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CHAPTER XX—Continued.
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Presently she eame. A buffet of
wind struck her as she closed the door
behind her, and whipped her unbut-
toned ulster anbout; but she did not |
cower under It, nor turn away—stood
there, finely erect, confronting It
There wns something alert about Iu»rI
pose—he couldn't see her face distinet-
ly—thnt suggested she was expecting
somebody.  And then, not aloud, Imt'l
vory distipetly :

“Rouldy.” she sald. |

He tried to speak hor name,s but his
dry thront denled It utterance. He
began suddenly to tremble,  He eame
forward out of the shadow and she
aaw him and eame to meet hlm, and
spoke his nume again, |

“1 gaw you when you went ont," she

gald, “I was afrald you mightn't
wilt, I hurrled ag fust ns 1 could.
I've—w-wilted so long. Longer thun
you."

He munnged at last to spenk, nnd,
ns he 410 g0, reachod out and took her
by the shoulders. “Come home" he
gald. “Yon must come home.”

_ At that she stepped back and shook
her head. But he hod -Iixm\-rrrwl.l
while his hands held her, that she
wns trembling too. |

The stage door opened again to emit
a group of three of the “ponles.”

They stared curiously at Dane nml[
the big man who stood there with her, I
then seurried away down the alley.

“We enn't talk here,” he said. "We
must go somewhere"

She nodded nssent, and they moved
off side by side after the three little
girls, but slower. In an aceumulntion
of shadows, half way down the alley,
he gripped her arm tight and they both |
stood still. The next moment, and
without a word, they moved on agunin.

Finally—"Are yon all right Roddy?
And the bables?' she managed to say.
“It's n good many days since I've
heard from Portla,” And then, sud-
denly: “Wans It becnuse nnything had
gone wrong that you came?”

“1 didn't know you were here until
I saw you on the stage,” he suld,

This was all, In words, that passed
until he looked ahout him in & sort of
dnzed bewilderment when she stopped, |
at last, at the stoop before her door.

“Here's where I live,” she salil.

“Where you llve!™ he echosd
blunkly.

“Eyver since T went nway—to Call-
fornin. I've been right here—where 1
ecould nlmost see the smoke of your
chlmneys, I've a gueer little room—
1 only pay three dollars a week for It
—but—It's big enough to he alone In'"

“Rose M he sald, hoarsely.

A drunken man enme lurching piti-
ably down the street. She shrank into
the angle of the steps, and Rodney fol- |
lowed her, found ler with his hands,
and heard her volce speaking bréath-
lessly, In gnsps. He hardly knew what
she wns snylng.

“It's been wonderful I know
we haven't talked; we'll do that some
other time, somewhere where we ean
. But tonight, walking along
ke that, Just as . Tomorrow,
I shall think It was all o dream.”

“Rose 1%

The only sound that came in nn-
swer was a long, tremulously Indrawn
breath, But presently her hand took
the one of his that hod been clutehing
her shonlder and led him up the steps,
She opened the door with a lntehkey,

| it—andoubt

| burst spent [tself,

| one, told him that she did.

odly hod come to see for
themselves, aml. out of pity or con
empt, hadn't told him, He told
her how he'dl folt, sitfing there in
the thenter, e aecused her ns his
wrath burned brighter, of having se
loeted the thing to do that would hurt
him woret, of having borne a grodge
ngainst him nnd nvenged it.

It was the Ignoblest moment of his
life, and he knew it. The neensa-
tlons he was making against her were
nothing to those that were storing up
in his mind ngninst himself,

He didn®t look at her ns he talked,
and she didn’t interrupt; said no word
of deninl or defense, The blg outs
He lapsed Into am
uneasy silence, got himself together
ngain, nnd went on trying to restate
s grievance—this thne more reason-
nbly, retracting a lttle.  But under
her continuped silence he grew wenk-
Iy irritated ngnin,

When at last she spoke, he turned
his eves toward her and snw o sort nfl
frozen Took In her dull white face that |
he had never seen In It before. Her |
intonation was monotonous, her volee |
searcely audible,

