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TENTH EPISGDE.
A Prisoner on the Yacht.
CHAPTER |I.

ED WARNER, in front of the
blazing windows of the New
York cafe, stood as one in s
daze, deaf to all the words of

Bobbie and Iris Blethering, who fear

ed, from the ashen pallor of his face,

¥

music, pounded out by the nimbla
fingers of Tommy Thomas,

Blye sat quietly, with that suave
emile upon his lips and stroking his
black Vandyke with his long, lean,
white fingers, upon one of which spar-

" kled a diamond. He rose presently,
| and, tiptoeing down the gangway,
, stopped at June's door and listened.
{ He could hear an occasional stified sob

as June sat amid the soft cushions of

 that his murderous frenzy might reaci | the couch. Before her, through a half

upon himself. He saw again his love
i1y runaway bride belng forced out of
! the cafe against her will by the man
| with the wiite mustache and that in.
{fernal scoundrel with the black Van:
jdyke, Gilbert Blye! He saw himself
prevented by the frighténed Bobbie

and Iris and the solicitous waiters
from dashing among the glittering ta.
bles and grappling Biye by the throat
and strangling him to death. He saw
{himself rushing to the ornate entrance
through which they had taken his
/beautiful June and arriving in time
only to see ber whirl away into the
night in Blye's luxurious limousine,
the heavy man with the thick eyelids
up in front with the driver, the mid.
dle aged woman and the vivacious bru.
nette with concern and fright on their
pale faces as the dome light of the
car shone down upon them, and on
the rear seat with June the two men
who had carried ber away by violence,
the white mustached man laughing,
and the dark, handsome face of Gil-
bert Blye bending over June with
that suvave smile on his lips,

Too latel Too late for anything but
his stupor. The limousine had turned
the corner. On that side of the cafe
there was not a taxi to be seen. Bob.
ble’s car stood fn front, on the other
street.  While Iris endeavored to
arouse the stupefiled Ned, Bobbie ran
around and brought his roadster. They
drove up to the corner and turned
down the street through which the
limousine had disappeared, but where
in all that wilderness of moving ve-
hicles could the track of June be
found? Nowhere! It was as if the
earth had opened and swallowed her up.

It might as well, for June, in a
swift motorboat with the gay party
which had kidnaped ber from the cafe,
was then swiftly approaching a long,
low yacht which loomed gracefully
above them in the misty river.

June's struggles were useless in that
heaving water, and ber cries of pro
test were unheard in that lonely
waste. Strong arms lifted her to her
feet. A strong hand from sbove grasp-

That Infernal Scoundrel With the Black
Vandyke, Gilbert Blyel

ed hers, and she was pulled up to the
deck. Below her she heard the Jangh-
ter of the three men who had abduct-
ed ber, and with their laughter blend-
ed the shrill, high volce of that viva-
clous brunette, Tommy Thomas. June's
heart sent out a wild call to Ned. This
bad been the first. time she had seen
his face since the day of thefr wed-
ding.

At the door of the sumptuously fit-
ted crimson and gold salon on the
yacht the tottering June was confront-
ed by a stolid steward, with gray mut-
ton chop whiskers, and a puckered
looking stewardess, who wore, as if
habitually, a half whimper,

‘“The dearle looks faint,” safd the
Btewardess.

“Well, bring the young lady a glass
of wine, you,” grufily ‘ordered the
steward,

Mrs. Villard came in and dropped in
a chalr, while the vivacious Tommy
danced over to. the gold lacquered
plano, its beautiful marine view paint
ed by the famous Velaz. Blye and
the white mustached Cunningham and
the beavy Edwards followed, laughing,
as Wilkins wheeled in from the pantry
a portable buffet, its frosty 'topped
bottles packed in glistesing fce.

“Have a taste of this, dearfe. It
will soothe your nerves.” The whin.
ing stewardess held to June's Mps a
glass of sherry, but June. drew away
from it with repugnance and, rising,
hurrfed away from the sumptuonsly
Atted salon. She aid npt know wwhere
that passageway led except that it led
away from that hateful company.
The stewardess followed her, the glass
of sherry still in ber hand. “Right in
here, dearie,” and she opened the door
of a magnificent stateroom, its ma-
hogany walls paneled with ivory tint-
ed tapestry, its brass bed hung with
rich iace. §

June hesitated, but down the pas-
sageway came Orin Conningham, his
eyes twinkling and the laughter of
wine upon his lips. Juné darted into
the ‘magnificent stateroom, hastily shut
the door and locked it.”

