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CAPE TO 

The Mistress of 
Hazelwood. 

By GERALD CARLTOW. 

CHAPTER III—Con tin uod. 
Will moved three steps nearer to the sofa. 

Very gently and softly ho placed his hand 
on the window-curtain, and pulled itaside. 
The faint, foggy light fell upon the face of 
the figure, and the young man started back 
with blanched cheeks. 

“Merciful Father!" he criod, “she is 
dead!" 

The girl immediately contradicted him 
by leaping from the sofa with a startled 
cry. 

They looked at each other wonderinglj for a moment. 
beg your pardon,” stammered Will— 

indeed, he scarcely knew what to say. 
At this the girl burst into the most infec- 

tious, fay-life laugh imaginable. She 
clapped her hands and then held them out 
to him; nnd Will, it must be admitted, shook them very awkardly. 

“I know who you are!” the girl exclaim- 
ed. “You're my drawing-master. I am 
so glud to see yon; we didn’t expect-’’ 

Will hastened to explnin the unposted letter, also that the servaut had left him in 
the room in which they then wore while 
she had gone ^o acquaint Miss Bentley oi 
his arrival. 

“Then you have not seen my aunty yet?" 
I have not had that pleasure." 

t 
‘And have you been long here, Mr. Try- 

“Some minutes," answered Will, still 
slightly embarrassed. "I waB not aware, 
however, that—” 

“That I was sloeping on the sofa,” she 
interrupted, with a musical laugh. “I don’t 
often I assure you. I was so dull this aft- 
er ioon—so like the book I was rending— 
that I fell asleep. Please lot me take voti 
io my aunt—she s in the library. 

She took his hand, and they left the room 
together. When they were in tho hall, she 
whispered to him: 

“I heard von cry, ‘She's dead!’ Don’t 
tell my aunty that yon thought that, Mr. 
Tryfoil—don't! Pray don’t!” 

Will, totally mystified by her words, onlj 
bowed his bead. And so she led the way ; 
to a door at tho end of tho hall. A light 
was visib'e in the space between the dooi 
and tho floor, ami the girl looked through 
the keyhole. 

“Yea; there’s aunty rending,” she bright- 
ly whispered. “She will bo glad to see 
you. Mr. Tryfoil.” 

Just as she was about to tap nt the libra- 
ry door, she turned suddenly, and facing 
Will, said in a low, laugh ng voice: 

“Guess what aunty is like, Mr. Tryfoil?’’ “I have no idea, really." 
“Ib she gray?” 
“Yes." said Will, with a puzzled smile. 
“Does she wear spectacles?” 
“Yob." 
“ltight?" said the strange girl. “And 

lastly, bow old is she, Mr. Tryfoil?" 
Forty-five. 

The girl laughed this lime, iw she had 
done when she first saw him. 

She put her arm through his, and then 
knocked at the library door, crying— 
“Aunt!” 

Au extremely musical voice answered 
from the library: 

“Como in? 
Then the strong ) child tinned the knot, 

of the door, and led Will Tryfoil into tht 
presence of her aunt, Miss Bentley. 

The lady of Hazelwood was seated at a 
tnb’e reading by the light if a lamp. 

Tho first sensatiou she produced on Will 
was unmixod astonishment. For some 
minutes he could say nothing. Ho simply stared at her, and she looked at her niece 
for an explanation. 

Directly Mins Bentley understood whe 
her visitor was she left her chair, and as 
her niece had done n few minutes before, 
she gave him both hauds. 

Her first words were: 
“Welcomo to Hazelwood House. Mr. Trv- 

foil!" J 

The cause of Will’s intense surprise was 
the personal appearance of his new mis- 
tress. She was the exact reverse of lh< 
Miss Bontli-y he had pictured in his rniud. 

t’neonscionsly he had begun to form thii 
imaginary Miss Bentley in the banker’* 
private room, though only dimly at the 
time. Emily’s prattle during the packing of his trunk, bad helped to make the im- 
aginary Miss Bentley more definite. Tho 
journey, the servant, the house, and his 
young pupil, each tended to intensify his 
belief that she wns old and eooentrio. 

The form and features of the renl Mis* 
Bentley were in faot almost perfection. 

The two defeots which bring that word 
“almost” from us, made her in Will Try- 
ion s eyes more lovely. 

