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TOGETHER

We laesd eae other leong and tes.
And aat last In Ap I weather,

When the crocus buds were breaking
through.

And th dying moos hung taint i • the blu.
We put to sea together.

For years we sailed on the sunny main.
And then came stormy weather;

Our vessel roaned with the tug and strain,
And out In the shrieking wind and rain

We faced the sale together.
But whether the sky was dark or bright,

Or fair or foul the weather.
Our love was ever the beacon light .That cheered our souls in the darkest

nisht,
And held our hearts together.

and now we sail in our battered boat.
Unmindful of the weather;

The inds may rave and the clouds may
sgent,

But little we care if we sink or flot.
So we sink or float together.

-Heary Lynden Flash, in N. O. TImes-
Democrat.

THE AUTHOR OF THE CRIE.

MT CasL. smrra.

ITH an alarm which
was not entirely
unmelodious the
engine dashed in
alongside the plat-
form, and out of
the neighborIng

milght came two men who made speed
to End comfortable positions of semi-
recumbency in the smoker. One of
them drew an evening paper from his
pIeket and began reading it with ap-
parent interest. The other filled a briar
pipe and interrupted the reader to ask
him for a match.

The man with the pipe forgot to
smoke, and the man with the paper, al-
though he must long since have arrived
at the place where the story was inter-
rupted by the fold, did not turn his
journal, but stared into it with eyes
which read nothing. Both desired to
speak to one another, and each seemed
disinclined to make the first vocal ad-
vance. Finally the man with the paper,
with his eyes still intent on the big,
black type of the heading, said some-
thing about the storm.

"It is very bad weather for one to be
out unless he positively has to," the
other remarked. "I wish I didn't."

"You got on at Bineton, dldn't you?"
Inquired the reader.

"Yes. Horrible little town. Istopped
there to do some business, but the en-
tire population was taken up with dis-
eunsaon of the murder, so I had to pull
out," disgustedly.

"I thought I saw you at the station,"
the other said, "but I wasn't sure. I
pity you. I pity anyone whose fortune
sends him into a muddy little country
town hlb stormy weather. That was a
strange murder, wasn't it? Ihavebeen
reading of it in the evening paper. Do
ycu know it affected me most wonder-
fully? The newspaper account was so
realistically presented, you know, and
it seemed to take possession of my mind.
Possibly it was the motion of the train
and the transition into light from dark-
ness, and perhaps the lulling influence
of the storm from which I am shel-
tered, but whatever the combination
it set me to dreaming on one propo-
sition of that murder and I hardly
seemed myself."

"Is that so?" said the man with the
pipe, in a tone that indicated sudden
and intense interest.

"Yes, I got to thinkling about the mur- t
derer, and about how he must feel just
now. I pictured myself as the author of l
theerime. Itried to conceive what would
be my sensations if I were really the ,
man who had killed Old Winchester. a
As I reed, it seemed that some sort of
an influence came over me, and some I
strange metamorphosis changed me ,
from my real personality, giving me t
that of the assassin. I yielded myself l
to the phenomenon, and mind and
body were no longer my own. I felt
the nsudden sensation of horror which i
eomes to one who has just taken life. 4
Of horror not beeanse of the wickedness
of the crime, but because of the im-
probability of escpe. I fancied myself j
stending over the vietim, whose body I
ay IIke a puipy and disorganized ban- I

die before me, andm wondering what had ,
anade me so foolish as to kill him in ,
exactly the manner which would eause t
the crime tobe traced with unerring di-
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"YOU GOT ON AT BIENTW.N-

gectasus to me.I Uury provislo I had
mail for safetyseeumed nowbwtbea new I

proo of guit. Mry .rtf.Uyl-cotrlvof 1
deviesm for eouuealmint were pen de-- i
haratioma of culipbllty."_

"But," Said the other, "yea left sI-grlo .r w mlpa-cs property of your
ouD whih e~u huss to .... cistlou of l
your sane with the erlie-4Id you?
Be eoe with gnrat 1istlm, pmi t
them, as Atha~b r what be j
ha sasd, leaneI ck i s him mst sad
l oa h p d w it h s ur i e w a r ma es t a e a at h i s 1

Thatwouldba the *aL.f as b fle t
sad no of a wet mueina s I am I
Abso that would he the~a wq raiserI
mhdam vrouMd peefo rim"usatd e lot-
ber. -But I eeammitt the criers -

