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CHAPTER XIIL

General Banderet was beaten.

At the last moment his young competitor
for the nomination shook & political trump
card out of his sleeve with Irrestible effect;
the Banderet fu.ces were surprised to such
a degree that, within the time at command,
they could not rearravge themsclves {0 meel
the pew.issue, and all was Jost.

At about three in tbe afternoon the first
pews of the catastrophe reached Hawford by
wire from Indianapolls. Breyten had &ar-
ranged to bave an early message, but &
cligue of local politiciars were ahead of
him, and the rumor passed along the street
before his first dispatch arrived, He heard
men telling oue another; some were swearing
viciously #nd some were rejoicing. His first
thought was of Rosalynde, whom he bad
not seen since leaving the Banderet home.

Just before he went to Indianapolis to open
whdt he spoke of as his ‘‘headquarters” at
a hotel, General Banderct bad called upon
Breyton, and what he said took rhe ycung
men somewhat by surprise. The geperal was
pothing if not warm in his marner, and he
professed great embarrassment.

**I could not get up the courage (0 men-
tion it while you were at my house’’ he
sald; *“‘and then, as you know, I was at home
very little' during your convalescence. This
devilish campaign tock 21l of my time. But
I feel in honer bound to tell you thai when
the doctors though you were going to die,
I looked into your papers, and so discovered
who you are.” 1ic hesitated a2 momeni, a8

it ¢ cting Breyten to speak, then added:

) I've kent your secret from everybody.

t 2 soul but myself knows it. I hope, sir,
oun’'ll not think I did wrong.”

‘ou did e ty * said Brey-

righ

a- |

neht- |

1|
ame away frcm your |
to tell you — " |

“My dear . no—it was nothing, less than |
po.hing. My granddaughter’s earelessness in |
rusning against you was the cause of it all,
sud the very least that 1 could do was the
west that ! could do, which was poar
enough.”

*Miss Banderet did nmet run against me,”

Breyten replied with emphasis. *‘1 dashed
right over her, and, besides, 1 was on the
g side of the road, scorshing like a blind
in the least to blame; she
[ my way v save

She was not
n't have g

out oif

re generous. and I won't argue the

pcin the general d scavely; ‘I only
£ay what she reportes osalynde—my grand-
satd that you were not ip the least
She said ihat riding

she \\'i,s
and paying rdo earthly

as she could go
g who might he coming.

to what or
that z¢ I'm so glad that you're both
2t eof it so well that 1 don’t care whose

ault it was.”
“Well, 1 do care,”” Breyten imsisied. "Il
is ap abominable injustice to lay the slight-
est blame upen Miss Banderet, and it shan’t
be done.”’

The old man smiled in his most bland and
the smile had always been his
and long practice
in his face ready

gracious way
political attraction,
had arranged the wrinkles

to spring it with the least possible effort on
his part.

I had but a moment before going to my
traln,”” the general said, rising and lifting

Lis great smile with him, “and I.ran in to
sdy just & word or iwe.” He extended his
hand as Breyten rose also, must burry
away. Only four days until the convention
sits; and 1 have hot, hard work before me.
I dread it.”

I heartily wish you success,”” said Brey-
ten. *'Is there any ng that 1 can possibly
do to aid you? I1f so, command me, general:
1 am yours for all I am worth.”

The young mman's transparent sincerity was
so different from what General Banderet's
experience with political friends had kept
before him that it sent something like a
waft of refreshment through him. His smile
changed, his eyes softened. He said: “Thank
you, sir, thank you. No, it's with the party
leaders now, and I think I'm all right. From
this on the struggle will be along the line
of secret combinations with the candidates
for the other offices. But I must be off. Beej
you again when 1 come back.””

Or his way to the railway station General
Banderet stepped inte the bank to get some
money, and was informed that another credit
of tep thousand dollars haed been surrepti-
tiously added to his account. He drew a
small amount and went his way in a fever
of delight, for now he felt sure the money
came from the coffers of an enormously rich
presidential candidate, whe, in his own iu-
terest, wanted him nominated; and if this
were so, it would follow that the deus ex
machina, which, according to pelitical cue-
tom, had to be let down in the convention’s
midst to control things at the last moment,
must be favorable to the Banderet cause.

Breyten was not surprised when the ra-
mor of General Banderet's defeat reached
him: he had expe~ted it; yet he could net
guard agalnst a stroke of unreasomable dis-
anpointme nd it irritated him to hear the
hotel loungers making their bruta! comments.
SRomechow Resalynde seemed (o him 30 closely

ted with hker grandfather’'s fate that

it was as if her name and fame were being
handied by the p ical rabble.

What would be the effect upon her? His

lse was to go forthwith to her with
v burden of cheer to lavish upon her
a bright and light-hearted girl of
ter would rot take a matter of this
eriously; sand would it not be a
to help her turn the
incident frmily out-

t sunk as he thought
in his way and forbidding
every and tender act. The girl's ac-
cepted lover had the exclusive right to what
he, Br €en, turning over in his mind
i tiom.

He sat there scarcely aware of the gab-
hling crowd of excited and beery politicians;
their comments no longer irritated him; he
was wrestling with himself,

It is not in the r e of a bold-hearted
young man to doubt ability to win the
gir] he loves over all comers. DBreyten felt
sure he conld make Rosalynde love him (o
the utter destruction of every claim that
Rayle ha r. He even fancied that
already he had = ed her heart. But could
he honorably go a 1gle step farther? Was
not complete and unconditional abandonment
9t the feld the imperious demand of duty?
Duty! That is a cap of wormwood offered
instead of the wine for which our whele be-
mg thirsts. He made a2 wry face st the
thonght. Axnd then there was a Iresh stir,
with broken ejaculations amd a guick group-
ing of the wen around the desk, where mes-
sages were belng received.
.. “Dead! General Banderet? How's that?”

