THE HARVEST FIELD,

T INSPIRES DR. TALMAGE’S SERMON
ON GOSPEL FARMING.

Noah the First Farmer—The Honor to
Agriculture of the Ages-Deep Plow-
ing For a Soul -The Straight Furrow
With God’s Standard as a Guide.

‘Washington, Oct. 25.—This sermon at
this season, after most people have had
a good, long breath of the country, if
they do not actually live there, wiil
revive many pleasant memories, while
it deals with great religious truths, Dr.
Talmage's text was Jchn xv, 1, “My
Father is the huﬂbmdm&n."

This last summer, having gone in dif-
ferent directions over between five and
six thousand miles of harvest fields, I
can hardly open my Bible without
smelling the breath of new mown hay
and seeing the golden light of the
wheat field, and when I open my Bible
to take my text the Scripture leaf rus-
tles like the tassels of the corn.

We were nearly all of us born in the
tountry. We dropped corn in the h'll
and went on Saturday to the mill, ty-
(ng the grist in the centre of the sack
s0 that the contents on eilher side the
horse balanced each other, and drove

the cattle afield, our bare fect wet with-

dew, and rude the horses with the hal-
ter to the brook until we fell off, and
hunted the mow for nests until the
feathered occupants went cackling
away. We were nearly all of us born
(n the country, and all would have
stayed there had not some adventur-
Jus lad on his vacation come back
with Dbetter clothes and softer hands
and set the whole village on fire with
ambition for city life. So we all under-
stand rustic allusions. The Bihle is
full of them. In Christ's sermon on
the mount you could see the full blown
lilies and the glossy black of the crow's
wing as it tlies over Mount Olivet.
David and Jolrn, Paul and Isaiah find
in country life a source of frequent il-
lustration, while Christ, in the text,
takes the responsibility of calling Ged
& farmer; declaring “My Father is the
husbandman.”

Noah was the first farmer. We sa.
nothing about Cain, the tiller of the
soil. Adam was a gardener on a large
scale, but to Noah was given all the
acres of the earth. Elisha was an agri-

culturist, not cultivating a ten-acre lot, !

t_ox' we find him plowing with 12 yoke
of oxen. In Bible times the land was
50 plenty and the inhabitants so few

that Noah was right when he gave o |

every inhabitant a certain portion of
land; that land, if cultivated, ever after
to be his own possession, just as in
Nebraska the United States Govern-
ment, on payment of $16, years ago
gave precmiption right to 160 acres to
any man who would settle there and
cultivate the soil

All classes of people were expected to
cultivate ground except ministers of
celigion. It

with their own profession, although 1
am told that sometimes ministers du
plunge so deeply into worldliness that
thecy remind one of what Thomas
Fraser said in regard to a man in his

day who preached very well, but lived

very {11, “When he is out of the pulpit,
it is a pity he chould ever go into it
and when he is in the pulpit, it is &
pity he should ever come out of it.”
They were not small crops raised in
those times, for though the arts were
rude, the plow turned up very
scil, and barley and cotton and flax
and all Kinds of grain came up at the
call of the harvesters. Pliny tells of
one stalk of grain that had on it be-

tween three and four hundred ears. The |

rivers and the brooks, through arti-
ficial channels, were brought down to
the roots of the corn, and to this habit
of turning a river wherever it was
wanted, Solomon refera when he says,
“The King's heart is in the hand of
the Lord, end He turneth it as the
rivers of water are turned, whitherso-
aver He willl™

The wild Deasts were caught, and
then a hoeolt was put into their nose,
and then they were led over the field
and to that God refers when He says
to wicked Sennacherib, 1 will put a
hook in thy nose and T will bring thee
back by the way which thou camest.”
And God has a heoll in every man's
nose, whethoer it be Nebuchadnezzar or
Ahab or Herod. He may think him-
gelf very independent, but sometime in
his life, or in the hour of his death,
he will find that the Lord Almighty
has a hook in his Rrose,

This was the rule in regard to the
culture of the ground, “Thou shalt not
plow with an ox and an ass together,”
illustrating the folly of ever putting
intelligent and useful and pliable men
in association with the stubborn and
the unmanageable. The vast majority
of troubles in the churches and in re-
formatory institutions comes from the
disregard of this command of the Lord,
*“Thou shalt not plow with an ox and
an ass together.”

