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TOGETHER

We loved each ntlnrlnnguma trae—
And at last in Ap.l weather,
en the crocus buds were breaking

through,
4And the dying moon hung faint in the blue,
We put to sea together.

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

Our vessel groaned with the tug and strain,

4And out in the shrieking wind and raln
Wae faced the guls together.

But whether the sky was dark or bright,
Or falr or foul the weather,

QOur love was ever the beacon light .

That cheered our souls in the darkest

nighs,
And held our hearts together.

And now we sall in our hattered boat,
Unmindful of the weather;
The winds may rave and the clouds may

gloat,

But little we care 1f we sink or float,
S0 we sink or floal together.
=—Henry Lynden Flash, in N.

Democrat.

THE AUTHOR OF THE CRIME.

BY CARL SMITH,

i

g ITH an alarm which
was mnot entirely
unmelodious the
engine dashed in
alongside the plat-
form, and out of
the neighboring
night came two men who made lpeed
to find comfortable positions of semi-
rvecumbency in the smoker. One ol
them drew an evening paper from hiz
pocket and began reading it with ap-
parent interest. The other filled a briar
Ppipe and interrupted the reader to ask
him for & 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 mot turn his
Journal, but stared into it with eyes
which read nothing. Doth desired to
speak to one another, and each seemed
disinclined to make the first vocal ad-
varee. Finally the man with the paper,
wilth his eyes still intent on the hig,
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?”
Inguired the reader.

“Yes. Horrible little town. T stopped
there to do some business, but the en-
tire population was taken up with dis-
cussion of the murder, s0 I had to pull
out,” disgustedly.

O. Times-

*“1 thought I saw you at the station™
the other said, “but I wasn't sure. I
pity you. 1 pity anyone whose fortune
sends him into a muddy little country
town h stormy weather. That was a
Etrange murder, wasn't it? ILhave been
reading of jt in the evening paper. Do
¥cu know it affected me most wonder-
fully? The newspaper account was sof
realistically presented, you know, aml
it d to take ion of my mind.
Porsibly it was the motion of the train
and the transition into light from dark-
mess, and perhaps the lulling influence
of the storm from which 1 am shel-
tered, but whatever the combination
it set me to dreaming on one propo-
sition of that murder and 1 hardly
seemed myself.”

“Is that 07" said the man with the
pipe, in a tone that indicated sudden
and inteuse interest.

“Yes, I got to thinking about the mur-
derer, and about how he must feel just
now, I pictured myself as the anthor of
theerime. Itried to conceive what would
be my sensations if 1 were really the
moen who hod killed Old Winchester.
As I read, it seemed that some sort of
on influence came over me, and some
strange metamorphozis changed me
from my real personality, giving me
that of the assassin. 1 yielded mysel!
to the phenomenon, and mind and
body were no longer my own. I felt
the sudden sensation of horror which
comes to one who has just taken life.
Of horror not because of the wickedness
of the erime, but because of the im-
probability of escape. 1 fancied myself
standieg over the victim, whose body
Jay like 2 pulpy and disorganized bun-
dle before me, and wondering what had
made me so foolish as to kill him In
exactly the manner which would cause
the crime to be traced with unerring di-

*YOU GOT ON AT BIENTON."

pectness to me. Every provision | had
made for safety ascemed now to be a new
proof of guilt. My artfolly-contrived
iumutormmdmtwmependu—
larations of culpability.”

“But,” said the other, "yﬂll;;ﬁ Bno
marked weapor~po property of your
own which could lead to sssociation of
your pame with the crime—did you?”

adolt ora permn o! inle]lectf‘ Stralgbl.
way comes the answer—based on mt-
tendant facts—which shuts out of con-
sideration any but a man of intelli-
gence. It confines the murder to avery
narrow eircle—do you not see? Prob-
ably one-fifth of the people of this
world are intelligent enough to be
clever in a matter of munder; the other
four-fifths, given a crime for commis-
sion, would perform the work blunder-
ingly and amateurishly—would slaugh-
ter and go away. Thiscrime was notso
committed. uently s shrewd
and gifted man did the joh. Conse-
quently, also, four-fifths of the number
of men who might otherwise have been
held a= possibly blameworthy are ex-
culpated by the fact of their obtuse-
ners. Do you not see how blame is cen-
tered? As an illustration, let us take
the number 1,000. Say our culprit is
emong these. Well, if the crime shows
that the work was of a dullard, we
would 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.
Hut, on the other hand, the indications
are that the eriminal is a man of high
order of intellect. By the cold, hard
proof of unlying figures we straight-
way strike off 800 from the list of the
blamable, and we have but 200 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 the
philosophy 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 20, 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 0ld Winchester, stood at his bedy,
and in an instant all this flashed be-
fore my mental eye. Why, even as 1
looked about me, I saw how this de-
tail of preparation for the deed was
going to cut out 18 per cent., and that
other incident, which I had considered
&0 clever, waa 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

