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CHAPTER XXV—Continued.
] J e

R WHE n gmnl while before Roge got
she key to hls preoceupntion,  They
Bod twrued Into the park ot Sigty-slxth
street, and were half-way over to the
Fifth avenne corner at Fifty-ninth, be-
fore bhe spoke out.

here, gripping the cornef of her hoek- | grent hotes=hours of an emotionad
und staritiz at her  slilouette; | tensily greater thon any  they hadd
awhich was phout ol he could see of | Known during that former honeymonn,
[ der aguinst the window, At lust he | greater by all they hod léarned and
ald, 1o oo straloed, dey volee she'd | suffered since—hours that repaid all
hardly have known for his: thut suffering, and -could not have
S1f you know that—If U've let yousee | been captured ot aoy smaller price.
thnt=—then 've done just about the Inst But life, of course, cannot be mude
desplenble thing thi@re was left for me [up of hours llke that, No saue per-
to do. I've come down here and— |son can even want to live In o per-
made you feel sorry for me. So that | petunl ecstasy, What makes o motn-
with that—divine kindtiness of yours, | tnin peak Is the fall away lnto the

s

vou're willlng to give wme—every- | surrounding valleys.
thing." - In thelr valleys of commonplace,
Ie stralghtened up nnd came a step |everyday  existence—and these oc-

curred even In their first days together
~~tliey were stiff, shy, self-consclous
with each other. And their attempt to

pearer,  “Well, I won't have It, T tell
yott, I don't know how you guessed,
If I'd dreamed I wis hetraying that to
you . . . ! Don't I know—It's|ignore this fact only made the self-
Surnt into me so that 1 never forget | consciousness the worse, It tronbled
—what the memory of my love must | and hewlldered both of them,

be to yon? The memory of the hide- | The arrival of the twins, in the con-
ous things It's done to you? And now, | vay of a badly flusterpd—und, to tell
after all that—after you've won your | the truth, a somewhat scandulized—
fight—nlone—nand stand where you | Miss French, simplified the sltuntion
stand now—for me to come begging! | somewhat—by complicating It! They
And take a gift like that! 1 tell you | absolutely enforced routine, And

it s pity. It can't be anything else.”
There wis another minute of silence,

“On a day like this," he said, “to
Anve sat there for two or three mortal
Bours arguing nbout stnle idens—when
we might have been out here, belng
aftve! Bat It must have seemed nat-
wral to you to hear me going on like
that,” And then with a burst, before
she conld speak: |

“You mast remember me ns the most |
Mindly opinienated fool in the world 1"

8he caught her breath, then suid
wery quietly, with a warm Jittle Inungh
fa her volee: “That's not how I re
member you, Roddy.”

She declined to help him when he

tried to sernmble boek to the safe
shares of conventlongdl conversation,
That sort of thing had lasted long

snough. And when they stopped and
faced ench other In the groy brlek en-
trance to the bullding where Hose's
apartment was, It was ot the end of a
mile or more of absolutely unbroken
silence. And facing each other there,
all that waus sald between them wns
her:

“You'll come In, won't you?" and his

Nen"
! But the gravity with which she'd
wttered the Invitntion and the tense-
mess of his neceptance of it the gquare
Jook that passed between them, marked
mm end of something and the begine
slng of something new,

Bhe left him in her sitting room
while she went Into her room to take |
off her hnt and jacket and take a
glance Into her mirror,  When she
‘same back she found him standing
at her window, looking out, He didn't
furn when she ecame in, lint almost
immedintely he begnn spenking.  She
went rathor limp at the sound of his
roice anid dropped down on gn otto-
man In front of the fireplace, and
squeezed her hands together between
Yer: km----l_

L A7 don't know how minch you will
Bare understood he began: “prob-
ably n good denl., Whnt I hope you
:'HI have guessed Is that T wonlin't
Rave come except that 'l gomething to
tell you—=omething 1 felt you were én-
fitled to he told, But 1 folt
arhnt son won't have nnderstood—I felt
that 1 hadn't any right to speak to you
at all. ahout aovihing vitnl, until 1'd
given von some sort of gunranty until
Fd shown vou that T wns n person it
was possible to deal redsonably with”

e smlled, then pressed her hands
suilddenly to her syes, "l nnderstood,”
sho suld,

o —Well then

=thix I8

But he didn't
gt onde 20 on, Qtood there a while
longer nt the window, then
the room ani brought up before her
pookshelves, staring blindly at the ti-
fex He hndn't looked at her even as
fe erossed the roont,