There were large amounts of prop-
erty invested in cattle, The Moabites
paid 100,000 shcep as &an annual tax.
Job had 7000 sheep, 3000 camels, 500
yoke of oxen. The time of vintage
was ushered in with mirth and music.
The clusters of the vine weére put into
the wine presses and then five men
would get into the press and trample
out the juice from the grape until their
garments were saturated with the wine
and had become the emblems of
slaughter. Christ Himself, wounded
until covered with the blood of cruci-
fixion, making use of this allusion
when the question was asked, “Where-
fore art Thou red in thine apparel and
Thy garments like one who treadeth
the wine vat?” He responded, “I
have trodden the wine press alone.”

In all ages there has been great honor
paid to agriculture, Seven-eighths of
the people in every country are disci-
ples of the plow. A government is
strong in proportion as it is supported
by an athletic and industrious yeo-
manry. So long -ago as before the fall
of Carthage, Strabo wrote 28 books on
agriculture. Hesiod wrote a poem én
the same subject, *“The Weeks and
Days.” Cato was prouder of his work
on husbandry than of all his military
conquests. But I must not be tempted
into a discussion of agricultural con-
quests, Standing amid the harvests
and orchards and vineyards of the Bi-
ble, and standing amid the harvests
and orchards and vineyards of our

harvests than

to run out the analogy between the

‘was supposed that they |
would have their time entirely occupied |
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the sins that have been
matted in the soul. A fs

his indolent son, “There are a
dolars buried deep in that field.” Th
son went to work and plowed the field
from fence to fence, and he plowed it
very deep, and then complained that
he had not found the money. But when
the crop had been gathered and sold
for a hundrgd dollars more than any
previous year, then the young man took
the hint as to what his father meant
when he said there were a hundred dol-
lars buried down in that field. Deep
plowing for a crop. Deep plowing for
& soul. He who makes light of sin
will never amount to anything in the
church or in the world. If a man
speaks of sin as though it were an in-
accuracy or a mistake, instea@ of the
loathsome, abominable, consuming and
damning thing that God hates, that
man will never yield a harvest of use-
fulness.

‘When I was a boy I plowed a field
with a team of spirited horses. I plow-
ed it very quickly., Once in a while
I passed over some of the sod without
turning it, but I did not jerk back the
plow) with its rattling devices. I
thought it made no difference. After
awhile my father came along and said:
“Why, this will never do. This isn't
plowed deep enough. There you have
missed this, and you have missed that.”
And he plowed it over again. The
difficulty with a great many people is
that they are only scratched with con-
viction, when the subsoil plow of God’'s
truth ought to be put in up to the
beam.

My word is to all Sabbath School
teachers, to all parents, to all Christian
workers: Plow deep; plow deep!

But what means all this crooked
plowing, these crooked furrows, the re-
pentance that ends in nothing? Men
groan over their sins, but get no bet-
ter. They weep, but their ‘tears are
not counted, They get convicted, but
not converted. What is the reason? I
remember that on the farm we set a
standard with a red flag at the other
end of the field. We kept our eye on
that. We aimed at that. We plowed
up to that. Losing sight of that, we
made a crooked furrow. Keeping our
eye on that, we made a straight fur-
row. Now, in this matter of convic-
tion we must have some standard to

| guide us. It is a red standard that
God has set at the other end of the
field. It is the cross. Keeping your
eye on that, you will make a straight
furrow. Losing sight of it, you will
make a crooked furrow. Plow up to
the cross. Aim not at either end of
the horizontal piece of the cross, but
at the upright piece, at the center of
it, the heart of the Son of God who
bare your sins and made satisfaction.
Crying and weeping will not bring you
through. “Him hath God exalted to be
& prince and Saviour to give repent-
ance.” Oh, plow up to the cross!