“Dropped dead on ithe plaiform o the con-
vention hall.”

““The devil you say!™

Breyvten was listening
breath.

“How'd it bappen?”’

“‘Read that dispatch.’’

Men tiptoed to look over one another's
shoulders, while some person in the cemter
of the compact group read ajoud:

“Indiagepolis, 3:12 p. m.—Beneral Lucien
Banderet fell in au sapepletic fit while at-
tempting to mcve the unanimous indorsement
of the nominee. He died before medical aid
could awvall. Great confusion and execite-
ment.”’

“Pore old man, be was hit hard,”’ said a
henevolent looking fellow who wore the op-
position badge. ‘‘He ortn’t to a-run; he was
oo old.”

Breyten let fall his paper and sprang to his
feet. In the intensity of his feeling it was
as if e saw the biow of the terrible news
fzll upon Rosalynde.

With a blur of conflicting emotions in his
mind be made some hurried inquiries of the
men Dearest to him, and then sought ibe
qutet of his room to be alone while he con-
#ldere@ what he must do. He could not
escape from the shadowy half-impression that
in some way he had been instrumental in
developing the tragedy which must cast upon
& young and inexperienced girl a terrible
shock and perhaps change héer whole life.

In the course of a few moments he received
a telegraphic message confirming what had
already been made public, with the addi-
tional statement that the general's body

with suspenfled

Breyten could not think; the whole tragedy,
grim and dark, wgs refractory when he tried
te eonsider it. One thing, however, was
clear to him; it would be unbearable to see
Rosalynde and not be able to try to comfort
her; and besides, what right had he to go to
her in her affiction? He walked to and fro
withk his bends clasped bebind him. What
was he-ip do? He could not retreat, he could
not go forwaid. f

In fact, he did nothing. He eyen forgot his
dinper and went to late lo toss from
side to side snd argue with himself. Next
day he avoided the hotel lobby and did not
ga out fo ‘ake .the walk which since nis
recovery hgd been a daily comfert and source
of rejavigoraticn. What was going on in his
mind” made him feel the need of absolute
isolation and, se to spelk, insulation.

In spite of himself, a sense of guilt hov-
ered close 10 every thought, and from this,
hgd &e becn older; he might bave. foretold
the outcome of his moral fermeut. But he
vas young, &«r'¢ youth is as obtuse and ue-
certain as it is agile and flexible.

Over and over he said, ‘It is a question
of privilege.”” And then he leaped up, shak-
ing kis head like a young lion. ‘‘Love is free,
He wins wio can!" he cried. His own voice
made him recoil. a

XIII. ¢

After the funeral of Rosalynde's grand-
father it was announced in the newspapers
that Dr. Reger Banderet, with his wife and
daughther, bad arrived from New Orleans
&nd would epend some time at the home of
his brother, the late General Lucien Ban-
deret. The pvrllic was further informed that,
by the general's will, Miss Rosalynde was
made the sole successor to her grandfather’s
estate, and that gs soon as the proper for-
malities of a legal settlement were over she
would go with her relatives to live in New
Orleans: 4

Breyten reaé this, and felt a sudden fear
that should he delay longer Rosalynde'mlght
be gone away before he could see her, even
to say good-by. But could he trust himself
to cay good-by? Could he say it?

The next day he was called to Indianapolis
upon business which to most men would
have proved very exciting. His lawyer had
hastened from New York with paper for him
to sign in connpection with a vast estate sud-
denly falling to him fromn an eccentrie bach-
elor uncle just dead.

But a few additional ‘millions really meant
little to him, nor did his uncle’s death dis-
turb him, for he had never seen that some-
what disreputable and very miserly kinsman,
nor had he heard the least good of him
from any source whatever. He did pot at
once try to realize what the doubling of his
income stood for in the way of personal in-
fiuence and material power, and his accep-
tance of the estate was perfunctory in the last
degree j

From Indiarspolis he had to go tc Chicago
and Milwaukee and Minneapolis, where tedi-
ous processes of court transfers of large real
estate interests occupied him for several
weeks. At times he felt that the play was
not worth the candle. Why should he waste
all this precious time obeying the beck and
call of that sordid god, business? It were
petier to lose all the old miser's grimy treas-
ure than to miss one accent of—

But here he always breke off, for there was
something in him that recoiled.

Matters dragged; the careful and plodding
lawyer insisied upon patience and orderly
attention to every detail as it came up for
consideration; and so September was hang-
ing a new moon in her dusky evening's sky
when Brevten once more reached Hawford.
By this time he had settled the question as
to what he would do, and he meant to do it.
Rosalynde and Alfred Ray e were lovers and
ongaged to be married. To interfere, or iry
to interfere, would be wrong. His duty was
clear. He wouid be a man, in short, and
face the inevitable with a grm countenance.
All he had to do was very simple; he would
call upon Miss Banderet—he sternly thought
of her now as Miss Banderet—say good-by,
and be off about his pleasure. He was in
sueh haste to carry out this simple plan of
action that when he reached the hotel he
could searcely be reasonable and wait until
8 o'clock, which, somehow, he had learned
was the hour for evening calls in Hawford.