youth that figures cannot lie?”
The other man looked intently into
the face of the philosopher. He secmed

*“YOU MUBT GO ON TO THE CITY
WITH ME."

to be atiempting 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
horribly I had eyred. I saw that the
night beyond was filled 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 comnect me direcily 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 numercus.
1t is very simple. A death is brought
about by violence. Some man is tho
author of the wickedness. We take al2
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 definile and certain
One from two leaves ome in Illinoin
just ns it does in Syria. Arithmetie
cannot be set aside any more than ear
the law of gravitation. All this ap-
peared to me as I looked down upon the
face of my victim. I saw how I must
keep coming back to the seene to revise
and amend my crime, so that hlame
might be thrown elsewhere.”

The other man started in his seat,
He placed his pipe in his pocket.

“] saw that I must dwell forever in
an atmosphere of foolishly attempt.
ing to make four from five equal two
by making my figure five larger or my
figure four smaller on the blackboard.
But, my friend, it cannot be done.”
“No,” mid the other, “it cannot be
done.”

Suddenly there came a quick lurch of

his demeanor wus as of one emerging
from & hypnotic spell. He looked about
bastily. “I must get off,” hesald.

-

TALMAGES SERMON.

The Abounding Graoe of Christ and
His Sacrificea

What He Surrendered to Bscome the
Bavicor of Maukind—TWe Can Nover
Fully Appreciate His beli-
Abuegation.

Rev, T. DeWitt Talmage told again
the old, old story of abounding grace,
but dressed it in new garb in the tell-
ing. His sermon was based on the
text:

Ye know the grace of our Lord Jezus Christ,
that, though He was rioh, yet for your sakes
He became poor.~-11. Corlathlans, vili., $

That all the worlds which on a cold
winter's night make the Heavens one
great glitter are without inhabltanta
is an absurdity. Scientists tell usthat
many of these worlds are too hot or
¢old or too rarefied of atmosphere for
residence. Hut, if not it for human
abode, they may be fit for beiogs dif-
ferent from and superior to ourselves
We are told that the world of Jupiter
is changing and becomiong fit for crea-
tures like the hnman race,and that
Mars would do for the human family
with a little chanze in the structure of
our respiratory orgaoa. But that there
is & great world swung somewhere,
vast beyond imagination, and that it
is the headquarters of the universe,
and the m:tropolis of immeusity, and
has & population in oumbers vast be-
yond all statistics, and appointments
of splendor beyond the capacity of
canvas or poem or angel to describe, is
es certain as the Bible is anthentic.
Perhaps some of the astronomers with
their big telescopes have already
caught a glimpse of it, not knowing
what it is. We apell it with six let-
ters and pronounce it Heaven.

That is where Prince Jesua lived
nineteen centnres ago. He was the
King'sson. It was the old homestead
of eternity, and all its castles were as
old as God. No a frost has ever chilled
the air. Not a tear had ever rolled
dowa the cheek of one of ita inhalut-
ants. There had never been a head-
ache, or a suicide, or a heartache.
There had not been a funeral in the
memory of ihe oldest Iinhabitant
There bad pever in all the land woven
a black veil, for there had never been
anything to mourn over. The passage
of miilions of years had not wrinkled
or crippled or bedimmed any of its cit-
jzens. All the people there wers in &

&n awful centrifugal of sin seeming to
overpower the beautiful centripetal of
righteousness, and from it a groan
reached Ileaven. Such a sound had
never been heard there, Plenty of
sweet sounds, but never an outery 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 intothe night of this world. Out of
what a bright harbor into what a rough
seal “Stay with us,” eried angel after
angel, and potentats after poteniate.
**No,” sald the prince, “I can not stay;
I must be off for that wreck of a world.
I must stop that groan. I must hush
that distress. I must fathom that
abyss. I must redeem those nativns.
Farewell, thrones and temples, hosta
cheruble, seraphie, archangelicl 1
will come back again, carrving on my
shoulder a ransomed world. Till this
is done I choose earthly scoff to Heav-
enly acciamation, and a cattle pen to
a king's paluce, frigid zone of earth to
atmosphere of celestial radiance. 1
have no time to lose, for hark ye to
the groan that grows mightier while I
wait] Farewelll! Farewelll “Yeknow
the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,
that though He was rich, yet for your
sakes He becomea poor.”