4boaIey, ddUful ipr Thath whs y itl
a be so resmdr I tipe. The

adoltor a person of tellect Straight
way comes the answer-based on at-
tendant fact--which shuts out of con-sideration any but a man of intelli-

gence. It confines the murder to a very
narrow circle--do you not see? Prob-
ably one-fifth of the people of this
world are intelligent enough to beclever in a matter of murder; the other

four-fifths, given a crime for commis-
sion, would perform the work blunder-
ingly and amateurishly-would slaugh-
ter and go away. This crime was not socommitted. Consequently a shrewd

and gifted man did the fob. Conse-
quently, also, four-fifths of the number
of men who might otherwise have been

held as possibly blameworthy are ex-culpated by the fact of their obtuse-
ness. Do you not see how blame is cen-

tered? As an illustration, let us take
the number 1,000. Say our culprit is
among these. Well, if the crime shows

that the work was of a dullard, wewould have to search among the full
thousand, for the intelligent man can
do the work of the clown, but the clown
cannot counterfeit the man of brains.
But, on the other hand, the indications

are that the criminal is a man of highorder of intellect. By the cold, hard
proof of unlying figures we straight-

way strike off 800 from the list of theblamable, and we have but o00 to in-

vestigate."

"Interesting, but still you have a
great number, and your man may yet
escape." A strange look was on the
face of the match borrower.

"Impossible. Do you not see that thephilosophy which will allow the cur-
tailment of figures to the extent I have
mentioned will proceed with another
equation and set aside--well, let us say,
150. Then the pursuer has but 50 per-

sons to look after where five minutes
before he had 1,000. Another simple
process of figures and the 50 is reduced

to 30, the 20 to five-and so on until
you come to the one of all where the
blame lies. Do you see? I, the murder-
er of Old Winchester, stood at his body,
nud in an instant all this flashed be-
tore my mental eye. Why, even as I
looked about me, I saw bow this de-

tail of preparation for the deed was
going to cut out 18 per cent, and thatother incident, which I had considered
so clever, was absolutely certain to re-
lease 30 per cent. of the possible crim-
inal population from the diffusion of
blame. Did they not teach you in 4

routh that figures cannot lie?"

The other man looked intently into athe face of the philosopher. He seemed 1
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"YOU MUsT GO ON TO THI CITY
WITH ME."

to be attempting to read the strange

thoughts back of those burning eyes.
He did not answer.

"As I stood there," the man with the
newspaper continued, "I foresaw how
borribly I had erred. I saw that the
night beyond was illed with proofs,
not of my identity, but proofs that it

was not this man or that, or one of
this 50 or that 100 who had slain
Mr. Winchester. Oh, no. I had

planned it all with wonderful fore-
sight, and there was absolutely noth-
ing to connect me directly with the
death of the old man. Ah, but the
proofs that the murderer could not-
absolutely could not-be any of that
large number which might otherwise
be suspected were equally numerous.
It is very simple. A death is brought
about by violence. Some man is the
author of the wickedness. We take a :
those who by any shadow of possibility
could have performed the function, and
by the process of elimination we find
our man. We may have to start in with

the whole population of the world,but the end is as definite and certain.
ODe from two leaves one in Illinois,
just as it does in Syria. Arithmetic
annot be set aside any more than can
the law of gravitation. AU this ap-
peared to me as I looked down upon the
race of my victim. I saw how I must
keep coming back to the scene to revise
and amend my crime, so that blame
might be thrown elsewhere."

The other man started in his seat.
de piseed his pipe in his pocket.

"I saw that I must dwell forever in
an atmosphere of foolishly attempt.
lag to make four from five equal two
by making my flgure yre larger or my
igure four smaller on the blackboard.

But, my friend, it cmanot be done."

"No," mid the other, "It eanaot be
lone." 1

Suddenly there csme a quick lurch of
the car and the newspaper fell from the a

hands of the man who had been so 1
intently regarding those black bead- I
lines. The reader straightened up and
his demeanor was as of one emetlg
erem a bypsotei spell He looked about

bastily. "I must get oe," besald.

"No," the other quietly remsarked.
"You must go on to the city with me.

s you said, whoe the memerism e
the mmory of yaour crime was ups
po. 'oS. frem two leaves e.' and
yn ar the one.I kw it for some

im before, of course, but still ear
ttle di •srtatis wbhie under te hi-

ofI. the aewn sper stry hasebee
.ightitr estteianl." Hksrightand
sat o jesttOnl hiatOef a'solver,and
hits. is les be opened his cost and

-emd ts ut g le sorr r S s 1th -
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STALMAGE'S SERMON.

U-
i- The abounding Grace of Christ and
ry His Sacrioes.

LI What He murrendered to Beeoms the

be naver of Basktld-We Can Never
er rauly Appreciate His seU-

is- Abeegastem.