A pile of letters, accumulated during his
jong absence from the hotel, lay on his table,
but he did not open them, or even look them
over, They could wait a few hours longer;
in the morning would be time enough,

The streets were emply when he went out;
everybody had gone to the opera house to
listen to a speech by the candidate for gov-
ernor. In passing an alley .Breyten looked
up the forlorn stalrway leading to Rayle's
studio. The electric light from the saloon
cpposite shone upon the grimy ladder. It
was not a pleasant moment in which to
recall Rayle's position as master of fate, and
unconsciously Breyten hastened his steps.
When he reached the Banderet homestead
there was no gleam in the windows. He
stood on the threshold in the dark for a
while, bearing only a screech-owl and a
gentle soughing in the trees.

le listened, and a queer sense of isolation
and defeat came upon him; then he banged
the heavy koncker until growling echoes and
clanking responses seemed to return from
every room within. The house was unten-
anted, as the very atmosphere declared, and
Breyten felt ‘as empty as if life itself had
gore from him on a visit. He crammed his
hands deep into his pockets and stood scow!-
ing at the surrounding gloom. There was
nothing to do but go back to the hotel and
wait until he could find out whither the Ban-
derets had flown. Then he reflected that it
certainly was none of his business to be
hunting on the track of peeple who cared
nothing for him. So he strode straightway
to his rooms with bis head high, doughtly
smiling to think how sireng he was.

Ameng the letters on his table lay one from
Rayle. He knew it as soon as he spied it,
altbough he never before had seen the man's
chirography. It may have been the Paris
postmark that conveye@ the impression, or
it may have been intuitive grasp of proba-
bilities; "at all events, he tore open the en-
velop and unfolded the letter with no kindly
feelilng for the writer, not aniucipating any-
thing worth reading, and yet greedily sean-
ping the lines. Somehow the man’s name
was a burden to Breyten now, the memory
of him a shadow in his mind. As for the
ietter, it surprised him. He read it twice:

ur Mr. Breyten: When you receive this

st, who is 10 make my leg sfraight.
‘eat doctor; maybe you've heard of
him, Dr. Jules de Montravin, He says that
I am to be i perfect physical man in a few
weeks, " He guaraatees it.  You know what
this means to me, and to Rosalynde It
means more than art or fame or fortume. 1
am not letting Rosalynde know that [ am
doing this. She would worry and imagine
dire results; and, besides, 1 want to come
bome and surprise her.

Now, I've got to tell you more, which you
will keep sacredly secret. 1 have abandoned
art. 1 can’t see bow 1 ever began with it,
The masters here showed me quickly that
I've not the least crll 10 painting; not even
eign painting. This has made be willing to
undergo the terrible ordeal of the nospital.
If I come out all rigat, I'll go at the law or
medicine or real estate or anything. 1f I
die, it's all over.

To be blunt and honest with you, I must
tell you that 1 think you are the one who
gave me my chance in life. 1f [ Wrong,
you'll not care; ¥ I am right, words are no
evidence of the obligation and thankfuluess
I feel. Rosalynde writes me often about
you; she thinks you a wonderful man, and
s0o do 1. If [ come out of this with perfect
limbs, 1I'll be 2 wonderful man, too.

1 felt boundl to tell you all this, which may
not interest you in the least. The thought
that probably you the money to
pay my way seemed to make it right for me
to let you know what I am doing. At all
events, you have my secret now, and I im-
plieitly trust' you to keep it.

I was about to forget ome thing, perbaps.
the most important; certainly the most dis-
agreeable of zall. " I am writing a lot of let-
ters to Rosalynde, to be dated properly here-
after and sent fo her & the time that
1 shall be under torture and uvable to write
or dictate or de amything but grean or lie in
a stupor of drugs, These letters will teil
her how well I am doing in my studies, and
all that, to keep her happy. As soon as I'm
over it, 1 shall write the whole truth to her.
God bless her and you. Yours sincerely,

—Alfred Rayle.

The letter was posted on the day of General
Banderet’s death. Doubtless Rayle had ep-
tered the hospital before the tragic news

reached him at all, as his doctor would al-

would be taken at once to Hawford.

wost certainly forbid anything exciting while
% . - ’-:'-:'»' e S T o

I shall be in the hands of a surgeon-

reached him, or mere probably it had not]let

an operation so delicate and dangerous was
going en. <t .

To Breyten the time had seeméd so long
that now, as he looked back to Rayle's last
interview with him, he found bimself won-
dering it it might not be that Rayle was dead,
Surely some word would have come from him
had the surgery beer successful. But them,
while in the hospital he could not write; he
bad said so in his letter, and, besides, it
would be to Rosalynde that the first news
would go. “,

Theére was another letter, however, lylng an
the table that very moment, which presently
Breyten read. It was from the great Parisian
specialist. It ran in substance thus:

Your friend, Mr. Alfred Rayle, who Is
under treatment with me, hegs me to say
to you that he is doing very well and will be
perfectly cured at the end of two. monthe
from this ti He particularly wishes you
to tell no anything about his condition.

