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TALMAGE'S SERMON,

THE WASHINGTON PREACHER ON
THE DRAMA OF LIFE

It Appears that People Used to Go to
the Theater In the Days of Job—
A Unilgue Peroration Vindicatiag
Bhakespeare of Infidelity,

Canace of Failure,

Rev, Dr. Talmage in this discourse sets
forth the cuuses of fallure in life, drawing
on & Biblical reference to the theater for
startling [llustration. [is text was Job
zxvil, 23, “Men shall elap their hands at
Bim and shall hins him out of his place.”

This allusion sewma to be dramatie. The
Bible more than once makes such allu-
adons, Pauyl says, “We are made a the-
ater or spectacle to angels and to men”
It Is evident from the text that some of
the habits of theator goers were known in
Job's time, becanuse he descrites an actor
hissed off the stage. The lmpersonator
comes on the bonrds and, either through
lnck of study of the part he s to take or
Inaptnesa or other incapacity, the audi-
ence In offended and expresses its disap.
probation and disgust by hissing, **Men
shall clap their hands at him and shall
hiws him out of his place.”

The Actors of Life,

My text suggesta that each one of us is
put on the stage of this world to take
some part. What hardalilp and snffering
and discipline great actors have under-
gone year after year that ther might be
perfected in their parta you have often
read. But we, put on the stage of this
life to represent charity and faith and hu-
mility and helpfoluess—what little pre-
paration we have made, although we have
three galleries of spectators, earth and
heaven and hell!l Have we not been more
attentive to the part tnken by others than
to the part taken by ourselves, and, while
we needed to be looking at home and con-
centrating on our own duty, we have baen
eriticining the other performers, and say-
ing. “that wan oo high,” or “wo low,” or
“too feeble,” or “to extravagant,” or “too
tame," or "too demonsieative,” while we
ourselves were making a dead fallure and
preparing to be ignominiously hissed off
the stage? Ench one is nssigned a place,
no superngmerarien hauging around the
drama of life to take this or that or the
other part, as they may be ealled upon,
No one ean take oor place. We enn take
no other place. Neither ean we put off
our clinrnoter; no change of apparel can
make ua any one else than that which
we eternally are,

Many make a failure of their part In
the deama of life through dissipation
They have eoongh Intellectunl squipment
and good address and geniality anbonnd-
ed. DBut they have a wine closet that
cotituins all the forees for thelr social pnd
business and normal overthirow, 8o far
back na the year 050, King Fdgar of
England made s law that the drinking
cups should have pine fastensd at a cer-
taln point in the side, so that the ndulger
might be reminded 1o stop before e got
to the bottone.  But there nre no ping pro
Jeeting from the sides of the modern wine
enp or heer mug, and the first point at
which millinos stop Is nt the gravity bot-
tom of thelr own grave. [, Sux of
Franece lus diseoversd something which
all drinkers paght o kuow. He las
found out that aleohol in every alinpe,
whether of wine or brandy or beer, con-
tains parasitic lite ealled bactllos poto-
manine. By o powerful micrascop
“\‘il‘t‘ things are discovered, nul when
you take strong drink you take them into
the stomach and then into your blood,
and, getting into the erimson cannls of
lite, they go into every of vour
body, uud your entire organisi s taken
possession of by these noxlous lulinitesi
malp. When in delirium tremens, o man
pres every form of reptilinng Life,
it Is only these parasites of the hrain in
exaggernted size. It is sot o hallocinn
tion that the victim s suffering from. He
oaly sees in the room what Is actually
erawling and rioting In his own brain,
Every time you take strong drink you
swallow these maggots, and every time
the imbiber of aleobiol in any shape feels
vertgo or rheumatism or nausen it Is only
the Jubilee of these maggots. Efforts are
belng made for the discoversy of some
germicide that ean kill the parasites of al-
coholism, but the anly thing that will ever
extirpate them s abstinonce fm aleolol
and teetatil abstinenee, to which 1 would
Lwetore Gidd swenr all these youug men
nad old.