!r-
h Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage told again

the old, old story of abounding grace,

rd but dressed it in new garb in the tell-e- ing. His sermon was based on the
er text:
ni Ye know the grace et our Lard Jesus Christ,
x- thats thoash He was iso, yet for your sakes

SBe became poor.-IL Corinthisas. vLU..9.n. That all the worlds which on a cold
we winter's night make the Heavens one t

is great glitter are without inhabitants
is an absurdity. Scientists tell usthatre many of these worlds are too hot or

vU cold or too rarefied of atmosphere for
residence. But, if not At for human
abode, they may be fit for beings dif-a ferent from and superior to ourselves.

. We are told that the world of Jupiter
5 is changing and becoming it for area-

tares like the human race, and that
rdMars would do for the human family

t with a little change in the structure of
w our respiratory organs. But that there

0 Is a great world swung somewhere, I
vast beyond imagination, and that it

a is the headquarters of the universe,et and the metropolis of immensity, and
he has a population in numbers vast be-

yond all statistics, and appointments en of splendor beyond the capacity of

. canvas or poem or angel to describe, is
as certain as the Bible is authenti.er Perhaps some of the astronomers with P

their big telescopes have already Pr- caught a glimpse of it, not knowing P

what It it is. We spell It with six let-
le ters and pronounce it Heaven.

That is where Prince Jesus lived t
Snineteen ceuntures ago. He was the

SKing's son. It was the old homestead
1e of eternity, and all Its castles were asr" old as God. No a frost has ever chilled r

F, the air. Not a tear had ever rolled b

" down the cheek of one of its inhabit- C
ants. There had never been a head-

e- ache, or a suicide, or a heartache.
i There had not been a funeral in the c

It memory of the oldest inhabitant. a
d There had never in all the land woven 0e- a black veil, for there had never been
I- anything to mourn over. The passage a
I of millions of years had not wrinkled h
a or crippled or bedimmed any of its cit-

enas. Ali the people there were in a
o state of eternal adolescence. What ed floral and pomonic richnessl Gardens

of perpetual bloom and orchards in a
unending fruitage. Had some spirit '
from another world entered and asked:
I "What is sin? What is bereavement? B
" What is sorrow? What is death?" the
brightest of the intelligences would
have failed to give definition, though ,
to study the question there was silence
in Heaven for half an hour. s

The Prince of whom I speak had o
honors, emoluments, acclamations, f
such as no other prince, celestial or
terrestrial, ever 'enjoyed.- As He h
passed the street, the inhabitants took H
oft from their brows garlands of white al
lilies and threw them in the way. He t
never entered any of the temples h
without all the worshipers rising up_ Li

I a bowing i s ohei nce• In all the
procession of the high days He was
the one who evoked the loudest wel-
come. Sometimes on foot, walking In
loving talk with the humblest in the
land, at other times He took chariot,
and among the 20,000 that the Psalmist
spoke of He was the swiftestand most
Saming; or, as when 8t.John described
Rim, He took white paltfrey with what
prance of foot. and arch of neck, and
roll of mane, and gleam of eye, is
only dimly suggested in the Apo-
clypse. He was not like other princes,
waiting for the father to die and then
take the throne. When years ago an
artist in Germany made a picture for
the royal gallery representing the
Emperor William on the throne and
the crown prince as having one foot
on the step of the throne, the Emperor
William ordered the picture ehanged,
and said: "Let the prince key his
foot of the throne till I leave it.

Already enthroned was the Heaven-
ly Prince side by side with the Father.
What a circle of dominionl What mul-
titudes of admirersa What unending
round of glories All the towers chimed
the Prince's praises. Of all the Inhab-
itants, from the center of the city on
over the hills and clear down to the
beach against which the ocean of im-
mensesity rolls its billows, the Prince
was the acknowledged favorite. No
wonder my text says that "Be was
rich." Set all the diamonds of the
earth in one seepter, build all the pal-
aces of the earth in one Alhambra,
gather all the pearls of the sea in one
diadem, put all the values of the earth
in one diadem, put all the values of the
earth in one coin, the aggregate could
not express His auence. Yes. St.Paul
was right Solomon had in gold 680,-
000,000, and in silver ,1,0ao,7,0oo.
But a greater than Solomon is here.
Not the millionaire, but the owner
of all things. To describe His ce-
lestial surroundings, the Bible uses all
colors. gathering them in rainbow
over the throne and setting them as
agate in the temple window, and ot-
nlag 1I of them into the wall, from
stripedj••per at the base to traaspar-
ent amethyst in the capstame, while
between are green of emerald, sad
snow of pearl, and blue of sapphire,
sad yellow of topes, gray of eryso
pruse, and name of Janth. All the
lovllnes se landscape in foliage, and
river, and rill, and all enchantment
agsuarnlae, the e ad glass singled
with tre as when the sau slak in the
Mediterrames. All the .tihrl o mu
ade, intramntal and vroc, Larp,
trampets derlstle.s There stood
the Princ, suroded by the who
had under thesr wino the veleelty of
luseas ae mases ins assem, ls

rich In loeusiek In sderestone rLisk in

-o ric o weship, va Is "all te
tfullness of the Gedhead bedly.t "