~ %0, 1t's o presumptuons thing to try
%o =ny,” hie bhroke out at last, pitifal-
Iy unnecessary thing to siy, heennse
you wmust know It without my telling
you, But when you wint away you suld
—you suld It was becausd you hadn't
my—{riendship! You sald that was the
thing you wanted, and that you were
going to try and enrn it And you tald
me that I'd never be abie to see that
she thing you wers dolug there was o
Sne thing, worth doing, entitled o mg

erossel]

gespect. But what I've come down heré
to #ny is—Is that now, at lust- 1 do
poe " I

She would have spoken then If she
eonld linve commanded her volee, and
as it wus, the sound she muide con-
veyed ler intentlon to him, for he
marned upou Ler guickly as If to inter-
rupt the unspoken worils, and went on |
with an almost suvnge bitterness:

“Oh, I'm under no llnsions about 1t
1 had my chance to see, when seeing

would linve meant something to you— |

Bhelped you. When anvone but the
Mindest sort of fool would have seem.
{ didn’t, Now, when the thing Is pat-
ent for the that
you've won your fieht without any
Delp from me . . . Without any help!
fn spite of every hindrance that wy
Wioey could pmt in your way! Now,
after all—1 come nnd tell you thnt
you've carned the thing you've set out
% get.”

There wus o little silence after that.
She got up nnd took the post he had
abandoned at the window.

world to see—now

“Why did you do It, Roddy?" ghe |

asked, “1 menn, why did you want to
eome and tell me?”

“Why, In the first place,” he suld,
=1 wanted to get back a little of my
self-respect. I couldn't get that untll
Td told you™

This time the sllence was longer. ||

“What else did you want?" she
asked. "What—in the second place?”

“] want to earn your friendship.
s the biggest thing 1 can hope
for. But T've no idea that you can
aand it out to me ready-made. I be-
Seve you'd do it If you could. DBut
you said once, yourself, that [t wasn't
a thing that could be given, It was a
#hing that had to be enrned. And you
were right anbout that, as you were
about %0 many other things. Well,
Tm golog to try to earn It"

“Is that—all you want?" she nsked,
and then, hearing the little gasp he
gave, she swung around quickly and
Jooked at him. It was pretty durk In
ghe room, but his face In the dusk
seemed to have whitened,

~ %g friendship all you want of me,
- Roddy?" she asked again. She

| coldness-

stood

and then he heard her make o little
nolge In het thront, 1 nolse that would
have heen n sob had there not been
something ke o Inngh In it. The next
moment she sald, “Come over here
Roddy,” and as he hesitated, as if he
hadn't understood, she added : “I want
yon to look at me, Over here, where
there's lght enough to see me by'
He eame, wonderingly, very slowly,
but at lust with her outstretehed hand
she renched him and drew him around
between her and the window,

“Laook Into my face,” she communded,
“Look Into my epes—as far In s you |
cun,  Oh, my dearest—" the sob of
pure oy enme again—*is It pity that
you see? Don't you understand?”

He d1d understand it with his mind,
but he was a Httle dazed, Hke one who
hns stood too near where the light-
ning struck, The hope he had kept
buried nlive so lopg—buried alive be-
conse It wonldn't die—conld not be
brought out Into a blinding glory lke
this without paln—exqnisite, terrify-
ing pain.

The knowledge she hid aequired by

| her own suffering stood her In good

stend now. She did not mistnke, as
the Rose he had married might have
done, the weakness of hig response for |
Andifference.  She led him |
over to her one big chalr and made |
him gt down In 11, settled hurw!fl
upon the arm of it, and contented |
herself with one of his hands. Pres- |
ently he took one of hers, bent his
face down over it, and brushed the
baek of 1t with his lps.

The timidity of that caress, with all
it revenled to her, wons ton much for
her. She swnllowed one sob, and an-
other, but the next one got awny,from
her and ghe hroke ont in a passiondte fit
of weeplng, That roused him from his
dure n little, and he pulled her down
n his armf—held her tight—comfort-
ofd her. When she got herself in hand
agnin, she got up, went awnr to wash
her face, and, coming back in the room
ngaln, lghted n reading lamp nnd |
drew down the hlinds,

“Roge” he suid presently, “what nre
we golng to do?"