Distance takes the reality out of things by
hanging over them a mist of vagueness.
Breyten had traveled enough to overcome the
illusion, but yet he could not feel the imme-
diate touch of fact from what he bad read.
He tried to imagine how Rayle would look
standing up firmly on two good, straight legs.
He even attempted to measure the rearranged
man with himself, They would be different;
but he feared that Rayle might be the bhand-
somer, so dark, so maguetic, so finely and
massively regdlar in his features. He crum-
pled the doctor's letter impatiently,

Other surprises awaited him in the yet un-
opened missives on the table. A small proto-
graph, taken from a portrait of his mother
painted by a celebrated artist, fell out of an
envelop along with a sheet of dainty mnote
paper, on which he read:

Somehow I must have sent the wreng pict-
ure in my other aote. Won't you please
return it to me at Old Point Comfort?

—Rosalynde Banderet.

After a few moments given freely to dizzy
gazing at the signature, as if it had been
Rosalynde herself, he nervously fingered the
remaining envelopes for ‘‘my other note”
until he found it. His heart quivered, or
seemed to, and a tender sense of weakness
crept through him when he drew forth an-
other little photograph. Then his eyes dilated
Greamily; for there she was, Rosalynde, just
as he saw her under the bridge. He almost
forgot to read the accompanying note, so long
was he absorbed in gazing and remembering.

We are leaving for Old Point Comfort. I
saw in the newspapers that you were to be
absent some time, so I -inclose this photo-
graph, which you told me was of your
mother. You left it in a book, and I ac-
cidently found it.

The date opposite Miss Banderet's signature
was more than three weeks in the past, and
he saw that the other note had been posted
at Washington city. But the photograph, al-
though a trifie worn, as if by much carrying
about and indifferent handling, was suffi-
ciently vivid to hold Breyten's eyés away
from everything else. He looked at it and
dreamed over it until far in the night. The
round, frank eyes, the sweet, immature
mouth, the softly oval cheeks, the lissome
form, were those.of a gir! in her mid-teens,
a gir! just blooming into what Rosalynde was
on the day of their meeting at the bridge. A
painter might have made much of Breyten's
unconsecious pose. The picture lay flat upon
the table almost between his elbows, while,
with his hands in his hair, clutching the
bright, short locks on either side of his big
head, he gazed and .smiled and frowned and
chewed his mustache, as though mad and
glad and perplexed, but; over all, despairing.

The last thought before he went to sleep
was that he would have a copy of the photo-
graph before he sent it back. Nor did con-
science seem to take cognizance of his pur-
pose, . for early next morning he went
straightway and accomplished it without a
qualm; and, for fear something might go
wrong with the negative, he kept the original
until he had his finished copy, a remarkably
good one, in hand.

By this time he was ready to write what
he regarded as a well-considered and thor-
oughly disinterested letter to Miss Banderet,
He was so fastidipus about the compesition,
indeed, that he was more than a week doing
it; dbut when at last it seemed just what it
ought to be, he mailed it with the tiny pic-
ture carefully enclosed; nor did he find out,
until too late, that, by some unaccounsable
=lip, he had sent the copy instead of the
original. Somehow the discovery touched him
accurately upon the spring that loosed the
jocund spirit so natural to him, and he
laughed in his old boyish, hearty way, hold-
ing the picture before him and gazing at it
as if it bad said or done semething extremely
mirth-provoking, a!beit the sweet, open look
of the girl’s eyes was bewitchingly serious.

‘It is preposterous!'’ he presently thought.
“It's outrageous! And what will she say?
God bless her!"

He kissed the picture at least twenty times
before a wave of soberness checked him, and
then he thought of Ravle,

XIV.
Now, this is what Breyten wrote:

Dear Miss Banderet: Both of your notes
were on my table when 1 returned, nearly a
month after they were written. 1 read the
gecond one first; then I was in a great hurry
to open the other, and when I did open it the
inelosure surprised ard delighted me. The
photograph shows you exactly as you looked
that day under the bridge. 1 see you before
me while 1 write, your eyes gazing past me
with a vast, sweet, ravishing Indifference.
Precisely so does this little photograph which
1 so grudgingly will return to yeu in this
letter.

I am of half a mind to keep this forlorn
little picture of you. Somehow I feel that
possession of its origina! in my deepest
memory has proven my right to hold fast
the shadow. As I probably shall never seeo
you again, and knowing that you are not to
be troubled with what I may tell you ahout
yourcelf, 1 am going to say the whole truth.
The moment that I saw you at the bridge
out yonder you took adeep hold of my heart.
1 feel that 1 have loved you passionately
every mcment since we met. But singe I
found out your engagement te Mr. Rayle
1 have been trying to reconcile myself to the
inevitable. I eannot do it; I can only stand
upon my honor; 1 can only say to myselfl
that you are beyond my reach—that 1 must
not try to reach you. You love Rayle; he is
a splendid fellow; he loves you; you t{wo are
engaged to be married; that is all. I am out-
gide and must stay there. I see in the eyes
of this picture that from the first you were
sealed against me; you were reserved for
Rayle. It is bard on me; but then what a
stroke of high, sweet fortune fo* Rayle'. [
go down, he goes up. What a weight it is
that bears me down, and what a life of joy
is his! I onght not to wish or even dream
of shifting my burden to him.

In writing all this to you I feel doubtful
and uneasy about my right to do it—not my
right to love you, for somehow that seems
unquestionable and a thing to die by. The
trouble is Rayle. The man rushed into my
sympathy and regard at our firet meeting.
He secmed so earnest, so sincere, and so
brave under great disadvantages, and i:
seemed to me that you must have given him
his courage.