In the erimson and gold salon weru
the popping of corks, gay laughter, ir
which jeven Mrs, Villard joined, and
then the loud strains of swift dance

open door, could be seen a glimpse of
& snowy white bathroom, and In the
adjoining little pale blue boudoir stood
June’s own luggage!

Ned! That brief sight of him had
filled June’s whole soul with longing.
Poor little runaway bride!

There were the rattle of a donkey
engine and the scraping of chains on
the yacht Hilarity. The anchor was
coming up, and there was an instant
change in the easy rocking of the
eraft. She shuddered, and then there
was the sound of seething water as

June Drew Away From [t With Re:
pugnance.

the Hilarity gathered headway. June
was on her feet in an Instant. She
ran to the porthole and guzed out at
the barely moving lichts ilong shore,
The portholes were too small to let her
shoulders through. She ran to the door
and opeued it stealthily, then closed it
and held the knob as Tommy Thomas
and Orin Cunningham danced past in
the salon.

The alert ear of Gilbert Biye caught
the click of that latch, slight as it was,
and his eyes glowed; he motioned sig-
nificantly toward the corridor, and Ed-
wards, reaching up, said something in
the ear of Mrs. Villard. A slight
frown crossed her brow, but she rose
Instantly and went down the gangway
to the door of June's stateroom. She
knocked, but there was no answer,

“June!” she called. ‘*June, dear!”

No answer. Mrs. Villard listened.
No sound. She went back slowly to
the salon,

“You'll never make that child one of
us,” and she shook her head.

June sat on the couch in her state-
room with her hands locked upon her
knees, staring into the white slice of
brightness formed by the tiling of the
bathroom, and while she pondered on
what she should do Marie and Henrj
reached the city and stopped at a tele-
graph office. When they came out or
that place a short, wide, thick man
who had been weddling down the
street, with a blunt stub of a cigar In
one corner of his mouth and a look of
habitual furtiveness in his little eyes,
started abruptly at sight of Marie, and
when the touring car started the short,
wide man hung on behind, his cigar
stub firmly clamped between his teeth,

The doorbell rang at the Moore home
in Brynport. Stern John Moore, read-
ing his paper beneath the portrait of
June, looked up quickly, and there was
a slight tremor at the corner of his
paper. Aunt Debby’s voice was heard:

“Why, it's Mr. Ned and Miss ‘Irig.
Why, good evenin’. The folks is to
home.”

Stern John Moore listened with si-
lent attention while Mrs, Moore, her
hand upon her breast, stified the emo-
tions to which Iris Blethering gave
full play as the “kidnaping” was de~
scribed.

There was but one conclusion among
the men, and Ned, composing his voice

"It 1s a matter for the police,”
’ d,

he de-
clared. .

a8 he passed from the mention of Bilye,
stated that conelusion.

“It is .a matter for the police,” he
declared and picked up the telephone.
“Our daughter is In. danger,” safd

the grave voice of John Moore,

o

N the dock adjacent to the one
from which the Hilarity’s mo-
tor tender had departed there
night watchman, who consisted of an
overcoat, a cap and two glints of eye.
To him there came, as the docks inten-
chauffeur with a thin mustache and a

weman with high cheek bones,

“The Hilarity!” stated the little
with a sweeping gesture he pointed to
that adjacent dock . where stood a big
hamper with the word ‘‘Hilarity” glar-
Then Henrl stepped back.

“Yep,” rumbled a frosty voice.

“But her tender,” objected Henrl,
sisted Henrl, stopping in front of the
overcoat and cap, but moving aside as
It came irresistibly on. ‘The facts
on board the Hilarity, Behold, bere is
the maid of the charming mademol.
selle. She was also to have gone on
she go?”

“Dunno.”

The maid of the charming mademoi-

“Can you drive a motorboat?” she
asked.

“Voila!” And Henri snapped the fin-
times, “Voila, mademoiselle, Marie! If
it goes I can drive 1t.”