First defect—Miss' Bentley was a little 
too stout. Second defeat—she was near- 
sighted, and wore g'asses when reading 01 
writing!- 

It was some time before Will recovered 
from bis Surprise—some time before the 
real Miss Bei.t ey bnnished the imaginary 
Miss Bentley from his mind. 

"You must uuderstaid, Mr. Tryfoil,’’ 
•he went on, “that I did not expect you til! 
to-morrow, or tho day after, i am ex- 
tremely glad), however, that you have come 
earlier. Yon must consider yourself sim- 
ply and purely Sir Landy Lindsey s frieud 
and m.v guest, until Friday." 

WU1 bowed politely. 
“She is flve-nud-twenty,” he thought 

and he was right. 
Miss Bentley stood with her arm round 

her niece's neck; ih« niece holding hoi 
aunt's disengaged hand to her lips, looked 
silently at Will Tryfoil. As she stood 
there with her pale face, dark drenm.v eyes, 
violet dress, and long golden hair, she ap- 
peared as if she were a being of air. Will 
ud not noticed before that she was so 
flail, delicate, and syiph-iike; nor had he 
noticed till then that the aunt’s dress was 
of blank velvet; or that sho wore a little 
frill and a plain gold chain around hot 
throat, to which was attaohed a double eye- 

f 
glass. She was s'ightlv taller than Emily, 
and her hair wbb of a rioh, dark brown. 

“Sir Landy was quite well when you saw 
hint' T hope?" said the lady, in her rid 

“( ell, thank you." 
“Y » not related to him, I believe?’ 

__ 
"X dated to no one, Miss Bentley, 

Will observed—not in the library, tfti 
afterward—that whenever the aunt and 
niece were together, he totally forgot the 
presence of the latter, as she seemed on 
these oooasions to be a portion of the 
sunt. 

He also discovered that the niece’s age 
was between sixteen and seventeen. 

“Come, Ada!” said Miss Bentley, “let us 
show Mr. Tryfoil to his room." 

Will opened the library door, and fol- 
lowed the aunt and her niece into the hall, 
up broad, richly carpeted stairs, and into a 

handsomely furnished apartment, with the 
same expression of ponderous comfort as 
he had noticed in the first room. He ai 
once expressed his satisfaction. 

“Withhold your opinion about Hazel- 
wood, and the view from that window, Mr. 
Jryfoil, until you see them to-moirow, 
when I hope the fog will have c.eared 
away. 

“I will do as yon bid, Miss Bentley," Will replied. “Though I fear I shall not 
be able to give an unbiased opinion, for 
your great kindness has already prepos- 
sessed me in their favor. ’’ 

In the dining-room the young man was 
introduced to a distant relation of Miss 
Bentley's—a showily dressed little lady of 
sixty, with undeoided foatures and an ab- 
stracted expression. Her name was Har- 
court; and, in more ways than one, she was 
a ladylike edition of Mrs. Graham, Emily’s 
mother. 

The dinner was in the bosi possible taste. 
It was long since Will Try foil had mixed in 
good society, or imbibed good wine, bo 
both were very acceptable to him. 

Miss Bentloy had made him feel at home 
before the dinner nppearod—a well-bred, 
respectable, and not a free-and-easy at 
home, though, for Will was, in nn inex- 
plicable manner, a little afraid of his fair 
hostess. 

He was conscious of being as a hook to 
her; but the thought did not trouble him 
much. 

He was, somehow, confident thnt slic 
would read that book correctly; and Will 
-lryion, reaa correctly, was not an ugly book by any means. 

Will learned during the dinner some 
trivial facts which had better bo recorded 
here. 

In the fiqpt place, that Mrs. Ilarconrl 
lived at Hazelwood House; that his pupil's 
surname was Wentworth; that, excepting 
Sir Landy Lindsey, Miss Bentley received 
do visitors; that his pupil's affoctiou for 
lier aunt was painfully intense; that his 
pupil was an enigma; and, that when Miss 
Bentley refused anything, it was a reckless 
waste of time to ask her to change her 
mind. 

Dinner over. Will accompanied tho ladief 
to the drawing-room. 

This waa the apartment in which he first 
saw his pupil; and, now that the gns was 

lighted, it looked very bright and cheerful. 
Ada Wentworth, as they entored, glanced 

timidly at the sofa, and then beseechingly 
rt Will, both times with astounding r.ipid- 
ity. 