When 1 returned and feund that you were
gone, my first impuise was' to follow vou,
to keep you in sight, to linger near you.
But what right have 1, I thought, to go
where she *s? So I am not going to follow
you: I am going as far from you as I ean,
not to try to forget yousI can never do that
—but to be sure that you shall not suffer on
my account. v

Just now, when I looked up from this writ-
ing to your picture, the face seemed to smile
upon some one far off, past me. And then I
suddenly was under the bridge, and the storm
was on, and your arms went around mwe tight,
tight, so that I felt a great, sweet joy tingle
all through me. I can write this frankly,
because 1 am never to see you again, and
because your love for Rayle will prevent
everything that else might come of such &
confession; but it seems unpatural, some-
how, that you should have ioved any man but
me, and I tell you now that I sha¥ never feel
differently about ii, no matter what cames.

Doubtless 1 am seeming very folish to you,
as you read this; for I think it is quite im-
possible to make intelligible explanation of
an inward condition like mine, or to give
any adeguate excuse for what I am compelled
to write. My whole future seems uninterest-
ing, not worth livlnf in, dnd I am without
aitn. Why should have met you at the
bridge out yonder? Why did you nurse me
back to life?

. 1 do not mean to be foolishly sentimental:
what good could it do? And, besides, it is
not my nature to pule and mope; but what
is life worth when a man loses as I have?
What would life be worth to you were you
to find that Alfred ‘Rayle loved not you, but
another girl? That is a practical question
which makes condition somewhat within
your reach. k at it seriously., What
would life be worth to Rayle if be were to
with

discover that you -were in love ; some
other man?’' Imagine the ‘in that brutal
way. You see that it would be like the end

ot how abisll 1 end this letten?

t sl Somethin,
drags at me and tells mthul“htbtug
it up and end it so.. A weight of doubt—about
my right to tell you how 1 l—hinders
thought and confuses my language, so that [
do not say just what I wish to. Yet | am
somehow quite sure that your dear heart will
tell you what I cannot.

1 inclose your picture. I want to keep it,
and I do not want to keep it. It is you, and
it is not you, It gladdens me, it over-
whelms me with despair. I do not know what

I am going to do. No need to.stay here; for
I hear that you are not coming back any
more, and 1

‘not expect you to answeér this
ter. - You cannot answer {t. What

ou say? You are happy and deuﬂcﬁ'g

b always, and it cannot matter with you
i€'T Tever Again And thg Sld SArelces, Moty

“suddenly snatched
Wlakum ;on will - ol
’ s ! . - -

After this absurd letter—it seemed to Breyten
to grow in absurdity as days went by—had
floated down the stream of the mail going east-
ward, and after a whole week of unaccounta-
1 . to Jexpect an

ble It ess, Breyten began
'lulw'oz.‘ ‘But how l»c.o,ul&l there be dn answer?

He had s mothing to write, and he had
written than wnothin "?‘kudyndn
would be & strange girl wul&‘o to take
any notice of such an- epistle. Still, there
he, was for more than a fortnight, lingering
at ord, and growing excited whenever
the postman arrived at the little hotel.

It he bad known that his letter to Miss
Banderet was following her from Old Point
Comfort to Asheville, th®nce to Aiken, and
on to Savannah, to Atlanta, to Lookeut
Mountain, and thep to Birmingham, Mobile,

and finally to New Orleans—if kie had known |-

of that long, slow chase, he might still have
walted. But how could he kmow? Time

bore upon him like an stmosphere strangely |

stale. He walked out to the Banderet place
and took a doleful look at it, then went
straight to New York, wheré, two weeks
later, he met Rayle, who had just arrived
from Paris; and what a splendd figure he
was!—straight as an arrow, admirably pro-
portioned, and of noble presence; a dark,
magnetic, powerful-looking man. The dis-
tinguished surgeon had done his work !o;
perfection.

They met in one of the great hofels, com-
ing face to face so suddenly that both stopped
short, and, half recoiling, stood for .a mo-
ment gazing. Breyten turned slightly pale, |
but Rayle flushed and looked glad, extend-
ing his hand presently with a hearty ex-
clamation of greeting. Two handsomer men,
or more opposite and perfect types of mascu-
lllne beauty, nevér shook hands in the grea
clty. y

(To be continued.) '-

Sabbath-School Lesson.

FOR JUNE 3, 1901

Jesus Our High Priest in Heaven—
Heb, IX, 11-14’ 2428,

By John R. Whitney—Copyright, 1901,

Golden Text—He ever liveth to make inter-
cession.—Heb., vii., 25,

For fifteen bundred years the great truths
which have lately come before us were pre-
sented to the Jews in a very picturesque
manner by the Mosaic ritual. In this ritual
they saw the “‘shadow of good things to come
and not the very image of the things” (x., 1),
but they unever realized that it was only “‘a
shadow’’—*‘the patterns of things in the heay-
ens” (ix.,, 23)—on which they looked. So
they were satisfied with religious services
which were only outward and visible—just as
many are to-day.

Apparently this was particularly the case
with those to whom this epistle was ad-
dressed. To meet it, the writer, with great
clearness, points out the spiritual meaning of
the services, the priesthood, connected with
the tabernacl® "which Moses set up in the
wilderness, and which was the model for all
that was afterwards seen in the temple.  To
understand the significance of the passage
appointed for our lesson, therefore, a brief
glance at the origin and arrangements of this
tabernacle will be helpful.

About three mounths (Ex., xix., 1) after the
deliverance of the people of Israel from the
bondage of Egypt, they were gathered rto-
gether at the foot of Mount Sinai. There God,
in the midst of ‘‘thunderings and lightnings
and the noise of the trumpet, and the moun-
tain smoking”’ (Ex., xx., 18), spake directly
to the people His formulated “law,” which
we call "'l‘ge Decalogue,’”” or *‘The Ten Com-
mandments.”” . After this, ‘‘Moses drew near
unto the thick darkness where God was
(Ex., xx., 21), and God gave him various
directions to regulate the conduct of the peo-
ple and special instructions concerning the
tabernacle, its construection, its furniture, its
priests, its sacrifices and its feasts.

Although the very first demand of “the
Law’ was “Thou shalt have no other gods
before me” (Ex. xx., 3), and although it was
given in the midst of such scenes of majesty
and power and impressiveness as led the peo-
ple to tremble, and to beg Moses: ‘‘Speak
thou with us, and we will hear; but let not
God speak with us; lest we die”” (Ex. xx., 19),
yet when Moses came down from the mount
at the end of forty days, he found the people
dancing and rejoicing in the worship of a
golden calf. They had deliberately and wil-
fully broken the very first commandment.

Then God turneds away from his people,
saying: 1 will not go up in the midst of
thee; for thou art a stiffnecked people; lest 1
consume thee in the way., And when the
people heard these Vil tidings they mourned,
and no man did'put ox.his ornaments.” (Ex.
xxxiii.,, 3, 4.) It was a day of great darkness,
for they now realized.that.they had sinned,
and were without hope and without God.

Moses, however, interceded for them. His
prayer was heard, and God again promised,
“My ‘prescnce shall-go with thee, and 1 will
give thee rest.”” (BEx. xxxiii., 14.) Then Mo-
ses went up .again-imto the mount, and agaia
he received ‘‘the Law.”” When he came dowa
he was prepared to instruct the people in re-
gard to the only way in which the presence
of God would go up with them, It was in the
Tabernacle, and by its services.

The Tabernacle was not ‘‘reared up,”’ how-
ever, as a place where the people could come
together to worship God, as in our modern
churches. On the contrary, the only design,
in its structure, and in everything connected
wlizth it, was to emphasize two great truths,
viz.:

First—God's hatred of sin.

Second—God’'s love for the sinner,

They are the same great truths which are
emphasized by the plan of redemption.

God’'s abhorrence of sin was very impres-
sively set forth by the position and by the
general features of the structure itself, Be-
fore it was set up, his dwelling place in the
cloudy pillar, which hung over the camp,
could be seen by every one, at all times and
from every place. But now it was only in
the tabernacle. This was surrounded by, a
high wall of thick curtains, through which
no man could look, and It is probable that no
Israelite was allowed, at any time, to piteh
his tent within 2,000 cubits, or between 3,000
and 4,000 feet of it. This was certainly the
case when they entered Canaan. (Joshua
iii., 4.) And the law said for every en-
campment, “Far off about the tabernacle of

the congregation shall they pitch” (Numbers |

ii., 1)( for as a people they could not come
nigh God or even look to him, '

Vithin the enclosure, or+‘‘court,”” formed
by this high wall of thick curtains, stood the
tabernacle. It was divided into two rooms,
called, respectively, ‘“‘the sanctuary,’”’ or ‘‘the
holy place,” and ‘‘the most holy place,” or
‘‘the holiest of all.”” (Hebrews ix., 2-3.)

In the latter was God’s chosen and peculiar
dwelling place. It was a room closed in on
every side and without any window. In it
the only article of furniture was ‘‘the ark.”
This was a small, box-like structure, made of
“‘Incorruptible wood,” overlaid with gold.
Within this ‘“‘ark” wer deposited the two
tables of stone on which the law of God was
written, . It was, therefore, sometimeég called
“‘the ark of the testimony.”” The cover was
made out of ‘‘pure gold,”” and was called
‘‘the mercy seat.” Upon this, at ‘‘the two
ends,” stood ‘‘two cherublms of gold,” each
‘‘beaten out of one piece,” and with their
faces looking toward each other and toward
‘‘the mercy seat,’” Ex. xxxvil,, 1-9.) Be-
tween these cherubims was ‘‘the shekina,” or
the symbol of God's presence, and its glori-
ous light filled the whole room. There was
no other light in it. Rev. xxi., 22-27.) Here
alone could God ever be approached. <

But to approach Him one must enter into
the “‘Court’” surrounding his dwelling place
by one—and only one—door. For the ordi-
nary Israelite this was as far'as he could
ever go. None but the priests could g a step
further, and even they could go no.further
than the outer room—or ‘‘The Holy Place’—
of the sanctuary. And—like the “Court”’—teo
it there was but oné door of entrance. v

Entering through this doer on the right
was ‘‘The Table of Shew-Bread." Imme-
diately oposite it was ‘‘The Golden Candle-
stick,” the light from which illuminated the
whole room. At the end of the room stood
““The Altar of Incense,” near the great cur-
tain, or *‘veil,” which effectually d
“The Holy Place” from ‘‘The Holiest of ail.”

Out of all the milions compesing the camp,
however, there was only cone man, the high
priest, who was ever permitted to pass
through ““The Holy Palace,” into ‘The Holi-
est of all”’ and to stand at ‘'‘The Mercy Seat.””
And he could go there only ‘‘once every
year.” (Heb. 9:7.)

No could mere distinctly impress upon
the people how sin separated them from God.
For he could be found now, omnly in one
place, by one way of access, by only one man,
and only once a year. No rank of persem,
no abundance eof riches, no cultivation of
mind, no attainment of moral character,could
give Access to God. by any other way, or in
any other place. It was a waonderful and
striking type of our Lord Jesus Christ.

