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CHAPTER XIV—Continued.
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“You won't even give me the poor
satisfaction of knowlng what you're
doing," he sald.

“I'd love to,” she sald, "to be able to
write to you, hear from you every doy,
But I don't believe you want to know, |
I think It would be too hard for you. |
Beeause you'd have to promise not tu!
try to get me back—not to come and |
rescue me I T got Into trouble and
things went badly and I didn't know |
where to turn.  Counld you promise
that, Roddy?"

He gnve n gronn and buried his face
in his hands, Then:

“No,” he sald furlously, “Of course
I couldn't. Bee you suffering und
stand by with my hands In my pockets
and watch!” He sprang up and selzed
her by the arms In n grip that netually

. left brulses, and fairly shook her ln the
agony of his entreaty. “Tell me It's 0
nightmare, Rose,” he sald, “Tell me it
Isn't true. Wuke me up out of it”

But under the Indomitable resolution
of her blue eyes he turned away. This
was the last appeal of that sort that
he made.

“I'll promise,” she sald presently, “to
be sensible—not to tuke -any risks I
don’t huve to take, I'll regard my life,
and my health and all, a8 something
I'm keeping In trust for you, Ul take
pleaty of warm, sensible clothes when
I go; lots of shoes nnd stockings—
things like that; and, if you'll let me—
I'll borrow a hundred dollurs to start
myself off with, It Isn't o tragedy,
Roddy—not that part of it. You
wouldn't be afraid for anyone else s
e ond strong und healthy as L"

Graduunlly, out of a welter of scenes
Hke that, the thing got tself recog-
nized as something that was to happen,
But the parting cume at last in n lttle
different way from any they had fare.
seen. -

Rodney eame home from his office |
early one afternoon, with a telegram
that summoned him to New York to g h
canference of counsel In n big publie. !
utility case he hind beeon wopking on
for months, He must leave; if he were
going at all, at five o'clock. He ran- |
sncked the house, valnly at first, for |
Rose, and found her at last In the |
trunk room—dusty, disheveled, sobbing |

quietly over something she hugged in
fier arms, But she drled her eyes and |
<nme over to him and asked him what
It wns that had brought him home so
early.

He showed her the telegram, “I'll

have to leave In an hour,” he sald,
w1 I to go.”
+ SHhe paled at that, and sat down
Tather giddily on the trunk. “You
must go,” she sald, “of course, And—
Roddy, 1 guess that'll be the eanslest
way. I'll get my telegram tonight—
pretend to get It—from Portla. And
you can give me the hundred dollars,
and then, when you come buck, I'll be
gone"

The thing she hnd beea holding in
her hands slipped to the floor. He
stooped nnd pleked it up—stared at it
with a sort of balf-wakened recognl-
tlon.

“1 f-found It,"” she explalned, “among
some old things Portia sent over when
ghe moved. Do sou know what it {87
It's one of the notehooks thnt got wet—
that first nlght when we were put off
the street ear. And—IRoddy, look 1"

Slie opened It ® an nlmost blank
poge, and with a weak little laugh
polnted to the thing thut was written
there: “Mareh 15, 12"

“Your birthday, you see, and the day
me met each other.”

And then, down below, the only note
ghe had made during the whole of that
fecture, e rend: “Never murry o man
with o puasston for principles.”

“Thnt's the trouble with us, yott seq,”
she =nld, *If you were just an ordi-
nary man without any blg pussions or
anything, It wouldn't matter much if
your life got spolled. But with us,
you see, we've got to try for the blg-
gest thing there in,  Oh, Roddy, Roddy
darling! Hold me tight for just a
minute, and then I'll come and help
you puck.”