“l guess T understand,” she sald, *1
don't know whether T wish 1T were dend
or not. If I'd died when the bhahles
were horn, Put I'm gind 1
eame away when 1 did. And P glad,”
dhe gave 6 falnt shodder there at the
alteruative, “I'm glad 've got o Job
and thot T ean pay back that hundred
dollars T owe you, I've had it quite
n while, But I've kept 1t, hoping you
might ind out where I wis and ¢ome
te mwe, a8 you did, and that we might
have o chance to talk., I thought I'd
tell you how I'd enrncd It, and that
you'd be n little—prond with me
gbout it, proud that 1 could pay it
ek so soopn,”

She smiled o Uttle over that, o smile
he had to turn away from.  “1 sup-
pose 111 be  glad, day, that
it all happened; that I met you and
loverl you and had the bables, even
though it's all had to end,” she shud-
dered again, “llke this"

It wasn't till he tried to speak that
her apparent calm yas broken, Then,
with & sudden frantic terror In her
pyes, she begged him not to—begged
him to go away, If he had any mercy
for her at all, quickly and without n
word, In & sort of duze he obeyed
her.

The tardy winter morning, looking
through her geimy. window, found her
sltting there, just ns she'd been when
he closed the door.

some

CHAPTER XXI.
Frederica's Paradox.
Two days later Rodney walked In
on Frederlca at breakfast, alone.
“Hello " Fredericea sald, holding ont

a hand to him, but not rising. “Just
in time."
“Don't ring,” he sald quickly, “I've

hnd all T want. My train got In an
hour ago and T had n try at the stae

tion rostaurant.”
“Well, =it down, anyway,” said
Froderien. - She reached out a cool,

soft hand and laid It on one of Rod-
ney's which rested limply on the table,
There was rather a long sllence—ten
seconds, perhnps. Then:

“How did you fnd out about 1t?"
Raodney asked.

They were both too well accustomed
to these telepathie short-cuts to take
nny note of this one, She'd seen that
he knew, Just with her first glance at
him there in the doorway; and some-
thing a lttle tenderer and gentler
than most of her caresses about this

“Harrlet's back,” she said. “She got
in dny before yesterdny., Constance
snld something to her about it, think-
ing she knew. They've thought all
along that you and I knew, too," And
then: “How did you find out about It,
toddy? Whe told you?"

“No ane,” he said, In a veoice un-
niturally level and dry. “I went to
see the show on the recommendation
of a country client, and there she was
on the stage."

“Oh!" erled Frederien—a  muflled,
barely nudible cry of passionate sym-

and then, behind her, he mnde his
way up two flights of nirrow stalrs,
whose fuint ereak made all the sound
therée was. In the binek little corridor
at the top she unloeked another door.

swWait ti I light the gas'" she
brenthed.

She turned and looked Into his faes, |

her eyes searching it as his were
gearelilng bers, Tuminously and with o
awiftly kindling fire. Her llps pnrted
a lttle, trembling. There was n sort
of bloom on her skin that beeame
more visible as the blood, wave on
wave, eame flushing In behind It

Asg for Rodney, e was the same
man who, an hour ago, in the theater,
had raged and writhed under what he
felt to be an invaslon of his proprl-
etnry rights In her,

He wouldn't have defined 1t that
wiy, to be sure, in o talk with Barry
Lake: would have denied, with the
best of them, that n husbnmd had any
proprietnry rights In his wife. Dot
the Intolerable sense of having be-
come an object of derislon or con-
temptuous pity, of being disgraced

" and of her belng degraded, couldn’t
derive from anything else but Just
that.

“Have you anything here,” he asked
her dully, “besides what will go in
that trunk?"

It was the surliness of his tone,
rather than the words themselves,
that startled her,

“No" she sald,
vourse not,”

“Then throw them Into It quickly,”
he sald, “and we'll lock the thing up,
Do you owe any rent?”

“RNodidy " she sald.
mean

“l mean you're going to get out of
this henstly place now—tonight, We're
golng home. We can leuve an address
for the trunk. If it never comes, so
much the better”

Agaln all she could do wus to ask
him, with a bewlldered stammer, what
he meant.

“Because,” she added, T ean't go
home yet. Tve—only started.”

"Started!” he echoed. “Do you

puzzled. “Of

“What do you

. sk I'm golng to let this beastly

go any further?”