Again, I remark, in grace, as in the
field, there must be a sowing. In the
autumnal weather you find the farm-
er going across the fleld at a stride
of about 23 inches, and at every stride
he puts his hand into the sack of grain
and he sprinkles the seed corn over the
field. It looks silly to a man who does
not know what he is doing. He is
doing a very important work. He is
scattering the winter grain and
though the snow may come, the next
year there will be a great crop. Now,
that' is what we are doing when we
are preaching the gospel—we are scat-
tering the seed. 1t is the foolishness
{ of preaching, but it is the winter grain,
and, though the snows of worldliness
may come down upon it, it will yield
after awhile glorious harvest. Let us
be sure we sow the right kind of seed.
Sow mullein stalk, and mullein stalk
{ will come up. Sow Canada thistles,
and Canada thistles will come up.
Sew wheat, and wheat will come up.
Let us distinguish between truth and
error. Let us know the difference be-
tween wheat and hellebore, oats and
henbane.

Again, I remark, in grace, as in the
farm, there must be a harrowing. I
refer now not to a harrow that goes
over the field in order to prepare the
ground for the seed, but a harrow
which goes over after the seed is sown
lest the birds pick up the seed, sinking
it down into the earth so that it can
take root. You know a harrow. It
is made of bars of wood nailed across
each other. and the underside of each
bar is furnished with sharp teeth, and
when the horses are hitched to it it
goes tearing and leaping across the
field, driving the seed dowmn into the
earth until it springs up in the har-
vest. Bereavement, Sorrow, persecu-
tion, are the Lord's harrows to sink
the gospel truth into your heart.

Again, I remark, in grace, as in the
farm, there must be a reaping. Many
Christians speak of religion as though
it were a matter of economics or in-
surance. They expect to reap In the
next world. Oh, oh! Now is the time
to reap. Gather up the joy of the
Christian religion this morning, this
afternoon, this night. If you have not
as much grace as you would like to
have, thank God for what you have
and pray for more. You are no worse
enslaved than Joseph,no worse troubled
than was David, no worse scourged
than was Paul. Yet, amid the rattling
fetters, and amid the gloom of dun-
geons, and amid the horror of ship-
wreck, they triumphed in the grace of
Goed. The weakest man in the house
to-day has 500 acres of spiritual joy
all ripe. Why do you not go and reap
it? ;
Again I remark, in graoce, as in farm-
ing, there is a time for threshing. I
tell you bluntly that is death. Just as
the farmer with a flail beats the wheat
out of the straw. so death beats the
soul out of the body. Every sickness
is a stroke of the flail, and the sickbed
is the thrashing floor. What say you,
is death to a good man only taking
the wheat out of the straw? That is
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production of crops and the growth of |

in the soul, all these sacred writ-
m.m:motmmi
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‘Meadow is still? it will wave in
the eternal triumph. - What if the
voice tha: made music in the home
is ﬁ‘x ?PI:twm;ig& the etermal ho-

. s i one hehd
a red rose in : ana Y
wreath of orange blossoms on the
borw, the white flower for the viec-
tory, the red flower for the Saviour's
sacrifice, the orange blossoms for her
marriage day. Anything ghastly about
that? Oh, no! The sun weat down, and
the flower shut, The whezst thrashed
out of the straw. “Dear Lord, give
me sleep,” 'said a dying boy, the son
of one of my elders; “dear Lord, give
me sleep.” And he closed his eyes
and awoke in glory. Henry W. Long-
fellow; writing a letter of condolenoce
to those parents, said: “Those last
words were beautifully poetic.” And
.Mr. Longfellow knew what is poetic.
‘Dear Lord, give me sleep.”

'"Twas not In cruelty, g

g That the reaper cgmg‘;tl:ai\l: (;:l;.th'

Twas an angel that visited earth

And took the flower away.

So it may be with us when our work
is ail done. “Dear Lord, give me
sleeq.””

I have one more thought to present.
I have spoken of the plowing, of the
sowing, of the harrowing, of the reap-
ing, of the thrashing. I must now
speak a moment of the garnering.