Bat ens day thee wan a bleglstse
in a deprtamset ef oEd'a unistese. A
race Wdeie A WyeMd In rulas! Our

an awful centrifugal of sin seeming to
overpower the beautiful centripetal of
righteousness, and from it a groand reached Heaean. Such a sound had

never been heard there. Plenty of
sweet sounds, but never an outcry of
distress or an echo of agony. At
that one groan the Prince rose from
all the blissful circumjacence, and
started for the outer gate and descend-
ed Into the night of this world. Out of
what a bright harbor into what a rough

Sseal "Stay with us," cried angel after
Sangel, and potentate after potentate.
."No." said the prince, "I can not stay;
e I moust be of for that wreck of a world.

I must stop that groan. I moust hush
that distress. I must fathom that
abyss. I must redeem those nations
Farewell, thrones and temples, hosts
* cherubic, seraphlc, archangelicl I

will come back again, carrying on my
shoulder a ransomed world. Till this

r is done I choose earthly scoff to Heav-
r enly acclamation, and a cattle pen to

a king's palace, frigid zone of earth to
E atmosphere of celestial radiance. I

have no time to lose, for hark ye tor the groan that grows mightier while I
waiti Farewelll Farewelll "Yeknow
the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,
that though He was rich, yet for your

t sakes He becomes poor."

Was there ever a contrast so overg
powering as that between the noon-
t day of Christ's celestial departure and

the midnight of His earthly arrival?
Sure enough, the angels were out that
night in the sky, and an especial me-
teor acted as escort, but all that was
from other worlds, and not from this
world. The earth made nodemonstra-
tion of welcome. If one of the great
princes of this world steps out at a de-
pot, cheers resound, and the bands
play, and the fags wave. But for the
arrival of this missionary prince of
the skies not a torch fared, not a
trumpet blew. not a plume fluttered.
All the music and the pomp were
overhead. Our world opened for Him
nothing better than a barn door. The
rajah of Cashmere sent to Queen Vic-
toria a bedstead of carved gold and a
canopy that cost I750,O, but the
world had for the Prince of Heaven
and earth only a litter of straw. The
crown jeweis in the tower of London
amount to $15.000,000, but this member
of eternal royalty had nowhere to lay
His head. To know how poor He was,
ask the camel driver, ask the shep-
herds, ask Mary,ask the three wise men
of the east, who afterward came to
Bethlehem. To know how poor He was,
examine all the records of real estate
in all that oriental country, and see
what vineyard,or what ield He owned.
Not one. Of what mortgage was He
the mortgagee? Of what tenement was
He the landlord? Of what lease was
He the lessee? Who ever paid Him
rent? Not owning the boat on
which Hesailed, or the.beast on which
He rode, or the pillow on which He
slept. He had so little estate that in
order to pay lis tax He had to per-
form a miracle, putting the amount of
the assessment in a fish's month and
having it hauled ashore. And after
His death the world rushed in to take
an inventory of His goods, and the en-
tire aggregate was the garments He
had worn, sleeping in them by night
and traveling in them by day, bearing
on them the dust of the highway and
the saturation of the sea. St. Paul in
my text hit the mark when he said of
the missionary Prince: "For your sake
He became poor."

The world could have treated Him c
better if it had chosen. It had all the I
means for making His earthly coudi- t
tiona comfortable. Only a few years t
before when Pompey, the general, ar- a
rived in Brindisi he was greeted with
arches and a costly column which cel- t
ebrated the 13,000,000 people whom he a
had killed or conquered,and he was al- t
lowed to wear his triumphal robe in a
the senate. The world had applause a
for imperial butchers, but buffeting
for the Prince of Peace. Plenty of j
golden chalices for the favored to a
drink out of, but our Prince must put a
His ips to the bucket of the well by n
the roadside after He had begged for a t
drink? Born in another man's barn, I
aend eating at another man's table, t
and cruising the lake ia another man's d
ishing smack, and buried in another a
man's tomb. Four inspired authors a
wrote His biography,and innumerable I
lives of Christ have been published, a
but He composed His autobiography t
ln a most compressed way. He said, a
"I have trodden the wine press alone." I

