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•TGiture had in it as luueli of seeking as s tay hero wi th hcv fa ther anel mother 
( t a i v i n g . l i e was eeii-e-iiins (ii;u ior the u n t i l she is qu i te ready to I'oUow you. 
fii'st t ime in his self-dependent life he A man must of course go where his 
louehed a fellow-bci)ig t h u s ; bu t the work calls h im, and if his wife i sn ' t will-
sti 'cam tliat has eaiee began t(j d raw ing to follow h i m — t h e chances all ai'e 
from long->eaiC(l spr ings is ejuickly t he it 's his own faul t somehow." 
]')\(i'. They lioili stond s ik i i t . The unwonted hes i t a t ion dropped from 

' " O u g h t I to give it up , sir^"' D r . Gi lber t ' s voice and m a n n e r ; he was 
'• ".Vo," said D r . (Jilliert, s l owly—"no , speaking aga in v.dtli the force, the au-

I th ink not.'" lie- :-jiok'' more as if ar- th^ r i ty which was his aceustomeel note , 
rar .g ing his tliought~ a l -ud t h a n tallvitig btit t ha t new p<iwer of persuas ion , t h a t 
t', anothe]-. ' ' 1 th ink the t rouble was depth of tone, t h a t sy tnpathy of inflec-
iii the way you iirst tsdd her. I f you had t ion, \i'as still , even in his own ears, en-
thcu unders tood all tha t you were asking r ic l i ing and enforc ing his u t t e r ance . 
or her, you would liave told her (juite H i s hand dropped from IMartin's shoul-
difl'erently. You de undersfaird now."' de r ; ho stood upr igh t , his shoulders 

U a r t i i i sliook his liead heavily, squrired, his words coming nrore and more 
" Tha t ' s all r ight fî i you, sir. Y o u got incisively. 
e<i'jeeatiou: .von ir.ji^w !iow to say t i l ings " I t ' s no t for you to make your wife 
di t iercnt \va\"-. IW -a\ ' 'em tri her your go with you. M a r t i n , bu t to m a k e her 
way fast enough if J knew how." tranf to go. T h a t ' s the whole secret, and 

" I don ' t know llint." said Dr . Gilber t , t ha t ' s where you failed, liiut i t ' s not too 
(•iiiickly. " ' ^ ' ou don't l-;now it yourself." late to succeed—it 's not too la te . 1 am 

l i e was silent so bmg t h a t ^'liartiii sure of tliat, teo. Let your wife rest to-
n.o-,-ed unca- i iy , t ry ing to ;ce liis faice; n ight , and to-morrow m o r n i n g begin all 
and then, vi'ith a cur ious ditfideu-ce of over aga in as you ought to have begun to-
tone. D r . (iilbei't went on. bu t hesi ta- day. i l a k c her u n d e r s t a n d t h a t un t i l she 
t ingiy , as if feeling instil for thougji ts ('•'M)/-S to C(.me to you.ycui will not have lier 
and the "^'.-irrh tn expro-s t l iem: (-oiiie'. She may t(dl you then t h a t she'll 

" S ince yen aslv me—since you called follow you fe the world 's end—or you 
me in for th is—if J were in your ])hice, m a y have to wai t for t l ia t ; bu t wai t or 
if T had made yeur mis take . I t l i ink I not . t ha t ' s the one and only way to take 
sliO'Uld first p la inly c in fess to m,\-self her wi th you, and it 's what I sl iall—'' 
t ha t I had hi-en a, I 'riile, and then I 'd go D r . Gi lber t was moving has t i ly down 
te her—to my wife—anci tell iier T—tell the garden pa th . I l i s last words came 
lier you are a^ilnimed of yourself. Tlien back l iumorously over his shou lder : 
—here I kiaiw 1 ain rijilit—T would not " L i k e it or not, t i iat 's our medic ine , 
'•airry lier in anv way Tell her she may 31; r t in ! Good-n igh t ! Good luck I" 

The Kinvad Bridge 
(PERSIAN) 

B V I!'//. L I.-I M HI' A' D NIL L YE R 

AT the end of the pa th tha t all men t read, at the end of the road called T ime , 
Where the land -lopes off to the cliffs of death , and the dolorous vapors 

climb, 
'\)\':" the ckaidy gulf 'if hell and the chasm of dim des)ioiid. 
The K invad Br idge swings frail and far to tfie liea^'enly he ights beyond. 