‘what

It front of her boudoir fire, look- |
tng down on her as she sat In her dow-
ered wing chair, an enormously dis:
tended rug-covered pillow beside her
knees walting for him to drop down
on when he felt like it, he begnn
rather cautiously to tell her what he
wanted. |

“I'll tell you the renson why I've |
come to you," he began, “and then
yvou'll gee, Do you remember nearly two |
vears ago, the night I got wet coming
here to dinner—the night you were
golng to marry me off to Her-
mione Woodruff? We had a long talk
nftorward, and you sald, speaking of
the chances people took getting mar-
ried, that It wasn't me you worrled
nbout, but the girl, whoever she might
be, who married me.”

The little gesture she made admit-
ted the recollection, but denled [ts
relevaney, She'd have sald something
to that effect, hut he prevented her,

“No," he Insisted, “iIt wasn't Just
falk. There wns something in It, Af-
terwnrd, when we were engaged, two
or three times, vou gave me tips about '
things. And since we've been married |

Well, somehow, I've bad the
feeling that you were on her side;
that yon saw things her way—things
thut T didn't see.”

“Little things.” she protested; “lit-
tle tiny things that couldn't possibly
matter—~things that noy woman would
He on another womuan's side, a8 you
sny. nbont."

ut she contradicted this statement
at once. “Oh, 1 4id Tove her!” she sald
flercely, “Not Just hecouse sha loved
yon, but beenuse 1 thought she was al-
together adorable, T couldu't help It |
And of course that's what mnkes me
perfectly  furious that she
should have done 4 thing lke this to
you." - |
"All right,” he sald, “Never tuiwl!
about that. This is what 1 want you to |
do. 1 want you to go to see her, und 1
want you to ask her, in the first place,
to try to forgive me”

“What for?* Frederiea demanded, |

“I want you to tell her,” he went on,
“that It's lmpossible that she should be
more horrifled at the thing I did, than |
am meself, T want you to nsi her, what-
over she thinks my deserts are, to do
just one thing for me, and that I8 to
let me tnke her out of that perfectly
hideous place, I don't ask anything
else but that. She can make any terms
she llkes., She can live where or how
she llkes, Only—not like that. Muy- |
be it's n deserved punishment, but I
can't stand it!" |

There was the crystallization of
what lttle thinking he had managed to
do In the two purgatorial days he'd
spent In a down-state hotel—Iin the In-
tervals of fighting off the memory of
the dull, frozen agony he'd seen In
Rose's foce as he left her,

Frederica, naturally, was mystified.
“Thut's absurd, of course, Roddy," she
snfd gently. “You haven't done any-
thing to Rose to be forgiven for."

“You'll just have to take my word
for It"” he sald shortly. “I'm not
exaggerating."

“But, Roddy!" she persisted “You
must be sensgible. Oh, It's no wonder!
You're nll worn out. You look as If
you hadn't slept for nights. What If
you were angry nnd lost your temper
and hurt her feelings? Heavens!
Weren't you entitled to, after what
ghe'd done? And when she'd left you
to find it out like that?"

“I tell you, you don't know the first
thing about it."

“I don't suppose you—heat her, did
you?"

It wans too Infuriating, having him
meek ke this!

His reply was barely audible:
might better have done It."

Fredericn sprang to her feet. “Well,
then, I'll tell you!" she sald, *1 won't
go to her. Il go if you'll give me n
free hund, If you'll let me tell her
what I think of what she's doue and
the way she's done it—not letting you
know—not giving you a chanee. But
go and beg her to forglve you, I
won't.”

“All right” he said dully.
within your rights, of course.

The miserable scene dreagged on o
little longer, Frederica erled and
pleaded and stormed without moving
him at all. He seemed distressed at
her grief, urged her to treat his re-
quest ng If he hadn't made 1t; but he
oxplained nothing, answered none of
her questions,

It was an enormous relief to her,
and, she fancled, to him, for that mnt-

=i Now-
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“You're

Presently She Came.

pathy. Then: “You've seen her off
the stage—talked with her?”