Poor in the estimation of nearly all
the prosperous classes. They called I
him Sabbath-breaker, wine-bibber, I
traitor, blasphemer, and ransacked t
the dictionary of opprobrium from I
cover to cover to express their detesta- f
tlon. I can think now of only two a
well-todo men who espoused his
eause-Nicodemus and Joseph of I
Arimathe. .Htp friends for the most t
part were peojle who, in that climate i
where ophthalmia or Inflammation of I
the eyeball sweeps ever and anon as a t
scourge, had become blind, siek a
people who were anxionus to get
well, and troubled people in whose a
family there was some one dead or I
dying. If He had a purse at all it a
was empty, or we would have heard a
what the soldiers did with the con- a
teats. Poor The pigeon in the dove a
eote, the rabbit in its burrow, the a
silkworm in its oeoob, the bee in ts I
hive, is better provided for, better of, t
better sheltered. Aye, the bruto ere- a
satlo has a home oa earth, which I
Christ had not A poet says:

a nea wis uss the vs a
Oambel mke 5assdas slE,

Not a bees les his 18vesa
Os te teaem o Ste em.

U almost wte aesh dlaim
O'er e r te mbSte dsaem,
et L as me am sa da•laimta I
Wltis so dosts be als is tome. I

Bau the Crow Priaes of aBl Hea -
ly dom iatlo has less the the raves, I
leas than the ammi, Sfo Be was 1
htoeless. Aye, in the history c the I
uaiverethere is no other instiase of a
sach eseing down. Who can ceat j
the ases tres sthe top of the throne to aI
th bottom of the rmes (seopatra, I
giving a s t to Auto., to ok a t
pearl worth W00 saad dissolved it a
ip 'risaegarendswa owed It Butwhea I
mer ei , ssconsdlag to thoeevagel. 1

set, i His last hoars, took the va. a
rega, i v 3W54 bI l dmvlv all $b I

pearls of His Heavenly royalty. Down
until there was no other harrmasment
to suffer, poor until there was no
other pauperism to torture. Billo•
of dollars spent in wars to destroy
men, who will furnish the statistles of
the value of that precious blood that
was shed to save us? "Ye know the
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, that,
though He was rich, yet for your sake
He became poor."

Only those who study this test in
two places can fully realise its power,
the Holy Land of Asia Minor and the
holy land of Heaven. I wish that some
day you might go to the Holy Land and
take a drink out of Jaeob's well, sad
take a sail on Galilee, and read the
sermon of the Mount while standing
on Olivet, and see the wilderness
where Christ was tempted. and be some
afternoon on Calvary at about three
o'clock-the hour at which closed the
crucifixion-and sit under the syeas
mores and by the side of brooks, and
think and dream and pray about the
proverty of Him who came our sm•ls
to save. Bqt you may be de-
nied that, and so here, in another
continent and in another hemi-
sphere, and in scenes as differ-
ent as possible, we recount, as well
we may, how poor was oar Heavenly
Prince. But in the other holy land
above we may all study the riches that
He left behind when He started for
earthly expedition. Come, let us bar-
gain to meet each other at the door of
the Father's mansion, or on the bank
of the river just where it rolls from
under the throne, or at the outside
gate. Jesus got the contrast by ex-
changing that world for this; we will
get it by exchanging this world for
that There and then you will under-
stand more of the wonders of the
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, who,
"though He was rich, yet for your
sakes became poor."

Yes, grace, free grace, sovereign
grace omnipotent graeel Among the
thousands of words in the language
there is no more queenly word. It
means free and unmerited kindnema.
M• text has no monopoly of the word.
One hundred and twenty-nine tlmee
does the Bible eulogize grace. It is a
door swung wide open to let into the
pardon of God all the millions who
chose to enter it.

John Newton sang of it when he
wrote;

Amading race bow sweet the soau,
That saved the wretkc like me.

Philip Doddridge put it into all hymn-
ology when he wrote:

Grace. 'Us a charmieg sound.
Harmoilous to the ear;

Heaves with the eebo shall rsound.
And ail the erth shall ber.