Waa there ever o coutrast &0 overf
powering as that between the noon-
day of Christ's celestial departure and
the midnight of His earthly arrival?
Sure encugh, the angels were out that
night in the aky, and an especial me-
teor acted as escort, but all that was
from other worlds, and not from this
world. The earth made nodemonsira-
tion of welcome. If one of the great
princes of this world stepa out at a de-
pot, cheers resound, and the bands
play, and the flags wave. But for the
arrival o f this misalonary princs of
the skies not a torch flared, not a
trumpet blew, not s plume fluttered.
All the muosic and the pomp were
overhead. Our world opened for Him
nothiog better than a barndoor. The
rajah of Cashmere sent to Queen Vie-
toria a bedstead of carved gold and a
canopy that cost $730,00, Lut the
world had for the Prince of Heaven
and earth only s litler of straw. The
crown jewels 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 Ile was,
e ine gll the records of real estate

state of elernal =mdol What
floral and pomonic richness! Gardens
of perpetual bloom snd orchards In
unending fruitage. Had some spirit
from another world entered and asked:
*“What is sin? What is bereavement?
What is sorrow? What ia death?” the
brightest of the intelligences would
bave failed to give definitiop, though
to study the guestion there waasilence
in Heaven for half an hour.

The Prince of whom I speak had
b luments, aecclamations,
such u no other priuce, celestial or
terrestrial, ever enjoyed.. As He
passed the street, the inbabitants took
off from their brows garlands of white
lilies and threw them in the way. He
pever entered any of the temples
without all the worshipers rising np
and bowing in obeisance. In all the
processions 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,
aud among the 20,000 that the Psalmist
spoke of He was the swiftest and moat
flaming; or, as when St. John described
Him, He took white palfrey with what
prance of foot. and arch of neck, snd
roll of mane, and gleam of eye, ia
only dimly suggested in the Apo-
calypse. He wasnotlike other princes,
waiting for the father to die and then
take the throne. When yesrs ago an
artist in Germany made s plcture for
the royal gallery representing the
Ewperor William on the throme, and
the crown prince as having one foot
on the step of the l.l:rune. the Empemr
Willinm ordered the pl
mud said: “Let ths ae.? ' his
foot off the throme tlil [ leave it.
Already enthroned was the Heaven-
ly Prince side by side with the Father.
What a circie of dominion! What mul-
titudes of admirers! What unendiog
round of glories! All the towers chimed
the Prince’s praises. Uf all the inhab-
ftants, from the cenler of the city on
over tha hills snd clear down to the
beach against whieh tLbe ocean of im-
mensesity rolls ita billows, the Prince
was the acknowledged favorite. No
wonder my text says that “He was
rich.” Bet all the dismonds of the
earth in one seepter, build all the pal-
pces of the earth in one Alhambra,
gather all the pearls of the sea in one
dindem, put all Lthe values of the earth
in one diadem, put sll the values of the
earth in one coin, the sggregate conld
not express Hisaffluence. Yes, 5t.Paul
was right. Solomon had in gold £580,-
000,000, and in silver £1,070,377,000
But & greater than Bolomon is here.
Not the millionaire, but the owner
of all thinga. To describe Hia co-
lestial surroundings, the Hible usesnll
colors, guthering them in rainbow
over the throne snd setting them as
agsate in the temple window, and hodat-
ing 12 of them iuto the wall, from
striped.jasper at the base to transpar-
ent amethyst in the capstone, while
between are gresn of emerald, sod
snow of pear], and blue of sapphire,
aod yellow of topaz, gray of chryse-
prass, and flame of jacinth. All the
lovliness of landscape In foliage, and
river, and rill, and all snchantment
agquamarine, the sea of glass mingled
with fire as when the suna sinks in the
Mediterranean. All the thrill of mu-
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in worship, rich ln holi-
ok In worship, rich in “all the
fullpoas of the Godhesd bodily.”

