hen 
was presumably worse than sleeping in 
barns. And where, if dead, was the 
outcast, Joshua* Theology gave but 
one answer. But the theologian's wife 
had said: 

"Dear, he had a praying mother. What 
are they for'" 

And he had not known for which to 
thank God more—her sweet love or her 
sweet heresycx 

M: &fe 

vou is a night's shelter 
"I cannot allow any person to sunv* 

hunger on mv premises" answered Mr 
Law Without another moment s hfsi*^ 
tion he went into the house, and before 
Mrs Doom's fainting eyes, he ransacked 
the refrigerator and the pantry, and.mad
ly heaped a heterogeneous plate with the 
results of his exploration 

"Band of mercv'" cried Mrs. Doom, 
"you've got to-morrow's d e s s e , r t a ^ L ^ 
fresh v*>ast and the salad dressing' What
ever in the name of—" 

"It's for the hens," observed the m'n-
ister boldly. To verify his assertion, he 
mvched straight to the chicken coop-a^d 
fofted a piece of blueberry pie upon t£e 
SSteV, who being asleep, he*r«ess]y dis
regarded this remarkable attention 
" f i S c h t a * in the minister's tnanner 
forbade his housekeeper She did nox 
follow him When he held his neaa mra 
that she knew what is called in New 
England "her Place" He walked unmo-
leated Into the barn and offered Mrs. 
Doom's beat cooking to the outcast 
woman Hte presented the heaping plate 
wrtta? stately bow He had an old-fash-
ioned chivalrlc courtesv in his manner to 
S f women, of whom this miserable being 
was >et one. „.,«*-

"I hope you will make yourself quite 
comfortable," he said, politely. I «»» 
sorry I cannot offer XLOU better accommo-

aations ir yon win excuse me, now, > 
will attend to my evening duties. 

The woman stared but said nothing 
She ate voraciously, while he made the 
horse's bed and patted the cow and 
locked the windows 

"Are you going to bolt me in? she 
asked abruptly. 

"It is my custom to lock the barn, re
plied Mr Law 

"All right," said the woman, "I wish 
you would This is a mighty good pie 
I'm fond of blueberry pie I always 
w a s " . , . .., 

Something in the woman s tone led Mr 
Law to turn around suddenly and look at 
her She was already half-way up the 
ladder to the loft He thought it modest 
in her to climb when his back was 
turned 

He did not know before that the circus 
developed such womanly decorum He 
was about to turn away with swift deli
cacy, when his keen eve caught the out
line of an unexpected object upon the 
rude steps of the barn ladder 

It was a clown s boot It was rathei a 
big boot, too Nay—nav—whv disguise 
the tiuth fiom his quick'y-beatmg heart' 
It was the boot of a man 

The minister took two steps back His 
divine instinct was to see nothing and to 
know less His human judgment told 
him tnat he ought to call the sheriff 

While he stood for one switt moment 
debating his dutv with himself the wom
an s iigui e wavered on the laddei, she 
put up one hand and clung her shawl 
fell from her head ard shoulders, a sus
pender and a white shirt appeared be
low it 

' You have deceived me' cried Mr 
Law ' No liar shall enter the kingdom 
of heaven'' 

"I d be satisfied if I could enter this 
loft," lephed the man feebls The fact 
is I m—hurt ' 

He tottered toppled and fell—into the 
arms of the Reverend Adam Law 

In all this world it is doubtful if he 
could have chanced upon a tenderer pair 
They folded about him gentlj The old 
man did not ask a question He man
aged to get the refugee up into the loft 
and to hide him in the hav before he 
sooke 

You have been wounded ' he said 
then 

Yes—here ' 
The man put his hand upon the front 

of his shirt, blood-stained it 
' I see I will bring water and arnica 

I am sorry that I cannot call a phj sician 
for vou, but I infer—" 

"If vou do I'll blow my brains out, ' in
terrupted the outlaw 

"I thought as much Prav do not dis
tress yourself to explain the situation 
Who hit you'" 

"Old Nathan Roar The deputy fired 
ten times Lord he missed every time' 
Your sheriff wasn t there ' 

"No," observed Mr Law bringing the 
lantern up the ladder to examine the 
wound "Deacon Hopwell attended the 
weekly conference first " 

'I don't know any place but the Con
necticut valley where such a thing could 
happen," mused the murderer, with the 
interest of a traveled man in local fea
tures. "Yes, you hurt me, of course But 
you do it very well I'm afraid it s a a a r ' c 

De enaowea ~oy Some Invisible agency* 
Lie, he would not. 