Dangers of Btrong Drink.

Ameriea is a froltful coantry, and we
riive lnrge crope of wheat nnd eorn and
oats, but the largest erop we raise in this
conutry is the crop of drunkards, With
sickle made out of the shurp edges of the
broken glags of hortle and demljohn they
mre cut down, awl there are whole
swatlien of thetm, whale winlrows of
them, and It takes all the hospitals and
penitentinries and graveyurds and come-
terlen to liold thls harvest of hell, Some
of you are golng down vwder this evil,
nnd the never dylog worm of sleololiam
has wound around you one of fts colls,
and by next New Year's day It will have
another eoll nround you, nnd it will after
awhile put n coil around your tongue, sl
a ¢oll nronud your braln, and & coll wround
your ling, and n eoll around your fool,
nnd o eoll around your heart, and s one
day thin never dying worm will with ane
spring tighten all the coils at onee, and in
the Just twist of that awful eomvolution
you will ery ant, “Oh, my God!" and be
gone.  The greatest of deamatisis In the
tringedy of “The Tempent” seuds stagger.
ing acrons the stage Stephnano, the drunk-
en butler; but serosa the stage of human
lite mtrong drink sends kingly and queenly
and princely natures staggering forwand
ngaiost the foptlights of conspiculty and
then staggering back into fallure till the
world |s Impatient for thelr disappear-
ance, and human and diabolle yvolees Joln
in hissing them off the stage.

Many also make & h[lan in the lun
of life through They are
ways Iutlnf anluhﬂmu bow mu. thv
can do for the compansations they get.

L CETH

it wepins

There tre more lasy ministers, lawyers,

duﬂun, merchants, uﬁn‘u and farmers
than have ever been counted ppon. The
community s full of laggands and shirk-
ers. | ean tell it from the way they crawl
along the street, from their tardiness in
meeting engagements, from the lethargivs
that seem to hang to the foot when they
lify i, 1o the hand when they put it out,
to the words when they speak.
Out of Place,

Two young men in & store, 1n the morn-
ing the one goea to his post the lust min-
ute or one minute behind, The other is
ten minutes before the time and has his
hat and cont hung up and is at his post
waiting for duty. The one Is ever and
anon in the afternoon looking at his
watch to see if it {s not most time to shut
up. The other stays half an hour after
he might go, and when asked why, says
he wanted to look over mome entries he
had made to be sure he was right, or to
put up some goods that had been left out
of place. The one is very touchy about
doing work not exactly belonging to him.
The other is glud to help the other clerks
in their work. The first will be a pro-
longed nothing, and he will be poorer at
B0 years of age than at 20, The other
will be a merchant prince. Indolence is
the cause of more failores in all oceupa-
tions than you have ever suspected, Peo-
ple are too lazy to do what they can do,
aud want to undertake that which they
eannot do. In the drama of life they
don't want to be a common soldier, car-
rying a halberd across the stuge, or a fal-
coner, or A mere attendanpt, and so they
lounge about the acenea till they shall be
called to be something great, After
awhile, by some accident of prosperity
or clrenmstances, they get into the place
tor which they have no qualifieation. And
very soon, If the man be a merchant, he
Is going around asking his crediors to
compromise 1or 10 cents on the dollar.
Or, if a clergyman, be in making tirades
agalnat the ingratitude of churches. Or,
If un avtorney, by unskiliful management
he loses & case by which widows and or-
phaas are rabbed of their portion. Or, If
& phraician, he by mulpractice gives his
patpnt rapid teansit from this world to
the 'next. Owur incompetent friend would
have made n passabile horse doctor, bt
he watited to he professor of anstomy In
a university, He conld have solid enough
confectionery 1o have supported his fam-
n)’, Il(lt hl" l\'nllh'ﬂ 1{1] hn\’l' R SUEAT r-‘-ﬁn
ery like the Havemeyers. ~ He could have
mended shoes, but he wanted to amend
the constitution of the United Staies, To-
wird the end of 1ife these people are ont
of patience, ont of money, out of friends,
out of everything. They go to the poor-
house, or keep out of it by ronning in debt
to nll the grocery aud dry goods stores
that will trust them. [People begln to
wonder when the curtain will drop on the
aeene.  After awhile, leaving nothing but
thelr compliments to pay doctor, under-
tnker and Gabriel Grabb, the gravedigger,
they disappear. Hayeant! [Hissed off the
slage.