CHAPTER XV.
The World Alone,

“Here's the first week's rent then,"
sald Roge, handing the landindy three
dotkirs, “and I think you'd better give
me a recelpt showing till when It's
piid for™

The lundlady had tight gray halr
and a hard-bitten hatehet face, Bhe
hnd no charms, one would have sald,
of person, mind or manner. But It
wus nevertheless true that Rose was
renting this room largely on the
strength of the landlady. She was so
much more humanly possible than any
of the others at whose placarded doors
Rose hnd knocked or rung . . .1

The landlady went away to write out
a recelpt. Rose closed the door after
her and locked It

She didn't particalarly want to keep
anybody out. But, In a senge in which
it hoad pever been quitc true before,
this was hor room, a room where any-
one lacking her specific iuvitation to
enter would be an [utruder—a condi-
tion which had not obtained elther In
her mother’s house or In Rodney's,

She smiled widely over the absurdity
of indulging In a pleasurable feeling of
possession In a squalid little cubbyhole
Yke this, The wall paper wua stained
and faded; there was an fron bed—the
mattress on the bed was lumpy, There
wns a dingy-looking oak bureaun with a

~small mirror; u marble-topped black

| ognize her.
[ be tuken.

| know that.

—

—

ROSE ALDRICH LEAVES HER

to do something use

out ypon from her grimy window, the
Alfference between It and that which
she hud been wont to contemplate
through Florence MeCrea's exquisitely
lended cnsements was simply planet-

And yet, queerly enough, In terms of
litera]l linenl measurcment, the dis-
tanee botween the windows themselves
wis_less than o thousand yards, And,
such 18 the enormous social and splr-
itual distance between North Clark
street and The Drive, she was us safely
lildden here, ns completely out of the

orbit of uny of her friends, or even of |

her friemis' servants, ns she could
have been In New York or Sun Frau-
clsen.

Of course, wherever she went, what-
ever she dld, there'd always be the risk
thut someone who could carry back
news to Rodney's friends would rec-
It was a risk that had to
At the same time she'd
protect the secret ns well s she could,

There were two people, thongh, It
conldn't be kept from—Portia and Qpr
mother, The story given out to Rod-
ney's friends belng that Rose was In
Californln with her mother and Portla,
left the chance nlways open for some
contretemps which would lead to her
mother's discovering the truth In a sur-
prising and shocking way.

But the truth itself, confidently stat-
e, not a8 a teagle ending, but as the
splendid, hopeful beginning of a life of
truer happiness for Rose and her hus-
band, needn’t be a shock. So this was
what Rose had borne down upon her
in her letter to Portla,

.+ . 1 have found the blg thing couldn’t
be had without & fight,” she wrote, “You
shouldn't be surprised, becauss you've
probably found out for yourself that noth-
ing worth having comes very enully. But
you're mot to worry sboul me, nor be
afraid for me, beciuse I'm golng to win
'm making the Ngi, somehow, for you
us well s for myselfl, 1 want you to
I think that realisihg 1 was
living your life ns well as mine, is what
Lias given me the courage to start ...

“Iva got some plans, but I'm not going
to tell you what they are. But T'll write
to you every week and tell you what I've
done, and 1 want you to write to Rodney,
I want to be sure that you understand
this: HRodney lsn't to Llame for what's
bappensd. We haven't quarreled, and 1
pelleve we're farther In love with each
othor than we've over been before, 1
know I am with him Break Llils
thing to mother na‘gently as you lke, but
tell her everything before you stop. . . « «

This letter written and dispatched,
slie had worked out the detulls of her
departure with a good deal of care.
In her own house, before the servants,
ghe had tried to act just as she would
have done had her pretended telegram
renlly come from Portln, Her bag wns
packed, her trunk wus gone, her motor
walting at the door to take her to tlur!
statlon, when the muld Dorls bruuglu;
the twins home from their alring, This
wusn't chanee, but prearrangernent.

“(3ive them to me," Rose sald, “and
then you muy go up and tell Mrs,
Ruston she may have them In a few
minutes.”