“Shall we make 1t a renl honeymoon,
Roildy—muke It ns complete ns we
pan?  Forget everything and let all
the world be . ., "

He supplied the woril for her,
{'Il!lll'?" |

She nccepted 1t with n little Im:;h|

Mor a while?

“That's what T was fumbling fur."|
he sald, “but I ean’t think very
strafeht  tonlght, Tve got It tmw,'
though, That cottage we had—before

“Rose-

the twing were born—down on the |
Cape.  There won't be a soul there |
this tUme of wear: We'll have the |

world to ourselves," |

uyes" she sald, “for a little while,
we'tl want It like that, But after n‘
while—=after 4 day or two, could we |
have the bables? Could the nurse |
brine them on to me and then go|
struleght back, so thut I counld hove
them, and you, all together®”

He sald, *You darling!" But he
ecouldn't manoge more than that, |

At ithe ontrance and o just out of
ringe of the elevator man, he kissed
hor good night.”

“fPat will von telephone to me :m!
goon ns you woke up In the morning, 86 |
that I'll know It's true?”
nodded, Then her eyes went
wide and she clung to him, “Is it

Rhe

| true, Roddy? 1s 0t pm-‘h'“l'l-- for n thing

I

Ty

Ik
muuu"ﬂt l‘"llllll
", A

uyeu'll Come In, Won't You™

to come back ke that? Are we really
the old Rtodney and Rose, planning our
honeymoon again? It wasn't quite
three yenrs ago. Wil 1t be like that?"

uNot like that, perhaps” he said,
sexactly. It will be better by all we've
learned and suffered since,”

—_—

CHAPTER XXVI.

they gave Rose and Rodney so many
occupations that the contemplation of
thelr compliented states of mind was
much abridged,

But even her bables hrought Rose n
digappointment along with them, From
the thme of the recelpt of Miss
French's telegram, telling them what
trifn she and the twlps would take,
Rose hod been telling off the hours
in monnting excitement, The two ut-
terly ndornble lttle ereatures, ns the |
pletures of them In Rodney's pocket-
baok shiwed them to be, who were
mirneulously, incredibly hers, were

¢oming to bring motherhond to her—

She didn't go to Boston with Rod-
ney to meet them: stayed behind
in the eottnge, ostensibly to see to it
up to the very Inst minnte, that the
fires were right (June had ¢ome in
eold and ralny) and, In general, to be
ready, on the moment, to produce any-
thing that thelr rather unforeseenhle
needs might enll for. Her real ren-
son wns a shrinking from having her
first mecting with them In the confi
sfon of arrival on n statlon platform,
under the eves of the world, Rodney
nnderstood this well enongh, and, ar-
riving at the cottage, he clambored
out of the wngon with them and ear-
ried them both strafght in to Rose,
lenving the nurse and the bewlldering
paraphernalia of travel for a second
trip,

Rose, in the passionnte surge of
gratified desire that eame with the
sight of them, eaught them from him,
crushed them up agninst her breast—
nnd frightened them half to death, So
that, without dissimulntion, they
howled and brought Miss French fly-
ing to the rescue,

Mose didn't wake a teagedy of It
managed a smile at herself, though she
suspected she'd ery when she got the
chanee, and subjected her idens to nn
instantaneous revision, They wepe—
persons, those two funnlly indignant
lttle mites, with thelr own ideas, their
own preferetices, and the perfectly ade-
quite conviction of being entitled to
them. How would she herself Lave |
liked (t, to have a total stranger, fif-
teen feet ligh or so, snateh her lke |
that?