The look she gave him, said, quite 
plainly: 

“Pray, don’t tell amity." 
Will Tryfoil did not forget that expres- sion. It impressed him so vividly that a 

host of reflections arose in his miuil. 
After coffee, Ada, without invitation, 

took her seat at tho piano; and, turning 
her head away from it, ran the fiugors of 
her light hand over its keys. 

Will looked on for a moment, nud then, 
asked: 

“Does my pupil play. Miss Bentley?” “More—jlr. Tryfoil; your pupil com- 
DOses. 

“Well?” he inquired, iu an undertone, 
“No. Miss Wentworth’s execution and 

conception aro wild—perhaps crude," she 
suswered. smiling. 

She was about to sigh, checked herself 
Mid said to her niece: 

“Mr. Tryfo 1 wonldbe glad to hear some- 

thing of your own composition, please, 
Adn." 

Ada immediately began playing. 
Will listened intently. At first the notes 

seemed to him diseouuecled and nnraelo- 
•liotis, as though tire player called them out 
it random. ^ 

After a few more bars, be found that he 
was wrong in that opinion. 

A rough, weird melody ran through the 
whole piece; its originality and eccentricity 
wero startling; its external character changed 
repeatedly: its internal character never al- 
:ered from first to lasw Soft, gay, mourn- 
ful, reckless, meek, then almost devilish iu 
its defiance—yet always appearing to tell 
the same wild story. 
Ada Wentworth who had within a few hours 

seemed to him as d ad—then as simply a 

merry child— then ns part of tho aunt she 
so loved—was lost to him now in her own 
music. He did not seo her—he simply felt 
her in the strangely linked melody’ she 
played. 

Suddenly the music ooased. Tho offeot 
«r»s strange—more so when the young com- 
poser left the piano with a scared exnres- 
lion, glanced nt the sofa, and ran to hei 
mat as though pursued by some hideous 
thing. 

“Oh! aunty—aunty!" she oriod, in a voioc 
}l terror. 
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Hies Bentley's feet, and sobbing as though 
ker very heart would break. 

Her face was buried in Miss Bentley's 
lap, and her aunt's hand was gently strok- 
ing her hair. 

Will Tryfoil, very much mystified, turned 
iway and engaged Mibs Harcourtin cou- 
rersation. 

The old lady did not seem to be at all 
mprisod at Ada’s strange eomluot. but took 
t as a matter of course. She was appar- 
ently accustomed to it. 

Iu a few minutes the sobbing ceased, and 
Hiss Bentley informed Will that her niece 
iraa far from well and was extremely norv- 
jus and hysterical. He must, therefore, 
forgive her. 

The rest of the evening was spent in 
rifling conversation^ for, after the strange 
jirl’s mnsic and its odd offoot upon her, 
Will fett naturally a little awkward and 
inder constraint 

They at last parted, and Will Tryfoil was 
eft to enjoy the smoke '■* *—* *— 

if ter dinner. 
While he was lighting a cigar miss neni- 

oy, to whom he had just said goocl-night 
■o-entered the room. 

“One sentence, Mr. Tryfoil, said thit 
ady, with her hand on the door. “Ada 
sill expect her first drawing lesson to-mor- 
ow; but as von are simply my guest till 
Friday, yon know, she will not receive it’ 

Will bowed. 
"Another word, Mr. Tryfoil, "-—with 

singularly sweet smile—“I am anxious 
lovote to-morrow to introduciug 
son, and to being introduced.“ 

Again Will bowed. 
He perfectly understood her 
“To-morrow, Jir. Tryfoil, yon ore 

{aged to tike me to Elmsford Priory 
t hat is all. Pardon me for diatnrhinn 

Hood-night 

It was a cleat crisp doming, and from 
this window there was only one interruption! 
lo nn extensive green prospect; it was th<j 
little town of Perthard, 

Saving the hoases of the town, and what 
teemed to bo a farm on a slight eminence 
ibnut four miles away, no dwelling was 
visible. 

The iron destroyer of the picturesque had 
not yet ravished the immediate neighbor- 
hood, so Mis* Bentley'* residence stood 
comparatively alone. 

Shortly after breakfast. Will and his mis- 
tress Btarted for Elmsford Priory. 

As they passed out of the grounds of 
Hazelwood, through the iron gateway, Will 
thought: 

“If I knew the piiory, and she did not. 
she would still be taking me there, just as 
she is now. Miss Bentley must always be 
the responsible person of a parly—she must 
llways lead.” 

Will was right. 
“Now, Mr. Tryfoil,” said Miss Bentley, 

when they bad got into the road, “1 have 
planned this excursion simply that we nmy 
beoome better known to each olber. Pot 
some time-at least I hope so—we are to be 
is members of one family. Now a family’s 
well-being is doomed, unless its members 
have a pretty accurate knowledge of each 
other. I hope, therefore, this walk of ours 
will prepare you for the existence of one 
drawback to your happiness with us.” 

“Wbat is that drawback, Miss Bentley?" 
Will asked, a little curiously. 

“Miss Bentley's habit of saying what she 
means in a somewhat ugly fashion." 

“So far," said the young man, “I admire 
the drawback. 

The lady of Hazelwood smiled, and Will 
waited in silence for her next words: 

“Please do not imagine," she continued, 
“that I intend to take your contidenue into 
Custody, summarily and against your will) 
On the contrary, I havo Sir Lan'dy Lindr 
sey’s words that you are competent to tenon 
drawing, and have my own conviction that 
you are a gentleman. On the other hand, 
I feel the necessity of telling yon some- 
thing abont Ada and myself. If I do 
not do this, Mr. Tryfoil, 1 am Bure the mys- 
terious gloom you observed this morning 
will creep indoors, and sadden us all. Yes,” 
added Miss Bentley thoughtfully, “it is 
right that I should toll you.” 

“Yon are (he better judge, Miss Bentley,” 
Will answered. He was going to say, “the 
better judge of that," but did not, because 
he felt that she was a better judge of all 
things than ho. 

“Come,” she said, “I will show you the 
iirucnniLy. ion cams 10 us last mgnt a 

stranger. Recall Miss Wentworth's be- 
havior in the drawing-room—recall her 
innnner—or rather manners, during the 
whole evening. As a stranger what con- 
struction do you place on her conduct?” 

“I am at a loss to answer,” replied Will, 
after some consideration. 

“You must h ive .bought it over while you 
were smoking that cigar. Wh it did you say 
to yourself? Miss Wentworth is-" 

“A mystery! An enigma!" 
“Quito so; and before yon can feel at 

home with us. or wo with you, that enignu 
must be solved, Mr. Tryfoil. Ada's mothei 
and I," Miss Ront!ey continued, pulling a 
thick veil over her face, “wero only daugh- 
ters. Our mother died when we were 
voung. Our father was a mere child. 
Those who did not know him ns wo did 
said, "That min is strong-minded; he lias 
nerves of steel, and an iron will.’ They were 

wrong on all points. His strength of mind 
was simply weakness; his nerves had been 
shattered by a dissipated boyhood; his will 
was of irou, but iron Imd y wrought, and he 
was almost sinfully obstinate. His weak 
mind won'd conceive what it regarded to be 
right very rapidly, and ho would say at 
once, ’I will do this.' And when he said so 
nothing could dissuade U m from his pur- 
pose. You follow mS?" 

”1 understand you thoroughly,” said 
Will. much interested. 

To be Continued.) 

HOUSEHOLD HELPS AND HINTS. 

Scotch Broth.—Scotch broth is con* 
sidered excellent for convalescents, as it 
is both appetizing and nutritious. Get 
two pounds of mutton (the rough part 
of the neck is best for this use), cut the 
meat from the bones, remove all fat and 
then cut the meat in small pieoes; put it 
in a soup kettle with two slices of carrot, 
one of turnip, a stalk of oelery and a 
small onion chopped fine. Add to this 
one-half cup of barley or rice and three 
pints of water. Simmer for two hours. 
Put the bones in a pint of water and let 
them simmer slowly the same length- of 
time; then add the liquor to the soup. 
Cook together a tablespoonful of butter 
and flour until perfeotly smooth. Stir 
this in the broth and add sufficient salt 
and pepper to season. Strain the broth 
before serving it. 

Fried Shad.—Clean the fish, cut off 
the head, and split it down the back; 
save the roe and eggs when taking out 
the entrails. Cut the fish in pices about 
three inches wide, rinse each in cold 
water and dry on a cloth; use wheat 

wills aaaL n.AAA Un*.- A— 1_A. 

salted lard and lay in the fish, inside 
down, and fry till of a fine brown, then 
turn and fry the other side. Fry the 
roe and egg with the fish. 