She took them into her bedroom and
il them side by side on her bed.
They had thriven finely—justified, so
far s that went, Harriet's declsion
in favor of bottle feeding. Had she
died back there In that bed of pain,
never come out of the ether at ull,
they'd still be just like this—plump,
placid, methodical. Rose had thought
of that n hundred times, but it wasa't
what she was thinking of now,

The thing that caught her as she
win# looking down on them, wns a
wave of sudden pity. She saw them
sudenly as persons with the long roud
all nhead of them, as & boy aond a girl,
4 youth and a mald, o mun nnd a
wonin,

She'd never thought of tbhem like
that before. The buby she had looked
forward to—the baby she hado't had—
lind never been thought of that way,
cither, It was to be something to pro-
vide ber, Rose, with an occupation; to
muke an alchemic change in the very
substiunee of her Ufe. The transmuta-
tion hadn't taken place. She surmised
gow, dimly, that she hadn't deserved
it shounlil.

“You've never had a mother at
ll, you poor little mites,” she sald.
“But you're going to have one some
day. You're going to be able to come
fo her with your troubles, because
ahe'll have had troubles herself, She'll
help you bear your hurts, becnuse
she's had hurts of her own. And
she'll be able to tench you to stand
the gnff, because she's stood It her
self."”

For the first time since they were
born, she was thinking of thelr need
of her rather than of her need of them,
and with that thought came, for the
first time, the surge of passionate ma-
ternal love that she had walted for
50 long In vain, There was, suddenly,
an Intoleruble ache In her breast that
could only have been satisfied by crush-
ing them up agninst her breast; kiss-
Ing their hands—thelr feet.

Rose stood there quivering, glddy
with the force of It. “Oh, you dur-
lings!" she said. “But wiall—wnit un-
t11 I deserve It!" And, without touch-
ing them at all, she weat to the door
and epened it. Mrs. Ruston and Dorls
were both waiting In the hall.

“I must go now,” she gald, “Good-by.
Keep them carefully for me,” Her
voleo wus steady, and, thongh her eyes
wore bright, there was no trace of
tears upon her cheeks. But there was
a kind of glory shining In her face
that was too much for Dorls, who
turned away and sobbed loudly. Eyen
Mrs. Ruston's eyes were wet.

“Good-by,” sald Rose again, and
went down composedly enough to her
onr, =
She rode down to the station, shook

3 L 1

hands with Otto, the chauffeur, al-
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AND GOES FORTH INTO THE UNKNOWN WORLD TO
MAXE A LIVING AND LEARN LIFE'S VALUES

—_—

SYNOPSIS.—Rose Stanton, n young woman living In modest clr-
cumstanees, marres wealthy Rodney Aldrich and for more than a
year lives in luxury and laziness. This life disgusts her, She plane
ful, but feels that the profession of motherhood
{s blg enough for any woman, and looks forward eagerly to the birth
of her baby. She has twins, however, and thelr care Is taken entlre-
ly out of her hands by a professlonal nurse, Intense dissatisfaction
with the useless life of luxury returns to Rose. She determines to go
out and earn her lviog; to make good on her own hook. She and her
doting husband bave some bitter scenes over the wife's “whim." What
she goes and does I8 described In this instaliment.

'vhe

——

HUSBAND AND THE TWINS

____——-————"_‘

lowed a porter to carry her bag Into
the walting room, There she tipped
the porter, pleked up the bag herself,
nnd walked out the other door; crossed
over to Clark street and took a gtrect
car, At Chieago avenue she got off,
and walked north, keeping her eyes
open for placards ndvertising rooms
to let. It was at the end of about half
a4 mile that she found the hatchet-
faced landlady, pald her three dollars,
and locked her door, us n symbol, per-
haps, of the ®igger, henvier door that
she had locka] upon her past 1fe,

Strongest nmong all the welter of
emotions boiling up within her, wus a
perfectly enormous relief, The thing
which, when she had first faced 1t as
the only thoroughfare to the real life
8o possiomately wanted, had
seemed such a verltable -nightmare,
wns an accomplished fact. The week
of acente agony she had lived through
while she wans forcing ber sudden res-
olution uvpou Rodney had been all but
unendurable with the enforfead con-
tetnplation of the moment of partin
which they brought so relentlessl;
nenrer, There had been a terror, too.
lest when the moment actually came,
she couldn't do It. Well, anil now it
had come and gone! The surgery of
the thing was over.

Rose dusted the mirror with a towel
—q reckless act, ns she saw for her-
self, when she discovered she was go-
ing to have to use that towel for a
week—and took an appraising look at
herself, Then she nodded confidently—
there wans nothing the matter with her
looks—and resumed her ulster, her
rubbers, and her umbrella, for It was
the kind of December day which ealled
for nll three, Then, glowingly con-
selons that she was saving n nickel by
s0 doing, she set off downtown afoot
to get a job, She mennt to get It
thut very afternoon, And, paftly be-
enuse she meant to so very definitely,
she did

On the last Sunday before Rose went
awny she hod studled the dramatle
section of the morning paper with
n good deal of care, und was rewarded
hy finding among the news notes
an ltem referring to a new muslenl

He Was Counting Aloud the Bars of
the Musics

comedy which was to be produced
at the Globe thenter Immediately
after the Christmas holidays. “The
Girl Up-Stalrs” was the title of it, It
wns spoken of ns one of the regular
Globe productions so it was probuble
Jimmy Wallace's experience with the
production of an earlier number In the
serles would at least give her some-
thing to go by.

Giranted that she was golng to be a
chorus girl for a while, she could hard-
Iy find a better place than one of the
Globe productions to be a chorus girl
in. Aeccording to Jimmy, It was a de-
cent enough little place, and yet it
possessed the advantage of belng,
spiritually, as well as nctually, west of
Clark street. Rodney's friends were
less llkely to go there, and so have a
chance of recognlzing her, than lo any
other theater in the city.

The news (tem In the paper told her
that the production was In rehearsal,
and It mentioned the name of the direc-
tor, John Galbralth, referring to him
a8 one of the three most prominent
musieal-comedy directors In the eoun-
try.

When she nsked at the box office at
the Qlobe theater where they were re-
hearsing “The Girl Up-Stalrs" today,
the nleely manleured young man ln-
glde answered automatically, “North
End hall”

“I'm afraid,” sald Rose, smiling n
little, “I'll have to ask where North
End hall 18"

“Not at all,” sald the young man
[diotically, and he told her the ad-
‘dress—only & block or two from Rose's
room.

CHAPTER XVI.

The First Day.

With her umbrella over ber shoul-
der, Rose set sall northward again
through the rain, absurdly cheered.
The entrance to the North Eod
was 8 palr of white palated gdoors

opening from the street level up-
on (e foot of n  brondish  stair
which teok you up rather suddenly.
At the hend of the stalrway, tilted
baek in a kitchen chalr beneath a
single gns jet whose light he was try-
ing to make suffice for the perusal of
1 green newspaper, sat a man, under
| riders, no doubt, to keep lotruders
nway., The thing to do wans to go
by as If, for such ns she, watch-
men didn't exist. The rhythmie pound-
ing of feet and the frayed chords
from a4 worn-out piano, convinced her
she was In the right place,

Her stratagem succeeded, The man
glanced up and, though she felt hae
didn't return to his paper again, he
made no attempt to stop her. She
walked steadlly nhead to another open
door at the far end of the room,
through which sounds and light came
In.

Rose paused for n steadying breath
before she went through that farther
door, her eyes starry with resolution,
her cheeks, just for the moment, o lit-
tle pale,
| The room was hot and not well|
{lighted. In the farther wall of It was |
a proscenlum arch and a rolsed stoge. |
On the stage, right and left, were Lwo
[ Irregular groups of girls, with a few
men, awkwardly, Rose thought, dis-
posed umong them. All were swaying
an little to mark the rhythm of the mu-
sic Industriously pounded out by a
|.~m-vn|1' young mnn at the plano—a
swarthy, thick young man in his un-
|| dershirt, There were a few more
| people gprawled In different pares of
the hall.

