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day this shepherd psalm was
were the

written !

"

He sat in silence a moment musing as if

the sounds were in his ear.

With quiet animation he lifted his thin

hand and continued: "Now here is where
you drop the shepherd figure and put in a
banquet and so lose the fine climax of com^
pleteness in the shepherd's care."

It need not be said that we were eager
listeners now. for our guest was all aglow
with memories of his far-off homeland and
we felt that we were about to see new rays
of light Mash from this rarest gem in the
song-treasury of ihe world.

'I/()L- I'Kl-rAUEST A TABLE
bLiuRE ME !.\ THE PRESENCE OE
•U/W: EXEMIES. •• In the same hushed
voice in which he quoted these words he
added: "Ah. to think that the shepherd's
highest skill and heroism should be lost from
view as the psalm begins to sing of it. and only
an indoor banquet thought of I

" Again he sat

a litde time in quiet. Then he said

:


