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BY HOVE DARING,
CHAPTER 1V,

Anotlier incident ocenrred that day in Danes-
ville, which must needs he recorded here,

1u one room of the little schoolhouse the teach-
er lingered after dismissing her pupils,  Lucile
Baxter was a slender hittle woman of twenty-
three.  Her fair cheeks were flushied with the
rose of porfect health, her gro Voeyes were clear
and screve, and the brown hair
trom her hrow was smooth and

She stood at the blackboard, deftly drawing a
picture of a stalk of corn, “This picture would
serve on the morrow as the basis of a lesson for
herlittle pupils, A step sounded in the ball, and
a bovish voice called out:

** Lucile, are vou here yet 2"

** Ves, Freddie.  Come in." .

It was one of her young:r brothers, for Lucile
was the cldest of ., large family,  There were
four brothers and a baby sister, and to them all
Lucile wasa paragon of virtnes and accomplish-
ments,

“It's just a letter," Freddie said. T stopped
at the office on the way home, and [ thought I'd
run back and bring this to you,"

“Thank you, dear,  You are very kind," and
the flush on Lucile's check deepencd o a vivid
crimson,

Freddie nodded and ran away, The yonug
teacher laid her cheek caressingly against the
snvelope.

“I looked for yon a week ago, darling,” she
whispered softly, * *But | knew you would come
all in good time, because —oh, because true love
knows no doubt,  Now you must wait just a
moment while I fivish my work. Then 1 will
enjoy you '’

She Jaid the letter on her desk and worked
rapidly on, a happy suile on her lips,

Lucile Baxter and George Landis had leen en-
gaged for three vears.  Soon after their engage-
went young Lanlis had secured a position in a
distant city. They were to have heen married in
October, but when he had asked that the wed.
ding be deferred until spring, Lucile had never
questioned the wisdom of his request,  There
was but one clond upon her sky. the opposition
of her father to (e nge's suit,
a kind parent, and he did not
Lucile’s choice,  Still the
distrusted her lover.

Lucile finished her drawing, washed her hands,
brushed a bit of crayon dust from her neat green
serge, and sat down to read her letter,
opening, she softly kissed it,

The letter was not long.  The girl read it, and
the color faded from her cheeks, the light died
out of her eyes. Lucile was learning the hard.
est lesson a trusting woman ever learns—that the
love upon which she had staked her all was false,

George Landis told her that in a week's tire
he was to marry the daughter of his employer,
There was a half-defensive plea that he had long
seen that they were growing apart, and that
Lucile must have understood the change that
time had wrought in him, [n closing, he further

shining.

insulted the outraged girl by hoping that they |

might still be friends, and saying that he should
always have an interest in her welfare,
Lucile’s face grew stern and hard,
placed the letter in the
self, ‘It is well.
take."
She rose and moved aimles:ly about the

She re-
envelope, and said to her-
I'am glad he learned bis mis.

room,

brushed hack !
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Pausing at the window, she looked ont over the
landscape, 1t was in that grove of trees down
by the brook that she had first listened to the
story of George Landis' love, How glad she had
been that the hallowed spot was in sight from her
schoolroom window,

Only a moment she stood there.  Then tears
came to her relief, and, throwing herself into a
chair, Lucile sobhed ont the wounded pride and
griet that had been erushing her,

She had truly loved George Landis, Loved
the man she had thought him to be, perhaps,
rather than the mau he was, but her heart was
none the less sore for that,

God pity the woian who must face such an
hour alone!  This was not Lucile's portion,

i When tears had relieved the tension npon heart
- and brain, she turned to Christ fr strength,
Gradually she grew calmer. Pride, 100, came
to hier aid. She must school herself to bear the
curious looks, and-—-—still harder—the pitying
words of those who knew of her broken engage-
| ment,
{1 must bear it,"”
lips firmly,
pray to die,

she said, compressing her
YOl I wish it was not wicked to
There is nothing for we to live

All her plans for the future had clustered
i around the time when she should be the happy
P wife of George Landis, She recalled the sum
laid aside from her salary for her wedding dress
pand the modest store of household linen over
I whichi she had worked so happily,
There must be something for me to do, even
L if there is nothing for me 1o enjoy,"" she thought,
fweanidy,  “God will not desert me.  Whatever
comes, I must Keep my faith and trust in him,**
She sat down in her accustomed chair and laid
! her head upon the desk,  From a contemplation
i of the dreary futnre she turned to the needs of
i the present hour, crying unto God for sustaining
grace. A half hour later she entered the sitting-
There was a choros of ex-

-

room of her home,
clamations over the pallor,

“Please, mother, I don’t want any supper,’
Lucile said, faintly, 1 am going to lie down,
Here is a letier for you to read. Don't come to
talk to me until 1 have time to rest."

Mrs. Baxter was much disturbed by the note
of weariness in her daughter's usually fresh voice,
but she was too wise a mother to question her,

Lucile lay with her face hidden among the pil.
lows until daylight faded and tie subdued light
of the moon filled the room. Then she heard her
mother open the door and cross to her side.

Sitting down on the bed, Mrs, Baxter lifted
Luciie's head to her Tosom,  Nosound broke the
silence for a little time. At last the mother
whispered:

“Itis better for you to know his real nature
! now, darling, than after you were his wife, Be
brave, litte daughter.  God will help you.”