It was nll n lttle vague to her at
first, because her attentlon was fo-
| vused upon a single figure—a compact,
-ather slender, figure, and tall, Rose

ought—of a man In a blue serge

it, who stood at the exact center of

+ stuge and the extreme edge of the

wtlights, 1le wos counting, nloud |
he bars of the music—not beating
time at all, nor ylelding to the rhythm |
In any way; standing, on the contrary,
rather tensely still, That was the
quality about him, Indeed, that riveted
Rose's attentlon and held her, as still
as he was, In the doorwny—an ox-
hilarating sort of Intensity that had
communicated [tself to the swoying
groups on-the stage.

You ecould tell from the way he
eounted that something was gathering
itself up, getting ready to happen.
“Three Four . . Five

Six Seven—Now !"

e shouted on the elghth bar, and with
the word one of the groups (runs-
formed Itself. One of the men bowed
to one of the girls and began waltzlng
with her: another couple formed, then
another. |
Nase watched breathlessly, hoping |
the mancuver wouldn't go wrong—for
no resson fn the warld but that the |
man there at the footlights was 8o |
tnutly determined that it shonldu’t.
Determination triumphed. The nur-

ovident sntisfaction. “Very good” hw|
gald,  “If you'll all do exnctly wlml|
you did thnt time from now on, rn |
not complaln.” Without pause he went
on: “Hverybody on the stage—blg
girls—all the big girls!”™ And to the
young man #t the plano, “We'll do *Al-
ternoon Tea'"

There was a momentary pause then,
filled with subdued chatter, while the
girls and men reallgned themselves for
the new number,

Rose looked them over. The girls
weren't, on nn average, extravagantly
beautiful, though, with the added
charm of make-up allowed for, there
were, no doubt, many the nudlences
would consider so. They were dressed
In pretty much anything that would
allow perfect freedom to thelr bodies,
especlally their arms and legs; bath-
Ing sults mostly, or mididy blouses and
bloomers, Hose noted this with satis-
faction. Her old university gymna-
sium costume would do perfectly. Any-
thing, apparently, would do, because,
| a8 her eye adjusted Itself to detalls,
she discovered romper sults, pina-
fores, chemises, overalls—all cqually
tnkten for granted.
| Galbraith struck his hands together

for silence, nnd scrutinized the now
wotionless group on the stage.
| "We're one shy,” he said, “Who's
lml.«slng?" And then answered his own
question : “Grant!” He wheeled
uround and his eyes searched the hall,

Rose became aware, for the first
time, that n wutter of conversition had
been going on Incessantly since she
had come In, In one of the recessed
window sents belind her, Now when
Galbralth's gnze plunged in that di-
rectlon, she turned and looked too.
A big blonde chorus girl was in there
with . man, a girl who, with twenty
pounds trained off her, and that sulky
look out of her face, would have been
a beauty. She had roused herself with
a sort of definct dellberation at the
sound of the direetor's volce, but she
still had her back to him and went on
talking to the man.

“Grant!" sald John Galbraith again
and this time hls volee had a cutting
edge. “WIll you tnke your place on
the stage, or shall I suspend rehearsal
until you're rendy?”’

For answer she turned and began
walking slowly across the room. She
sturted walking slowly, but under Gal-
braith's eye she quickened her pace,
involuntarily, it seemed, until it wos o
ludicrous sort of run. Presently she
emerged upon the stage, looking rath-
or artificlally unconcerned, and the re-
hearsal went on agaln.