“Can’t we hire this boat?' and the
little craft.

“Nope.”

“But, comrade.”” And Henrl Jerkea
wheeled at right angles.

“It 15 important. Look. Here is
money, I take the swift little boat. 1
the river. I swish across the bay.
Like lightning I swish, and I overtake
the yacht Hilarit§. 1 deliver the
“and a kiss from the fiu ver tips to the
charming mademoiselle, and immedj-
ately I swish back. Nothing is lost!

“Get off the dock,” came the answer.

“But, monsieur.”

“Hike.”
response. And he followed Marie off
the dock,

Henri had another ides. He drove

CHAPTER J),

I paced, almost perceptibly, o
sified their loneliness, a Drisk little
chauffeur, with an accusing tone, and
ing white on its side. “She is gone!”
“also is gone. Listen, my friend,” in-
are like these: Mademoiselle has gone
board the Hilarity. How, then, shall
selle now stepped forward.
gers of both hands, snapped them three
resourceful Marie pointed to a trim
ffs cap on the back of his head as he
swish out of the slip. I swish down
charming maild"—a i ‘le bow here—
All is safe!”

“I, Henrl, detest you,” was the angry
to a nearby saloonl m}d procured a

Mrs. Moore Stifled the Emotions to
Which lris Blethering Gave Full Play.

bottle of whisky, which he offered to
the man on the dock.

“Thanks.” The voice was one degree
less frosty. The neck of the bottle
disappeared into the slit of the over-
coat collar, and the gleaming bottle
turned heavenward.

“Volla.” Henrt himself took a sip
and stuffed the bottle in bhis pocket,
“I shall go away, my friend, but I shall
return,” He hurried back to the tour-
Ing car up on the street and drove
away, and the thick figure slinking out
of the shadows hopped on behind,

In the ivory tapestried stateroom, as
the Hilarity steamed slowly across the
bay, June Warner suddenly rose and
rang for the stewardess. That puck-
ered person came with alacrity, but be-
fore she went to June she stopped in
the door of the crimson and gold salon
and, eatehing the eye of Orin Cunniug-
ham, bobbed her head and smiled her
ingratiating smile and jerked her
thumb over her shoulder toward June's
room; then she turned her pallid eyes
toward Gflbert Blye for a fleeting mo-
ment and hurried away.

“Did youn ring, dearie?” she whined
as June opened the door.

“Yes” June studied the woman a
moment speculatively. She could not
confide in this creature, “You may
bring me some water, please,”

“Yes, dearle,” The stewardess whirl-
ed and hurried to the door of the erim-
son and gold salon, where Tommy
Thomas sat between Cunningham and
Bdwards, with n hand on a shoulder
of each, The stewardess, with a side-
long glance at the quiet Blye In the
corner, hurried over to the group on
the bench,

grinning hee

wely grin,

By George Randolph Chester and Lillian Chester

Showed an item, “Banked to the mdltl
of P, Wilkins, $12,000."

And it an belonged to the map, ev-
°ry pemny. If the woman had any-
thing it was a gift, no matter what she
brought to the man on her marriage
nor what she had earned since! It
seemed universal, this condition.

A startling thought came to June.
Suppose she achieved her independ-
ence, suppose she earned her own mon-
€y, so that she could go to Ned, asking
from him nothing bat love in return
for her love, would he own what she
had earned? ‘It 80, what wauld be-
come of the prineiple for which she
had run away? . She paled at that
thought, and then ghe laughed. She
did not know the law in thig matter,
but she knew Ned. Dear Ned! She
hunted her handkerchief in a hurry.
T sary the immedidte need of po-

lice aid for the Moore family.

With fingers which trembled in spite
‘of his habitual control, the father of
June opened the telegram and read this
strange message: .

I am sorry I had a certain party tied
and lost in Hunter's woods, Please find
him and tell him I am sorry. I am going
to join our darling, ¥ will protect her un-
til we meet again, when all will be happy.
Your faithful MARIE,

New plans were made accordingly.

On the dock against which rocked
and, grated the swift little motorboat

3

“Ob, yes." Agaln theigrin. “Young
ladies always trust me. Say, 1 think
she wants to escape.”