“I dldo’t ask her to explaln,” sald
Radney. “I asked her to come home
and she wouldn't,”

“0Oh, It's wicked!” she cried. “It's
the most abomluably selfish thing I
ever heard of 1"

“Pull up, Freddy!” he said. Rather
gently, though, for him. “There's no
good golng on Uke that, And besides
.« + Youn were saying Harriet would
do anything In the world for me, Well,
there's something you can do, You're
the only person I kpow who can.

Her answer was to come around be-
Bind his chalr, put her cheek down
beslde his, and reach for his hands,
“Let's get away from this miserable

B

|
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‘breakfast table,” she sald. “Come up
 to where I live where we can be safe-
then tall me about

ter, when, after n premonitory knock
ut the door, Harriet walked In upon
them.

The situation dido't need much ex-
plalning, but Frederlea summed It up
while the others exchanged thelr cool-
ly friendly greetings, with the state-
ment:

“Rod's been trying to get me to go
to Itose and say toat It was all his
fault, und I won't."

“Why not?' sald Hurrlet. “What
carthly thing does It matter whose
fault it 18? He can have it his foult
If he llkes."”

“You know it Isn't,” Frederica mut-
tered rebelllously.

Haurrlet seated heersell delleately and
dellberately In one of the curving ends
of a little Victorlan sofa, and stretched
her allm legs out in front of her.

“Certainly I don't eare whose fault
it 1s8," she sald, “You never get any-
where by trylng to declde a question
ke that, What I'm Interested In In
what ean be done about It. It's not a
very nice situation, Nobody likes it—
nt least I should think Rose would
be pretty sick of it by now. She may
have been crazy for a stage career, but
she's probably seen that the chorus of
n third-rate musical comedy won't tuke
her anywhere. The thing's slmply a
mess, and the only thing to do s to
clear It up as quickly and as decently
as we ean—and It ean be cleared up It
we go at it right. Of course the thing
to do 18 to get her out of that horrible
place as soon ns we can. And I sup-
poge the best way of doing it will be
to get her into something else—take
her down to New York and work her
into a small part In some good com-
pany, Almost anything, If It came to
that, so long as it wasn't musie, Oh,
and have her use her own name, and
let us make as much of it ns we can,
Face It out. Pretend we like It. 1
don't say It's Ideal, but it's better than
thia”

“Her own pame?” he echoed blank-

tioned 1, she sald, “but thar was be-
fore i kuew what she was talking
about,  And of course T couldn't go
baek and ask. © Daphoe sowething, 1
think, It sounded exactly Hke o chorus
nume, poyhow.”  And then: “"Well,
how about [t? Wil you play the
game?"

YO, yes" he sald, with a docllity
that surprised Frederlea, “T'lIl play It
It comes to exactly the same thing,
what we both wunt done, and our rea-
sons for doing It are lmportant to no-
body but ourselves.”

She turned to Frederien, "You, too,
Freddy?' she asked. “WIill you glve
your morn! principles n vacation and
take Rod's message to Rose, even
though you may think It's Quixotie
nonscnse .

“I'll see Rose myself,” suld Rodney

quletly.
.

He was standing near the foot of the
stilrs when she cume down, with n
rulneoat on and n newspaper twisted
up o his hand, and at sight of her, he
fook off his soft, wet hat, and erushed
it up along with the newspaper. He
moverd over toward her, but stopped
two or three fect away, “It's very
good of you to come,” he sald, his
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His Eyes Didn't Once Seck Her Face.

volee lncking o little of the ridiculous
stiffness of his words, not much.” “Is
there some pluce where we can talk o
little more—privately than here? 1
shan't keep you long.

“There's & room here somewhere,”
she sald.