Eoo Salad.—Put the crisp leaves of a 
head of lettuce in a salad bowl, and add 
four slioed hard-boiled eggs. Sprinkle 
ft dozen minced capers over the whole, 
and add a plain dressing made of one 
saltspoon salt, one-fonr(h saltspooq pep- 
per, one tablespoon oil. Mix and add 
to salad, toss the lettioe lightly and add 
one tablespoon of vinegar; serve. 

Codfish Pie.—Take a piece from the 
middle of a good-sized fish, salt it well 
all night, then wash it and season with 
Balt, pepper and a few grains of nutmeg, 
a little chopped parsley and some oysters; 
put all in your dish, with pieces of but- 
ter on the fish; add a cup of good second 
white stock and oream: cover it with a 

good crust, adding a little lemon juice in 
the gravy. 

Fried Potatoes.—Remove the peel 
from an uncooked potato. After it has 
been thoroughly washed, cut the potato 
into thin slices and lay them on a pan 
with some fresh butter; fry gently a 
clear brown, then lay them one upon the 
other in a small dish, and send to table 
as an entremet 

Ham Toast.—Chop cold boiled ham 
as fine as possible. To one cupful al- 
low a teaspoonful of butter and s half 
teaspoonful of mustard. Heat this oil 
together, and put on your slices of 
bread, whioh you will have well toasted, 
buttered and arranged on a platter. 
Serve it hot. 

Chicken Salad.—Two ohickens; two 
bunches of celery to each chicken; half 
piut vinegar, two eggs, one tablespoon 
salad oil, one of liquid mustard, one of 
sugar, one of salt, one salt-spoon red 
pepper; beat the eggs and vinegar to- 
gether until quite thick; then beat oil, 
mustard and red pepper together, and 
atir into it; add oelerv just before using. 
The above is sufficient for ten persons. 

REV. DR. TALMAGE 

THE BROOKLYN DIVINE’S SUNDAY 
SERMON. 

Subject: “The Star Wormwood,or Bril- 
liant Bitterness.” 

Text: "There fell a great star from heaven, burning as it were a lamp, and it 
fell upon a third part of the rivers and 
upon the fountains of waters; and the name 
of the star is called Wormwood." Revela- 
tions viil, 10-11. 

Patrick and Lowth, Thomas Scott, Mat- 
thew Henry, Albert Barnes and all the other 
commentators agree in saying that the Star 
Wormwood of my text was Attila, King of 
the Huns. He was so called because he was 
brilliant as a star, and, like wormwood, he 
embittered everything he touched.. We have 
studied the Star of Bethlehem, and the Morn- 
ing Star of the Revelation, and the Star of 
Peace, but my subject this hour calls us to 
gaze at the Star Wormwood, and my theme 
might be called Brilliant Bitterness. 

A more extraordinary character history does not furnish than this man referred to 
in my text, Attila, the king of the Huns. 
One day a wounded heifer came limping along through the fields, and a herdsman 
followed its bloody track on the grass to see 
where the heifer was wounded, and went on 
back, further and further, until he came to 
a sword fast in the earth, the point downward 
as though it had dropped from the heavens, and against the edg«3 of this sword the 
heifer hod been cut. The herdsman pulled 
up that sword and presented it to Attila. 
Attila said that sword must have dropped from the heavens from the grasp of the god Mars, and its being given to him meant 
that Attila should conquer and govern the whole. earth. Other mighty men 
have been delighted at be called 
liberators or the merciful or the good, but Attila called himself and de- 
manded that other call him the source of 
God. At the head of 7110,000 troops, mounted 
on Cappadocian horses, he swept everything from the Adriatic to the Black sea. Re put his iron heel on Macedonia and Greece and 
Thrace. He made Milan and Pavia and 
Padua and Verona beg for mercy, which ho 
bestowed not. The Byzantine castles, to 
meet his ruinous levy, put up at auction 
massive silver tables and vases of solid gold. A city captured by him, the inhabitants 
were brought out and put into three classes. 
The first class, those who could bear arms, who must immediately enlist under Attila or 
be butchered; the second class, the beautiful 
Tvyiucu, nuu tvciB ill au© CapUV©3 CO til© 
Huns; the third class, the aged men and 
women, who were robbed of everything and 
let go back to the city to pay heavy tax. 