Where is the garner? Need I tell you?
Oh, no! So many have gone out from
your own circles—yea, from your own
family—that you have had your eyes

on that garner for many a year. What !

a hard time some of them had! In
Gethsemanes of suffering they sweat
great drops of blood. They took the
“cup of trembling,” and they put it to
their hot lips, and they cried, "“If it be
possible, let this cup pass from me.”
With tongues of burning agony they
cried, “O, Lord, deliver my soul!” But
they got over it. They all got over
it. Garnered! Their tears wiped away;
their battles all ended; their burdens
lifted. Garnered! The Lord of the
harvest will not allow those sheaves
to perish in the equinox. Garnered!
Some of us remember on the farm that
the sheaves were put on the top of the
rack which surmounted the wagon,
and these sheaves were piled higher
and higher, and after awhile the
horses started for the barn, and these
sheaves swayed to and fro in the wind,
and the old wagon creaked, and the
horses made a struggle, and pulled
8o hard the harness came up in loops
of leather on their backs, and when
the front wheel struck the elevated
door of the barn it seemed as if the
loud would go mo farther until the
workmen gave a great shout, and then
with one last tremendous strain the
horses pulled in the load. Then they

were unharnessed, and forkful after

forkful of grain fell into the mow. Oh,
my friends, our getting to heaven may
be a pull, a hard pull, a very hard
pull, but these sheaves are bound to
€0 in. The Lord of the harvest has
promised it. I see the load at last
coming to the door of the heavenly
garner. The sheaves of the Christian
soul sway to and fro in the wind of
death, and the old body creaks under
the load, and as the load strikes that
floor of ‘the celestial garner it seems
as if it can go no fanther. It is the
last struggle until the voices of angels
and the voices of our departed kind-
red and the welcoming voice of God
shall send the harvest rolling into the
eternal triumph, while all up and
down the sky the cry is heard: ‘“Har-
vest home! Harvest home!”

Cured by Lightning.

Not many people have cause to re-
joice over . being struck by lightning,
save those who hail death as a joy-
ful deliverance, (Reference is not
made here to presidential lightning, to
receive which lightning rods are al-
ways out.) But theve are exceptions,
Col. Charles C. Corbett of New York
is the omne exception of note.  The
colonel was paralyzed some years ago.
His entire right side was affected, his
face distorted, and for years he re-
mained a hopeless cripple. He was
finally taken to Providence, R.I., to die
among friends. But he did not die.
He was struck by lightning and when
picked up was supposed to be dead.
When he revived, however, his para-
lysis had disapepared. He could walk
as well as ever. The facial distortion
was gone. He was & whole man and
& well one. Here is a tip to the elec-
trical healers. If mild doses of the
fluid have no effect, give the patient
a knockout dose, turn an electric light
current on him and if he doesn’t die
he will probably get well. That’s the
best a doctor can do, anyway. That
recalls the story of the doctor who
promised to kill or cure a patient. She
died and he had to sue her Lusband
for his fee.

“Did you not promise to kill or cure?”
the widower asked.

“Well, I did the best I could.”

“Did you cure her?”

*No, 1>

“Did you kill her?”

And rather than answer the doctor
dismissed the case.—St. Louis Post-
Dispatch.

News of the Modes

The popularity of dark red seems to
be assured.

The correct walking boot is to have
a broad sole this winter.,

Sailor hats, trimmed with plaid taf-
feta ribbon, are very popular for fall
wear.

“Schen-schin” is the newest shade of
pink. It is the color of Japanese roses
when they first begin to bloom.

For evening gowns net is being used
in great profusion, but it is net treated
in its “most extravagant fashion, with
trimmings of steel or jewels of jet,

In jewelry, rubies, diamonds and
black pearls are a combination much
in vogue. Diamond thistles for the hair
are the latest, and among the dia-
monds are twisted silken threads of
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NEW ERAIN ARMING
‘THE WONDER?UL NEW WORLD
i OPENED UP TO THE STUDENT.

The Learned Professions Will Be a Dull
Life to Engaging in the Improved and
Educated Culture of the Soil—Science
Again Leads the Way,

Discoveries tread close on each other
in the realm of microscopic organisms.
It is but a few years since the words
microbe and bacteria were made a part
of our language. It will not be long
before farmers will say my microbes
as freely as they say my pigs or my
hens or my cows. For it is no longer
the injurious bacteria that are studied,
but the advantageous; and it is known
that no phase of plant life can go on
successfully without the intervention
of these microscopic aids. So it is to
microbes again that we owe the chem-
ical changes that characterize the
, dairy. The changes from fresh milk
| to butter are due to the action of ‘use-

ful bacteria. To sterilize milk will keep
it fresh for weeks; to expose it to
- bacteria will hasten its changes of
| form and quality. Milk is Pasteurized
‘or demicrobed by heating it up to
about 150 degrees Fahrenheit. This
kills the bacteria, after which they
must be excluded by tight bottling.