The room she led him to was an ap-
proprintely preposterous  setting  for
the altogether preposterous talk that
ensued between them. It had a mosnle
floor with n red plush earpet on It, two
stalned-gluss windows in yellow nnd
green, flanking an ook mantel which
fromed an enormous expanse of mot-
tled purple tile, with a dimlnutive gas-
log In the middle. A glassy-looking
onk table occupled most of the roowm,
and the chalrs that were crowded In
around It were upholstered in highly
polished coffee-colored horse-hide, with
very ornnte nalls,

“It's drendfully hot In here,” Rose
sald. “You'd better tnke off your coat.”
She gqueezed In between the table and
one of the chairs nnd seated hersell.
Rodney threw down his wet hat, his
newspaper, and then his raincoat, on
the tuble, and slid into s chalr oppo-
site her,

“1 want to tell you first,"” Rodney
sald, and his manner was that of a
schoolboy reciting to his teacher an
npology which has been rehearsed at
hotme under the sanction of paternal
authority—"1 want to tell you how
deeply sorry 1 am for is
e hind his newspaper in
fenin and was twisting it up, IHis eyes
didn't once seek her face. Dut they
might haye done so In perfect snfety,
because her own were fixed on his
hands and the newspaper they crum-
plavl.

He dido't presume to ask her for-
glveness, he told her, He couldn't ex-
pect’ that; at least not at present. He
went on lamely, In broken sentences,
repeating what he'd sald already in
still more Inadequate words. He was
unable to stop talking until she should

his hands

say something, It hardly mattered
what. And she was unable to say any-
thing.

The formality of his phrases got
stifer and finally congenled Into a
blank sllence.

Finally she sald, with n gasp: “I
have something to ask you to—forgive
me for. That's for leaving you to find
out—where 1 was, the way you did,
You see, 1 thought at first that no one
would know me, made up and all, And
when I found out I would be recog-
nizable, It was too late to stop—or at
least it seemed so. Besldes, I thought
you knew. I saw Jimmy Wallnce out
there the opening night, and saw he
recognized me, and—I thought he'd
tell you. And then I kept seelng other
people out In front after that, people
we konew, who'd come to see for them-
selves, nnd I thought, of course, you
knew. And—I suppose I was a cow-
ard—I walted for you to come. 1
wasn't, a8 you thought, trylng to hurt
you. But I can see how It must have
looked like that."

He sald quickly: “You're not to
blame at all, I remember how you of-
*srodd to tell me what you Ilntended to
do before you went away, and that I
wouldn't let you."

Silence  froze down upon
ngain,

ST ean't forgive myself,” he said at
last. “T want to take back the things
I said that night—about being dis-
graced and all. I was angry over not
having known when the other people
did. It wasn't your being on the stage.
We're not as bigoted ag that,

“I've come to ask a favor of yom,
though, and that Is that you'll let me
—let us all—help yon. I can't—bear
having you live llke this, knocking
about llke this, where all sorts of
things can happen to you. And gol

assumed pame. ['ve no
right to ‘do.

them

| for myself. You could be as Independ-

| program further, but that the look of

—Rose Alidrich, And I want you to
let us help you to get a better posi-
tlon than this, that Is, If you haven't
changed your mind about being on the |
stage; a position that will have more |
hope nond promise In it, I waot you to
feel that we're—with you."

“Who are ‘we? " She accompanied
that question with a stralght look into
his eyes, |

“Why," he sald, “the only two peo-
ple I've talked with nbout It—Fred-
erica and Harrlet. I thought you'd be
glad to know that they felt as I did.”

The first flash of real feeling she
hud shown, wns the one that broke
through on her repetition of the name
“Harrlet "

“Yes," he sald, and he had, for about
ten seconds, the misgulded sense of dl-
alecticnl trinmph, 1 know a lttle
how you feel toward her, and maybe
she's Justified it. But not in this case, |
Becanse It was Harrlet who made me
gee that there wasn't anything—dis-
graceful nbout your golng on the
stage, It wns her own idea that you
ought to use your own name nnd give
us & chanee to hielp you. She'll be
only too glad to help,” |

Truring the short while she lot elapse
hefore she spoke, his conviction-car-
rying power of this statement ebbed
somewhnt, though he hadn't seen yet
what wos wrong with It

“Yos," she sald at lust, “I think I
ean woe Harerlot's view of It *As long
us Rose had run anway and joined n
fifth-rnte musicnl comedy In order to
be otr the stnge, nnd ns long as every-
body konew It, the only thing to do was
to get her into something respectable
s0 that you could all pretend you lked |
it. It was nll pretty shabby, of course,
for the Aldriches, and, in n way, whit
you deserved for marrylng a person
like that, Still, that wns no reason for
not putting the best face on it you
could. And that's why you cume to
find me

