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hearing the ripping of roots and the grating of iron

against stones as the great oxen settled to their

work, strained in their yokes and dragged the plow

point through the bosom of the earth, been half so

genuine and deep. It was good to be alive, to

sleep, to eat, to toil! Cities had lost their charm.

David's sin was no longer a withering and blasting,

but a chastening and restraining memory. His

clearing was a kingdom, his cabin a palace, and he

was soon to have a queen! He had reserved his

sowing for the last day of his self-imposed seclusion,

which ended with the month of May.

On the day following, having accomplished

his vow, he would go to the house of God and claim

his bride ! This day he would devote to that solemn

function of scattering the sacred seed of life's chief

support into the open furrow

!

No wonder a feeling of devotion and awe came

upon him as he prepared himself for his task; for

perhaps there is not a single act in the whole

economy of life better calculated to stir a thought-

ful mind to its profoundest depths than the sow-

ing of those golden grains which have within

them the promise and potency of life. Year

after year, century after century, millions of men

have gone forth in the light of the all-beholding

and life-giving sun to cast into the bosom of the

earth the sustenance of their children! It is a

sublime act of faith, and this sacrifice of a present

for a future good, an actual for a potential bless-

ing, is no less beautiful and holy because familiar