It was a common saying that the grass 
never grew again where the hoof of Attila’s 
horse had trod. His armies reddened the 
waters of the Seine and the Moselle and the 
Rhine with carnage, and fought on the Cat- 
alonian plains the fiercest battle since the 
world stood, 300,(WO dead left on the field. 
On and on until all those who could not op- 
pose him with arms lay prostrate on their 
faces in prayer: and, a cloud of dust seen in 
the distance, a bishop cried: “It is the aid 
of God;” and all the people took up the cry: “It is the aid of God.” As the cloud of dust 
was blown aside the banners of re-enforcing armies marched in to help against Attila, the scourge of God. The most unimportant 
occurrences he used as a supernatural re- 
source, and after three months of failure to 
capture the city of Aqutleia and his army had given up the siege, the flight of a stork 
and her young from the tower of the city 
was taken by him as a sign that he was to 
capture the city, and his army inspired with 
the same occurrence resumed the siege and 
took the walls et a point from which the 
stork had emerged. So brilliant was the 
conqueror in attire that his enemies could 
not look at him, but shaded their eyes or 
turned their heads. 

Slain on the evening of his marriage by his bride Udico, who was hired for the as- 
sassination, bis followers bewailed him not 
with tears but with blood, cutting themselves 
with knives and lances. He was put into 
three coffins—the first of iron, tho second of 
silver, and the third of gold. He was buried 
at night, and into his grave were poured the 
most valuable coin and precious stones, 
amounting to the wealth of a kingdom. The 
grave diggers and all those who assisted at 
the burial were massacred so that it would 
never be known where so much wealth was 
entombed. 'I ho Roman Empire conouored 
the world, but Attila conquered the Roman 
Empire. He was right in calling him elf a 
scourge, but iusteud of being the scourge of 
God he was the scourge of heil. Because of 
his brilliancy and bitterness tbe commenta- 
tors were right in believing him to be the 
star Wormwood of the text. As the regions he devastated were parts most opulent with 
fountains and streams and rivers, you see 
how graphic my text is: “There fell"a great star from heaven, burning as it were a lamp, and it fell upon the third part of the rivers, and upon the fountains of waters: and til* 
name of the star is called Wormwood.” 

Have you ever thought how many embit- 
tered lives there are about us, misanthropic, morbid, acrid, saturnine! The European 
plant from which wormwood is extracted, artemisia absinthium, is a perennial plant 
and all the year round it is ready to exude 
its oil. And in many human lives there is a 
perennial distillation of aiTid experiences. Y es, there are some whose whole work is to 
shed a baleful influence on othera There are 
Attilas of the home, or Attilas of the social 
circle, or Attilas of the church, or Attilas of 
the State, and Olie-third of the waters ef all 
tho world, if not t^o-thirds the waters, are 
poisoned bytho falling of the star Worm- 
wood. It is not complimentary to human 
nature that most men, as soon ns they get 
great power, become overbearing. The more 
power men have the better, if tbeir power bf 
used for good. The less power men have the 
better, if they use it for evil, 

| Birds circle round and round and round 
before they swoop upon that which they are 
aiming for. And if my discourse so far has 
been swinging round and round, this moment 
it drops straight on your heart and asks the 
question: Is your life to others a benedic- 
tion or an embitterment, a blessing or a 
curse, a balsam or a wormwood! 

Borne of you, I know, are morning stars, and you are making the dawning life of your children bright with gracious influences, and 
you are beaming upon all the opening enter- 
prises of philanthropic and Christian en- 
deavor, and you are heralds of that day of 
gospelization which will yet flood the moun- 
tains and valleys of our sin cursed earth. 
Hail, morning star! Keep on shining with 
encouragement and Christian hope. 

