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i The yacht Lola narrowly escapes wreek
4niLeghomn harbor. Gordon Gregg, locum

", tenens for the British consul, is called
. tpon by Hornby, the Lola’s owner, and
rd with him’ and his friend,

dines al w
Hylton Chater.’ Aboard the yacht he ac-
cifgntally sees & room full of arma and
tlon torn:photograph of a
?’0“"3 girl. That night the consul's safe
and the Lola put

Hils vessel, and 1
grised to learn that Durnford knows.
: But will_not reveal, the myatery of the
Lola. - "It concerns'a woman.” "In Lo:
don Gregg !s trapped nearly to his death
by a former servant, O who repents
- fn time to save hh
gon for his treac

n-

<

|
asked, trying to conceal my utter be-
wilderment.

“Yes—about thirty, they say. The
police bave taken him to the mortuary
at Dumfries, and the detectives.are up
there now looking at the spot, they
say.” I

A man! And yet the body I found
was that of a woman—that I could
swear,

After lunch I took the dogcart and
drove alone into Dumfries. -

The police constable on duty at the
town mortuary took me up a Darrow
alley, unlocked a door, and I found my-

- | selt in the cold, gloomy chamber of

death, From a small dingy window
above the light fell upon an object
Iying upon a large slab of gray stona
and covered with-a soiled sheet.

CHAPTER V—Continued.

And Muriel, a pretty figure In a low-
cut gown of turqudise chiffon, stand-
:ing behind her father, smiled secretly
A\At me. I smiled at her in return, but
At was a strange smile, I fear, for with
the knowledge of that additional mys-
tery within me—the mystery of the
woman lying unconsclous or perhaps

i fled.

I bad suspected Leithcourt because
of his constant trysts at that spot, but
I had at least proved that my sus-
plciods were entirely without founda-
tlon.- He could not bave gone home
and dressed M the time, for i had
taken ‘the nearest route to the castle
while the fugitive would be compelled
to make a wide detour. )

: 1 only remained a few minutes, then
i 'went forth Into the darkness agaln,
;utterly undecided how to sct. My firat
impulse was to return to the woman's
aid, for she might not be dead after
sll,
And yet when I recoilected that
hoarse cry that rang out in the dark-

ness, 1 knew too well tI she bad
‘-been struck fatally. It w is latter
,conviction that - prevent me from
turning back to the, wot You will

perhaps blame me, but the fact is [

| .feared that {f I went there suspicion
might fall upon me, now thdt the real
culprit had so ingeniously escaped.

Whether or not I acted rightly in re-

maining away from the place, I leave
it to you to judge In the light of the
.amazing truth which afterwards tran-
. Bplred.
. I decided to walk stralght back to
my uncle's, and dinner was over before
: - I Had had my tub and dressed. Next
; day the body would surely be found;
then the whole countryside would be
filled with horror and surptise. Was
1t possible that Leithcourt, that calm,
well-groomed, distinguished looking
1man, held any knowledge of the ghast-
1y truth? No.. His manner as he
. . stood in the hall chatting gayly with
me;was surely not that of a man with
# 8 guilty secret. T became firmly con-
! . vinced that although the tragedy af-
! fected him very closely, and that it
had occurred at the spot which he had
each day visited for some mysterlous
> purpose, yet up to the present he was
1n ignerance of what had transpired.
But who was fhe woman? Was she
young or old? - .
-A thousand times I regretted bitter-
Iy that 1 had no matches with me so
that 1 might examine her features:
.'W4s the vietlm that sweet-faced young
‘girl whose photograph had been so
‘ruthlessly cast from its frame acd de-
'gtroyed? The theory was 2 welrd oﬁe,
:but was It the truth? I retired to my
room that night full of fevered appre-
hension. Had I acted rightly in not
returning to that lomely spot on the
. brow of the hill?' Had I done as a
‘man should do in keeping the tragic
Becret to myseif? N
At six 1 shaved, descended, and
. went out with .the dogs for & short
¢ walk; but on returning I heard of
nothing unusual, and was compelled to
remain Inactive until near midday.
1 was crossing the stable yard whers
.1 Had gone to ‘order the carrlage for
my aunt, when an English groom, sud-
den% emerging from the harness room,
touced his cap, saying: 1
“Have you 'gard, sir, of the awful
affair up yonder?” .
‘* »0t what?” I. asked quickly.
“Well sir, there seems to have been
. - & murder last.night up in Rannoch
wood,” said the mah quickly. “Holden,
| . the gardener, has just come\back from
i - that village apd says that Mr. Leith-
i *cotrt's under” gamékeeper-as he was
"+ going home at five this morning came
.- upon a dead body."”

.“Call Holden. I'd like to know all
te's heard™ I'saild. And presently,
when the gardener emerged from the
grapehouse, 1 sought of him all the
particulars he had gathered.

“] don't know very much, sir,” was
¢ the man's reply.' "1 went into the inn
I gor a glasa of beer at eleven, as I al-

| "ways do, and heard them talking about
i 4t} A young msn was murdered last
1+ night up in Rannoch wood.”

“Tbe

i

o

dead, up In the wood—held me stupe- | 1
.

body was that of & man?” Fi

The lifted the end of the
sheet, revealing to me a white, hard-
set face, with closed eyes and dropped
jaw, I started back as my eyes fell
upon the dead countenance. I was en-
tirely unprepared for such a revela-
tlon. *The truth staggered me.

The vietim was the man who had
acted as my friend—the Italian waiter,
Olinto.

1 advanced and peered into the thin
inanimate features, scarce able to real-
ize the actual fact. But my eyes had
not deceived me. Though death dis-
torts the facial expression of every
man, I had no difieuity in identifying

.

You recognize him, sir?” remarked
the officer. “Who is he? Our people
are very anxious to know, for up to the
present moment they haven't succeed-
ed in establishing his identlty.

“I wlll see your inspector” I an-
swered with as much calmness as [
could muster.” “Where has the poor
fellow been wounded?”

“Through the heart,” responded the
constable, as turning the sheet farther
down he showed me the small knife
wound which had penetrated the vic-
tim's jacket and vest full in the chest.

“This is the weapon,” he added, tak-
ing from a shelf close by a long, thin
poniard with an Ivory handle, which
he handed to me.

In an instant I recognized what it
wag, and how deadly. It was an old
Florentine misericordia, with a hiit
of yellow ivory, the most deadly and
fatal of all the daggers of the middle
ages. It was still bloed-stained, but e
I took the deadly thing in my hand |
saw that its blade was beautifully dam-
ascened, & most elegant specimen of a
medieval arm. Yet surely none but
an Itallan would use such a weapon.
or would aim so truly as to penetrate
the heart. And yet the person struck
down was & woman acd not 2 man!

I looked agaln for the last time upon
the dead face of the man who had
served me so. well, and yet who bad
enticed me so nearly to my death, In
the latter incident there was a deep
wmystery. He had relented at the last
moment, just in time to save me from
my secret enemies.

Could it be that my enemles were
his? Had he Yallen a victim by the
same hand that bad attempted so in-
geniously to kill me?

Why had Lelthcourt gone so regu-
larly up to Rannoch wood? Was it in
order to meet the man who was to ba
entrapped =and killed? What was
Olinto Santini doing so far from Lon-
don, it he had not come_expressly to
meet someone in secret?

With my own hand I re-covered the
face with the sbeet. 1 accompanied
the constable to the inapector's office
some distance across the town.

Having been introduced to the big,
fair-haired man in a rough tweed suit,
who was apparently directing the in-
quirles into the sffair, he took me
eagerly Into a small back room and
begen to question me. I was, however,
wary not to commit myself to any-
thing turther than the identification of
the body.

“The fact 1s,” T sald confidentially,
“you must omit me from the witnesses
at the fnquest.”

“Why?" asked the detective sus
picloualy.

“Because If it were known that I
have identiffied him all chance of
getting at the truth will at once van-
ish,” I answered. “I have come here
to tell you in strictest confidence who
the poor fellow really 15."

“Then you know something. of the
affair?” he s3ld, with a strong High-
land accent,

“I know nothing,”
ing except his name. -

“H'm. And you say ke’s a forelgner
-—an Itallan—eh?"

“He was In my service In Leghorn
for several years, and on leaving me
he came to London and obtained an
engagement as waiter In a restaurant.
His father lived In Leghorn; he was
doorkeeper at the prefecture.”

“But why was he here in Scotland ?”

“How can I tell?"

“You know something of the affair.
I mean that you' suspect somebody, or
you would havg no objection to giving
2vidence at the Inqulry.”

“I have no suspicions. To me the

I declared. “Noth-

affalr is fust as much of an enigma

as to you(" I hastened at once to ex-
plain.” “My only fear ls that if tHeY
assassls Whaw Wb T had ideztifed

T
him he would texs care not to betral
himselt.”

 “You therefore think he will betray
bimself?" .

“1 hope s0.” .

By the fact that the man was at-
tacked with an Italian stlletto, It would
seem that his assaflant was a fellow-
countryman,” suggested the detective.

“The evidence certalnly polnts to
that,” I replied.

“Soineone who waited for him on the
edge of that wood and stepped out and
killed him—that's evident,” he sald,
“and my@bellef is that it was an Ital-
lan. There were two foreigners who
slept at & common lodging housa two
nights ago and went on tramp towards

Glasgow.

declared.

kpew him?"

I sald readlly.

indebted to you.

fn London.

Jaw.

I sald.

in Dumfries.

Why?"

“By I

sured himn

urged.

servant.”

low voice:

#w'p bare, sy

We have telegraphed atter
them and hope we shell find them.
Scotsmen or Englishmen never uge 8
keite of that pattern.”

“l know not whom to suspect,” I
“It 18 a mystery why the
man who was once my faithful servant
should be enticed to that wood and
stabbed to the heart.” .

“Thers 18 oo one {n the viclnity who

“Not to my knowledge.”

“We might obtaln his address in
London through his father in Leg-
horn,” suggested the officer.

“1 will write today it you so desire,”
“Indeed, I will get my
friend the British consul to go round
and see the old man and Lelegr‘pb the
address it he obtains it.”

“Capital!” he declared.
do us this favor we shall be greatly

“It you will

it is fortunate that

we have established the victim's jden-
tity—otherwise we might Le entirel
{n the dark. A murdered foreigper is
always more or less of 2 mystery.”
Therefore, then and there, I took a
sheet of paper and wrote to my ofd
friend Hutcheson at Leghorn, asking
him to make immediate inquiry of
Olinto's father as to bis gon's address

We sat for a long time discussing
the strange affair.
tray no eagerness to get away, I of-
fered the blg Highlander a clgar from
my case and we smoked together. The
inquiry would be held on the morrow,

In order to be-

Reveallng to Me a White, Hard, Set
.Face With Closed Eyes and Dropped

hé told me, but as far as the public
was concerned the body would remain
as that of some person “unknown.”
" “And you had better not coms to
my uncle's house, or send anyone,”
“It you desire to see me, send
me o line and I will meet you here
It will be safer.”

The officer looked at me with those
keen eyes of his, and sald:

“Really, Mr. Gregg, 1 can’t quite
make you wut, I confess.
to be apprehensive of your own safety.

You seem

“One never knows whom one of-
fends when Hving in Italy,” 1 laughed,
as lightly as I counld, endeavoring to
allay his suspicion.
fallen beneath the assassin's knife by
giving a small and possibly innocent
offense to somebody.
are not English, you know.”
ove, sir, and I'm jolly glad
they're not!" he sald.
think a police officer's life {8 a very
safe one among all those secret mur-
der societfes I've read about.”

“Ah! what you read -about them is
often very much exaggerated,” I as-
“It {s the vendetta which
is such & stain upon the character ot- '
the modern Italian; and depend upon
it, this affair-in Rgnnoch wood is the
outcome of some revenge or other—
probadly over a love affair.”

“But you will assist us, sir?” he
“You lknow thg Itallan lan-
guage, whick will be of great edvan.
tage; besides, ‘the victim was your

“He may have

Italizn methods

“1 ghouldn't

“Be discreet,” 1 sald, “And in return
T will do my very utmost ‘to asslst you
in huntiog down the assassin.”

And thus we made our attempt.
Halt an hour after I was driving 1h
the dogcart through the pouring rain
up the hill out of gray old Dumfries
to my uncle’s house. P

As 1 descended from the cfft and
gave it over to a groom, old Davls, the
butler, came forward, yyinz in a

“There's Miss Leitheaurt walting to |4
see’ you, Mr. Gordon. She's.
morning rogm, 2nd been thers an hour.
She azked me not to tell anyons ghe;

in the

1 walked across ‘the big hall “and
along the corridor toithe room the old
man had indicated. I
. And as I opened the door and Mu-
riel Leithcourt in plain black rose’to
meet me, 1 platnly saw from her whity,
haggard countenancé that something
had  happened—that she. had heen
torced by’ circumstances to coms to
me in strictest confidence.

‘Was she, 1 wondered, about to re-
veal to me the truth? :

CHAPTER VL.
The Gathering df the Clouds.

“Mr. Gregg,” exclalmed the girl with
agitation, es she put forth her black-
gloved, hand, “I—] suppose you know
—you'se heard all about the discovery
today at the wood? 1 need not tell
you anything about it.”

“Yes, Miss Leithcourt, I only wish
you would tell me about it I sald
gravely, inviting ler to a chalr and
seating myself, Who is the man?*

“Ah! that we don’t know,” slie re-
piled, palefaced and enxlous. “I
wanted to see you:alone—that's the
reason I em here.! They must not
know at bome that I've been over
here.”

"X\“hy, is there any service I can
render you?” :
“Yes. A very great ome," she rg-

sponded with quick . eagerness, “I—
well—the fact is, 1 have summoned
courage to come to you and beg of
you to help me. I am in great dis-
tress—and I have not a single friend
whom I can trust—in whom I can con-
fide."

Her Hps moved pervously, but no
sound came from them, so. agitated
was she, so eager to.tell me some-
thing; and yet at the same time reluc-
tant to take me into her confidence.

“It concerns the terrible discovery
made up in Rannoch wood,” she sald
in a hoarse, nervous voice at last.
“That unknown man was murdered—
stabbed to the heart. I bave suspl-
clons. .

“Of the murdered man's ldentity?”

“No. Of the assassin. I'want you
to hLielp me, if.you will."’

“Most certainly,” I responded. “But
it youbelieve you know the assassin
you probably know somethlng of the
victim 7"

“Only that he -looked like a for-
elgner.”. . .

“Then you bave seer him?" I ex-
claimed, much surprised. B

My remark caused her to hold her
breath for an instant. Then she an-
swered, rather lamely, it seemed to

me:

“From his features and complexton I
guessed him to be an Italian. I saw
him atter the keepers had found him.”

»Besides,” she went on, “the stiletto
was evidently an Italian one, which
would atmost make it appear that a
forelgner was the assassin.”

“Is that your own suspiclon?”

“No."

“why

She hesitated a moment, then in &
low, eager voice she sald:

“Because 1 have aiready seen that
klﬁ(e in another person’s possession.”.

“Then what is your theory regard-
ing the affair?” I inquired.

“It seerns certain that the poor fel-
low went to the wood by appolntment,
and was killed. The affair interested
‘me, and os soon &s 1 recognized the
old Italian knife in the hand of the
keeper, 1 went up there and looked
about. Iam glad 1 did so, for [ found
somethiog ‘which  seems to have es-
caped the notice of the detectives.”

“And what’s that?” I asked eagerly.

“Why, aboul three yards from the
pool of blood where the unforfunate
forelgner was found is anothex’gmall
pool of blood where the grass and
ferns arcund are all crushed down as
though there had been 2 %\’uggle
there.” .