A Moral Nulsance,

Others fail in the deama of lite through
demonsteated selfishness. They make all
thes rivers empty into their sea, all the
ronds of emolument end at their door, and
they gather all the plumes of honor for
their brow. They help no one, encournge
rescne no ote. “How big a pile
of money can [ got?”
the world enn 1 abworb 7 are the chiel
questions. They feel nbout the common
peaple as the Tarks felt townrd the Asapi
aor vofumon solders, consldering them of
no use except to fill up the ditches with
thieir dead bodics while the otlier troops

winlked aver them to take the fort.  Afer
vwhile thisn prinee of worllly sneevss s
sick, The only interest sochets has o his
Ulness Js the effect that his possible o

noe one,

conse moy have op the money murkers
Afrer nwhile o dies.  Grest newspionger
capltnls atinounce how he started wit)
nothing and euded with eversthing. Al
thongh fur snke of appearanee sone

fens
put handkerehiofs to the oye, ¢ r

wr shed. The het
up all night when he lies in state, diseiyss
ing what the old felliw has probably done
with his money. It tnkes all the livery
stabiles within two miles 1o furnish foner
nl equipnges, and all the mourning atores
are kept busy in selling weodn of grief
The stone cotters send in proposals for
a monument.  The minister at the obwe-
quics reads of the resurrection, which
makes the hearera foar that if the un-
serupulons finnneier doea come up in the
general rising, he will try to get a “cor-
ner'' an tombstones and graveyard fences,
All goodd men nre glad that the moral nui-
wanee hns been removed.  The Wall street
speculatars are glad beenuse thers in more
rom for themaelves, The heles are glnd
bocnnse they got possession of the long
delared inheritanee. Dropping  every
feather of all his plumes, every certificate
of all his stock, every bond of nll his In

[l

genuine

vestments, every dollar of wll his for-
tune, he departs, and all the rolling of
“Dend March” in “Saul” and all the

pageantry of his interment, pod 0l thie ex.
quisiteness of sarcophagns, dml all
extravagance of opltaphology, cannot hide
the fact that my text lins come again to
tremendous fulfillment, “Men shall elap
their hands at him and shall hiss bim oo
of his place.

You see the clapping comes before the
hiss. The world clicers before it damns.
Ho it s sinid the deadly asp tickles Lefore
It wtings, Gaing up, Is he?  Hurrah!
Stand bnck and et his galloping borse
dush by, & whirdwind of plated harneas
nnd tinkling headgear and arched neck.
Uirink deep of his madeira and coguac.
Boast of how well you know him. All
Lints aff na he panses. HBask for days and
years in the sunlight of his prosperity.
Giolng down, I he Pretend to be near-
wighted so that you cannot see him an he
wilks paat. When men ask yon if you
know him, halt and hesitate as though
you were teying to eall up a dim memory
and say, "Well, y-e-n, yea, I belleve I once
did &now him, but have not seen him for
a lopg while,! Crosa a different ferry
from the one where you used to meet him
lest he ask for financial belp, When you
started life, he spoke a
you at the bank. Talk
now that his fortunes are

kis name on t
that you ba
sabout such ﬂlm and that

——

and “How much of |

] "
dear ¢hild]

indorse. Afier awhile bis matters come
to & dead balt, and an assignment or sos-
peusion or alieriffs sale takes place, You

¥: “He ought to have stopped sooner.
Just as I expected. He made tgo
splash in the world, Glad the balloon
burst. Ha, ba!"  Applause when he
went up, sibilant derision when he came
down. “Men shall clap their hands at
him and hiss him out of his place™ Be,
high up amid the crage, the eagle Sutters
dast into the eyes of the raebuck, which
then, with eyes blinded, goes tumbling
aver the preciplce, the great antlers crash-
ing on the rocks,

Comsecrated to God.