Borne of yon are evening stare, and yon 
are cheering the last days of old people, and 
though a cloud sometimes cornea over you through the querulousness or unreasonable- 
ness of your old father and mother, it is only for a moment, and the star soon comes out 
clear again and is seen from ail the balconies 
of the neighborhood. The old people will 
forgive your occasional shortcomings, for 
they themselves several times lost their 
patience with you when you were young and 
slapped you when you did not deserve it. ! 
Hail, evening star! Hang on the darkening 
sky your diamond coronet 

But are any of you the star Wormwood? 
Do you scold and growl from the thrones 
paternal or maternal! Are your ohildren 
everlastingly pecked at? Are you always 
crying, “Hush!" to the merry voices and 
swift feet and their laughter, which occa- 
sionally trickles through at wrong times and 
is suppressed by them until they can hold it 
no longer and all barrier* bunt into un- 
limited guffaw and cachlnnation, as in high 
weather the water has trickled through a 
slight opening in the mill dam, but afterward makea wider and wider breach until it car- rieadibefaroitwilhiiTeaistibtefSreahet Do 
md he too modi offended at the noiee your children now mako It will be still enough when one of them Is dead. Then you would 
give your right Imnd to hear oa» shout from their silent voices or one step from the still foot. You will not any of you h.*n* ‘"♦I™4 wy lonK your house is stiller than you want it. Alas! that there 
are so mar.whome* not known to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children, where chdd/sn are put on the limits and 
whacked aim cuffed and sar-onliad and esnsu 

I tanly called to order and answered sharp an 
suppressed until it is a wonder that nnd< 

j web processes they do not all turn oat Mt 
! docs and Nana Sahibs. 
! What is your influence upon the neighboi 

hood, the town or the city of your residence 
I will suppose that your are a star of wit 

What kind of rays doyou shoot forth? 1> 
you use that splendid faculty to irradiate tb< 
world or to rankle it? I bless all the apos tolic college of humorists. The man tbal 
makes me laugh is my benefactor. I do noi 
thank anybody to make me cry. I can dr. 

! that without any assistance. We all cry 
enough and have enough to cry about. God 
bless all skilful punsters, all reparteeists, all 
propounders of ingenious conundrums, all 
those who mirthfully surprise us wfth un- 
usual juxtaposition of worda Thomas Hood 
and Charles Lamb and Kidney Kmith had a 

I divine miasion, and so have their successors 
In these times. They stir into the add bever- 
age of life the saccharine. They make the 
cup of earthly existence, which is sometimes 
stale, effervesce and bubble. They placate animosities. They foster longevity. The- 
slay follies and absurdities which all the 
sermons of all the pulpits cannot reach1. 
They have for examples Elijah, who made 
fun of the Baalites when they called down 
lire and it did not come, suggesting that their 
heathen god had gone hunting, or was off 
on a journey, or was asleep and nothing but 
vociferation could wake him, saying: -‘Cry aloud for he is a god; either he is talking or 
pursuing or peradventure he sleepsth and 
must be awaked." They have an example in 
Christ, who with healthful sarcasm showed 
up the lying, hypocritical Pharisees, by sug- 
gesting that such perfect people like them- 
selves needed no improvement, saying: “The 
whole need not a physician, but they that 
are sick.” 

But what use are you making of your wit? 
1 Is it besmirched with profanity and unclean- 

ness! Do you employ it in amusement at 
I physical defects for which the victims are 
! not responsible! Are your powers of mimicry used to put religion in contempt! Is it a 

bunch of nettlesome invective? Is it a boit 
of unjust scorn? Is it fun at others’ mis- 

j fortune? Is it glee at their disappointment 
and defeat! Is it bi tterness put drop by drop into a cup! Is it like the squeezing of arte- 
misia absinthium into a draught already dis- 
tastefully pungent! Then yon are the star 
Wormwood. Youre is the fun of a rattle- 
snake trying how well it can sting. It is tbs 
fun of a hawk trying how quick it can strike 
out the eye of a dove. 

But I will change this, and I will suppose 
yon are a star of worldly prosperity. Then 
you have large opportunity. You can en- 
courage that artist by buying his picture. 
You can improve the fields, the stables, the 
highway, by introducing a higher style of 
fowl aud horseaud cow and sheep. You can 
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nients in the orchards. You can advance 
arboriculture and arrest this deathful icono- 
ciasm of the American forest*. You can put 
a piece of sculpture into the niche of that 
public academy, You can endow a college, You can stocking a thcjuand bare feet from 
the winter frost. Voir can build a church. 
You can put a missionary of Christ on that 
foreign shore. You can$iolp ransom a world. 
A rich'" man with his heart right. Can you tell me how much good a James Lennox ora 
George Peabody or a Peter Cooper or a Will- 
iam £. Dodge did while living, or is doing 
now that he is dead? There is not a city, town or neighborhood that has not glorious 
specimens of consecrated wealth. < 