“No, It 1sn't,” he sald furiously, His
elaborately anssumed manner had brok-
en down anyway., “I wanted you to
know thut I'd assent to anything, any |

(L
.

| sort of terms you wanted to make that |

didn't Involve—this, If it's the stage,
ull right. Or If you'd come home—to
the bables, 1 wouldn't ask anything

ent of me a8 you are here,
He'd have gone on elaborating this

blank incredulity in her face stopped
hilm,

“1 say things wrong" he concluded
with a sudden humility that quenched
the spark of anger In her eyes, “l
wis a fool to quote Harriet, and 1
haven't done much better In speaking
for myself. 1 can't make you see.

“Oh, | cun see ploinly enongh,
Roddy,” she sald with a tired little
gritnce that was a sorry reminder of
her old smile, “I guess 1 see too well,
I'm sorry to have hurt you and made
you miserable. 1 knew [ was going to
do that, of course, when I went away,
but I hoped that, after a while, you'd
come to see my slde of It, You can't
at all, You couldn't believe that 1 was
happy, that 1 thought I was dolng
something worth dolog; something
that was muaking me more nearly a
person you could respect and be
friends with,

“So I guess,” she concluded after a
silepce, "that the only thing for you
to do is to go home and forget about
me as well 08 you can and be as lttle
miserable about me as possible, I'll

easler: you're not to think of me as
sturving or miserable, or even un-
comfortuble for want of money, I'm
earning plenty to live on, and I've got
over two hundred dollars in the bank."

There wus o long silence while he
sat there twisting the newspaper in
his hands, his eyes downeast, his face
dull with the look of defeat that had
settled over it

In the security of his averted goze,
she took a long look at him. When,
with a wrench, she looked awny,

“You will let me go now, won't
you?"' she asked. “This is—hard for
ug both, and it Isn't getting us any-
where. And—and I've got to ask you
not to come buck, Because It's Impos-
sible, 1 guess, for you to see the thing
my way. You've done your best to, I
can See that” ]

He got up out of his chair, heavily,
put on his raincoat, and stood, for o
moment, crumpling his goft hat in his
hands, looking down at her. She
hadn't risen. She'd gone limp all at
once, and was leaning over the table

“Good-by," he sald at last,

“Good-by, Roddy.” She watched him
walking out into the raln. He'd left
hig newspaper, She took it, gripped
It In hoth hands, just as he'd done;
then, with an effort, got up and mount-
¢d the stalrs to her room,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

TRAINING SCHOOL FOR WIVES

Unfortunately, However, This Club
Has Produced No Weddings in
Five Years' Life.

To fit themselves to be wives for
men whom they have not yet found,
the members of the Josephine club
are preparing to take courses In self-
control, in firgt ald to the injured, In

literature and gymnastic work,

The organization 1s composed of a
lnrge number of girls, all of a mar
ringeable nge, who are in the business
world, Hvery member I8 unmarried
with the exception of Mrs, Josephine
Oohn, the founder and presiding ofll-
cer of the club.

The club Is five years old, and dur-
ing the perlod there have been no
marringes of Its members. The alms
of the c¢lub are formally expressed
thus: “The soclal, moral and physl
cal pdvancement |s to Le accom-
plished by means of gymnasium work
to be undertakeu, shortly. First-ald
work 18 slready being taught by Dr
Amella A. Dranga. The self-control
Is belng inculeated Into the mem-
bers, when necessary, In devious ways.
“We- do not want to take a course
in courting untll we have made our-
selves efliclently sncceptable to a bus-
band,” one member explained. She
ndded that if “one of the girls" gets
magried she will not be put out of the
club,—Pittsburgh Dispatch.

ly._ “Do you mean she made one up?”
| H " ....,w,_
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“The Doors
Being Shut”

By REV. W, W. KETCHUM
Director of Practical Work Coursey
Moody Bible Lostituts, Chicago

TEXT-Then came Jesus, tha doors bhe-
Ing ahut, and stood In the midst.—John 20:

The door belng shut and Christ, not-
withstanding, In thelr midst, suggests
the iden that
while we may se-
curely fusten our-
selves awdy from

others, © we oan
never  shut ot
Christ,

Of ecourse the

disciples In bolt- |
ing the door were |
not trylng to
keep Christ out,
It was their ene-
mies they fenred,
But i we think
of this incident
In another woy,
the shut door
siiggests the ef |

Torts men naka 1o keep Christ oat of
their lives, and the faet that though
the door wis shut Christ stood In

thelr midst feminds us of the futility
of thelr efforts,

Vast numbers of peaple persistently
unil steadily resist the suprome elifm
Christ  undopinbly makes upon
thoem. Yot Christ stanids fn thele midst
nnd demonds from them o right Intel- |
lectual judgment. His old question to
the Phurlsees 18 the question he puts
to them: “What think ye of Christ?
Whose son Is he?' Now, no thinking
man ean get awny from these persist-
ol questions; try as he muy, they over

| recur, and Insistently do thay clamor |

for an nnswer. Christ Is a fuet and |
not o fabrleation, and as suceh demands

an sxplanntion. Dismiss him today and

he I8 here tomorrow: turn him down |
now, and he confronts yon in the next

moment, There is no door thick enongh

nor bolt hegyvy enough to shut Christ

ont of the reason.  Even now, as you

rend these words 1t 18 Chelst who Is |
nsking you, “Whe say ye that 1 am?"
And what pray, Is your answer? Have
you pussed your fingl and absolute in-
tellectunl judgment upon Christ? Do |
vou say “No!" Then [ answer, you |
must, for Christ stands in the midst of
your reagon, even though you have
| shut agninst him that door, and con-
demng your to the task of explaining
him,

Resisting the Love of God.

Men also shat the door of thelr affee-
tlons against Christ, But even 8o, he
atunds in the midst and asks the heart
question: “Lovest thou me?" What n
hlessedl thing It 18 to be ghle to re-
spond, “Yen Lord, thou knowest that 1
love thee But alns! that Is not the
nngwor of those who have barred the
floor of thelr aMections agninst Christ.
Hig great love for them fnds no pe-
| sponse In their hearts. Yet, the ap-
| peal of Christ's love I8 there just the

acknowledge It, for all human hearis
are sensitive to love, and within is an
unsatisfled love and longing that can
never be satisfled without Christ.  And
g0, though the door he shut, he stands
In the midst and In the Old Testament
word says: “Son, glve me thine heart!"
Men shut as well against Cheist, the
door of their will.  “We will aot have
this man to reign over us" I8 the ery
they ralse; as If he were some auto-
erntic despot who desired thelr sib-
| servioney that he might erosh them
under his lron heel. Not 8o, the King
of Kings and Lord of Lopds longs
to have men suhject to him that he
may have the joy of setting them free,
He 1t 18, who with rapturous heart sald
“Whom the son makes free is free in-
dowd,”  Blessed lbherty glving Christ
when men will to let thee have thy
wiy with them, thou dost make them
free; thou art the open door into 1th-
erty.
| Men are so fearfal of the restraints
of the Christinn e and for some ron-
son seem to feel that a will ylelded to
the master means a lfe of servitude,
Ti he sure, there 18 no true Christian
lherty without restraint; to be freed
from sin 15 (o be restralned from prac-
tleing 1t.  Christlan Hberty Is not 1l-
cense ; It Is freedom from the dominng-
tlon of the powers of evil without and
within and when one enjoys it, he is
! got free for a richer, fuller life, n wider
usefylness, a greater joy. Such is the
idea (o the word of Christ when he

HAYS:
|l1:uw- e nnd hove It more abandant-
Iy, Men do not really live, in the es-
tintion of God, untll they have that
e which Christ ¢ame to glve, Why
then do they not have It if Christ came
to glve it? Slmply because they shut
‘IYI,

neninst him the door of the will,
witl not,” he said to men of old, “eome
unto me that ye may have iife”  And

that 18 his word to men today.

Though he enme to give Hfe and will
give It abundantly, he will never give
it to any man until that man apens the
door of hig will to him, Other kings
way by sheer force make men subject
to them, but not o the Christ who
winits for men volittonally to admit
lim into the throne room of their
hearts by opening the door of the will,
“If any man hear my volee and open
the door, I will come In to him, and
will sup with him, and he with me."