Biye, with a frown on his dark,
handsome face, walked across and
fpoke to Cunniugham. Orin nodded
#nd, bis eyes twinkling, went to the
portable buffet., where he selectad a
long stemmed, gracefully shaped, gold
Incrusted goblet of Venetian glass. He
filled it with ice and set it to ove side.
her, while the others watched him,
Tommy Thomas, with a half sneer, and
Mrs, Villard, with shocked concern, he
took from a locked case a tiny stone
bottle. Now he emptied the ice from
the beautiful goblet and poured into it
a few blood red drops. Mrs. Villard
half rose and looked toward Gllbert
Blye; then, with a cateh in her breath,
sbe sat down and wag silent.

Blye went to the door as the stew-
ardess came up the gangway and call-
ed ber in with a jerk of his head. On
the lips of Edwards there had come a
firm set, and his heavy ldded eyes had
varrowed. Without 8 word Cunning-
bam handed thé glass to the steward-
ess, but between the two there passed
a look which was full of meaning.
Blye, with his glowing eyes on the
glass, smiled suavely.

“I brought you the water, dearle,”
said the stewnrdess, entering June's
stateroom,

“Oh!”  An exclamation of delight
from June as her eyes widened with
the beauty of the delicate Venetian
goblet.

“That's something ‘else I made for
you in the pantry, dearie,” explained
the stewardess, in her coaxing whine,
and bobbed her neck. “It's a fine stim-
ulant and soothing to the nerves.”
June took the fragile glass in her
hand. Its sheer beauty had won her.
She inhaled daintily. The fragrance
was most appealing. She looked at it
again and smiled. She did feel faint
and weak. She lifted the glass to her
lips, and the tip of her tongue caught
the delicious flavor. Suddenly, as she
tilted the glass to drink, she caught
the pallid eyes of the stewardess fixed
eagerly upon her. The woman's
mouth was half open, and she was
breathing hard,

With a flash of intuition June jerked
her lips from the glass and threw it,
crashing and splintering, into the fire-
place.

“Why, deariel” exclaimed the stew-
ardess, and In great agitation she
pushed a button 8t the side of the
mantel.

June’s eyelashes lowered for an in-
stant, and her lips set; then quietly
she went into the little blue boudoir
-and sat thoughtfully upon the daintily,
upholstered settee.

The steward came pompously in.

“Well, you've done it again, you!” he
growled as he surveyed the splintered
fragments of 'the delicate Venetian
glass,

“No, Percy,” whined the woman and
glared toward the boudofr door with
her pallid eyes. She jerked her thumb
in that direction, and then she winked.

“That's you,” snarled Wilkins. “You
always say it's a guest.”

“How much?’ whispered the woman
In a sibilant hiss, which carried ag it
was intended to do.

“Them glasses is $12 apiece, and 1tm
be taken from your wages. That
comes out of my pocket!”

June bit her lips. Twelve dollarst
It was a lot of money to a girl who
had found dollars coming slowly and
Independence hard to win, but she
picked up her purse, After al), she had
no proof that the woman meant any-
thing but kindliness,

“Is this breakage charged agalnst
you?” asked June.

“Why, yes, dearle)” ‘A sniffie went
with the whine.

“How much will it cost you?”

“Twelve dollars!” Sniffle. ' “But it'a
all a part of our job, so never mind,
dearie,”

“I do not wish you to lose the
money,” and quite thoughtfully June
counted $12 from her slender store.
She added another for the customary
tip and gave one to the man, and they
thanked her most obsequiously, As
June returned to the boudoir their snp-
pressed voices broke out again,

“No,” protested the woman in that
whining hiss; “that's my money—the
dollar’s mine, anyhow.”

“Nothing yours except what I give
you,” stated Percy Wilking grufily,
“That's the law, and you know it.
Clean up that mess, yon,” and he left
the room.

The woman’s whining mnmble could
be heard all the while she was cleaning
up the fireplace. She was going when
June returned to the Stateroom, but on
the floor near the door was a Yellow
leather bound blank book, its side
worn like glass from the constant fric-
tion of a pocket, June picked it up
and opened it with idle curiosity, On
the first inside bage, at the top, was
the blg scrawled word “From.” At
the top of the opposite page was the
word “To.” The first item on the

CHAPTER 1II.
HE arrival of an envelope by
messenger rendered unneces-

8wiftly, Silently, June Gained the Deck.