He boldly explained to Mrs Doonr 
that he was making some changes in 
the barn which did not require her as 
sistance, and that he had engaged the 
services of Babbit Roar—whom, h« 
added, he was endeavoring, thereby, 
to lead into a better life Babbit ap
peared on Monday morning, and thu 
minister's brown eyes searched him 
shrewdly. 

"I put on the paiole of honor Bab. 
bit Roar, he said at length ' Repair 
for me my old box-stalls and construct 
two new windows vonder I have heaid 
that you are skillful with the plana 
and saw And, Babbit listen to me 
1 keep some valuables in the loft in 
a place unknown to anv AVhile you 
remain in my service vou are the private 
watchman of mj premises Laj vour 
hand on nothing above the laddei and 
inform me if loafers v isit the j ird Am 
1 justified in trusting >ou. Babbit 
R o i r ' 

You bet' said Bah 
The villige di unkard went to woik, 

staid at woik kept sobei and kept 
laith He slept in the cha>bt house 
Air Law boaided him Heaping platfs 
ot the best m the house went legulaily 
to the new hired man From tins su-
j.erabundance th* minister contrh ed to 
feed his outlaw after dark and when 
Bab was dispatched upon extremi eaneoua 
errands 

The minister wore a higrh elate ex-
piession The next Sabbath he preiched 
upon the « Lo^ e of the Redeemer to the 
M c I Id 

, The villagers scoured the woods and the 
rnei The murdered man was burled 
Ihe circus moved over to East Hartford 
and a girl sobbed a little in her dressing 
room when she came off the ring 

rht agitation ibout the murder fell to 
a dull inteiest J hus eight davs went bv 
One morning the ministei found his 
w l etched guest in high fever 

I expected it, said the wounded man. 
It s got to come Don t mind it I'm 

sorrv to be so much trouble " 
Our village physician is an exceUent 

man ventured Mr Law If I •i&t tfa&t 
he could be trusted 

ihere isn t a soul on this eaith 
Id trust but vou' cried the murderer 

Lnless lie added, i t s that drunkard 
vou're t n ing vour hand on below Darn 
cjueei watchman that' I hear him some 
times when vou ain t around *If I only 
had one lick' he says 'Just one off the 
nm of a gin-shng' But I won't,' he says. 
'He s trusted me and by I'll he 
wuth it if I choke for it'* The fellow 
nevei comes into the loft—I'd thiottlo 
him If he did was the calm finale 

That night when the minister brought 
the suppei the outlaw said, sharply; 
' Turn the lantern won't you' I want 
to look at you J' 

Mr Law hung the lantern on a nail in 
ihe laftei It swung and vibrated and 
stopped The light fell upon the faces 
of the two men quite clearly 

Babbitt was in the chaisehouse The 
barn was deserted and still Only the 
old horse whinnied for her master, and 
the cow chewed her cud softly in the 

bad wound, isn't i t ' You needn t sav 
what you think, though Never mind' 
You are a good man. I am obliged to 
you, sir I—thank you " 

The wounded man closed his eyes and 
his head sunk upon the hay 

"Are you going to turn me off'" he 
asked feebly 

' No," said the minister. 
"Are you going to inform against me'" 
There was a moment's silence in the 

dark, warm barn The answer came in 
a. low and firm but troubled tone. 

It is not revealed to me that I ought 
to give you up You are my guest.' 

"You are a good man," repeated the 
murderer faintly. "Now go, for God's 
sake ,to vour reputable bed. I'm safest 
by myself " 

"I observe that the style of this stranx-
errs discourse is variable," mused the 
minister. Jn truth the fellow's grammar 

—* -Tan ̂ trfmrHbiTtmey-Wvrtefr -to-^t&r-* 
and back 'again, with perfect unconcern 

Long before breakfast next day Mr. 
Law climbed into the barn loft. Evi
dently he had not slept He brought 
onlv fresh milk and eggs, for Mrs Doom 
sohdlj' haunted the refrigerator to fend off 
anv further picnics in the poultry yard 

The outlaw took his breakfast in a 
silence half-suspicious, half-grateful He 
crouched in the darkest corner of the loft. 
At every creak in the old timbers he 
started and shook 

' I wouldn't have believed I was such a 
coward," he said petulantly, "but I must 
say I prefer surgical fever to hanging ' 

' Pray do not commit yourself, my dear 
sir'" urged the minister anxiously. 

"What's the odds' ' argued the man, 
with an oath "You know I did it I 
ain t afraid to confess to you. You won't 
peach I'm not sorry, either I d do it 
again'" 

^'My good friend," cried the minister, 
"let me entreat you not to converse in 
this manner There is yet time to repent 
of vour awful deed " 

"He insulted a woman," protested the 
murderer "She was a good girl She 
rode in the ring and I liked her He was 
a bully from out of town—a New York 
tough He insulted her, and I struck out 
I didn t mean to kill him—I thought I'd 
teach him a lesson She hid me in the 
women's dressing room (she's a clever 
girl), while they were searching the crowd 
for me She give me this woman's rig 
In a tin pail At dusk I crawled along the 
stone wall by the gravelpits on my hands 
and knees till I made the woods While 
I was trying to get into these duds they 
hit me But I ran on awhile Then I 
walked across lots to your house I came 
within six hundred feet of the posse 
They took me for a neighbor out straw-
berrying Have they buried him yet? I 
wish they'd bury htm'" 

He groaned Unexpectedly and turned 
his face against the cobwebbed wall. 

"I've heard of you," he observed ab
ruptly, without turning around. 

I used to know a brother of yours out 
West You look like him." 

"Were you acquainted with poor 
Joshua'" asked Mr. Law His heart leaped 
and sank again "Did you know the cir
cumstances of U s death?" 

"It was I who sent you the newspaper 
He asked me to. I was with him—yes, 
I was there at the last. He was a soft
hearted chap, poor devil, something like 
y & t i ' ' 

"'The account gave me no—no details," 
gasped Mr Law. 

"He was drowned at a baptism," replied 
the outlaw promptly 

"Was one of the converts' Was he 
immersed' Did he die penitent'" cried 
the minister with pathetic earnestness. 

The adventurer hesitated perceptibly 
If he felt a griping temptation mercifully 
to deluae this good man, he hardly knew 
whether it came of heaven or hell He 
held his hand to shade his eyes and looked 
from under it at the minister 

"I'll be If I can cheat you'" he 
broke out. 

"No, he wasn't immersed. You see, he set the stakes out too far in the r iver-
overnight, Just for a lark, to see the fun— 
and. one of \he converts she went over 
her depth, and the parson couldn't swim. 
Josh, h£ went after her, and she grabbed 
him, you see He went down, but some 
of the other boys saved the girl He went 
to glorv, I can tell you He was the hero 
of the "place for a 5 ear The name of it 
was Devil's Jaw, perhaps you remember 
Oh, he died respectably, you needn't fear 
for that'" ^ _ 

"If he died unpardoned," groaned the 
minister, "if he were not saved through 
the blood of the Redeemer—my heart will 
break-my heart will break'" he wailed 
He covered his face with his wrinkled 
hands 

"God have mercy on me'" muttered 
the murderer, staring At the sound 
of these words the minister lifted his 
gray head Like a soldier he sprang 
to his sacred post 

"Mv brother," he said quietly, "suf
fer me not to forget your soul's salva
tion in my personal afflictions God 'e 
mercy—I would interpret him tc 
you Suffer me to lead you into eter
nal life " 

He spoke with winning, almost wom
anly tenderness. The outlaw continued 
to regard him steadily. 

"I hope you preach as you act," he 
said softly. "You are a good man 1 
thank you. sir. I'll think the matter 
over.' 

He turned his face to the barn wall 
again and would say no more Mr. Law 
dressed his ugly wound in silence. 

The next two weeks passed to the 
minister like the crisis of a story told 
in short, sharp sentences, and compres
sed to an intensity that was half pain, 
half exalted pleasure as the end ao-
proached. 

Unused as he was to maneuver, ê 
concealment of the murderer went 
hard with his transparent life But it 
never occurred to Adam Lft-w to give him 
up. He managed the affair with a kind 
of '""'no «M|r -fa**1

 1«ft**"*' »" " ' 

Adam' said the muiderer, in a thull 
ing voice 

The Re\ ^dam Law fell back and 
stared at the man He began to tiemble 
But on his set face, not a spark of recog
nition sprung 

'I knew you \dam, the first timo I 
heaid you speak That night—vou came 
In and said I must go back after the 
lantern Don't you know how j ou al-
ways forgot the lantern' I've trotted 
back and got it for you—in father s bai n 
-L, hundred times I wouldn t have be
lieved vou were over ten years old when 
[ heard you sa> those words Then I 
thought I wouldn t let on But I guess 
I d better I'm a pietty sick man, Adam 
I hope you won t be sorry that I let it 
out—at last ' 

"My brother Joshua is dead," leplied 
the minister, stolidly. lVMy poor orother 

lied an impenitent man I have shown 
you hospitality under difficult condemns 
sir I do not think it manly in vou to 
claim to be a member of my familv— 

He turned and walked a few steps 
across the haymow , . , , * , . 

"Joshua was a wild boy/ continued the 
rfev Auam Law He drank sometimes* 
\nd he was not pious But none of my 
father s household ev er committed-Hf 
oiuidtr 

His \01ce sank 
It sprang to his lips to say 'Do yoa 

hmk \ ou will gdt any more out of me 
J> pal ning off such a story' ' But they 
junered ind closed 

I have done about all I could for you 
le did s~v aloud But I do not recog-
nze vou, he added "I never saw you 
beioie You mu«t excuse me If I fail t*» 
admit the proof that you are of my kin 

Verv well said the other in a dis 
appointed tone He seemed to doze soon 
after this and the conversation was not 
resumed 

But that night, when Mrs Doom was 
sound asleep on her respectable pillow, 
he minister stole out like a truant boy. 

to his barn He (limbed into the loft 
softly, with the lantern 

The wounded man was sitting up glai-
ng before him He held the pitchfork 
n both hands Oh, 1 thought you weie 
he sheriff 'You scared me horribly * 

What did vou mean to do, if it had 
oeen' asked the-murderer's host, a lit
tle coldly 

"Run him through, of course 
The minister sat down in silence on tho 

hav He swung the lantern close to the 
face of his wretched guest He seemed 
uncomfortable and unhappy 

"I do not see the resemblance, he 
rruttered "Not a trace Not a feature. 
The whole affair is very strange I feel 
that I need the, guidance of God " 

' Look here, Adam " said the voice 
from tlw hay suddenly, "don t you see a 
^hing that looks like me' ' 

"Joshua had curly hair and a delicate 
complexion, urged Mr Law "He was a 
handsome lad He was his mother's Idol. 
She petted him and spoiled him 

'Yes, and father made up for it, didn t 
he' Do you remember when he licked 
me with a halter for cutting prayers'" 

"My little brother had a beautiful 
smile, pursued Mr Law, now trembling 
visibly He was as innocent as an angel. 
He never meant to do wrong " 

A sudden sunshine ran over the dark 
face of the murderer 

' There' Yes' Yes' He smiled like 
that1" So cried the minister, in an agi
tation that shook his aged frame from 
head to foot 

' Don t you remember how I got kicked 
out of Sunday school for laughing' Don t 
vou remember how fond I was of blue
berry pie' Anfl those pickled nasturtiums 
mother made to please me' See' I can 
show you the scar on my knee where I 
fell over the scythe the year our old sor
rel had the colt with four white feet You 
took care of me—for three weeks, you 
were born a saint, Adam, your winga 
were cut before your teeth 

"Don't you know how vou hunted me 
up the winter I got lost in the snow in 
Dead Man's Cut—how you dragged me 
home on your sled, two miles in a bliz
zard' We didn t call em blizzard" then. 
Who was that elder brother in the 
Bible, Adam that never failed a fellow i 
I was a pesky little chap, aiwavs into 
something You never licked me-rn , 
nor >ou never bullied mc I always 
knew where to find you' Sav, Adam'1 

when did mother die' 1 hope she didn t 
have that cataract she,expected in her 
eye She didn t get blind, did she ' Oh, 
I m glad I hid in your barn i hope 
vou ain't sorry vou took care ol me— 
are you' You won't have to let on vou 
needn t own me. Adam 1 11 be out of 
you'- way soon, I guess 1 m <-nrry 1 
lied about that immersion busln ss 1 
sent the newspaper myself J thought 
vou'd feel better to think 1 was a gmei-
I don't believe, on the whole, it p?ld 

"Joshua" said <Vdam Law weeping 
aload as no soul but his dead wife naa 
evei seen him weep, and she but once,, 
"the truth is holv above all holiness 
in I-c^vea or eaith 11, indeed, >oa 
speak God's truth " ,„,„„ 

"For once I do, so help me' inter
rupted Joshua, hoarsely 

"Then I ask jour pardon, little broth
er I ought to have known you at tne 
first I ought not tc have doubted vou. 
Forgive me, Joshua'" 

"Good God, Adam' ' cried Joshua,. 
"what a man he made when he made you' 

To Mrs. Doom's unconcealed and un-
trolled dismay, Mr Law slept now In 
the barn every night; and dav and night 
he watched the wounded man. lney 
talked together, but not much, for tna 
refugee was far too ill. 

Once he said: ^ . „ _ 
"Adam, do you remember when wa 

saved up fifty-three cents to get that, 
woallan tbixuc Sox mnt.hrr. when 3he haa 

* v Continued on Second Page* ?*t & 
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