One of John Bunyan's great books
is entitled "Grace Abounding." "It is
all of grace that I am saved" has been
on the lips of hundreds of dying Chris-
tians. The boy Sammin was right
when being examined for admission
into church membership he was
asked, "Whose work was your salva-
tion?" and he answered, "Part
mine and part God's." Then the
examiner asked, "What part did you
do, Sammy?" and the answer was, "I
opposed God all I could, and He did
the rest!" Oh, the height of it, the
breath of it, the Grace of God! Mr.
Fletcher having written a pamphlet
that pleased the king, the king offered
to compenpate him, and Fleteber'
answered: "There is only one thing L
want, and that is more grace."

Yes, yes; for your sakesl It was not
on a pleasure excursion that He eame;
for It was all pain. It was not an as-
tronomical exploration, for He knew
this world as well before He alighted
as afterward. It was not becuse He
was compelled to come, for He volun-
teered. It was not beease it was
easy, for He knew that it would be
thorn, and spike, and hanger,
and thirst, and voelteration of
angry mobs "For your sake'"
To wIpe away your tears, to tor-to wipe away your wm, wo sw
give your wrongdoing, to eompeniou4
ship your loneliness, to soothe your
sorrows, to sit with you by the newJ
made grave, to bind your wosuds in
the ugly battle with the world, and
bring you home at last, kindling up
the mists that . fall on your
dying vision with the sunlight
of a glorious morn. "For your
sakes?" No; I - will change that.
Paul will not earo and Christ will not
care if I change it, for I must get into
the blessedness of the test myself, and
so I say: "For our sakes!" For we all
have our temptations and bereave-
ments and coniSets. For or sar kes
We who deserve for our sins to be eo-
pathalted into a world as much poeore
than this as this earth is poorerethan
Heaven. For our sakes? But what a
frightful coming down to take us
gloriously up?

When Artaxerses was hunting, Tire-
beaus, who was attending him, showed
the king a rent in bi garments, the
king said: 'How shal lmond it?" "By
giving It to me," said Tirebasus Then
the king gave him the robe, but com-
manded him never to wear it, as it
would be inappropriate But e ,theo
startling and comfortlng f atwhileour
Prince throws off the robe, He not
only allows us to wear it, but com-
mands us to wear it, and it will be.
come us well, and for the povertles of
our spiritual state we may pat on the
splendors of Heavenly regalement
For our sakes! Oh, the persooality of
this religion! Not an abstraction, not

n areh under which we walk to be. I
hold elaborato am arry, not aan
lee eastle like that whisk the :
Bmprgs Elizabeth of Russia ove
a hundred years agq orderdI
to be costructed, winter with its 1
trowels of crystal esmentIng the keg
blocks that had been quarrie fromi
the frosn rivers of the north, butr I
Father's bouse, with the wide hearth I
easckling a hearty welcome.a A re.
ligin of warmth, sad lisdrmatie, and 1
light, and hearsr oth we a
take into ur heats, • - i, 1
and business, and. reoatlinsa, sad !
jesa band ap( and re . eJ aI% sad sor ows lot a - I m n
agesbise git, like the gasleg rmatSd
to Ptolemy, whisk ieauki #9 -im
to raw, and the draughs• waSer wa
s ret that it it see It emeaes
the shese but somethiC g yes can run
up any strmnl, sofgel o,, ewerl•r
shallow se" s
'up' -u~

' "IN THE CHRISTAS."
5 r Sage of ooty reek Idcfa0lg

r BItaweada

, ash WUares s M W ser mgsesm-
Wkho the Ceasse e Trse Love D5as6s

ams meotk by a Wheoe Les-
5ho O am Pseaest Poye

Every time I go down to the Flat
Woods and back-erest the bridge

overthe Jordan
creek -I can't
keep from
thinkln about
Hank Williams
and the widder
Biggers, and
the seendlous
bad confusion-

meat which
they got into
onest upon a
time. In them
da y a, touchin

which I now seat myself to drop you a
few seatterin remarks, Hank Williams
was livin right thereattheoldWilliams'
place on the hill this side of the creak,
whilst the Widder Biggers rbe was Mv-
In over aerest on the other sile a mQe
and a half, or maybe a little beoter,

To Do Abeat or Ds

At that time the Widder BigWts whs
fat and fair and forty-already "broke
and bridlewise," as Brit Foster were
wont to say. But Hank Williams be
was one of the most nervous and bash-
fulest men that I have ever serped up
an acquaintance with. He was jest
about good grown then-stood full six
feet in his socks and was a manamongst
men. He had went through 1 or U
bad fights and always whipped his man
u easy as fallln of of a wet lg. But
when it come to the female generation
-wel, Hank Williams he waa't in the
fight any to speak of. I have seen him
git caught out amongst the women
fotalks, as It were, and blamed if it didn't
look to me like he would have every-
thing on the iaek list from a night
sweat to a back ager. I now recollect
one time when a gang of ua boys tolled
Hank off to a break down dance over
the hill country and turned him loose in
the house where there was a remendius
big drove of girls and be was theonlyest
boy. and rll be blemed If he didn't take
a suddent case of measles and break
out.