“Yes, mother” —there was a new note of de-
termination in the girl's voice—*all my plans for
the future are gone, but my life shall not te a
uscless one. Perhaps 1 can be a better daunghter
and sister.  The Lotd's work can be wine, and
I will give myself 1o it,"

To BE CONTINUED,

Mr. Baxter way '
attemipt to force |
girl knew her father |
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The Three “Thens" of Psalm LI,

J. W. Weobir.

Before

OW to please God slould be the greatest
thought and endeavor of man, and
this Psalm tells us the way. “Then
shalt thou be pleased,”” says the clos-

Ling verse. When ? (1) The “‘then” of full
salvation, vs. 15.  ““I'hen wilt I teach transgres-
sors thy ways, and sinners shall be converted

| unto thee,"  When?  When JSully saved yourself.

- This first *“then’* is in italics and is added. It

+ does not refer simply to what goes before. We

must go back a bit.  David has sinned against

God and he has been brought to contrition. *'[

acknowledge my transgressions,"’ he says, “‘and
my sin is ever before me,’" vs, 3. Herein, also,
is he showing God's ways, and that there is but
| one way for the royal sinner, the righteous ‘man
| sinning, and the poorest wretchedest publican.
| He musi humble himself at the little wicket gate

" of penitence. This is God's way for the sinner,

iand David the king shows it, But God's way

includes acceptance also, where confession i
sincere, “T'hat prayer, we may believe, was heard
“"Restore unto me the joy of thy salvation an
uphold me—a free spirit’’ (the word is elsewher
transalated rinee), (Ps, ex :8), one of God'.
free sons,  Thus, indeed, does David teach God's
ways: first, to humble on account of sin, angd
then, to exalt on account of merey.  “Where siy
abounded, grace did much more abound,* Be
fully convicted of sin, be fully repentent of )
departure from God, be fully restored by hi.
grace to favor with the Father “Then will |
teach transgressors thy ways, and sinners shall b
converted unto thee,"” Be mightily save your-
" self and so save others,
(2)  The “then of acceptable sacrifice, vs, 1q,
i “Then shalt thou be pleased with the sacrificcs
of righteonsness.”  God is king; everything is
his; God is judge; everything returns to him at
last.  What offering will please him?>—that we
want to know; certainly we do, It is not what
we bring, even though we give it all, “Thon
desirest not sacrifice else would I give it; thoy
delightest not in turnt offering,” vs. 16, It is
rather whom we bring—the giving of self, “The
! sacrifices of God are a broken spirit, a broken
Pand a contrite heart, O God, thon wilt not de-
spise,” vs. 17, Here are the sacrifices  of
righteousness, the  sacrifices that amount 1o
righte usness, that count, like Abraham's, for
- vighteonsness,  They follow upon the giving of
sell.  They *first gave their own selves to the
| Lord." 11 Cor, viii: 5. Say: ““Here am I, Lord."
¢ Then, and not till then s God pleased. Hence-
Iforth all—all coums,
(3 The “then'* of abundant service and sue.
i cess,  This naturally follows, {or it is included.
*“Then shall they offer bullocks upon thine altar,"
Vs 19, Itis all right now,  Fill out the happy
scene that sketched in this closing line: the
temple at Jerusalem supplied with approved offer-
ings, a large homage, free access, God reconciled
and the sinner atoned, all well with the world —
two worlds, Bring bullocks, bring psalm  of
praise, bring everything, God is here! And so
the assured heart can sing, Do good in thy
! good pleasure unto Zion: Build thou the walls of
Jerusalem," vs. 18, For now God has taken
| things in hand, and all runs straight and smooth.
! Happy the sonl that yields fully to God and finds
{ God's “good pleasure” to be his own, Al
fnhings are yours, since ye are Christ's,—and
Christ is God's,™

The Fault-Finder.
J. F. Baktiurr.

I Heis not a bad man at heart, God hless him;
"I pity him; 1 can almost love him at times, un.
- less he becomes oo mean, I'suppose God made
i him; but if so, he does not seem to be grateful
forit.  Indeed, he is constitutionally opposed to
the idea of being perfectly satisfied with anything,
except with the sweet privilege of finding faunlt,
If, in an unguarded moment, he is almost be.
trayed into speaking praise of something or some,
budy, without the usual addenda, he is sure 1o
add a postseript that will keep his record good,
*“The sermon was goud, but,”—"‘the weather ix
fine, but"'—the windows are always open when
| they ought to be closed, and closed when they
ought to be open; the people he meets are al-
ways too gushing or o frigid; the way a thing
is done by his neighbor or by his church is ex.
" actly the way it ought not to have been done,
| If such a man has a wife, she needs to be cither
anangel or an Amazon, A peculiar thing about
the chronic fanlt-finder is the strange formation
| of his eyes; the nearer a thing is to him the less
| he can see it.  He can see a speck of sawdust in
the eyes of a man across the street, notwithstand-
ing the fact that splinters as large as toothpicks
| intercept his vision, and he does not know it,
| The perscn most deserving of censure, himself,
is the only person with whom he s perfectly
satisfied.  He reminds one of what the old
| Quaker said to his wife: ““Sophia, all the world
15 queer, excepting thee and me; and Sophia,
thou art a little queer.” The only practical good
a fault-finder brings to pass is two-fold: First
he develops the patience of those who are forced
to endure him; and second, he is a beacon-light
of warning, Fault-finding is a sin; it gives evid-
ence of an unthankful, uncharitable ey,
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