X i n e javel ins wide is tiie K i n v a d Br idge when passeth a r igh teous soul ; 
iv 'ya l ly amjiU"' and safe it leads to the d i s tan t sh in ing goa l : 
L u t Wiieir others come to the cliffs of dea th—ah, yes, the br idge is the re— 
B u t , oil, v.-hat a n a r m w thread tha t spans tlif- g ray gorg-e of de^jiair! 
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Bell Music 
BY THE REV. H. R. HA WE IS 

EDITED BY HIS SON, L . HAWEIS 

I HAD only a year or two before been 
appointed to St. James's, Maryle-
bone, and was spending a fortnight's 

summer vacation in visiting the dear old 
Belgian town of Louvain, and I was fas
cinated with the charm of all Time set 
to music in those little floods of delicate 
harmony floating do\\'n from the old 
church, and beating out the minutes, 
days, and hours with their pulses of 
winged consecration. 

It was the symphony of busy life by 
day as the citizens went to and fro on 
their appointed tasks until the evening. 

I t was the symphony of sleep what 
time the night should be filled with mu
sic. 

And the cares that infest the day 
Shall fold their tents like the Arabs, 

And as silently steal away. 

I am standing in the Van Aerschodt 
parlor, awaiting my first sight of Scverin, 
the bell-founder. There is a rush and 
scramble of children through the hall. 
. . . Ah, wcU-a-day! 'Tis many years 
ago! 

In another moment Reverin Van Aer
schodt comes forward, and madame van
ishes with the children. I explain; Van 
Aerschodt listens. We talk—I English, 
he Belgian French. I wish to see his 
bell-foundry. 

"Yes, but 'tis very dusty and black." 
" That is just what I want to see." 

, " Are you in the trade ?"' 
I protest!—only an ignoramus—a lit

terateur—an enthousiaste over the Bel
gian bells, anxious to know their (luali-
ties. 

" Come, then," he said, frankly. " To
morrow we cast a bell, and to-day you 
can see the mould, all ready in its coiiche, 
at a few metres from the furnace." 

So chatting. I entered for the first 
time the large room in Van Aerschodt's 
bell-foundry. 

There were big bells, little bells, all 
sizes from some tons to only a few hun
dredweight, lying on their sides or stand
ing bottom upwards, to be sounded. 
Two of them, ready to be sent off, looked 
like frosted silver, beautiful with in
scriptions and scrolls and Gothic win
dows and saints in bass-relief. Others 
were garlanded with bronze flowers, girt 
with processions, veritable works of art, 
as well as subtly compounded bits of 
metal moulded into the special propor
tions which constitute the Belgian bell, 
the survival of the fittest form for the 
production of a musical note of exquisite 
timbre. 

Ah, those proportions! Twenty-three 
to thirty per cent, of pure tin (according 
to the size of the bell), and the rest pure 
Rosette Drontheim copper, and tin and 
copper both de premiere ritialite and de 
premiere fusion. No melting up again 
and again until the stuff is as brittle 
as glass and as porous as pumice! Then 
a few handfuls of some other metals, 
thrown in like a pinch of salt or pepper— 
«'/(//, the founder himself hardly knows! 
—only knows that, if done at all, it must 
be just when the whole mass is molten 
to white heat Unshed with faintest rose, 
azure, and green—iridescent, all glowing-, 
mystical; and presently the whole is rush
ed into the mould, and there comes forth 
a true bell! 

Timhre? Ah, it requires the trained, 
sympathetic car to discern this true bell 
timbre: not vulgar and brassy, not shal
low and jingly, not hard like an anvil-
stroke, still less Frenchy, characterless— 
almost a pure tone like the tuning-fork, 
but complex, " mashy," soft yet male, 
warm, generous, sometliing reminiscent 
of a girl's mellow contralto and a Stradi-
varius violoncello. Xo! Fail adjectival 
analogues borrowed from the sense of 
touch and taste and even sex, and then 
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