When *‘the first man, Adam' (1 Cer. 15:45),
sinned, in all of the creatior of God there was
found no man who couild “by any
redeem his brother, or give to | a
for him.” 49:7.) No ge|
angel, cherublm or seraphim was
the task, ‘“‘But God sent forth
(Gal. 4:4.) He “‘was made flesh and
or ‘“‘tabernacied” ( R. V.
us,” _(alohldd:u.) S:‘m
greater,” and more pe
made with hands—that

14:6.) = Therefore the apostle. also" ares,
“‘Neither is there salvation in any other; for
there is nonme other name under heaven givem
among men, whereby we q;m be saved.”
(Acts 4:12.) ¥ M = £

But w!
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man by whom—the sinner might

‘m and find mercy. - S

‘This was more mn‘ set forth, however, by
‘the services of the Tabernacle, than by its
structure, or position. For the chief
in these services was the high priest. He
‘was the one, only, man in all Israel, who
could ever roach God. All other '‘priests
went always into the first tabernacle, accom-
plishing the service of God. But into the sec-
‘ond went the high priest alone once every
(v. 6-7.) It was on the great “Day
(Bx, xxx., 10; Lev. xvi.,
Then he went, not as an
al man, but as the representative, or
substitute for all Israel. But being in hjm-
self only a man, he needed “‘to offer up sac-
rifice, first for his own sins, and then for the
m- (vii,, 27.) Having offered ‘‘the
/ k for the sin offering, which is for him-
self (Lev. xvl.; 11), he killed ‘‘the goat of the
sin oﬂemw— that is for the people.” (Lev.
‘xvi,, 15.) ith the blood of this goat, as with
that of the bullock, he entered ‘‘within the
vell,” and sprinkled ‘it upon the mercy seat,
an ore mercy seat,”” where God had
his dwelling place. Thus he made an atoue-
ment for the people.

Then he took a live goat and, laying “‘his
hands upon the head of the live goat,” he
confessed over it ‘“‘all the iniquities of the
children of Israel, and all their transgres-
slons in all their sins, putting them upon the
head of the goat.”” Thls “‘scape goat” was
then sent away ‘‘by the hand of a fit man
into the wilderness,”” bearing “all their in-
iquities into a land not inhabited.” (Lev.
xvi, 20-22.) 'Thus the sins of the people
were ‘“‘taken away.” 8

But it was pot because of anyunng that
they did, individually or eollectively. It was
entirely because of what their representative
and substitute, the high priest, did. When
he brought the blood of the appointed sacri-
fice before the throne of God, and God saw
the blood, the evidence that one who was
innocent had died for the guilty, he accepted
him his offering on behalf of the people,
and he forgave them their sins.

But now “‘Christ is not entered into the holy
place made with hands which are figures of
the true, but into heaven itself, now to appear
_ln the presence of God for us.”’ (Verse 24.)
‘Being come an high priest of good thlnp to
come” (verse 11), he needeth not to ‘‘offer
himself often, as the high priest entereth into
the boly place once every year with the blood
of but now, once in the end of the
world bath he appeared to put away sin by
the sacrifice of himself.”” (Verse 25-26.)

He was thus the antetype of both “‘the high
priest” and “‘the sacrifice’” of the Tabernacle
seryice. When be ascended into heaven, “by
his own blood he entered at once into the
holy place, having obtained eternal redemp-
tion for us.” (v. 13.) For he ‘“‘was once
offered to bear the sins of many; and unto
them that look for him shall he appear the
ggc)ond time without sin unto salvation.” (v.
Thus as “the Tabernacle’’ in itself set forth
that po sinner ean aceeptance with God
anywhere but ‘‘in Christ,”” so by its services
it also deeiared that no one can find aceept-
ance with him but by, and through, the vica-
rious atonement “‘of Christ,”

When Jesus—our divine high priest—died
upon the cross, however, ‘“‘the veil’’—which
separated ‘‘the holy place’” from ‘‘the Holi-
est of all” where God dwelt—'‘was rent in
twain from the top to the bottom.”” (Matt.
27:51.) Then every repentant and believing
sinner was made a priest unto God. (Rev.
1:6,) But as every priest in the tabernacle
service was accepted at the mercy seat, not
because of any holy service which he ren-
dered, but only because of what the high
priest did on his behalf, and on behalf of
all Israel, so every penitent and believing
sinner finds aceeptance only because of what
his divine substitute and Redeemer has done
for him. When the believer would draw
nigh to God, therefore, he must always come
through the one ‘‘Door,”” which is Christ.
He must come by the one “‘Sacrifice,”” which
is Christ. He must be clensed by the blood
of Christ and the renewing of the Holy
Ghost. ,Then—like the priests of old—he is
prepared to enter into the holy place of ser-
vice for God.

But it is again by the one ‘‘door.” Enter-
ing by that one ‘‘door,” he is nourished and
strengthened by ‘‘the bréad,” which is Christ;
he walks in ‘‘the light’’  of Christ, and he
pregents '‘the incense’’ of his prayers through
Christ, his intercessor. When he comes thus
before God, clothed in the righteousness of
Christ, he finds him not upon a thromne of
judgment, but on ‘‘the mercy seat.”” There
he looks down upon his own holy *‘law,” and
all of its'demands are hidden from his sight,
for they have been met and satisfied by his
own son, v

So the guilty, but repentant and believing
sinner, sfanding before God In Christ, is pre-
sented ‘‘faultless before the presence of his
glory with exceeding joy.” (Jude 24) This
is' the gospel of ‘‘the tabernacle’” which Paul
preached.

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Sicknessisaluxury,
can:- you afford it?
Abbey’s Effer-
vescent Salt will
keep your stomach
right and enable you
to avoid Headache,
Indigestion, Bilious-
ness and Constipation.
All druggists, or by
mail, 25c., 50c. and
$1:.00 per bottle.
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THE ABBEY EFFERVESCENT SALT CO.
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Tooth Powder

AN ELEGANT TOILET LUXURY.

Used by people of refinement
for over a quarter of a century,

KNOW THYSELF! LAt
f ‘Thyself Manual, a book for men only, sent
Free, postpaid, sealed, to every male reader
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‘Medal Prize Treatise, the best Me ical Book eof
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Medical Institute, 4 Bulfinch Street, opppsite Re.
vere House, Boston, Mass., the oldest and best in
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Treatment. Positive cure.
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: Self Prenervation, the
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tain and secure them for you. Genu-
ine tablets stamped C.C. C. Never

Expert

d sold in bulk. All druggists, 1oc.

gure |.

Trials of L
a Sickly

perfect rest at night.

strength in every way.

work they do.

an absolutely efficient help, and by

do not take into atcount the funda-
_M Othef . | mental reasons for weakness and
. nervousness,

It is not mysterious stimulants that will be permanently effective in
helping these women through their tasks.

" What they need is a constant reinforcement of natural strength.
They must have the benefit of the food they eat and they must have

The ideal strengthener and sustainer for sickly and overworked
women is the genuine Johann Hoff’s Malt Extract.
known combinations of drugs, but there

In it there are no un-
are elements which assist natural

For over half a century Jobann Hoff’s Malt Extract has been doing 2
glorious work in building up weak bodies. Jt makes flesh and blood and
makes it in a natural way through the food you eat. f
your meals and the -result is the perfect assimilation of food, so that.xts
hutritive elements are intensified. and show themselves in the strengthening

You take it with

Weak and sickl‘y womea find the genuine Johann Hoff’s Malt Extract
its use their weakness is turned to

strength—strength that is real strength, fortified by the richblood of heaith,
These statements are so easily proven
' them for a trifle.

that “every woman may test
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S Delivery Free and Prompt.
Send fgr handsome lithographed booklet. Minneapolis Branch,

JOMN GUND BREWING CO., La Crosse, Wis, =c. el 1 Mals.
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STRICTURED’M E N

Cured While
You Sleep,
IN 15 DAYS!

19,846-—~CURES "DURING LAST YEAR--19,846

Why the Frightful Tension of Stricture is Dissolved Like
Snow Beneath the Sun—IN FIFTEEN DAYS.

Why Weak Men Are Restored by the Magic St. James Treat-
ment Applied Locally and Directly to the Affected Parts.

We answer the
questions briefly. If
you cut an értery in
your arm you do not
take internal medi-
cine to stop the flow
of bleod. YOU USE
LOCAL APPLICA-
TIONS. Similarly,
when the wurethral
duets become weak-
ened and relaxed it
is ridiculous to take
internal treatment,
which must pass
through the stomach and urine before It
reaches the seat of disease. The seminal du
project into the urethral canal through ti
Prostate Gland, and are easily reached by
LOD&L TREATMENT.

Dr. - Carter's ‘‘Gran-Solvent" soluble. Bou-
gies will dissolve, digest and forever remove

STRICTURE

in 15 days, without pain, injury or incon-
veniepce. The bougies are inserted at night
and act while you sleep. ‘‘Gran-Solvent” re-
moves every symptom of stricture, leaving
the canal as healthy as when nature formed
it. No BRUTAL CUTTING OR DILATING.

HOME TREATMENT

Diseases. Every suff

th ts of the human system
2 th:yp:nd to male tpp;l‘e_:gts,

Space will not permit a eomplete deseription of the incom
o erer from Htglctnro. and the

and Seminal Weakness, should write to the St. James A

Cineinnati, Ohjo, for their illustrated-work showlng

Anvolved in Ure!
wrapped In

NO INJECTIONS TO IRRITATE THE MEM-
BRANE. NO INTERNAL DRUGGING TO
RUIN THE STOMACH. The St. James treats
ment is local, direct and positive.

The St. James treatment is prepared in the
form of crayons, very narrow, smooth, flexi-
ble and wholly soluble, which are inserted
into the water passage at night, where they
dissolve and deposit the medication in its
full strength upon the Prostate Gland, con-
tracting and strengthening the ducts and

| FOREVER STOPPING DRAINS AND EMIS-

SIONS, and curing while the patient sleeps.

VARICOCELE

Varicocele is an accumulation of sluggish
blood in the veins of the serotum, due solely
to imperfect circulation, and has its origin
in a diseased and torpid Prostate Gland. Op<
erations in this disease are only temporary,
and no mechanical device yet discovered bas
cured a single case. Gran-Solvent heals the
Prostate and restores lsea‘llthylcir:‘ull:u:::;‘ X:c
ricocele disappears and the sluggis e
lation is repfaced by pure, healthy red blood.

Thousands of men strictured, weak, wasting
and despondent were cured and restored by
the St. James method last year. A vast army
of men in whom the light of life has peme<
trated the fearful nightmare of stricture sad
seminal decay.
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