But one day there was & big disaster
in a department of God's universse. A
yaco fallen] A world in ruins! Our
plavet the soeno of catastrophel A
globe awinging ost into dsrkness,

wnhmuniu.ndun.mm

in all that oriental country, and see
what vineyard,or what fleld He owned.
Not one. Of what mortgage was lie
the mortgagee? Of what tenement was
He the landlord? Of what lease was
He the lessee? Who ever paid Him
reni? Not owning the boat on
which Ilesailed, or the: beast on which
He rode, or the pillow on which He
slept. He had so little estate that in
order to pay Ilis tax He had to per-
form a miracle, putting the amount of
the assessment in a fish's mouth and
haviog 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 garmenta He
had worn, sleeping In them by night
and traveliog o 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
better if it had chosen. It had all the
means for making His earthly condi-
tions comfortable. Only a few years
before when Pompey, the general, ar-
rived in Drindlsi he waa grested with
arches and a costly colamn which cel-
ebrated the 12,000,000 people whom he
bad killed or conguered,and he was al-
lowed to wear his triumphal robe in
the senate. The world had applause
for lmperial butchers, but buffeting
for the Prince of Peace. Plenty of
golden chalices for the favored to
driok out of, but our Prince must put
His lips to the bucket of the well by
the roadside after He had begged for s
drink? Born in another man’s barn,
and eating at another man’s table,
and cruising the lake in another man’s
fishing smack, snd buried in another
man’s tomb. Four inspired authors
wrote His biography,and innumerable
lives of Christ have been published,
bot He posed His sutobiography
In & most compressed way. He said,
“I have trodden the wine press alone.”

Poor in the estimastion of nearly all
the prosperous classes. They called
him Sabbath-breaker, ' 'wino-blbhr.
traitor, blasph
the dictionary of* opprobrl.lm from
cover 10 cover to express their detesta-
tion. 1 can think now of only two
well-to-do men who espoused his
cause—Nicodemns and Joseph of
Arimathea. His friends for the most
part were people who, In that climate
where ophthalmia or Inflammation of
the eyeball sweeps ever and anon as &
scourge, bad become Dblind, sick
people who wers anxions to get
well, and troubled people in whose
family thers ‘was some one dead or
dying. If He had = purae atall it
was empty, or we would have heard
what the soldiers did with the con-
tenta. Poor? The pigeon in the dove
cote, the rabblt in its burrow, the
silkworm in its cocoon, the bee in Its
hive, is better provided for, better off,
better sheltered. Aye, the brute ere-
stlon has s home om earth, which
Christ had not. A poet says:

Bat the Crown Prince of all Heaven-
Iy dominions has less than the raven,
less than the chamois, for He was
bomeless. Aye, In the history of the
universe there is no other instance of
such down. Who ean count
the miles from the top of the throns to
the bottom of the eross? Claopatrs,
giving = uet to Antony, took s
pear]l worth a $190,000 and dissolved it
in vinegar andawallowed it. But when
our Prinpa, according to the evangel-
ist, in Hia Jast hours, took the vin-
egor; in it bad been dissolved all the

pe.rls of His Heavenly reysily. Dowa
until there was no other harrasameni
to suffer, poor until there was ne
other pauperism to torture. Billions
of dollars spent in wars to deatroy
men, who will furnish the atatiaties of
the value of that preclovs blood that
was shed to save ns? “Ye koow the
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, tlut,
though He was rlch yet for your sake
He became poor.”

Only thoss who study this text in
two places can fully realise ita power,
the Holy Land of Asia Midnor and the
Loly land of Heaven. I wish that some
day you might go to the Holy Land and
take a drink ont of Jacol's well, and
take s sail on Galilee, and read the
sermon of the Mount while standing
on Olivet, and see the wilderness
where Christ wastempted, and be some
afternoon on Calvary at abont three
o'clock—the hour at which closed the
crucifixion—and sit under the syca-
mores and by the side of brooks, and
think and dream and pray about the
proverly of Him who came our souls
to save. Byt you may be de-
nied that, and so here, In another
continent and in aunother hemi-
sphere, and In scenes as differ-
eal as possible, we recound, as well
we may, how poor was our Heavenly
Prince. But in the other holy land
above we may all study the riches that
He left bebind when He started for
earthly expedition. Comse, 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 thrope, or st the outside
gate. Jesus got the contrast by ex-
chaoging that world for this; we will
get it by exchanging this world for
that. There and then you will ander-
stand more of the wondera of the

grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, who,
"though He was rich yot for your
sakes became poor.”™