Now, compare some of these goings ont
of life with the departure of men and
women who in the drama of life take the
part that God assigned them and them
went away honored of men and appland-
ed of the Lord Almighty. It is about Afty
years ago that is a comparatively small
apartment of the city a newly marvied
pair set up & home. The first guest in-
vited to that residence was the Lord
Jesus Christ, and the Bible given the
bride on the day of her espousal was the
guide of that houselnld. Days of sun-
shine were followed by days of shadow.
Did you ever know a home that for fifty
years hnd no vicissitude? The roung
womat who left her father's house for her
young hushand's home started nut with a
paternal henediction and good adrice she
will never forget. Her mother sald to
her the day before the marriage: “Now,
my child, you are going away from us. OF
course, ns long as your father and [ live
you will feel that you can come to ns sl
any tiwe. HBuot your home will be else-
where, From long experience [ find it is
bent to serve (God. It is very bright with
you now, my child, and you may think you
ean get along without religion, but the
day will come when you will want God,
and my advice is, establish a family altar,
and, if need be, conduet the worship yonr
selt.” The counsel was taken, and that
young wife consecrated every room in the
house to (iod,

Years passed on and there were In that
home hilarities, but they were good and
healthful, and sorrows,

in which all hearts were riven.

resurrection and rennion. The children
of the household that lived have grown

up, aud they are all Christinns, the father
and mother leading the way and the <hil-
What enre the mother

dren tollowing.
took of wardrobe and edueation, charac-
ter and manners! How hard she some-
timmes worked! When the head of the
household was unfortunate in business,

she sewed untll her fingers were numb

and bleeding nt the tips, And what close
calenlation of economies and what ine
genuity in refitting the garments of the
elder ehildron for the younger, apt only
Gol kept acoount of that mother's aide-
achen nnd headaches and heartanches and
the tremulons prayers by the side of the
sick ehilil’s cradle and by the couch of
this one fully grown, The neighbors often
noticed how tired she looked, and old ae
aquaintances hordly kanew ber in the street,
But withont eomplaint she walted and
tolled and endured and accomplished all
these yenrs, The children wre out in the
world-—un honor to themselves aod their
parents.  After awhile the mother's Inst
siekness romes,  Children nid grondehil-
dren, summaone] fram afar, softly
inta the Toom one by one, for she 8 tao
wenk tosee more than onpeat a time.  She
runs her dying fingers lovingly through
thoir hale and tells them not to cry, and
lint whe Is going now, but they will meet
veain in o little while in & better world,
vind then Kisses them good-br and snys
voonch, “Cind hloss and keep you, my
The day of the abaeguies
anidl the offiviating clergyman tells
the story of wifely and motherly endur-
and muny hearts on earth and in
hewven eeho the sentiment,
currisl off the
Llsre pre cries of
“She hatly done

o

s,

180T,
mnd o she s
stnge of this mortal life
Fuithful unto death,”
what she could,” while

averpowering all the volees of earth “--,,1;

heaven is the plaudit of the God who
witched her from first 1o Insi,
“Well done,

I will make thee raler over mauy things;
entor thou into the joy of thy Lordl”
The Choice,

But what became of the fathor of that
housohold®  Fle started as o young man |
in business and bhad a smwall fpeone, amd |

having got a little nhead siekness o the |

famdly swept it all awns Ile  wont
through all the business panics of fas
YOUrs, met many nl
muany betrayale, but Kept right on trust

ing In God, whether business was zool
or poor, setting s children o good exam
ple, and giving them the best of coutisnl,
nnd never o prayer did be offir tar all
thiose yoars but they wWepe mentioned in
1] e ls okl now #nd renlizos
he limg before he  minst
Bt he I golng to leave his ohil
dren an inheritance of prager anil Chris
tinn principles which all the defuleations
of earth enp tever toneh, and as he goos

limnsien,

IR S FiL N

ont of the world the chareh of God Wlosses |

Wi wnd the poor ring his doorbell to see
if he is any better, and his grave Is anr.
roumded by a multitnde who went on foot
and stood there before the procession of
carringes came up, and some say, “There
will bw no one to take his place,” and
others pay, “Who will plty me now 7' and
otbers remark, “He shall be held in ever-
inwting remembranse."” And as the denmn
of his lite closes, all the vociferation and
bravos and encores that ever shook the
amphithenters of earthly spectacle were
tame and feeble compared with the long,
loud thunders of approval that shall break
from the cloud of witnesses in the piled
up gullery of the heavens, Choose ye be-
tween the life that shall closs by belng
hissed off the stage and the life that shall
close amid acclamations sapernal and
archangelics

Astronomers calculate that the wur-
face of the earth contalns 81.025,025
square miles, of which 28,814,121 are
water and 7,811,604 are land, the water
thus covering abeut seven-tenths of
the earth's surface.

but they wers
comforted. Marriages as bright as orange
blossoms could make them, and burials
They
have a family 1ot in the cemetery, but all
the place is illuminated with stories of

U P the long and slanting hill-
Iy

slope a man's igure went slow
piodding onward after a

| sturdy black mare and turning up the

ground between two tall rows of corn,
which at times hid him completely from
view. The shoulders under the straw
hat proclaimed him young and manly.
and the stendiness with whicn he went
forward and his short stop at the top
of the slope bespoke him 1 mun of pur-
pose,

Then came galloping through the
white dust of the road below o lanky
boy on a roan horse, In whose velns
was the racing blood of goenerations.
Clear and flutelike came the call, “Mar-
fon; oh, Marion!"

Marion, handsome Maron. came lel
surely up to the ralls. He Jdid pot ex-
pect any letters and was not excitel
However, the boy knew hls news wae
worth attentlon and burst out linpet-
vously, “Yer won't be so coal when ye
have heerd It, either. Beck Balley s
man is dead."”

He had the gratification of seding
Marlon grow pale to his lips.

“What killed 'fm?"

“The doctors alr callin' it bload pl-
zen,” returned the boy. “Bay, Marion,
they're gittin® thar hot fut. I seen Tom
Pence hitchin® up and Cunnel Will hez
been thar high an' dry sence the turn
kum."

8till Marlon did not speak, but the
boy saw his lips tremble.

“Run nlong, Pete, with the mnl
Folks'll all be waiting,” he said, nnd
Peter, disappointed at nothing more
definlte, dug hix heéls into the colt and
dashed away.

mounted on her bare back, rode down
the lane Into the sunlit woods, on, on,
without path or gulde post, deep into
the woods untfl he was sure he was far
enough from humnn heings to be anfe.
And then, with a shout jubilant encugh
to frighten the blueck mare, he threw
back his head and laughed, a sonorous
peal that astonished himself. He kuoew
he was happy and he had come awny
here to fight the impetuous demons of
newly nroused ponssion and eagorness
until he could snhdue them soongh to
be decorous before the worlil, For he
bad loved Peck Balley when she was
a slip of a girl, and as a young woran,
and when she had married another he
had come away here In the woods to
Nght out his hntred and milsery and ve.
belllon.  Nature, dear mother,  liod
calmed him and he even beenine reslgn-
ed. DBut Beck Bailey's man was dead,
and she was rroe, nml the heart of the
man went after her as a bird wfter the
home nest.  Beok! slim, sweel Beoex,
with her lnughing, mocking mounth am)
wonderful, ehangful eves! She shouid
be lis~for what cared he for Tom
Pence and even Colonel WL the alid,

l The “berryin'*

aaying, |
good and faithful sorvant; !
thon hast been faithtul over a fow things, |