She was rather apologetic all day,

I "Thia

their honeymioon bheeptie o Success.
It was well glong tn thelr month that
this happened,

Rose had spent & maddening sort of
duy, a day that had been all edges,
trying not to let herself feel hurt over
fantastie secondary meanings which it
wis possible to attach to some of the
things Rodoey had sald, trylng to be
cheerful nnd sensible, and to Ignore
the patent fact that his cheerfulness
wng 08 forced and unnatural o thing
as hers, The children—as a rule the
best-hehaved little things In the world
—had been refractory. 8o, after thelr
supper, when they'd finally gone off to
gleep, and Rose had rejoined Rodney
In the sitting room, she was in a state
where It did not take much to set her
off,

It was not much that did; nothing
more, indeed, than the fact that she
tound her husband brooding In front
of the fire, and that the smile with
which he greeted her was a little too
quick and bright and mechanienl, and
that It soon faded out. The Rodney
of Ker memories had never done things
ke that, If you found him sitting in
a chalr, yon found him reading a book.
When he was thinking something ont
he tramped back and forth, twisted his
fnce up, made gestures. That habit
eouldn't have changed. Tt was fust
that he didn’t eare to be natural
with her! Couldn't feel at home with
her! Before she knew 1t, she wns cry-
Ing.

e asked, In
the matter was,

“Nothing," she
nothing. Really.”

consternation, what

sald.  “Absolutely

“Then it's just—that you're not hap-
py. with me, lke this™

He brought

P
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ls Where We'll She
Said™

Beginl"

and got her rewnrd, especlally from | yhat out gravely, o word at n time,

the boy, who was an adventurons and | oo thongh they hurt.

rather trucnlent baby, mueh, she fan- |
cted, nus his father must once have |
been, pnd who took to her more quick- {
Iy than the girl did. Indeed, the sec-
ond Rodney fell In love with her al-
most as promptly as his father had
done before him.  But little Portla
wasn't very far belind, Two doys suf-
fleed for the conquest of the pair of |
them, i

The really disquicting  discovery
awaited the time when the wire édge
of novelty about this adventure In
motherhood had worn off; when she |
could bathe theny, dress them, feed
them thelr very strictly regimented
menls, without belng spurred to the
lighest piteh of alertness by the fear
of making a mistuke—forgetting some-

thing like the julee of a hall-orange |

at ten o'clock In the morning, the
omission of which might huve—who
knew what disastrous consequences !
That attitude can't lnst any woman
long, and Rose, with her wonderfally
¢lever honds, her wits triained not to
be told the same thing twice, her
pride keoping in sharp focus the de-
termination that Rodney should see
that she could be as good 0 nurse us
Miss French—Rose wore off that nerve
ous tenseness over her new job very
quickly. Within a week she had a
routine established that wus noiseless
—frictionless,
Ilut, do you remember how nghast
ghe wag over 'the forty weeks John
Guibreaith had talked about as the

her consternation over the idea of Just

| golng on doing the same thing over

and over again, “around and around,
like @ horse at the end of a pole?”
Well, 1t was with something the
sume feeling of consternntion that,
having thrown herself heart and soul
into the task of planning and setling
{n motion a routine for two year-nnd-
a-half-old bables, she should find her-
solf stralghtening up and saying:

L e\Wwhat next?” and reallzing that, so

| far ng this job was concerned, there
was no “next) The supreme merit
of her ecare from now on would be—
barring cmergencles—the placld con-
tinuntion of that routine, There were
no heroies sbout motherhood—save in
gmergency, once more,

It was o fine relation. It was, per-
haps, the very finest In the world.
But a8 a job, it wasn't so satisfactory.
Fourfifths of It, anyway, could be
done with better results, for the chil-
dren, by a placld, unimaginative, tol-
erably stupld person who had no
stronger feeling for them than the
mild, temporary affection they could
exeite in anyone not a monster. And
the other fifth of it wasn't a Job at
all,

On the whole, then, leaving thelr
miraculous hours out of the account,
thelr honeymoon, considered as nn at-
tempt to revisit Arcady, to seize a
golden day which looked nelther to-
ward the future, complete In ftself,
perfect—was a fallure.

It was not untll, pretty ruefully,
they acknowledged this, tore up thelr
artificlal resolution not

1 heg

0S8 p which

give him
“What's the matter with us, Roddy?”
| she demanded,
| py. We meant to be.”
In n sob over that.

{0 2 run of “The Girl Up-Stairs;” |
pIRRL enmos 4 . . | know nothing about, except as I have

to look at the

“Are you happy, with me—like|

this?" she counterad.