But just before he gave the gignal
to the planist to go nhead, Galbraith
with 4 nod sumnroned a young man
from the wings and sald something to
him, whereupon, clearly carrying out
his orders, he vaulted down from the
stage and came walking toward the
doorway where Rose wus still stand-
Ing. *

But he didn't come stralght to her:
he brought up before n woman sit-
ting In a folding chalr a little farther
plong the wall, who deew herself de-
fensivoly erect when she saw him turn
toward her, nssumed n look of enleulat-
od disdaln, topped a foot—gave, on
the whole, nn Imitation of a duchess
belng kept walting.

Put the llmp young man didn't seem
dlsconeerted, and Inguired in s0 many
words what her buslhgss was, The
duchess sald In a harsh, high volce
{hat she wanted to sece the director;

very particular friend of bis had

“You'll have to walit ti11 he's through
rehenrsing.” sald the young man, and
then he enme over to Rose.

The vestiges of the smile the duch-
oss had provoked were still visible
ubout her mouth when he eame up.
“May 1 walt and sce Mr, Galbraith
after the rehearanl?” she asked. “If
I won't be In the way?"

“Sure,” sald the young man. “He
won't be long now. He's been rehears-
ing since two.” Then, rather explo-
sively, “Have a chalr."

He struck Rose as belng a little
flustered snd uncertaln somehow,

It was a long hour that Rose sat
there In a little folding chair—an hour
that, In spite of all her will could do,
took some of the crispness out of her
cournge,

When at last, a lttle after six
o'clock, Gaibraith sald: “Quurter to
elght, everybody,” and diswissed them
with a~nod for a rcurry to what were
evidently dressing rooms at the other
side of the hall, the ship of Rose's
bopes had utterly gone to pieccs. She
had & plank to keep herself aflont on,
It wus the determination to stay there
until he should tell her in =0 many
words that he hado't any use for her,

The deprecatory young man wos
tulking to him now, about her and the
duchess evidently, for he peered out
into the hall, then vaulted down from
the stage and ecame toward themn,

The duchess got up, and, with a |

good denl of manner, went over (o
meet him, lt_ose didu't hear what the
duchess =ald, But when John Gal-
braith answered her, his voice easlly
filled the room; “You tell Mr. Plke,
if that's his name, we haven't oany
vaeancies in the chorus at present, If
we find we need you, we cun let you
know."

He sald It not unkindly, but he ex-
ercised some power of making It evl
dent that as he finlshed speaking,
the duchess, for him, simply censed to
exist, Then, with disconcerting sud-
denness, he looked stralght at Iose
and sald: “What do you want?"'

She'd thought him tall, but he
wasn't, He was looklng on a perfect
level Into her eyes,

“I want a job in the chorus,” sald
Rose,

“You heprd what I sald to that oth-
er woman, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Rose, “but . , "

“But you thought you'd let me say
It to you mgain."”

“Yes," she sold.  And, queerly
enough, she felt her cournge coming
back,

—
—

il

Rose Aldrich’s luck In hunting
a job in the chorus of a musical
comedy and what happens after.
ward is described with thrilling
emphasis In the next install.
ment.

ber was conclyded to John Culbraith's | =

begged ber to do so.

(TO BE CONTINUEIL)

SINGING CALLED LOST ART

It Is Now Confined Chiefly to Profes-
_ sionals, Drunkards and Phono-
graphs, Says Writer.

Singing, as far ns most people are
concerned, 18 a lost art.
attend operas, recitals and musical
comedies, tens of thousands wind up
phonographs ; but ns for singing thein-
gelves Informally at thelr work or play
they have forgotten how. In times
past people of all ranks sang together
as o matter of course. Sallors sang at
thelr work, peasants, shepherds, cow-
boys—all had thelr favorite and ap-
propriate songs. The songs of chil-
dren ot games, the lullables of moth-
ors are In the collected ballads and
folklore of many peoples, suys the In-
dlanapolls News,

“Pho pastimes nnd the labors of the
husbandman and the shepherd” says
Andrew Lang, “were long ago a kind
of natural opern. Each task had Its
own song; plowing, seeding, harvest,
burinl—all had thelr approprinte bal-
luds ot dirges. The whole soul of the
peasant class breathes In thelr bur-
dens as the great sen resounds in the
shell cast up on the shore."

