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The Stone.
By Peter McArthur,

A man! A man! There is a man loose in Can-
ada ! '

TURAL JOURNAL A man of heroic mould, a ‘“throwback’’ of earlier

ages,

Vigorous, public-spirited, not afraid of work |

A doer of deeds, not a dreamer and babbler 3

A man, simnple, direct, unaffected.

Such an one as Walt Whitman would have gloried
in,

And made immortal in rugged man-poetry—

Vast polyphloeshoean verses such as erstwhile he
bellowed

Through roaring storm winds to the bull-mouth-
ed Atlantic.

And yesterday the man passed among us unnoted !
Did his deed and went his way without boasting,

astonied,

Al Then threw up my hat and chortled,
heid * And whooped in dithyrambic exultation.
paper Hark to my tale !

On the sixteenth sideroad of the township of
Ekfrid,

Just south of the second concession line, some
rods from the corner

In There was a stone, a stone in the road, a stum-

bling block ;
A jagged tooth of granite dropped from the jaw
of a glacier
In an earlier age when the summers were colder;
A rock that horses tripped on, wheels bumped on
and sleigh-runners scrunched on,
And no man in all the land had the gumption to
dig it out.
Pathmaster after pathmaster, full of his pride of
office,
Rode by with his haughty brow, and regarded it
not,
Seeing only the weeds in the field of the amateur
farmer,
And scrawling minatory letters ordering them cut,
But leaving the stone.
Oft in my hot youth I, riding in a lumber wagon,
By that lurking stone was catapulted skyward,
And picked myself up raging and vowing to dig
it out—
But dug it not. I didn’t have a spade,
Or, if T had a spade, I had a lame back—always
an excuse.

ng this As passed the years—good years, bad years,

Years that were wet or dry, lean years and fat
years,

Roaring election vears (mouthing reforms); in
short, all years

That oldest inhabitants keep in stock—there grew
a tradition

is blessed with farming About the stone. Men, it was said, had tried to But they cleared the r
A recent issue of a

The Independent, con- But it was a stubborn boulder, deep sunk in the
nce of agricultural dis-
and south of the same
e credit of the Ontario
Seeking a reason the editorial reads :

“‘On the Canadian side of the 1
Sheep, cattle and horses,
evidence that the

move it,

earth,

And could only be moved by dynamite—at vast \ And well understood our weak, human nature.’’

cost to the council ;

treasury,

there.

and haply

Had tripped the ferocious, marauding Iroquois.
It had jolted the slow, wobbling ox-cart of the Now mark the sequel,

pioneer ;

Jolted the lumber wagons, democrats, buggies, Yesterday a man went b

sulkies ;

Jolted the pungs, crotches, stoneboats, bobsleighs, No

cutters ;

logs and hay ;

mobiles , In
Milk wagons with cans of whey, envied of queru- To
lous swine ;

on crops ;

bashful delight;

mostly it had shaken men into sinful tem- For

pers—

A wicked stone, a disturbing stone, a stumbling But
block—

A stone in the middle of the road— A

Insolent as a bank, obstructive as a mercer 1

l'ul'
Year after year the road flowed around it,

Now on the right side, now on the left : I

Jut always on dark nights flowing straight over it

Jolting the belated traveller into a passion blacl: In
as midnight,

FOUNDED 156¢

Boys grew to manhood

And year after

By cutting the
and burdocks,

But left the stone untouched.

and men grew to dot
year they did statute-labor

thistles and golden-rod, milkweeds

There is a merry tale that I heard in my child-

Standing between my father’s knees, before
open fireplace,

Watching the sparks make soldiers on the blazing

While the shadows danced on the low-beamed
A pretty tale, such as children love,

to me now ;
Comes with the sharp,
The crackle of flaming
The dancing shadows and the ha

and it comes

crisp smell of wood smoke,

on the dockers,

nd on my touzled

A clear memory, a dear memory, and ever the

As it lay in my path in the roa
back to the story—

The loving voice, and, at the close, the laughter.

dway brought

‘“Once upon a time there was a king, a mighty B

Deep in the lore of human hearts, wise

Who placed a stone in the road in the midst of
his kingdom,

On the way to his palace, where all men must

Straightway the people turned aside, turning to
right and to left of it.
noblemen, mer-

Beggars, laborers, farmers
of all classes

Passed the stone, and none tried to move it—

To clear the path of the travelling multitude.

But one day came a man, a Kindly poor man,

Who thought it a shame that the stone should be

, soldiers, generals, men

A stumbling-block to the nation. Bowing his

He put his shoulder to it, and behold, a marvel !

The stone was but a shell, hollow as a bowl !

A child might have moved it.

And in the hollow was a
it a writing :

‘ Let him who hath the

purse of gold, and with
public spirit to move the

Keep the purse and buy a courtly robe,

And come to the palace
prime minister.’

So the kindly poor man who had public spirit

Became the chief ruler of all the nation.

When the news was told to them, all men rushed
to the highways

And moved awa

to serve the king as

Yy the stones, but found no purse

oads of stones, and the

‘ Good Roads Move

Went through without cost because the king was

Ever when passing the stone I remembered thi?

And smiled, touched by memories of childhood,
as no purse under

fishing—and

the conclusion of the mat-
Y—whether neighbor or

me, though I have questioned

Questioned eagerly, lon

ging to do him honor,
To chant his name

in song, or cunningly engrave

monumental brass, with d

®dal phantasies—
make it a landmark, a b

eacon to all
This good man,
Not fearing
Doing ' hig duty as

earnest, public-spirited,
scorning tradition,

waiting . an

deep-rooted,

stone about the size of a milk-

generations because we lacked public

blush with shame ag I pass the stone now ly-

the roadside ditep where the good man rolled
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