Yes, grace, free grace, sovereign
grace omnipotent gracel Among the
thousands of words in the language
there is no more queenly word. It
means free and uomerited kindnesas.
My text has no monopoly of the word.
One hundred and twenty-nine times
does the Bible enlogize grace. Itls &
door swung wide open to let into the
pardon of God mll the millions who
chose to enter it

John Newton sang of It when be
wr

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound,
That saved the wreich like me.
Philip Doddridge put it into all hymn-
ology when he wrote:
Grace, "tls & charming sound,
Harmonlous to Lhe ear;
Heaven with the echo shall rescund,
Aud sll she earch shall bear.

One of Juhn Bunyan's great books
is entitled “‘Grace Aboundiog.” *“Itis
all of grace that I am saved™ has been
on the lips of hundreds of dying Chris-
tians. Tihe boy Sammy was right
when being examined for admisaion
into churech membership he was
asked, “Whose work was your salva-
tion?™ and he answered, “Part
mine and part Gods.," Then the
examiner asked, “What part did you
do, Sammy?” and the answer waa, “I
opposed God ail 1 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 offerad
lo compensate him, and Fletcher
answered: *“There is only one thiog I
want, and that is more grace.”

Yes, yes; for your sakes! It was not
on a pleasure excursion that He came,
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 mot because it was
easy, for He koew that it wounld be
thorn, and spike, and Lunger,
and thirst, and vociferstion of
angry mobs “For your sakesl”
To wips away your tears, to for-
give your wrongdoing, to companion<
ship your loneliness, to soothe your
sorraws, to sit with you by the news
made grave, to bind your wounds in
the ugly battle with the world, and
bring you home st last, kindling up
the mists that _fall on your
dying wisiom with the sunlight
of & glorious morn. "“For your
sakes!” No; I- will change that
Paul will not' care and Christ will not
eare if [ change it, for I must get into
the blessedness of the text myself, and
so I say: “'For our sakes!” For we all
have our temptstlons and bereave-
ments and conflicts. For our sakes!
We who deserve for our slus to bo ex-
patiiated into a world aa much poorer
than this as this earth is poorertthan
Heaven. For our sakes! Baol what a
{frightful coming down to iake us
gloriously upl

When Artaxerxes was hanting, Tire-
bazus, who was sttending him, showed
the king a rent in his garments, the
king sald: “How shalll mend it?” "By
giving it to me,” said Tirebazus. Theno
the king gave him the robe, but com-
msaoded him never to wear it, as it
would be inappropriste. But see the
startling and comforting fact, whils our
Prince throws off the robe, He mnot
only allows ua to wear it, but com-
mands us to wear it, and it will be.
come us well, and for the poverties of
our spiritual state we may put on the
splendors of Heavenly regslement
For our sakesi Oh, the personality of
this religion! Not an abstraction, not
su arch under which we walk to be-
hold elaborate masonry, mot an
fce castle like that which thas
Empress Elizabeth of Russin ovar
a2 hnndred years age ordered
to be comstructed, winter with ita
trowels of crystal cementing the huge
blocks that had beem qumhdﬁo-
the ﬁ-uen rivers of tln
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take into our

spd business, md recrsations, snd
joys, and sorrowa Nok an unmaa-
ageable gift, likke the ‘ulbym
to Ptolemy, which

to row, and the draught of Inhr'll
so great that it eowld not comea neas
the shore, but something you can ran
up any stream of annoysnece, however
shallow. Enpichment now,

ment fovovon

“IN THE CHRISTMAS.”
The Bage of Rooky Creck Looking
Backwarda.

Haak Willlams and Widder Biggern—
When the Course of True Leve Dida't
Baa Emotth by a Whele Lot=
The Out Prayinest Prayer.