It was in the dead of winter--some-
wheres along between Christmas and
New Year-ind by this time Hank had
worked up a furious bad ease with
the widder. He had ent her his fine
two-year-old turkey gobbler to make
a Christmas dinner, and in bog killin
time she had returned hisdouble-breast-
ed compliments by seandin him a big
mess of backbone, and spare ribs, and
sausages, and the like of that. o fur
as anybody knows. Hank never did
fool of any time writin love letters,
with plenty of flowers and fancy trim-
mins throwed in for good measure.
But yet still at-the same time, anybody
could shet one eye and see that he
meant business over aorest the creek,
and the wdd-well, she want gone
nowheres.

Finally at last in them days it come
to pas that a big elreus was comin to
town Friday night before New Year.
and the time had now come for Bankand the time had now core for Bank
Willims to do about or die.

"Cat the ot, wain a ame."
That Wednesday moana before the.

ereua was to obow on Friday ank I
come by our horae bright and early on
his wy to town. I had went out tu
the lot and was tendin to the stock I
when be rid by in a swiagin galop-
which up to that time I never hadl
seen him pass by before sunrie, nor c
ridin faster than a peart S• walk.t

"Somethin's in the wind this morin, i
Rufums" says mother to me, when Ire 1I
turned beck from the lot "hask Wil- i
liams Is up and game too outlandish z
soon and ridin most to furious l ke and
fast" I

But I didn't take any prataleuae no-
ties of what was gon on till late that I
eve•in when Hank omer back foomi
towns Them eould ssee wheren moth- I
er hadplacedhm dead to rights. Be a
was now ruin in a sgiankin naew bWuggy. d
with bright shinis harnes ad a red I1
striped lap robe. Human mature Is I
maCt-in general always human, and so
I naturally went out In the big roud I
when I saw rank oambi, and halt him i
up and mild on him to know what in t
the discvered word w gain e. a

" Nothin in particular, Rte," says be. I
"eeeptin tis now or never with me a
and the widder. The eards are commn I
my way this eealn, and tomorrow I
will ct the po winorlose. We hae d
made our ar•ngements to go and take
in the show, band in hand together,
and them if the weddin dant eemo oRin pursuit of adjoarament, I will have
to know the reason why. Raue, you
have travelled all the gaits and eeered ,
all the gound. Sposid yoeom over
and se me o In good and reglar

Man air, I ean shet my eyes to-a~ t t
and look baek ad ae Bank Williamrs
as he west forth that day to eor tih
Widdor Biggers. He wre a full blaek
suit anew store-bought eloethe--e
as spilt lk and sote as the far em a
at's beek-aend ikewise a bell-eewn
toepdipe ha In his outside leavest

I poekat b lcrrdl aew epen-aseailvrm
i wateh, whiieky ouee ldhemrlMttldst.
the nex• room. O( s imlnagerInwo
a sgay I•ld ring, whilst the mael of
muk was la slethesad e garusse 1
In his hair. A ,,when b a wrats•t~
IdeuR we i. his MWr bega-' le the

rmea-I sags to aiar, says 1-4 lp'
hs i bmMo ds fitse btas des '
book anm as do day wmm

IttheUastpa3nher i ok drs malatmee youe sidt, a
acg sad gaosb ea that thiesn s k

r ag i!"4 a# *se MaaE *e'wtmrauus Iim* ie as

tbh Widder Diggers got tbhe e• m
that day? She did. And Mank Wil-
liama-did he go with her? Be did .
But now a to the wryfeon and te
whenoeness thereaof, I can but only tell
you Ile Bank told me thenaezttimeai
and him met up together.

Everything wws smooth and lav,
aue, till I petdon the to the maek."
ays Hank to me. "but as I drir amst
the bridge the maechinew jumedaoog.
Dadblame It, there is where I butd the
jrg and spilto my o qasi se a nto .k
You know I was driin tst big arel
horgs Ball, which I gotins tawapwith
Will Tom Piekems and which Will Tos
had bought him from the widde.

"Well, as Idrivaercsethbridgf4
In as rich and headomeas any roebud, .
I pulled out my watshandsat back to
se what time of day it was. Right

thare-4nthat very same sad minute
old Ball tipped sand ell to his knees,
anad thena endeed omund there so
terrid till anged If it didn't look to
me like he would tear the bridge down
before be aould atch on his feet onest
mare. In the genral shake ap and
confudloament I dropped my watch and
It rolled o of the bridge and into the
creek below. I had saw right where It
fell, aid It dMidn't take me long to
what-I had to do, or lase a bully watch.