“There may have been a strdggle at
lhnt‘spol, ang the man may have stag-
gered some distance before “he fell
dead.”

“Not, if he-had been struck in the
heart, as they say. He would fall,
would he pot?” she suggested. “No.
The police seem very dense, and this
plaln fact has nét vet ogcurred to
them. Thelr theory s the same as
what you suggest, but my own Ia some-
thing quite different, Mr. Gregg. I be-
lieve that a secand person also fell
a victim,” she added in a low, distinet
tone:

1 gazed at her.open-mouthed. Did
she, I wondered, know the actual
truth? Was she aware that the woman
who had fallen there had disappeared?

“A second person!” I echoed, as
though in surprise. "*Then do you be-
lieve tliat a double murder was com-
mitted?"

I draw my conclusion from the fact

that the young man, on belng struck
in the heart, could not have gone such
& distance ns that which separates the
one mark from'the other”
“But he might’ have been slightly
wuainled—on the hand, or ia the face—
at fir® and then at the spot where
he wns Yound struck fatally,” 1 sug-
gested. f

She shook her head dublously, but
made no reply to my argument. Her
confidence in her own surmises made
it quite apparent that by some un-
known means she was aware of the
second victim. Indeed, a foew moment:
Iater she said to me: . .

“It §8 for this reason, Mr. Grege, *bat
1 have sought yop in'confidence. Na-
body must know thiat I have come hert.
to you, or' they would sispéct;zand if
susplelon fell upon me i would bring
upon me a fate worse than death. Re-

member, thereforo, that my future is |-

entirely in your Bamds.”

#hils the rain”drove
upon_ the old délamond window .panes.

“But ¥ can only assure you that what-
over cobfidence you rerhse in me, 1
Jhell- pever: : a

° 4T EndW, T knowt™ 5hS 8aTd quickly.
“1 trust you in thiy matter implicitly,
1 Kave comé to you for ‘many reasons,
chiet of them belng that if a second
victim has fallen beneath the hand
of the assasin, it is, I kiow, & Woman.”

“A woman! Whom?*

“At present I canmot’ tell you. [

must first establish the facts. If this
woman were really stricken - down.
then her body ‘lles concealed some-
where in the vlefnity. We muet find
it and bring home the crime to--the
guilty one.” )
- “But if ‘wo succeed: in finding it.
could we place our hand upon the
assassin?” 1 asked, looking stralght at
T . R

“It we find it, the erime would then
tell its own tale—It would convict the
person in whose hand I have seen that
fatal weapon,” 'was lLier clear, bold
answer. : = .

“Then you wish me to assist you in
this search,” Miss Leithcourt? ' Ay
search may bring suspicion wpon’ me.
Tt will be difficult to examine ths whole
wood without arousing the curlosity of
somebody—the keeper or the police.”

“I have atready thought of that,"” she
safd. “1 will pretend tomorrow to lose
this watch bracelet in the wood,” and
she held up her sim wrist to show
me the little enameled watch set in
her- bracelet. - “Then ‘you and 1 will
search- for it dilfgently, and the pollce
will never suspect the real reason of
our investigation, Tomorrow I shall
write to you telling you about my
loss, and you will come over to Ran-
noch and offer to help me.”

- I wag slient for & reoment.’

“Is Mr. Woodroffe back at the
castle? 1 heard he wae to relurn to-
day.” .

“No. 1 had a letter from him from
Bordeaux a week ago. He s stlll on
the contipent, 1 belleve, indeed., he
has gone to Russia, where he some-
times hag business.”

“1 asked you the question, Miss Mu-
riel, because I thought if Mr. Wood-
roffc were here he might object to
our searching in company,” I ex-
plained, smiling.