The air is simply an ever full lab-
oratory of these minute chemists; they
operate on everything, ourselves in-
cluded. Health as well as disease is
due to invisible neighbors, In our gar-
dens we are learning that cultivation
consists not simply in stirring and in
feeding the soil, but in adding to it or
removing from it. those bacteria that
affect plant growth. It will not be
long before every farmer will have
what he may call his bacteria stable,
as much as he now has his horse
stable. In fact, we are likely to lose
our horses, but not be able to get on
at all without microbes, Such a stable
or room will hold not only apparatus
and substances for destroying fungoid
attacks that destroy the right vital
pbrocesses of plants, but it will hold
“cultures” of beneficial microbes. These
can be preserved and put in usable
conditions, as yeast is prepared for the
kitchen, or “pure cultures” of bacteria
for the dairyman.

The most recent discovery along this
line is that of the famous Professor
Nobbe of Saxony. He has made it his
specialty to prepare what we might
call farmers’ yeasts, or bacteria, useful
for plant growth in such form that a
farmer may sow it in his field, or
otherwise bring it into contact with the
seed that he places in the ground.

It is only a few years since it was
found that the leguminous plants, by
some means, could directly extract ni-
trogen from the air. On the roots of
clover you will find small and.very
beautiful nodules. These, it was sus-
pected, had something to do with the
nitrogen; but it was a long while be-
fore it was found out that these nod-
ules were the work of bacteria, that
at first they are parasitic growths,
which later become passive, and that
then the bacteria permeate the clover
or the bean plant, and give a new fac-
ulty—that of nitrogen-fixation. But it
is not the same bacteria that aids the
clover and the beans. It was clear that
if this power could be transfer=:d, or
inoculated, just as we inoculate flour
with yeast, it would be of great value
to agriculture, A new field of experi-
ment was opened. Hereafter it would
be sought not only to destroy mischiev-
ous bacteria, but to multiply and trans-
plant the useful. It was found that
where bacteria had worked in co-oper-
ation with beans or clover the soil
was richer in nitrogen rather than
poorer, and that such soil could be
sowed upon and worked into other soil
poor in nitrogen to give it power to ex-
tract nitrcgen from the air. This was
to cultivate and sow the nitrogen-
feeding bacteria. But it took from fif-
teen hundred to two thousand pounds
of such prepared soil to fertilize an
acre. This was expensive, and prac-
tically nullified the utility of the dis-
covery.

Professor Nobbe set about endeavor-
ing to secure a culture, that is a pure
product of bacteria, or what you might
call a bacterian yeast, which could be
bottled and carried about and stored
and planted in any scil where it might
be wanted. The news now comes that
he has succeeded, and that what he
calls “Nitragin” is now for sale. It
can be had for a ver; smal! sum indeed
—enough to nitrogcnize an acre for less
than $2. This pure culture is place
in contact with s2:d before ti e
latter is sown, itself sown and
worked into the scil to & depth of
three inches. The culture, which we
might just as well call yeast, is kept
in bottles, and must not be exposed 10
light or to heat above 98 degrees Fah-
renheit.

This opens the door only. Who can
imagine the possibilities ahead? Our
present system of fertilization is shock-
ingly costly and wasteful. But here
is an inexpensive method for making
a good soil for leguminous plants, in-
cluding clovers. The fertility of soil
depends on stocking it with certain
kinds of bacteria. Pasteur demon-
strated that the decomposition of or-
ganic matter and its preparation for
recomposition was due to micro-organ-
isms. Remove these entirely, ani
chemical action was stopped almost in-
definitely. Our fields are literally alive,
if fertile, witth bacteria—over. twelve
hundred millions to an ounce of soil.
All these are busy preparing food for
our plants; reducing it to assimilable
forms. Without these any soil is bar-
ren. We know very little about these
infinitesimal force; but it is encouraz-
ing when we can differentiate one from
the crowd and subject it to our will
This is what Professor Nobbe has done
with the Nitragin. The field is open
for almost infinite experiment and vic-

es. It is not improbable that in
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_ the near future the farmer will have

of these cultures, or yeasts,
each understood, bottled and
labelled and in his microbe stable ready

is in the same line

from putrefaction.
: is entering—has already en-
_tered—on a new era. Its depression has
for a long while en Groes
e larger share of its atten-