Nowndays the whirl of machinery
mnkes all the nolse, The workers In
mills might find it unsatisfying to sing
at thelr work, but It Is doubfful If they
would sing even If their volces could
be heard; while singing In an office or
store would pretty surely he stopped
by the “boss” or the police, Thou-
sands congregnte every night In the
gllence of moving picture theaters, nnd
oven In the churches where singing by
the congregntion used to be customary
the attendants now usually listen In
silence to n pald singer,

Singing In this age 1s largely con
fined to the professional performer,
drunken men and gramophones.

Crows Holding Their Own,

Thore hus been hostility between the
farmers and the crows ever smce there
were farmers In New England, but the
number of crows, so far as anyone
knows, has not decreased. They are
efficlent, they are able to care for
themselyes and are llkely to hold thelr
own, no matter how much the popula-
tlon may Incrense. More than that,
despite the severity of winter, each
crow looks sloek and well-fed, perfect-
Iy at home and contented with its sur-
roundings. The English sparrows and
the starlings may seek shelter durlng
sovere weather, but, no matter how
cold or stormy it may be, one finds
the crow doing business as usual, If
the quall and ruffed grouse were as
hardy and intelligent and possessed
with an equally catholic taste for food,
a1 whole volume of game laws might
be done away with.

Resistance of the Wind.

Tests on a model of the naval colller
Neptune made in the wind tunnel of
the Washington navy yard by Naval
Constructor Willlnm McEntee show
that f this vessel were Steaming
ngalnst a S0-mile wind at 14 knots an
hour It would require about 770 horse-
power to overcome the resistance of
the wind. This Is about 20 per cent
of the power necessary to propel her
through the water.

Some Weather 8igns.
A deep blue color of the sky, evun

Thousands |

INTEDNATIONAL
SUNDAYSCHOOL
LESSON

(BE E. 0. BELLERS Acl.luf
the Bunday Bchool Course In
Bible Institute of Chicago.)

LESSON FOR JULY 22

DAYS OF

Director of
the Moody

SENNACHERIB IN
JUDAH.

LESSON TEXT-1I Kings 10:20-2, 28-71,

GOLDEN TEXT—God 18 our refuge and
gtrength, a very present help in trouble.—
Pau. §i:L

Last weelk's lesson wns n great ples
ture of the reform of the natlon. To-
dny we have another pleture which
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needs to be carefully put before the
children. It 1s n national pleture of a
ruler and the lnvasion of his country.
In renlity It reveals the prineiples
which nre the sume today, and which
affect the lyes of boys and girls s
woll ns men; the dangers, tomptations, |
the need of prayer, the nead of o life
of falth in God, the care of o heuvenly |
father, dellverince and victory, It s
i great thing for any uatlon or any
individunl to have such n marvelous |
experience of God's sulvation. It o
| eurred probably B, O, 701, the Intter |

part of Hezeklah's relgn. Assyrin on |
|1ln- north was enlurging Its borders |
| and seeking to overcome Juded, Read
parallel accounts in I Kings 183 It
Chron, 32 and Isg, 30:37, We hove on
the Taylor cylinder an aecount by Hen-
ancherll of the victory over Hezelluh,
found In Nineveh In 1830 und now In
the Britlsh museum,

|, The Situation. When the great
Sargon died at Nineveh, the Syrian
governments sought to nssert thelr in-
dependence. 1t wag a good time for
Hezeklnh also to assert his Independ-
ence.  Accordingly they refused to pay
the customary tribute to Assyrin. For
a time Sennncherlb was too busy als
tending to other portions of the em-
plre to pay much attention to the city
of Jerusulem, Later, however, he sub-
dued the eittes on the const and threat-
enil Baypt  Wself. While besloging
Lakish he sent a large body of troops
to conguer Juden and: tnke the ity of
Jerusulem for it wis not safe to leave
such 1 lurge fortress behind him on
his march Into Egypt.