Her cheeks flushed slightly, as
though confused at my Treference to
her engagement, and she s2id mis-
clilevously: L

“I don't see why be should object in
the least. If you are good enough to
assist me to search for my bracelet,
be surely ought to be much obliged to
you." B
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By E. 0. SELLERS, Acting Director ot
Bible

‘Sunday Scbool Course of Mo
Iostitute, Chicago.) E

_LESSON EOR ULY &
. ABBALON'S FAJLURE -

LESSON TEXT-1I 8amuel 18:1-13
GOLDEN. TEXT—Chlldren obey yout
parents in the.TLond; for this s right—
Ephenlans 61 B '

His connlvance with Joab, 1n tha
death of Uriah, was a costly bargain
for David, and the development/of sin
In his family with 4ts leng-train ot
fearful consequences. teaches us that
‘sln respects not person nor position.
The dark story of chapter 13 involves
Absalom's flight and Joub's strategy in
getting him baek ‘to Jerusalem (ch.
14). All is not as well,-however,as It
outwardly appears, for Absalom the
beautiful (14:25) soon stole the heart
of the ten tridbes, lsract (ch. 13), from
his indulgent and indifercnt parent.
Then follows the story of that father’s
flight and of the son's entry nto the
cupital city

This entire story 18 one ot the most
wonderfal dramas recorded in secular
o1 sacred history ‘It may be divided
reughly as follows: Act 1 Absalom
slays his brother. Act Ii: Dasid fails
to become fully reconciled. Act III Ab-
salom’s rebellion. Act IV. David's
griet. The lesson for today bas to do
with Acts IH. and 1V,

Act 1ll. Scene 1. David's Flight
and Finesse, chapters 15, 16 and 17.
“A foolish son is & grief to his father,
and bitterness to her ﬂlnt bare him"
(Prov. 17:25). On the other hand an
indulgent snd an indifferent father
brings grief to his son.

Scene 2. The . Battle of Nount
Ephralm (chapter 19). David at the .
Gate, v. 1-5.. The place where David
“pumbered” (v. 1) his followers was
Mshanalm (17:27), whera Jacob saw
the two “hosts” of angels (Gen. 32:1,
2). What David saw- was quite dit-
ferent. As he waited he had time to
that other time that he

(TO BE COM
NEW METHODS IN. WHALING

Old-Fashloned Harpoon Haé Been Dis-
carded for the Most Modern of
Deadly Weapons.

TINUED.)

In early days the wooden sailing
ships engaged in the whallng indus-
try in southern seas pursued only
right whales and sperm whales, or
cachalots. . The so-called “finners,”
sitch as the biue whale, the largest
animal in the world; the finner whale;
the small fish whale; and the bump-
back, were all too active, and sank too
quickly when killed. But thefr turn
has now come, for the modern. whale
gun {8 a finely fashioned cannon, the
harpoon carries a shell, and the body
of the whale is kept afloat by Inflating
it with air through pipes from the
_engine room of the whaler, The ren-
dering {s now done In 2 factory on
shore, or in a speclal large vessel
moored in the harbor. Besides the
whalebone, which no longer pays well
or at all, and the oil, which.1a graded
into qualities as It comes from the
blubber, the fat of the tongue and kid-
neys, the flesh and bomes and the
refuse, there remain the drled flesh
and bones, which are now also put to
commercial use. The absolutely fresh
flesk s used to make whale-meat meal,
a nutritious and wholesome foodstuft
that is largely fed to cattle. From
the remaining flesh and about a third
of the bones whale guano is made, and
from the bones alons bone meal. The
largest whaling business in the world
is now conducted in the Falkland s
lands and thelr dependencies. The
season beglns o November, and lasts
unt) the end of April, and the aver-
age production of oil 1s nearly half &
million barrels; of guano, 8375 toms.
The Industry gives  employment to
about 3,500 men,—Youth's Companion.

Handles Grow Crooked,

The Japanese are expert in the pa-
tient work needed In gardening, and
it Is from the Japanese farmers on
the Pacific coast that most of the wood
fs sent for use as umbrella handles.
Twisted handles were formerly bent
laboriously by steaming the wood to
make it flexible, but the Japanesa force
the pretzels and other twists in the
growlng plant which by a system of
pruning is forced to nourish the dis-
torted twigs, the whole process taking
three years before they are ready for
the manufacturer to strip and polish,
or.to use bark and all.