; to neglect. Learning spen: '

of our power and health as well; and

there, too, is the key to success in
plant and animal culture. It will be
impossible to revive farming on the
old basis of guesswork and moon cul-
ture; everything will be done scientific-
ally. There will be no such intellect-
ually alive work as farming. The pro-
fessions will drag a dull life beside it.
Trading, and even manufacturing, will
be comparatively uninteresting. Our
boys will see that the real end of life
is not to pile up money. A lagboratory
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® the perturbation of spirit a woman suf- &

fers in cooking with a bad stovge Our ¢
constant aim has been to furnish the best ®)
article possible for the use intended. The

“REGAL PERFECTION” §
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will be as common as a kitchen. I am |
in doubt which will most add to the]
future glory and charm of farm life, i
the development of electrical power or |
of chemistry applied to bacteriology. !
It may be as well to add that bac- l
teriology touches us just as closely in
the house as in the field. I have used |
the sterilization of milk as an illustra-
tion. The necessity, however, is just
as great for meeting the great army of
infinitesimal microbes in other articles
of food. As friends or as foes they en-
ter our meats and our fruits, and are
even in our eggs, and, above all, in our
water. Sometimes classified as the,
harmless and the harmful, it is a fact |
that the same bacteria may be at
times either injurious or the opposite.
The necessity of cleanliness gets a new
sort of emphasis when we learn that
bacteria of a viciously bad sort breed |
in dirty dishcloths, in dirty mops, in
uncleansed closets, and especially in !
slop holes and about cesspools. Drain-
age that fills the soil to a surfeit, or
oversupply of manure, develops mil-
lions of micro-organisms ready for
mischief. They breed in our intestinal
tracts, in uncleansed mouths, in sputa.
The laws that forbid spitting in pub-
lic places are laws against invisible,
but intensely fatal foes. Water stand-
ing in a tainted atmosphere for only
a short time loses its fitness to be
incorporated with the human system.
The whole subject of bacteriology as
affecting animal and plant life and
growth and disease and decay should
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for coal or wood, fulfils every require-
ment. The design and ornamentation
of this range are in advance of anything %
I)reviously attempted. The ovens are
®
oven doors lined with tin, fire Lox pro- @)
vided with genuine duplex grate and it &
is aperfect and sure baker. Fully g
equipped with oven shelf, tea pot shelf, @
large broiling or toasting door with mica ¢
frame, made with four or six cooking @
holes. Send for descriptive catalogue.
THE JAMES SMART MFG. CO.. LTD., BROCKVILLE, OnT.

arge and provided-with draw-out rack,
feotovendoortrip, door hearthandextra ©
For sale by W. & Woods, Lindsay.—2048 26

i

MISS MITCHELL'’S

MIII.IIN ¥ IIRY ROOMS

Over MR. A. CAMPBELL'S GROCERY, Kent-St,

Larger assortment of Trimmed Hats than ever before shown,
Large and beautiful stock of Dress and Mantle Goods, Readv-made Mantles and

Trimmings, just opened out. CALL AND INSPECT OUR
GOODS.

antle Making in the Latest Styles and Designs,

MISS MITCHELL.

2008-t1.

become a part of the common school
studies. The abtruseness of the sub-
ject is only from its novelty.—E .P.
Powell, in N. Y. Independent.

ANECDOTE OF DU MAURIER.

How He Set Aside Staid British Rules
and Regulations,

Apropos of the late gifted artist-au-
thor of “Trilby” John A. Fraser tells
this story of the halcyon days of their
youth, says the New York Journal
Both were gifted by inheritance with
voices far above the average quality,
and as songs birds, spite of everything
to the contrary, will sing simply be-
cause they must, the two youngsters,
while drawing from the statuary in the
British Museum on students’ days,
which are understood to be strictly pri-
vate, were wont, in violation of rules,
to make that high-toned and conser-
vative department sacred to the clas-
sics of ancient Greece and Rome, ring
with their voices attuned to sweet mel-
ody. Those were the days when Au-
ber’s ‘“Massaniello’” was the vogue.