I freedom and relif

ait all those |

bowing, smirking bean.  He woulid zo
down with the country <hde aml see
Beck at the “berryin',” but not hefore
o, nol—he could walt awhile now

wis f ogroat affair
The Balleys' house had been thronged
for days, and Bock Kept ap by a cons
tinual state of excitement, Tt wis all
grist to her mdll, for she loved
thin® goin® on,” and in this ense was al
most wild, besides, with a of
Her new hilack

et
B lise

clothes wade her look

us the women sild, aml she was the
fadored and center [dol of everyome, pot
ted and condolisd with, erbisd over and |

appenled to for advice aod assi=tanon

¥ | I plunning the great funerul
suifler] |

Never had quiet Edwan] Ralley goade

such a stir in the world o8 now, when

qudeter than ever, be lay in state o his |

blaek coffin, one “with solibd hoedles ™
The teaditionn) eeremonles were  all
gone theowgh with, the weeping, wail
T, the dodorons by mning of quayertag
volees, the sevmon, long aml full of eu-
logy, the Tareawel]l to the degdd, ot which
Boecky falnted dramatieally Into her

futher's news, and the slow walk 1o the
gravewnrd near, o long processlon of the
country people following. 1t was all
over and ns nightfall enme on the crowd
dispersed,  wondering  wlnt  “Beck
wud do Jist at fust, an’ who'il git er,”
For not one had mlssed Tom Pence at
the “berryin®" with his pleasant, jo-
vial face and smiling eyes, nor Marion
Moors, wilent nnd watehful, nor the
“ole Cunnel mussin’ aroun'.” They had
all ben to “berryin's” before and they
all knew Becky Ralley., It waws only
four years since she get the country
mid with her beaux and her fon and
her daring escaprdes. And now she
wan 8 whlow, rich, handwomer than
ever. “An’ of the ole Nick haln't let
loome In these palrits, I'm a coon,”
wald her own uncle In the bosom of
hin family.

In four weeks some one met Beck
ont rlding with the “Cunnel,” The
news went llke wildfire. Aunt Dilsey
went over to ses Beck. Bhe fonund ber
In her white dress, lying In & ham-

mock reading & novel

Then the man unbltched Dolly and, |

“mighty poare,” |

“Whatever alr you doln', Beck " ghe
sadd

“What I please and plum enjoyin’
It," said Becky.

“Yeh able to be lazy,” sighed Aunt

Dilsey,
yie”

Beck's handsome eyes smiled. I
wnd,” she sald, “do jist exqetly what
I pleased. I'm rich an’ I'm free, an’
I'm goin’ to enjoy life, an’ yer can
save yerselves a power by shettin’ up.”

“Then,” salil Aunt Dilsey, “she curl-
ed up ke a2 young cat an' 1 cudn't get
another word out'n her”

The next Sunday olght there were
ten saddle horses apd buggles tied to
the posts and the fence. Beck never
enjoyed anything so much In her life
Bhe treated everyone alike, gave them
cake and home-made wine, laughed,
Joked and turned them all out at 10
o'clock, inviting them to call again.
But the next SBunday night there was
no Becky at home, and she electrified
the small avdience at the Methodist
church at the cross-roads by appearing
among them with a stripling cousin
of 17,

During these days Marlon Moore
never appearsd at the Balley house,
por forued oue of the Young men, aye,
even the middle-aged and oll men,
who never falled to crowd about the
young wilow whenever she rode into

“but 1 wouldn't go ridin' jest

| the coutty town on Sunday afternoon.
| Being the only
1. | grew  restive,

man she missed, Beck
and oune October day,
when Murion was clearing up a new
bit of ground for the spring tobacco,
she enme riding down the lane towird
him, her black skirts Aying, her cheeks
hlazing and her tendril-like eurls all
falling down from under her black
vap. He suw her coming, away off,
and he kpew the errand on which she
ecnme, and he bad to steel his heart
aganinst her to hold his vantage ground.
Handsome, stalwart. hrawny, he rest-
ed on his ax ealmly, though the blood
In his velns ran as riotous a course as
Is a brook's after a storm, How Beek
lnughed as she drew up!