Darwin Relics,

The late Willlam Erasmus Darwin,
who was & son of Charles Darwin, re-
cently left & number of relics of his
famous father to his nephew, with
the request that they be kept perma.
nently in the passesslon of the Dar
win family.” These relics Inciude the
family portraits, many medals that
had been presented to his father, the
letter written Jiome by him while on
the “Beagle” expedition and two early
zketches of “The Ol‘l\Bln of. Species.”
—Sclentifle Amerfean.

. - No Late Hours Thers,

: Gueo-What possessed you-to uts

way of- hera to the extreme edga of.

thedity 2 " o

= Host- “The trolley cays stop running

at10p. m. - : =
“Whal of that?”

Miss ' Loltfcoust™"

tars."=New Toek

~Wait 11}l you see my pretty dingh
Woekly, .

remained behind when he ought to
have gonme forth to battle and which
tesulted in the sin for which he was
even now suffering {eh. 11:1-7)  Ab-
salom was' shrewd as ‘men count
shrewdness; but -he made one fatal

-| omission in planning his campalgn,

he let God out of his reckoning (ch.
17:14 R. V.). David's use ot Hughal
was fully justified by the sltuation
into which this reckless son was pre-
cipitated, still it is probable that David
listened to the advice of his followers
(v. 3) more willingly because of his
relucjance to fight ageinst his owa
son.

Scene 3. Abpalom's Defeat, vv. 6
10, The battle was so planned that
the advantage of the forest was on Da-
vid's side and more of the enemies of
David wers swmitten by the hand ot
God (v. 8) than were slain by the;
servants ‘of David. These men
brought, judgment. upon themselves
through thefr  digloyalty to God's
chosen king (Judges 5:20, 21) and in
this we Bee a type of that final vigtory
which shall end our David's engege-
ment with his, foes (Rev. 79:11-21;
II Thess. 2:8).; Men who today are
disloyal or disobedient to God’s
chosen King can only expect “a cer-
tain fearful lookipg for of judgment and
fiery indignation which shall devour
the adversarles” (Heb. 10:27). Atthe
end of the battle proud Absalom is not
found In his chariot, but helplessly en-
tangled in the crown of his pride.

Scene 4, Absalom’s Death, vv. 11-15.
“Absalom chanced to meet” (v. 9 R.
V.); there s no chance in the provl-
dences of God. His desire to meet
David's servapta 1s' granted, yet that
rmeeting bronght Absalom dismay, de-
feat and ruin,

Josb now takes matters into his
own hands. He held David in his
power and had a debt: to pay Absalom
(ch. 14:29). Most dearly’did Absalom
pay the penalty to this vengeful, time:
ablding soldler. Joab was not content
to slay this proud ¥outh, but, to show
his contempt, he cast the dead body
fnto & pit and ratsed over it a “great
heap" of stones (v. 17). So Absalom's
proud monument (v. 18) falled of its
intended parpase, David's victory
was complete; even so will be the ul-
timate victory of our “greater David"

1m.

David's Grief, v. 1333
Scene 1. The Messengers. - Again our
attention 1s centered upon the grief
stricken father. His anxiety Is.&in-
cere ahd heart-breaking, but it Ia
tardy. The first. messenger, Ahimaaz,
s & good man, but brings not good
news. Is our message ome of life or
of death? The second messenger
glves a diplomatic’but a biunt answer
to David's anxious lnquiry. What
caréd David for his enemies, his army,
pay for himself, if only the “young
man" were safe. - .

“ Application, “Is the young man
safe?” Industrially, soclally, physical-
iy, morally, spiritually, his safely de-
dends upon the guldance of the home,
the father and the church. Only as
parents hear and obey the Master's
words, “Bring thy son bither” (Luke
9:41)_is the young man sate, David's
sin was not, however, sufficlent cause
for Absalom’s downfall; he courted
his own tuin (John 5:40). .

The great cutstanding lesson of this
entire drams, extendlng -frof L]
cleventkr to the nineteenth chAplers,
is: “Whatgoever & man sowsth, that
hall he also reap.” e
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