Every time I go down to the Flat
Woods and back—acrost the bridge
over the Jordan
ecreek — I can’t
keep from
thinkin about
Hank Williams
and the widder
Biggers, and
the scandious

bad confusion-
y ment which
i they got into
onest wpon o
time. In them

3 days, touchin
which I now seat my-:lfmlkopm-\
{ew scatterin remarks, Hank Williams
waa livin right thereat the old Williams"
place on the hill this side of the cresk,
whilst the Widder Biggers rhe was dv-
In over ncrost on the other sile a mle
and a half, or maybe a little befter,

To Do About or Die

At that time the Widder Big jefa wis
fat and fair and forty—already “broke
and bridlewise,” as Brit Foster were
wont to say. But Hank Willlains he
wias one of the most nervous and bash-
fulest men that I have ever scraped up
an acquaintance with. Ie was jest
sbout good grown then—stood full six
feet in his socks and was a man amongst
men. He had went through 15 or 20
bad fights and always whipped his man
as easy as fallin off of & wet log. But
when it come to the female generation
—wel, Hank Williams he wan't in the
fizht any to speak of. I have scen him
git caught out amongst the women
folks, us it were, and blamed if it didn’t
look to me like he would have every-
thing on the sick list from a night
sweat to s buck ager. I now recollect
one time when a gang of us boys tolled
Hank off to a brrak down dance over
the hill country and turned him loose in
the house where there was a fremendius
big drove of girls and he was theonlyest
boy, and I'll be blesned if he didn't take
& suddent case of measles and break
out.

Tt was in the dead of wi.nter—'wme-
wheres along between Christmas amd
New Year—and by this time Hank had
worked up a furious bad case wilh
the widder. He had sent her his fine
two-year-old turkey gobbler to make

a Christmas dinner, and in hog killin
lune she had returned hiadouble-breast-
el compliments by serdin him a  big
miess of backbone, and spare ribs, aml
sausages, and the like of that. So fur
as anybody knows, Hank never did
fool off any time writin love letters,
with plenty of flowers and faney trim-
mins throwed in for good measure.
Dut yet still at-the same time, anybody
could shet one eye and see that he
meant - business over aorost the creek,
and the widder—well, she want gone
nowheres,

Finally at last in them days it come
to pass that a big circus was comin to
town Friday night before New Year,
and the time had now come for Hank
Williams to do about or die.

sCut the Pot, Win or Lose.”

That Wedneasday mornin before the.
circus was to show on Friday Hank
come by our bouse bright and early on
his way to town. I bad went out tv
the lot and was tendin to the stock
when he rid by in & swingin gallop—
which up to that time I never hail
seen him pass by before sunrise, nor
ridin faster than a peart fox walk.

“Somethin’s in the wind this mornin,
Rufus,” says mother to me, when I re-
tursed back from the lot. “Hank Wil-
liams is up and gome too outlandish
soon and ridin most to furious like and
fast.”

But I didn’t take any tar Do~
tice of what was goin on till late that
evenin when Hank come back from
town: Then I could ses wherein moth-
er had placed him dead io rights. He
was now ridin in & spankin new buggy.
with bright shinin hsrness and & red
striped lap robe. Human nature is
most in general always buman, and 50
1 naturally went out in the big road
when I saw Hank comin, and helt him
up aod called on him to know what in
the discovered world was goin on.

“Nothin in particular, Rufe,” say=he.
“exceptin it is now or never with me
und the widder. The cards are comin
my way thia evenin, and to-morrow I
will cut the pot, win or lose. We have
made our arrangements to go and take
in the show, hand in hand together,
end then if the weddin don't come oft
in pursuit of adjournment, 1 will have
to know the reason why. Rufe, you
have travelled all the gaits and coversd
all the ground. Sposin you come over
and see me off in good and regular
order.”

Man sir, I can shet my eyes to-night
and look back and see Hank Williama
uhemtfoﬂhth&dqtonmtm

pocket be carried a sew open-facesilver
wateb, which you could hear it tick into
the next room. On one finger be wore
® gty gold ring, whilst the smell of
musk was in his clothes and bear grease
In his hair. And when be weatoutand
driv off in his new buggy—with the
hi;ht-lﬂuhltn-ndndltﬂp-lhp
nh--lmhnruﬂ-ur
homes, | hamestring bholds and the traces

break and the hreechin dom’t iy up,

Everyt wﬁlmmh-nd lovely,
Rufe, uuhi‘:ummmﬂnm“
says Hank to me, “but as I driv acrost
the the machinery jumped a cog.
Dudblame it, there is where I busted the
ju‘mdlpillmymm-)mw-
You know 1 was drivin that big sorei
horse Ball, which I got in the swap with
Will Tom Pickens, and whick Will Tom
had bought him from the widder.