“I haven't been up here for years”
ahe sald. “Come over to the oY, Mur-
lon. I'll walk Black Nell"

“T mnst work, Beck," he said.
Isn't play all around, ¥e know,”

“Which means yo won't,” she gmlloed.
“But 1 know yer want plum
Bad? Ye've playio’ a losin game, Mar-
fom, fur | Koow by yer eye thit ye'rs
Jest the same s vo were,” and sle
Iughed  tanmtalizingly.  “Don't think
ser enn fool me, Marfon”

He rhrew lis ax dowe with angry
veliemenes and stood inoking ai her

“Fdon’t know whether ye've g witcly

“Life

o go,

of what,” e sald, boarsely, 1 am
jest the same, Beck, an' yer want to
Iook out. 1 ean’t stand foolin',™

“I won't marry ag'in, 'm goip® to
prijoy Iife” she moeked. “Whar's
e of my mareyin®?  I've got mones
omd lnod nod yenrs of good times
ahead o e, What'd T git in ex-

clhnnge?”
Marion never answered excopt by his
persistent gare.

“Caond-by." she sald presently; “yo're

in too bad o hamor.  Ye're takin' life
tor serfous, Marion. There's more'n
gray skies above my head. Give me

the blue ones*
away to the

Then she  zallopix
Llufys and Marlon's tem-
ple of nature, high in the wooids above
the piver, He half fancied she would
come back hls way; but ro. The after
noon wore away and oo lthe, slim
figure on a back mare appeared on his
horizon.

S0 she knew, and, ginee she
she mocked Bime Well, le
wiys loved the brler rose,
he faane thig untamable
gueRser of men's secrets aml o moekere
of men's loves? The Intultlons of Mar
wirre hetter than his kpowl

knew,
hadd ol
”n“‘ |'u|j|l|
tigriss, this

lon Mosore

mlge or bis reason. He guessed thnt
only o roal, Iasting affection  would
ever make her ore falthfal, more

tender, more teae than any other wotn-
an—but how, how, Indeed, was this to
fume to her?

The mad reports went Ayving bither
il thither. Becky was here, thore
everywhere. It was Colonel Will and
Tom Pence and Arthur Smedley amd
Henry Carmoll.  The widow's honnet
wis now never worn, and bows of
Invendar and elaborate hlack and
white tollets were sent for to Oinein-
natl, and cooking and feasting and
fun went on In  the Balley house,
Thanksgiving came and Beek was the
queen of the Pence family ga hering
that day.

One morting Marion Moore wis nesr
his favorite wood haunt, and stopped
to look over the fair valley and the
Infinite hills spread out before hLim,
llke a heautiful winter pleture, An
be stood qulet there fell from the great
tree bealde himn something rustling nwl
dark and green, a lovely plece of the
pative mistietoe, with ita waxen bor-

ries thick and plentiful A smile came
to Marlon's face. He bhad heen sent
a token, and one he would accept
He would hesitate no longer. He
took his bunch of mistietoe and walked
away. He wonld become the wooer,
for pature, whom he trusted, had sent
him a token. He dressed himself with
care and rode his fine chestnut horse
up to the side gate in the lane, lead-
ing to the cluster of cabins that long
ago have been the “quarters,” but now
were turned to various uses, Becky,
wrapped in a gay shawl he well re-
membered, was glving directions to
some men at work inside the nearest
bullding, It was just sunset. Per
haps nothing in the world had ever
peemed so fair to Marion Moora as
this saucy and careless creature, who
greeted him with a cool triumph which
he had expected and ignored. He ac-
cepted ber Invitation to supper and
wilked by her slde to see the promlis-
ing colts in the barn lot. Then ‘they
went Into the bouse, and Marion pro-
ceeded to make himself comfortable
In & very matter of fact way. Ha
looked eritically about, wmuch to
Becky's astonishment.