Flash the lonely overcoat and cap pur-
sued their almost imperceptible way.
A touring car stopped on the street up
the hill.

“It Is cold, my friend, is it not?” call.
ed Henri as he roshed forward, bottle
in hand. “Shall we warm ourselves—
yes?* !

“Yep,” rolled up the somber voice,
With frosty cordlality, and the neck of
the bottle disappeared in the slit of the
overcoat collar,

“The motor tender from the Hilarity
~it is not yet returned, eh?”

“Nope.”

“Volla!” Henri is even cheerful as
he races back up the dock. “I shal)
return, my friend Monsieur Frappe.”

As Henr! jumps into his car a dim,
fat figure slinks out of the shadows
and hops on behind.

* * L] " L] L] "~

Left alone momentarily, June threw
open the door which she had Just lock-
ed and dashed back along the gangway
toward the pantry, At the end of the
passage she found a companionway
which led her up to the deck. She
rushed forward to the prow, taking in
at a glance that they were far from
shore and in the open water. The dis-
tant lights glowed dully through the
mist, but just ahkead of her, on the port
side, bore down the red and green
lights of a tug.

“Ahoy!” she cried, Iifting her hands
to her mouth Iike a megaphone.
“Ahoy!” she screamed.

Strong arms seized her—the heavy
Jawed officer she liad seen as she had
come on board. Two others came run.
ning up, Rdwards and Cunningham.
Close behind were Tommy Thomas
and Mrs, Villard, the former laughing,
the latter panic ‘stricken, A handker
chief was pressed against her mouth,
and the tug flashed by,

It was BEdwards and Cunningham
Wwho dragged June down into the crim.
" " ) fon and gold salon, and as June was
bf:l:.m yRF0 Wis dnted il A g autle(;l i: tll:e gut thh;g shetmm: was

i e dark, handsome face of Gllbert
2'00?0 p:‘u::l‘_u,? Pish, wedding porﬂonf Blye! He was standing at the porta.

‘Beneath this was the ftem— : ‘. :llen el;uﬂ'et. Quietly drinking a glass of

4 L

g:‘m:::ﬁx‘:’;m:m“::& P. Wilkins and wife came running in,

Aand Edwards, panting, his heavy lips
parted in a half snarl and half grin,

was;
released his hold on June,

""BOOHBS to the States, U
Percy and Sally Wilkins, 22 pounds. “Lock her up,” he ordered and Joined
Blye at tho buffet. Blye lifted his

After that the entries were all in dol-
Lﬁ:hy(::otve:gemn;'mﬂ:’w‘::{mzm glass, suavely smiling, as June, now
Bally Fish Wilkins, for they had ap. | nresisting, T e 4
parently gone into private service im. | Inside her stateroom June locked het
mediately @oor and at the same time heard #
" bolted from the outsidé.
L ] » » L4 L4 L] .

On the dock the overcoat ana eap

“She wants some water,” ghe whis- !
Apered, bending over and

watched the figure of Henrl with
drowsy {nterest; also a short, thick

re.
“Say, what do they want?” the short,

“Didn’t I tell you before to hike?
husked the warm steam of breath.
*Get off the dock.”

“The beautiful little motorboat!” in-
terrupted Henrl, with ingratiating en-
thusiasm. *“My friend M. Flambeau,
would it not be possible"—

“NODO."

“Voila!” Henrl was guite cheerful.
“I shall return again, my friend
mppe"n

Henri wuxjuut starting his carlan;l
the short, thick figure had just slun
out of the plilflo!vs to hop on behind
when the overcoat and cap sat on the
edge of the dock, with their feet dan-
gling toward the .water,

“Ah!" breathed Henr} to the stiff fig:
are beside him. *“At Iast'it arrives!
We shall wait!”

“Is there any Jeft?" busked a volce,

“Pardon,”, abjectly apologized Henrl,
“a thousand pardons, Mlle. Marie!"
And he produced a fresh bottle,

The:thick, short figure slinking back
Into the shadows wiped Its lips with
its tongue and shivered,

Dawn-slowly the chill, gray mist
which lay upon the river began to
clear,

“Volla,” cracked the volce of Heanrl,
but the tone was cheerful still. *“He
sleeps!"