“Well, as I driv acrost.the bridge, feel-
in as rich and handsome os sny rosebud, .

1 pulled out my watch and leant back to
see what time of doy it was. Right
there—inthat very same sad minute
old Ball tipped and fell to his knees,
znd then floundered around there so
terrific till hanged if it didn’t look to
me like he would tear the bridge down
before he could catch on hie feet onest
more. In the general shake uwp and
confusionment 1 dropped my watch and
it rolled off of the bridge and into the
creek below. 1 had saw right where it
fell, and it didn't take me long to see
what I had to do, or lose a bully waich.

“So I driv out on the other side of the
bridge, turned old Ball out to one sids
of the road, climbed out of my fine
clothes and my stovepipe hat, and went
down into the water after my watch.
Now presently, whilst I waa down
there chin-deep in the water feelin for
my watch with my toes—thinkin I
would find it for certain before I made
the dive—-1 looked up the hill and theve
waa old Ball, polin off in a jog trot and
headed for the widders with my fina
new suit of store-boughtclothesand my
stovepipe hat in the buggy.

“Then, man, air, I come up out of
that water like I was shot out of & can-
non and put out up the road after old
Ball. I give him a clost race for some-
thin better tlmn a mile, and when
ﬂnﬂ]y-thﬂlmbled inta the

ggy from behind we was right thero
huightdl'.hewldder’shoue 0ld Ball
hed slipped the bridle and was draggin
the lines on the ground. I couldn't
pull him in, and the blamed old skate
wonldn™t atop for nothin. [ talked to

him kind snd gentle like, then loud and

vehement. I first bégged him, and then
cussed him, but dadburn him he halt
hin ghit and the road — péver
missed a lick uphill and downhiil.
You can see, Rufe, where somethin pad
to be done right away immediately,
and a little sooner if possible.

“Consequentially I clambered into n
few of my clothes and then wrapped up
snug and clost in ome corner of my
large amd lovely lap robe. Likewise
also, I pulled on wy fine fur trimmed
dogskin gloves and my hat
~—which in the maintime it had fell out
and got run over and mashed in the
mud till it looked Iiksthsmuledgn
ol ruination. Time was so precious
then—the moments flew so scandalous-
ly fast—and I done like you would do,
Rufe—like any man would do in a bal
case of pushency. And to speak forth
the great unwashed truth, when I tell
you Ihlﬂmll.-tnvepipehlt.lplir
of gloves, o lap robe and a few under-
garments—the story is told.

“This and sc we reached the wid-
der’s place. If I had but only helt the
ribbons in one hand and a good whale-
bone whip in the other, I would of driv
right on by there in o dead run. But
in gentle remembrance of his corn and
fodder in the past—for the sake of bet-
ter and brighter days gone by—that
blamed old borse turned out and trotted
right up to the front gate.

“The widder, it would seem, she was
ready and a wait ped clean out
of sight and dressed in an inch
of her life.—Here she come prancin ou
to the buggy, with her ribbons and her
finery paturally rostlin in the wind and
whistlin at every step. We passed the
reglar compliments in regurds to the
weather, and when she wanted toknow
how 1 was comin on, I told her ruther
porely, thank the Lord. She wanted me
to light and come in and let her fix ma
up some snakeroot and pepper tea. But
I was as hot as & fox right then and
swestin like a free nigger on election
day. Then she in snd fixed the
bridie and took up the lines and erawled
into the buggy, and we rid off towards
town. The widder she had circus on
the braim, and nothin but the circus
would fill the bill for her. She could tell
that I was neither drunk nor crasy,
and from my general appesrmenis [

reckcn she thought 1 was too bad’

skeered ndntthdhhnwnyﬂ:h.
for certain.
"Al“dﬂvmdontlamﬁlm
dered in my soul what I must do. And
what could I do( BEufe, but put my trust
in the good Lord, and wait and waich
and pray. In my mind and on thesly I

road, and old Ball
suddent like till tha couplin pin broke,
the buggy come uncoupled, and me and
the widder went down in on sad smash-