But suppose you grind the face of the poor. 
Suppose wnen a man’s wages are due you 
make him wait for them because he cannot 
help himself. Suppose that because his 
family is sick and he has had extra expenses 
he should politely ask you to raise his wages 
for this year, and you roughly tell him if hs 
wants a better place to go and get it Sup 
poss by your manner you act a* though he 
were nothing and you were everything. 
Suppose you are selfish and overbearing and 
arrogant Your first name ought to be At- 
tila, and your last name Attila, because you 
are the star Wormwood and you have em- 
bittered one-third, if not three-thirds, of the 
waters that roll past your employes and 
operatives and dependents and associates, 
and the long line of carriages which the un 
dertaker orders for your funeral in order tc 
make the occasion respectable, will be filled 
with twice as many dry, tearless eyes as there 
are persons occupying them. The clumsy 
pall bearers may make the gates of your 
sepulcher quake by striking your silver 
handled coffin against them, but the world 
will feel no jar as you go out of it. 

There is an erroneous idea abroad that 
there are only s few geniuses. There are 
millions of them; that is. men and women 
who have especial adaptation and quickness 
for some one thing. It may lie great, it may 
be small. The circle may be like the circum- 
ference of the earth or no larger than a 
thimble There are thousands of geniuses 
here this morning, and in some one thing 
you’are a star. What kind of a star are 

you? You will be in this world but a few 
minutes. As compared with eternity the 
stay of the longest life ou earth is not more 
than a minute What are we doing with 
that minute? Are we embittering the domes- 
tic, or social, or political fountains, or are 
we like Moses, who, when the Israelites in 
the wilderness complained that the waters 
of Lake Harah were bitter and they could 
not drink them, their leader cut off the 
branch of a certain tree and threw that 
branch into the water, and Jt became sweet 
and slaked the thirst of the suffering host) 
Are we with a branch of the tree of life 
sweetening all the brackish fountains that 
we can touch? Dear Lord, send ns all out 
on thy mission. All around us embittered 
lives, embittered by persecution, embittered 
by hypercriticism, embittered by poverty, 
embittered br nain. embittered by in- 
justISs, embittered by sm. Why not 
co forth and sweeten them by smiles, 
by inspiring words, by mefactions, 
by hearty council by syer, by 
gospelized behavior. Let remember 
that if we are wormwood to outers we are 
wormwood to ourselves, and our Hfe will be 
bitter and our eternity bitter. The Gospel 
of Jesus Christ is the only sweetening power that is sufficient. It sweetens the disposi- 
tion. It sweetens the manners. It sweetens 
life. It sweetens mysterious Providences. 
It sweetens a mictions. it sweetens death. 
It sweetens everything. I have heard people ashed in social company: “If you oould have 
three wishes gratified what would your three 
wishes bef If I could have three wishes 
met this morning I tell you what they would 
be. First—More of the grace of God. Sec- 
ond—More of the grace of God. Third- 
More of the grace of God. In the door yard 
of my brother John, missionary in Amoy, 
China, there is a tree called the emperor 
tree, the two characteristics of which ere 
that it always grows higher than its sur- 
roundings. and its leaves take the tom of • 
crown. If this emperor tree be planted by a 
rose bush it grows a little higher than the 
bush, and spreads oat above it a crown. It 
it be planted by the tide of another tree it 
grows a little higher than that treo and 
spreads above it a crown. Would God that 
this religion of Christ, a more wonderful 
emperor tree, might overshadow all your 

high m t^»ut*“nd PQtitioa, putting’over ySu its crown. Ob. for more of the saccharine 
in our lives and less of the wormwood? 

What is true of individuals hi fn* of na- 
tions. God sets them up torr -*— 

but they may fall wormwood 
Tyre—the atmosphere of 

fairs; all seas daft into foam the keels of 
Mw laden merchantmen her markets rich with horses and oamals, from Togarmah, her bazaars filled with upholster? from 
Peian, with emeralds and coral and agate from Syria, with wines from He|h«ti. with 
embroidered work from Ash or and Chib 

swer* 
dry their nets^'r. ^ 
sea that rushes upon the ban^ute wheet 

SSStftSSSBSSZ? tents when once j 
swer the question. 
her own am 
fallen. 
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