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cesture had in it as wueh of secking as
ot oiving., [le was conuscious thaet for the
fret time in his self-dependent life he
touched a tellow-being thus; but the
stream  that has cuee begun to draw
from dong-sealed springs is quickly the
river. They beil stond stlent.

“ Ought I to give it up, siv?”
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No,7 gaid Dr. Gilbert, slowly—*“mno,
I think net” Tl wpoke more as if ar-

ratging hiv thoughts alind thau talking
to another. 1 think the trouble was
in the way vou first told her. If you had
then understood all that you were aski
her, vou would have told her quite
differently. You de understand now,”

Martin shook  hir head  heavily.
“That's all right for wou, sir. You got

cdeeeation: vou know how to say things
rl flerent wavs. 1'd ‘e to her your
; m% enongh i 1T knew how,”
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T don’t know that.” said Dr. Gilbert,
ckly. “You dont knmy it vourself.”
e was cilent so long that Martin

Leoved uneastly, trying o see his face;
and then, with a ecurious dithidence of
tone, Dr. Gilbert wept on, but hesita-
tingly, ax it feeling bhoth for thovehts

them:
me—sinee vou called

aned che words to ex
“ Since ask
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me i for this—if I were in your place,
if T had made vour mistake. I think I
should first plainly  cnufess 1o myself

hat T had been s bvute, and then T4 o

1o her—to my wite—and tell her T—tell
her you are ashamed of vourself, Then

I konow T am vight—T would not
nrey her inoany war. el her she
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stay here with her father and wmother
until she is quite ready to follow you.
A man must of course go where his
work calls him, and if his wife isn’t will-
ing to follow him-—the chances all are
it’s his own fault somchow.”

The unwoented hesitation dropped from
D>, Gilbert’s voice and mmanner; he was
speaking again with the foree, the au-
thority which was his accustomed note,
Lut that pew power of persuasion, that
depth of tone, that sympathy of inflee-
tion, was still, even in his own ears, cn-

riching and cnforcing his utterance.
ITis hand dropped from Martin’s shoul-
der; he stood wupright. his shoulders

squared, his words coming more and more
incisively.

“1t's mot for von to make your wife
go with you, Martin, but to make her
went to go. That's the whole secret, and
that's where s iled. DBut it’s not too

vou fa
Jate to succecd—Iit’s not too late. 1 am

sure of that, teo. Let your wife rest to-
night, and te-morrow mworning begin all

over again as vou ought to have begun te-
dav. Alake her understand that until she
wanls to come to yvou, you will not have her
ceme. She mav {ell vou then that she'll
follow you o the worll’s end—or you
mey have to wait for that; but waitf or
not. that's the one and anly way to take
her with you, and it’s what I shall—"

Dro Gilbert was moving hastily down
the garden path. Ilis last words came
back humorously over his shoulder:

* Like it or not, that’s our medicine,
Mertin! Good-night!  Good luck!
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T the end of the path that all men tread, at the end of the road called Time,

Where the
climb,
Over the olondy endy

The Kinvad Brﬂg:f awings frail and |

tond <lopes off o the cliffs of death,

wide i+ the Kinvad Bridge when pas

and the dolorons vapors

ot hell and the (‘hz‘ﬁm of dim despond,
far to the heavenly heights beyond.

th a righteous soul;

ves, the bridge is there—

Nine javelinz

Revally anm?(‘ and safe it leads te the distant shining goal;
But when others come to the cliffs of death-—ah,

™

Bat, ch, what a narrow thread that spans the erav goree of despair!



Bell Music

BY THE REV.

EpiTED BY HIS

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 T was fas-
cinated with the charm of all Time set
to musie in those little floods of delicate
harmony floating down 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.

It was the symphony of sleep what
time the night should be filled with mu-
sie,

I IIAD only a year or two before been

And the cares that infest the day
Shall fold their tents like the Avabs,
And as silently steal away.

T am standing in the Van Aerschodt
parlor, awaiting my first sight of Severin,
the bell-founder. There is a rush and
seramble of children through the hall.
. . . Ah, well-a-day! ’'Tis many years
ago!

In another moment Severin Van Acr-
schodt eomes forward, and madame van-
ishes with the children. T explain; Van
Aerschodt listens. We talk—I English,
he Belgian French. I wish to sce his
bell-foundry.

“Yes, but ’tis very dusty and black.”

“That is just what I want to see.”

“ Ave you in the trade?”

I protest!—only an ignoramus—a lit-
térateur—an enthousiaste over the Bel-
gian bells, anxious to know their quali-
ties,

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

So chatting, I entered for the first
time the large room in Van Aerschodt’s
bell-foundry.
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There were big bells, little bells, ail
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-
seriptions 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 Drontheimm copper, and tin and
copper both de premiére qualité and de
premiére fusion. No melting up again
aud 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—
why, 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 flushed 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!

Timbre? 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, something reminiscent
of a girl’s mellow contralto and a Stradi-
varius violoneello. No! Fail adjectival
analogues borrowed from the sense of
touch and taste and even sex, and then



