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into the quivering deep of the heavens. Involun-

tarily his eyes closed aga::.it their glory. He was

overcome, too, with the glory of a sudden devout

thought. God, away up there, encompassed by m-

effable light and beauty, was like His own abidmg

place-too blindingly radiant to be gazed at by mor-

tal eye, and therefore inscrutable and mysterious,

but all-bountiful, nevertheless, sending down each

day His largess of blessings, just as the heavens sent

down their life-giving rains. At the thought John

Mclntyre took off his hat.

And as he stood, out of the hush of the woods

there stole the last wondrous miracle of the depart-

ing day. The spirit of the twilight took voice, a

marvelous voice, indescribably sweet. Away m the

depths of the forest there arose a strain of music, the

hermit thrush, in his woodland sanctuary, raising his

hymn to the night. Calm and serene, carrying an

eiquisite peace, it floated out over field and hill and

river, until the very heavens seemed flooded with its

harmony.

"0 hear all! hear all! holy, holy!"

That was what the voice seemed to say to John

Mclntyre as he stood in the lush June grass, just on