It was true. The overcoat and cap,
after bobbing and swaying dangerons-
ly over the water's edge for hour after
tour, had at last stretched out on the
dock for the slumber due to a night
watchman who was thoroughly at ease
and thoroughly warm.

Henrl and Marle, with all the mental
effect-of stealthiness, sprang into the
swift looking little motorboat.

A short, thick figure came painfully
waddling out on tbe dock and shook
the overcoat. The cap wabbled,

“Hey!" This was from the short,
thick figure, but the aperture through
which the sound came was so stiff
that the result was only a wheeze,

A snore came from the overcoat,

“Hey!” A punch, a kick, but a stife
kick which had no force.

“Ugh!" The grunt was from the
night watchman,

“Well, you with the distillery breath.
L tried to tell you all night, didn’t 1?
Ob, get alive! This is Bill Wolf, the
private detective, talking to you."

“Ugh!" The cap moved, but the
overcoat was still asleep.

*“They stole the Flash, 1 say, they”—

“The Flash!” The overcoat straight-
ened. It rose. The cap stiffened its
angle. 'The combination scrambled to
ity feet.

“They stole the Flash!"

“Stole it!{ Who?"

“Oh, who?” The tone was one of
infinite contempt. “Why, the little
pink whiskered guy and the bony
dame! Stole it! And now where dia
they go?”

“The yacht—what's her name?" The
overcoat and cap were still hazy. The
cap turned gropingly toward the
hamper, on the adjoining dock, where
the name stood out in blunt white let-
ters, “Hilarity!” “The”~

“The Hilarity!” Bill Wolf stooped
with his hands on his knees to stare af
that information which had been in
plain sight nll night. *“Me for a tele-
phone. Gee, look at that boat gol”

Upon the swelling waves rode the
Hilarity, and all on board of her, save
the officers of the night and one other,
were sound asleep.

That one was June Warner, She had
noiselessly dressed berself in a yacht-
Ing costume, and now she slowly re-
moved a bar which held the sliding of
a secret panel she had discovered in
the wall of her cabin, Then she shov-
ed it to one side until the opening was
large enough to admit her lithe, slen.
der figure. She ‘wupg herselt in a
stateroom faintly Mumined by the
glowlng of the dawn, and in that room,
on a chair and sti)) wearing the even.
ing raiment of the night before, sat,
bis head bent upon his shoulder, Orin
Cunningham,

With a shudder of aversion June
sped to the door of Cunningham's eab.
in and opened it. 8he passed through
the salon, There on the bench streteh-
ed Tommy Thomas, one tapering arm
bent over her head ang her dainty
slippers crossed in slumbrous ease.

Swiftly, silently, June gained the
deck. Creeping close to the cabins,
she ronnded the stern. The Hilarity
had dropped anchor, and the landing

Gilbert Biye's Dark, Handsome Face
Appedred Above the Rail.

stairs with thefr sflken band rail hag
been Jet down. At the platform bob-
bed the motor tender.

Swiftly, silently, the runaway bride
crept out and down the side of the
yacht and dropped ns nolselessly ns a
cat into the motorboat while the long
plnk fingers of the dawn swept athwary

the yellowing sky. -
heart June starteq

With a |
the motor, and at the sound Gilbert
bandsome !qe. appeared

thick figure asked, with stiff lips.
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“Create in me a clean heart, 0 God.”
Psalm 51:10,

Chapter 11:1-5.. Dayid's' sin wag
committed at a time when lsrael wag
at war with Ammon. This was one of
those wars through which ‘David had
built his empire. The Campaign was
against the ¢lildren of Ammon to the
east of Jordan, The Ammoerites haa
defled Israel and been defeated = by
Saul, They had again insulted the
messengers sent by David té condole
with Hanun, their - king, upon the
death of his father, They were not in-
clined to live as peaceful neighborg of
the Israelites, There was nothing to
do but to reduce them to vassalage. In
this war David does not seem to have
followed the custom of ancient kings,
Instead of marching at the head of his
army he stayed at home and committ.
ed the management of the campaign
to his stalwart general, Joab. What.
ever his reasons may have been for
this course, it proved his undoing'mor-
ally. Had he gone to Rabbah (the
capital city of Ammon), which his
army was besfeging, he would not
have been tempted as he was, Satan

is always in the labor market employ-
ing idle hands. David busy with work
in the camp would have had neither
occasion, nor time or energy, to give
to an intrigue with Bathsheba.