“Whatever air yer lookin' about fur,
Marlon "

“Seein’ ef {his house Is as comfort-
able as mine,” he made reply.

“Well, it plum is, Marion," she re-
plied, foreed into earnestness. “The
outlook is better with yer all, but this
house has more comforts.”

“We vould soon put some of 'em Inter
tmine,"” he replied musingly.

ll“.'P?ll

“Yes, yeran® [."

“Yer takin' a deal fer granted, "pears
ter me. I don't intend ter leave here.”

“Oh, well, we could live here. It I8
all one ter me, 80 It 18 where ye're
livin"."

“I'm hespoke yer askin’ by two, Mar-
lon, "Pears like the men are all erazy.”

“You're good temptation, Beclk, but
no one else shall have ye," he sald.

Her eyes grew  lomlnous.  *“Well,
now, what would yer do ef yer heard
I was off on the marry with ome ¢
the others?"

“ron't yer try It!”

S8he was up In armg in a minute
“I'm not tellin' you anything, but wver
all air too heady with me, Marion., 1
got an engagement to go to Cloeinnat!
to-morrow, an' ef I say the word what's
ter prevent me comin’ back merried™”

Marion was qulte white, but was
equally determined. “BEf yer go, of
eourse I'll know it's all up, 'l be
at the turn of the rond at any tine
set.  That'll end it fer me, whichever
wiy, Lord, yoer're o hard one! 1 won't
sty to supper. 1'll never st down
ter supper here ‘less it's as master,
What time'll yer go?”

She set her lips. “Noon!™ was all
she repllsl,

He pur on his coat and hat. *'T wish
when I think o' some things I'd never
seen yer, little or big, glrl or widder,
but when 1 go out in the woods and
wild, sweet things runnin’ riot
aronnd T can't help lovin® yer. It ls
born In me.”

Then he went out, having tossed to
ler the fresl braneh of mistletoe, and
thus left her the memory of a day,
long ago, when they were little more
than ehildren and he had taken ber
out to gather some of the welrd, waxen-
Lerried growth, and had kissed her,
the first kiss of love and desire she
tnd ever known, and the memory of
which had never left her,

The next day at noon Marion sat
grim and silent on his horse at toe
turn.  He held his slight whip In Lis
Liand, but he grasped It lke & waipon.
He could not keep one thonght from
returning l1self again and agaln. He
could not et that man live who would
carry Becky Balley away from him.
When he heard the sound of wheels
he got off from the restless horse le
rode, fastened hlm, stood eroct, and
hraeed himself for the ordeal. The
bugey came nearer, e drew an aw-
ful hrenth as he recognized the horse.
It was Colonel Will's Flighty Dan,
amed through the country., It was
that old profligate, was it, who was
to win the brier rose? An awful sine-
Ing rhythim In his brin went saying:
I hima, KHD Blm, KO o What
Marlon would have done e never!
knew, but the buggy stopped and
Hecky, 1noall her dark fors and futter-
Ing fenthiers, came running toward
Im, holding oont her hands and ery-
ing.

“I don't want ter go to Clnelpnat,
Marton, an' we'll live In whichever
housge yer lke, for 1've hieen fightin'
my feclin's for you all the time, an’
I won't glve up ter no other one, Take
me home, Marion, an' U'm pluia tired
o bein' wild. I want ter live quleter'n
anyoue.”

The colonel drowe Flighty Dan an
Into Cinclnnat! alone, and Becky went
with Marlon along the homewnrd rond,
she riding the chestnut and sfarion
walking, and there was oo wild bird
thnt had ever bullt nest in the wood-
lands near that was as contented as
this wayward creature who had at il
been comquersd by her best feellogs—
!qum-huld Words.

gop the

onl, Onn Worse.
Gloacching Rossinl, who wan & groat
jester, Was once Been embmollly &
Spantard with great effusion. Asked
the reason, he replied:
“Because without Bpain we would be
the last nation.” :

ey