"So I driv eot an the other sde of the
bridge, turned od Ball out to one dMe
of the road, climbed out of my he
clothes end myf atovpipe hat, and west
down Into the water after my watchb.
Now presently, whilst I was down
there chin-deep in the water feel for
my wateh with my tose--thinki I
would ad it for certain before I made
the dive--I looked up the hill and there
was ld Ball, poll of In a jo trot anad
headed for the widder with my fine
new sultof store-boughtelothesandmy
stovepipe hat In the buggy

"Then, man, air, I come up out of
that water Hke I was shot out of a ean-
non and put out up the reead after old
Ball. I give him a lot race for some-
thin better thn a mile, and whea

nally at last I scrambled lato the
buggy from beind werwas right these
in sight of the wder's house. OldBal
had slipped the bridle and was draggin
the linae on the ground. I couldn't
pull him in, and the Mbned old abate
wouldn't stop fr nothin. I talked to
him hnd and gentle lik, tes lo• e snd
rveheUpent I st begged • hm, ad then

acssed him but dadbura him he halt
his g lot Ied beep the roed-seiver
miwmed a lick uphill and downhill
You can see, flue, where somethin ld
to be done right away iameaely,
and a little sooner If pausMibla.

"Consequentially I clambered into a
few of my clothes and thou wrapped up
asnug and clost in one earner of my
large and lovely lap robe. Likewle
also, I pulled on my finae fur trimmed
dogakin gloves and my stovepipe hat
-which in the maintimae it had fell aout
and got run over and mashed in the
mad till it looked liketheragged edg
of ruination. Time was so preious
then-the moments flew so scandales.
ly fast-and I done like you would do.
Iufe-like any man weld do in a bedcae of puaheney. And to speak forbth
the great ~unwshed truth, wlhe I tell
you I had on a stovepipe hat, a pFr
of gloves, a lap robe and a few uder-
garments-the story is told.

"This and so we reaihed the wli
der's place. If I bad but ealy belt the
ribbons in one hand and agood whale-
bone whip in the other,I would of driv
right by there in dad rn. But
ia gentle remembrance of his e ana
fodder in the past-tor the sake o bet-
Lae and brlehtar dava a br-thate and brighter days goe• by-that
blamed old hor etarumsneotm treile
right up to the frestgate.

"The wldder, It would ae,sehswas
ready sad a waltla-primped lels out
of sight and demed Ia as lank
of her lfew.-a ere she como pela est
to the buggy, with herribboasas er

ery asturally res as the wbdamd
whstlin at every step. We pmased the
reglar enmpuments i regards to the
we•her, ad whea she waited toarw-
how I was eemia em, I Iod heruatbhe
poly, thankthe lad. Shwamtdma
to light and come In and e4t brmx azm
up ome akeroet and pepper tea. But
I was as t a a• •o rlghtt the• a
sweastla lke a free ngger an dtes
day. Then she put fI sad ased the

eIse and took upthelnes ameersml
nto the baggy, and we rid e towIads

town. The wdder she had clem e
the braIs, and nothl but the dres
would ll the Mill fer m rhe eo.nts
that I was amither drumk saer mqr,
and tr me asmal apmawismts I
ruses she thought I was tee baed
damesd and rattled t khansw qgat
ftr eamtnian. -

"As we drlv om dam the sead I wn-
dared myseal whst I nde. And
what eeld I doa( Rafe.bupamytre
In the good Lard, and wait and watb
and pspy. In 4 mimd ad s the •b•
prayed, sad I do rseek I pgayed the
ot p-epast payer th at •e w•
p to the thew a gaPm-peug-

to that sopes ihb mag happn to
keep pas tiea ga to tmee a t'h
elmeas wItsh MN w r dser a s

We had wet abe• t iles vm w
al ae aasnies etw et restea .kt
read and dun o up behmnda •nhA • hAes
MYlgan ad he tlks ia wages. It
was a massrtus r•u W las toi .
reed~, end e11 Bu rrqpmi an an
shamt ti> ast qaginpbra i
tm, m mnese• -ph dm a n
tawodiw•swtwhawa oaoiasammad,-

th ute, whreaW u as •hnbePt 
tin ws hea she wag elI asw 4

wau cu. it a pier O

weha tulm a end ,

-to w ui .m_ #••-m ::

lres.. dA" anmad*nL

-eaei at set e.* .
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