Verses 6-21. It would be futile to
attempt to characterize David's sin as
it stood out as an exception to the
rule. It was a typical sin. ' It was a
sordid, saddening, sickening affair, as
properly understood. First, it illus.
trates the solidarity of sin. This
means that sins are interlinked with
one another. There is no way of
avoiding one sin leading to another ex.
cept immediate repentance and repar-
ation. There is no way of preventing
weeds from multiplyfng except pluck-
ing them up by the roots and destroy-
ing them. David's first sin was
bound to lead to a second and a third;
and it did so. To cover up the dis-
grace and popular indignation that
might follow the discovery of it, David
must needs put Uriah out of the way.
To put Uriah out of the way he must
needs resort to indirection and trick-
ery, which is falsehood. = Another as-
pect of sin {llustrated by the affair s
that the sinner is seldom alone in his
sin, David must have the assistance
of Joad in getting rid of Urlah. It is
true in Joab he found a ready co-work-
er. For to the sturdy soldier, callous
to bloodshed, the death of one man, es-
pecially in battle, was an insignificant
matter. But the responsibility ot
David for making Joab a ‘partner in
his sin is none the less on that ac-
count. We are mno less temptors
(imitators of Satin) because those we,
invite to sin with us are naturally in.
clined to what we induce them to do.

Verses 22-27. The false position as-
sumed by David must be maintained
through to the end. Hence when the
news of the success of his evil scheme
was brought to him he carried the
fa'sehood further by assuming tae role
of & comfniter to jeab, as it Joab
cared a straw for the death of Uriah,
or even all the men that had been
butchered with him in order to cover
his murder. At last, however, David
thought he had come to the end of his
evil planning. !

Chapter 12: 1-17. It David thought
that his sin was now well protected by
the wall he had built all about it he
wae greatly mistaken. No matter how
safely men may safeguard themselvea
against the consequences of their evit
deeds, and not matter how completely
they may cover them up, there is ai-
ways one eye which sees the sin, one
mind which knew of it, And that mind
has the power of causing it to live
again in new consequences. The God
against whom all sin is an offence
would not in his infinite kindness per-
mit David to merely forget his trans-
grees of his own low. It was in kind-
ness that God’s prophet came to David
because an unrepented sin {s an unfor-
given sin; and better a thousand
bangs than the sting of ‘sin ‘perman:
ently embedded in one's character.
The method of Nathan In raising
David’s sin to his congclousness is
characterfstic of the Hebrew prophets.
In a parable full of Oriental charm he
put before the king the case of a pow:
érful man committing a deed of cruel
injustice against a poor neighbor. The
Imaginary cast was Just different
enough from that of Dayid to leave
the sound part of the king's moral na-
ture unprejudiced. ' Not recognizing
himself as the offender, David ¢could
view the offence in a detached manner
and give vetn to his righteous indigna-
tion.  And because the case was pre-
Sented to him as a real one, and be-
cause further as king he was the ad-
ministrator of justice, he was ready to
declare the criminal worthy of death,
and require four-fold restitution, ac-
cording to the law of the land, to the
Injured person. The differences be-
tween the affair in Nathan's atory and
the real case of David were counter-
balanced by a parallellsm in the prin-
ciples involved. The story was in a
manner a mirror in which David
might recognize himself.  Nathan
Wwalted until' David had thoroughly
committed himself on the principles
involved, Then by removing the
slight veil of individual peculiarity he
held the mirror up to David, “Thou
art the man” 1t was a means of
awakening David’s" consclence. Dav-
id’s 8reatness as a king and his essen-
tial soundniées’'as ‘a man, was again
Shown in hig ‘pronipt obedience to the
divine voice, He ' did not resent
Nathan's bolq rebuke.’ He made no
eXcuses. He frankly acknowleded
the offence of his sin against Jehovah.
It were well {f men never sinned. But
if we confess our sins, he is faithful
and righteous to forgive us our sins,

and to cleanse us from all unright-
€ousness,"”

.