Becomes an Open Door,

While Christ agks you to permit him
to puss over the threshold of your will
into your heart that there he -may
nhide, he nlso says that he will, if yon
do this, be to you an open door, a way
of jentrance Into salvation and o way
of egress lnto service. "I am the door;
| by we If any man enter in, he shall he
suved, and shall go in and out, and fAnd
pasture,”  Open to Christ the door of
vour heart and he Is then to you the
open door Into safety and security and
the apen door to fuller Christian life,

Why longer then shut the door of
your intelleet, your affection, your will
agninst Christ? Though you do, he
atunds In the midst, the door belng
shut; unrecognized by you, hut there
Just the same; not to condemn, but to
save; to glve you
The freer step, the fuller breath,

The wide horison's mt' view,

no death,

| us Cnrboldo, Bhat was itued

| always sat well Jdown {

same, and If wen are honest they will |

“I am come that they might |
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restfulnight,
It

Refreshes
Contains 3091," by “:;']su]m
Wiy

W0 Hale & Whiskor Dy, Biagt

PATENTS feoorerco
h.‘:: “a'mi’ i
Bates ﬂll&I_II_II.I. lll.hnlunmm‘::“u.“ N

SWAMP-
ROOT

be found Just the med
druggista In fifty.con
You may recelve a samn
this relinble medicine by p
1o gll.rnphlet elling ub)

Address Dr. Kllmer & (g
N. Y., and ancloge ten canis ™
tion this paper.,

A

A
A 80110k e gt of
L o ered) 3

Mother—Father- Bry,
Sister" SW'eif-lheam‘!

Keopa record of yonr S

pared o pssist you In
gur boy from the 1l
o ret e wiil ba

coln. B W, Mitks & Bia®, 1

]
e bt Vil

Lung Trouble? | ¢

oun ot O Dule Cag

e :
AMNRACAS DISFRNSARY CU, bapi 0 1

W. N. U, BALTIMORE, MO, 1w

The Ambitious B¢

Bill—Hello! Hm
eymoon trip alren

GiIll—Oh, yes?

“Rather short,

“Oh, yos, My
er anxlous to gof
cooking on me"

g

ne

Granulnted Eyellde
relleved over night i 3
Une trial proves Ils ol

HE WAS WAITING PATIEN

Constant Attendant at Play Wl
to Be on Hand Whun Erning W
Was Caught by Husband
A problem play wus belng pok
in Chicago, Oune
covered that a cort
from the rural dist
the play sIx nights o
night he loaned forwnel eig
seat and drank o the worde d
drama,
| These fucts w
the theater press
a good story. A
ested spectator bl
apologized for I
“Wonld you mind ¢
you are s5o Interested
Do you know

St sl

custe
“Nope," =ald the tian fro
lands.  “That nin't it Hut

you about 1t. Yoo
the Dl.'l\’llh' ront
where the dark
| man's wifs got 1
left-hand door Just
| the woman's hus
right-hand door?”
! “Yes," sald thi
antly.

“Well," sald the
tor, “some nlght
to come in before the
| Didn't Seem to 8¢ Free” bl

An Indlana congressmon e
made a liberal
seeds, sending them
ents In franked ont
peared the reguin
for private use, &
apolls News, A [
his gupporters wroftes

“1 don't know
garden seeds you seh
It {8 $300 fine for priva
want to use them
want to plant the
don. T ean't aflor
| privilege. Won't ] S
fix it so I can wse o
\nm a lnw-ablding
| want to eomin

it o erime’

ntorated e
i

PEVE,

o o bt

I
AR

bl
 prinilt
40

Il 1=

pa—

Wise Precaution.
| Visitor—When writing sk
i do yon refer to It as
| monarchy?

[ Editor—Alwnys
| what It 18 at the mofeh

to be the other by
| tieles gets nto pr

Baking powder ¢ iy
| raise ¥

but gunpowder Wil

—

: r _._Ii. |T|[||"! s

Californin this yvr
400 cars of cltrus [yuls

{cious h’*
h

comtin, s
d barley, inciy
vital mineal ety
e rovidel
Nuturé ia Bese g |

Every table *
B
Grape-Nuts