From the throats of the two students
the strains of the famous barcarole,
“Behold! How Brightly Beams the
Morning,” floated in mellifluous waves
of sound; Du Maurier, the more scien-
tific, beating time with a stick of char-
coal. Up, up, in staccato runs, trills,
flourishes and roulades, rang out the
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of all descriptions neatly and promptly

done at “The Warder” office.

young and vibrant tencr, and up, up,

in beautifully modulated harmony, Du
Maurier’s dulcet bar.tone. Horror!—in
rushed Palmer, the attendant, white
with dire agitation. ‘“Gentlemen, gen-
tlemen, desist! desist! Here’s a pretty |
go; the Princess Mary of Cambridge
and suite”’—pronounced ‘soot”—*“with |
Sir ’Enery Hellis, too!”—Sir Henry El-
lis was then custcdian of the museum.
Now, says Iraser, if you're a singer,
you know very well that when two fine
voices blended- in perfect harmony
have reached a tonal climax, and their
ears, yes, their whole bodies, are drink-
ing in the welling, palpitating echoes |
that are peculiarly liable to affect big
vaulted chambers unencumbered with
sound-deadening furniture and draper-
ijes, nothing can stop them short of de-
capitation on the arbitrary measure of |
the music. Simultaneously with Palm- !
er's warning, enter group; handsome,
tall, ample blond lady in black, one |
hand raised in unconscious listening at- '
titude, lips parted, eyes sprakling and
brows elevated—evidently pleased; Sir
Henry’s face purple with the hues of
threatened apoplexy; certain other per-
sons all nebulous, uncertain and indis-
tinct in my sense of shame and humil-
jation— but here’s where—and I have |
always thought of it with pleasure as |
illustrating a favorite theory—the blood
of a long line of patrician Frenchmen
asserted itself; did Du Maurier falter,
tremble, stop? Nothing of the kind.
Fixing my eye, with a rapid, hypnotic
glint, that said as plain as words, “Let
us repeat the refrain,” feeling sure of
me, he advanced his left foot and,
throwing up his then handsome, ra-
diant young face till his rather impu-
dently moulded chin was dangerously
close to “royalty” he warbled his part
with more abandon, and better, than |
ever before or since. As the echoes
died away the Princess turned to Sir
Henry Ellis, and saying, “A most un-
expected performance, and as delightful
as unexpected,” courtesied to us a.nd.‘
passed on, leaving two very proud and
gratified but callow art students to
enjoy their short-lived triumph over
“rules and regulations made and pro-
vided,” etc., for within a month the
embryo famous artist and author, who
was evidently regarded by the author- !
fties as the most aggressive and worst |
sffender, because the oldest, received |

his conge.

THE LAST ANSWER.

Dying eyes, what do ye sce?

I see the love that holdeth me;

The look that, lighung, leans to blems,

The little daily tenderness;

Smiles without words; the sweet, sure sign

Which says in silence, I am thine,

Returning feet met at the door;

Alas! for these which run no more!

Ah, me, for lips that whispered, "L‘eu'!”

Earth is all heaven, for thou art here,™

I see a figure like a stone;

{ The house where one sits on alone, '
O God, have pity! for I see

The desolated > me.
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Loud in the

what do ye see?—
ve that taketh me
breakers, soit in song,

upe

Tr. wmal of a distant Hand.
‘ The leu: Is light, the bud is out,

Floods of May celors fioat about,
| Tue yulse ieaps high, the heart is young,
| The sweetest chimes are yet unrung,
l My bravest deeds I mever did;
strugglin

_ Almighty! Listen! I am dust,
. Yet s;'rit am I; so 1
it cowe what
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Has Removed

from the South side of Kent street, next’to the
o *Post Office, to the

North sidé, next door to J. @,

' Edwards & Co.
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G00D - CLOTHING

made of good materials, to fit properly, and well trimmed,
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Suits for; Men, :
Suits for Boys,
Overcoats for Men,

Ulsters for, Men,
Overcoats for Boys,
: Pants for Men,

i Pantsjfor;Boys,

made to order or ready tv wear, 7
SRR as cheap, quality considered, from us as snywhere,

LARGE ASSORTMENT
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'HOGG BROS,

- QAKWOOD;.