It wns o question he could not an-
swer eategorieally, and she did not
time for anything else,

“We onghit to be hap-
Her volee hroke
YA here we are—
like this!™

“It hnen't all heen lke this" he
gald, *There have been honrs, o day
or two, that I'd go through the whole
thing for, neain, If necessary”™

She nodded nssent to that, “But the
rest of the time!"™ she eried.. “Why
enn't we be—comfortable together?
Why Roddy, why ean't you be
natural with me? Like your old self.
Why don't you roar at me, any more?
And swenr when rou run into things?
T've never seen you formal bhefore—
not with anybody. Not even with
strangers., And now you're formal
with me."

The rueful grin with which he ne-
knowledged the troth of this Indlet-
ment was more ke him, and it cheered
her Immensely. She answered it with
one of her own, drled her eyes, and
asked ngaln, more collectedly:

“well, ean you tell me why?"

“Why, it scemed to me" he sald,
“that it was you who were different,
And you have changed, ‘of course,
down inside, more than I have. You've
been throngh things in the last year
and a half, found out things that I

read about them In hooks. So, when I
remember how things used to be be
tween us, how T used to be the one who
knew things, and how I preached and
gpouted, 1 get to feeling that the man
you remeniber must look to you now,
like—well, Uke a schoolboy showing
oft.”

ghe stared at him fincredulously.
“RBut that's downright morbid," she
gald, “It's horrible that I should make
you feel ke that," she concluded.

oIt jen't you," he told her. “It's
just the sltuation. I can't help feellng
that I'm taken on spproval. Oh, It's
got to be like that! There are things
that, with all the gorgiveness in the
world, you can't forget. And untll
you have seen that I am different, that
I have made myself different. . .

She gave a shaky laugh. “On ap-
provall" Her eyes filled agaln. “Rod-
dy, you can't mean that.” She came
over and sat down in his lap, and slid
her nrm around his neck. “This ls
where we'll begin!" she sald, “That
Il never—whatever happens—walk
out on you again, Whether things
go well or badly with us, we'll work it
out, somehow, together."

It was not until she heard the long,
shuddering sigh he drew at that, and
folt him go limp under her, that she
realized how genuine his fear had
besn—the perfoctly preposterous fear
that If thelr new experiment didn't
come up to her antlcipation, she'd tell
him g0, and léave him once more, This
time, for good.

It was a good while before they

g’n?h

“well” he sald when he'd got hin
pipe alight, “it's the first question 1
usked you after—after I got my eyes
open: What are we golng to do?"

I told Allce Perosini,” she sald,
“the day before we left to come up
here, that I'd come back In a month,
and that I'd stay until I'd fAnished all
the work that we were contracted for,
1 felt 1 had to do that,
stand, don’t you?"

“0f course,” he sald.
econslder anything else,
what?"

“Then," she sald after a little si-
lence, “then, If it's what you want me
to do, Roddy, I'll come back to Chi-
engo for good."

“(ive up your bnsiness, you mean?”
he nsked quickly.

She nodded.
there,” she snld,
tlons that there's any money in nre
made In New York. I'll come back
and Just be your wife. I'll keep your
house and mother the children, and—
maintaln don't
think I'm spolled for that."

“You conldn’t
But then

vour stuatus, if you

That last phrase, though, was sald |

with a smile, which he answered with
one of his own. But with an instant
return to serionsness, he sald: "I've
not nsked that, Rose, I wonldn't dream
of nsking it."

“There's n real job there” she per-
sisted, "just In belng successfully the
wife of o guccessful man. I ean See
that now, I never saw It when It was
my foh, Hardly enught n glimpse of 1t

I didn't even see my Dbills; let you |
. even withio the next hour,
| er or o tourist golog into & strange un-

pay them down at the office, with all
your own work that you had to do
“It wnsn't me”™ he sald. "It was
Miss Beach" .
Ehe stared at that and gnave n short

Inugh. “If I'd known that gre
she =ald. Then she eame back to the
point, “It I8 a real joh, and T think

I could learn to do It pretty well |

And of conrse a wife’s the only person
who ean do It properly.”

Still he shook his head, But he
hadn’t, as yet, any reasoned answer to
manke, execept as  before, that It

wouldn't work, .
“What will work, then?' she asked.
And this he couldn't answer.

“We've just got to go ahend,” he |

gnld at last, “and seo whnt happens.
Perhaps you can work It out so that
you ean do part of your work at home,
We conld move the nursery nnd give
vou Florenee's old studio, And then

{1t wonld do If you only eame down

here for your two big seasons—ll
and spring.”

“T'hat doesn't seem faie to yon." she
protested. “Yon deserve n renl wife,
Roddy ; not somehody dashing in and
dashing ont.™

“T don't doserve anvthing T ean't
got,” he said, “I'd rather have o port
intepest in you than to possces, lock,
stock and barrel, any other woman I
enn think of."

She enme hnek to him agnin and
seftled In hg arms, “A man told me"
shie sl “Tohn Galbraith told me that
he couldn't be & woman's friend ond
her lover ot the same time, any more
than n steel spring could be mnde soft
s0 that It would bend in your fingers,
like copper, and still be n spring. He
anidl that was true of him, anyway, and
hie falt sure it was true of nine men out
of 1 dozen. Do you think It's true?

| Have we got to deecide which we'll

ba?"

“We ean't declde,” he said with an
Impatient Inugh. “That's Just what
I've heen telling you. We've got o
take what we ean get, We'lve got to
work out the relation between onr-

and ' Rodney  relation. It probably
he n lttle different from any otaer.
There'll be friendship In it and thepe'll
be love in it. Tmagine our ‘declding’
that we wouldn't be lovers! But T
guess that what Galbralth sald was
triue to this extent: that each of those
will' he more or less at the expenso
of the other. It won't spring quite so
well, and it will bend a Hetle”

After a while he sald: “Here's what
we've got to bulld on: Whatever else
it may or may not be, this relation be-
tween us {8 o permanent thing, We've
lived with each other and wifhout each
other, nnd we know which we want.
If we find it has its Hmitations and
drawbncks, we needn't worry, Just go
aghead and moke the best of it we
can, There's no law that decrees
we've got.to be happy. When we are
happy It'11 be 8o wuch to the good,
And when we uren't -

She gave a contented

lttle laugh

“You tulk like Solomon in all his so-
lemnity," she sald.
imagine that we're golng to” be un-
happy. Really?"

His answer was that perhaps he
couldn’t imagine it, but that he knew
it, just the same. “Even an ordinary
marrioge isn't any too easy; o mar-
ringe, I mean, where It's quite well un-
derstood which of the parties to it
gholl always submit to the other, and
which of them is the lmportaot one
who's nlways to have the right of way,
There's gonerally something perfectly
uneseapable that decides that ques
tion. But with us there lsu't. So the
question who's got to give in will have
to be declded on its merits every time
o difference arises.” She burlesqued a
look of extreme apprehension, She
was deeply and utterly content with
life just then. But e wouldn't be di-
verted, “There's nnother reason he
went on, “I've a notion that the thing
we're after 18 about the finest thing
there is, If that's so, we'll have to
pay for it in one way or another, But
we aren't golng to worry anbout It
Wwe'lll just go ahend—-and see what
happens,”

“Do you remember when you sald
that before?" asked Rose. “You told
me that marriage was an adventure
anyway, and that the only thing to do
was to try It—and see what hap-
an‘n

Heo grunted. “The real adventare's
Just Begun,” he sald.

“Anyhow," she murmured drowsily,
“you can talk to me again. Just as It
we weren't married.”

And there Is just about where they
gtand todny—at the beginning, or
hardly past the beginning, of what he
spoke of as thelr refil adventure; they
are going forward prepared to make
the best of it and see what happens.

THE END
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The Need
of Divine
Guidance

By REV. B. B, SUTCLIFFE

Of the Extension Department, Mosdy
Bible I pstitute, Chicago

TEXT—Then 1 procialmed n fast. ..
that we might afflict ourselves hofore God
to seek of Him a right way ~Ezra §2L

Perhaps today as never before the
Christinn needs to be, Instructed by

God' ns to  the
right way, There
are  three  great
reasons  why di-
vine guldunee 18
neaded,

I, Because of

what we are by
nature,

First of all we
are  lgnorant. It

true that “it Is
not In man  that
walketh to direct
his steps” 8o
sald Jeremiah
long years ngo.
And history shows
all too dearly that the way that secms
right to a man ends In death and dis-
uster, There I8 no wny of knowing
what will take pluce on the morrow or

known country will want guldance ns
what Hes before him, We toake
much care In secucing all the Infor-
mittlon we can hefore starting Into
new territory, Many thiok It neces-
sary to prepure for pnssing to the un-
known land begond the grave, but af-
ter ull ench new day brings such dan-

| gers and such opportunities that to be

ready for them needs to have the feet
gulded into the vight wny. As It 1s not
In mun to direct his own steps there
18 & need for the guldance of one to

| whota tomnarrow I8 us open us yesters

day.