I1. The Supplication (vv. 20-22).
P Goid does things becnuse we  pray.

There was more power in Hezekinh's
prayer than there was In his army. |
Theouzh his prayers he lald 185,800
| of his enemies ln the goave, Hozekloh's
God saved hia people out of the hamd |
of Setnacherih (v. 19), God did It One |
epeat resson why he henrd Hezekinl's
| prayer was hecnuse it was for God's
| own glofy that Hezekinh asked (v, 10).
One gregat redson why so many of our
prayers ore not answered ls becanse
they are weeking our  own
gratfieation and not  God's honor
(James 4:@ R, V.). Rending his
clothes and putting on sackeloth, He
zekiul went to the house of God while
hls moessengers sought out the prophet
Isainhi. From Il Chron, 32:20 we find
that Isalah Jolned with Hezeklnh In
lis earnest prayer (Matt. 18:19, 20),
thus the king and prophet worked o8
well ng prayed. They showed their
faith by thelr work (Jnmes 2:17, 18).
At the same time they walted upon
God for an answer, not because God
wns unwilllng to bestow good things,
or must be lmportuned, but that his
giftd may bring the greater benefit.
He sometimes delays his  answer,
thereby fitting us to receive them be-
ennse of the Intensity of our desire
and to appreciate the things he has
to bestow. God 18 as ready to say to
us us to Hezekinh, “Thy prayer 18
henrd,” If we will not meet the condi-
tious of prevalling prayer (I John
4:92+ [ John 5:14; Rom. 8:26.27).

111, God's Glorious Deliverance (vv.
03.37), God permitted the Assyrinns
to attanck and they thus imagined they
were having thelr own will and could
do ns they pleased, but when his “rod™
hiad done Ite work, they found the dif-
ference, The CGod agalnst whom they
ruved goided them as with a “bridle”
‘il tuened them back (o Assyrla, Sen-
nacherih considered himself more than
n mateh for God (Ch, 18:28-25) but
had to return like n conquered beast
of burden with God's “hook™ in his
nose and bridle on his Hps. God al-
lows the encmles of his people to go a
cortain length in order that his people
miy be humbled and seek him, Then
he puts forth his hand and suays, *This
for and no further.," Jehovah glives us
the same promize he gave Hezekinh,
“1 will defend this elty.” Is not the
city of Jernsnlem that God defends
more safe than a eity defended by an
urmy? (Psa. 40:5, 6; 27:1). God had
promised David that his kingdom
shoulil not perish, for in it lay the
hope of the world and his plans for
the redemption of mankind. Not be-
catse of the people did God defend the
city, but beeause of his onth, This is
n most deamatle pleture, the mys-
torious destruction of the Assyrian
army (vv. 35, 830). The Lord sent his
ungel, lternlly his “messenger,”" who
applied his own plan for the accom-
plishment of his purpose, In Psa.
104 :4 the “winds" are sald to be God's
messengers and In 1T Same24:16, “the
plague” Whatever the means of de-
struction, it was of God, and when It
smote the camp of the Assyrinns “be-
hold the devastation, behold they were
il dendd corpses.” How empty was Sen-
nacherib’s boast and how potent were
Hezekiah's prayers, Noiselessly, all
unseen, the angel of Jehovah moved
throngh  thnt Assyrian camp “that
nlght and when the survivors awoke
in the morning, behold the devasta-
tion. Jebovah had kept his word
and manifested his power, It 14 a dan-
gerous thing for men to trifle with
God (Psa. 70:5-7T), This 15 but n faint
“foreshadowing of the judgment which
mwust soon come upon all who defy
G, -
eylinder to which reference hns been
made. Why? Beeause It was a great
orisls in Isrnel's history like the exodus
and the return from cuptivity. It s n

UHEE

vidual to hive such o marvelous expe-
rlence of God's salvation (see Psa
).
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