Then by nature man s #o self-willed
nnd self-suflicient e needs a higher In-
telllgence thun his own to gulde him,

This I8 humiliating but agnin hisgtory |

tells the truth, Ever gince Cain fa his

solf-will chose the wrong way it has

been true that “the way of o muan Is
forward and strange,” ng the Froverh
gays. Moses knew something of this
when he declured In his last worl to
the people in Deut, 3630, *I know that
after my death ve will vtterly turn
aglde from the way and evil will befall
you."

Aguln we are so prone to wander
from the right way. As the prophet
snys, YAll we like sheep hoave, turned
everyone to his own way.,” Like sheep
wo wander, go astrny and  without

ssense keep on going, further anid forth-

er astray. “Everyone does it seems
sutficlent guldanee when
know well that the voles of the peaple
is fur from helng the volee of God,
It Is true that the mnjority may wany
thimes appenr to be right, but numboers
don't nlways count, There were four
hundred and fifty prophets oppoged to
one, but that one, Biljul, was right and
the crowd wns wrong.

1l. Because of the Character of the

Way Before Us,

o be we

It Is o difficult way for the Chris. |

tinan o these times. Bogs aod mire
nre on either side and the way dally
grows nurrower, The master himself
warns us in Mutt. 7:13, 14, that “wide
Is the gote dand brond the way that
leatleth to destruction, and strait 1s
the gate and nacrow the way which

| tendeth unto Hfe, and few there be that

findd 16" Soifienlt is the way before
the Christing, beset by the suares, plt
falls nnd straps of Satan, and 0
sgtrewn with the allurements and ot
tractions of the world, that left to him:
self he would surely come to destruc-
tion, He deeds slwnys the guldanes
of the one who wlone koows all the
difficulties and how to puss them,
only diffieult, hut dangerous is the way.
There are Incrensingly large numbers
who are as infatuated with the sup-
posed importance and self-sufliclency
of won thut they think thero is no need
for Divine guldanee, Dt such are the
days in which we [live, “perilous
thmes” the- Apostle ool ealls them,
that Divine gulinnee Is not only de-
Many uare

ont ol make shipwreck.
for us to hasten to Jeremial's exhors

tation to “ask for the old paths whera |

is the good way and walk therein and
finil rest foe your souls” Jer, G106

111, Because of What the Lord Is as
Guide.

He knows all the way that Hes une
tried and unknown before the Chrise
tinn's feet, He is omnisclent, It was
the Lord, not Meses, who 1&d the poo-
ple of Israel of old, and it is the Lord
who would gulde his people in safety
today, A story is told of a little boy
from which we all may lenrn. During
a storm a mother sought to rescue o
family of six children. As the water
burst open the door of her home, she
tied her baby on her shioulder and took
f boy of six In her arms, To her four-
teen-year-old daughter she sald, “you
must earry one child.” “Which one,!
sald the girl, The mother looked at
the two, one of four, one of two, un-
able to choose. Ben, her boy of eléven,
gald, “Ma, I'll take the little one
“Phe water ls toa deep for youn," the
dispairing mother sald. “It's deep for
trie," answered the hoy, “but Jesus Is
o tall man” They started, the yother
calling to her children, but soon Ben
censged to answer. The mother and
the others soon reached n place of
safety. When the tlde went down
next day liitle Ben tramped to them
und put his little charge Into the moth-
er's arms. Had he followed her the
nlght b®lore he would soon have been
beyond hils depth. But unconsclously
he had turned aslde and followed &
bank that years before hnd marked a
boumdary, The grater was to his walst,
and a step or twp on elther side would
have been fatal, but the child trod the
narrow path In safety till he reached
a house where a man cume down and
took the children In. The path of the
Christian Is beset with dengers, but
he muy tread gt with perfect safety

b >
1

when he has the guldance of the Lord.
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