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self.

none wore sadder than the poetThe Other Half of the Garden him
Refinement of soul comes to those who 

seek not sorrow, but are compelled 
through the mysteries of Providence, to 
walk alone through the valley of shadows, 
for as time mellows the surfaces of pic- 

so does a great sorrow long borne, 
nt a softness upon the character, 

the whole life. The 
and lost, 
:ter land, 

mind. Real

REV. DR. JOHN MACLEAN, Winnipeg.

H EHIND my old shanty stands the 
I) garden, a heap of wild flowers, and 

a few trees for the comfort of the 
late afternoon of the sum- 

ling In the 
rth for the 

was younger, 
with the

recesses where light and shade are Inter­
mingled, and there hold co 

eat passions horn of 'he 
am not a uull scholar, yet my head 

was gray, before I could understand 
Goethe’s lines, “ who never ate his bread 
In sorrow, ... He knows you not, ye 
heavenly powers.” oi Dante's strange 
words, “ Sorrow remarries us to God." 1 
could not Interpret In the lusty days of 
life, the prose poem of the man, who 
from the bronze Image of the " Pie 
that liveth for a moment ’ wi

mmunion with

Pribirds. In the 
mer, I lie with my 
soft grass, and kiss mo 
sheer love of It. Whe 
and my limbs were not bothered 
“ rheumatlz,” I was wont to go in the 
early morning, and sit on the sunlit side, 
and drink In the pleasures, holding fel­
lowship with my little brothers of the air 
and the

Those were 
I sang for myt 
for the llsteni 
of the tiny creL 
I was a vag 
pleasure, am

modest, 
wild bluebells, 
day that as I gathered a 
It began to rain, and I 
shanty. Flowers are flowers, but the 
mood had passed with the coming of the 
shower.

Since I have grown older, 
worn ooth In front of the 
the gnarled oak, In the other half of the 
garden. When the shadows lln 
through the day, I sit and muse, l 
grow wiser with the passing hours. It Is 
a queer notion and It all came through 
the discovery of a dusty and well-worn 
volume, wherein I have learned some of 
the secrets of the shady garden nook. 
The writer had gone far In the quest of 
happiness, and eaten the fruit of all the 

?es, carefully shunning the untrodden 
path of sacrifice, until near the close of 
his days, he learned that the secret of 

Is r iffering.
was not ready to pass out of Eden 

Into Gethsamene, and 
away, before I had th 
the Rubicon. In the 
by the flrepli 
unies are ke

imface nestll and beget beauty to 
tender yearning for the loved i 
who have gone before to ti e bet 

d elevates the

Hid
n I

refines an
suffering begets sympathy for other folks, 
brings peace to our own souls, for 

" Oftentimes celestial benedictions 
Assume this dark disguise."as to makeflowers. I tasted the berries on 

the bitter and the sweet, and

or the feelings 
crossed by path, 

child of nature bent on 
pie of Saint Francis. 

Iways fond of the daisy " wee, 
crimson-tipped flower," and the 

and I well remember a 
bunch of them 

fled Into the

thoughtless < 
alone, and h 

lng leaves, 
atures that

lad*
self

Iscl
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the turf Is 
seat under

mtrv

;life

some years wore 
e courage to cross 

narrow shelves close 
ace where a few choice vol- 
pt for frequent use, I hap­

pened to turn over the leaves of a folio, 
and my eye fell upon three great names. 
I knew th ^m before, but had never put 
tin m toglt!.. r in the same gallery; Dante, 
the “ voice of ten silent centuries," with 
the simple laurel on his head; Carlyle, 
the censor of all England, and Christ, 
the Master of all nations and times. 
What grace, dignity and sadness lingered 
In their faces!

sorrow were the stars 
ds built, and a groan Is 

birth, whether of 
i great souls 

retreat in the other half of 
rden, and all great poems have been 
n on the moss-covered seat under 

that Dante
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the Image of the " Sorrow that abldetli for Beauty 
garden, f 
and brlai

Is born In the other half of the 
or the man who finds not thorns 
s on the road of life, will never 

reach the land where sorrow Is unknown. 
The sorrow of redemption has a saving 
message for every penitent soul, and In 
the Penitential Psalms 

the heart of the world,
Sorrows becomes the friend of publi­

cans and sinners. Without the other half 
of the garden there would have been no 
redemption, without sacrifice and sorrow 
there would have been no Christ as the 
Saviour of man, for salvation conies by 
the path of penitence, as purity follows 
the purging of the dross through fire.

Come Into the garden and rest awhile 
away from the din of the city, and 
strife of sinful men, and keep to the c 
half of the garden far from the 
crowd, that 
the sacred 
best of men.

I have heard the unmeaning and un­
translatable laughter of the man of coarse 
and callous temperament, and did not 
understand ft, but I have never heard a 
groan or a sigh which did not appeal to 
my heart, for pain wears no mask. A no­
ted English writer once remarked to a 
lady, that there was enough suffering In 
one London narrow lane to show that 
God did not love men, and that wherever 
there was any sorrow, though but that of 
,\ child In some lltle garden weeping over 
a fault that It had, or had not committed, 
the whole face of creation was completely 
marred. He was wrong and the lady told 
him so. And he learned the truth so 
well, that he afterward confessed, 
love of some kind was the only possible 
explanation of the extraordinary a 
of suffering In the world. If the world 
had been built of sorrow, It has been built 
of love, for in no other way could the soul 
of man for whom the world was made, 
reach the full stature of Its perfection.

" What Is sorrow?" askf 
Stoddard In some beautiful 
row Is a garden, and Joy a rose which 
grows In It. It is a gloomy cage, and Joy 
is a little bird singing therein. It Is an 
endless sea, and Joy Is a little pearl, 
“ round which the waters whirl." Hor 
less sorrow has no virtue, but there 
something real and worthy In genuine 
grief, that those who experience it are 
loved by their fellows, as pos 
virtue which they admire, and enjoying a 
blessing that makes them akin to the 
angels. Dante placed low In the Inferno 
those who wilfully lived In sadness.

a fi’
fori
sh writer once rem

there Is an appeal 
while the Manto

of

Out of pain and 
born, and the worl 
the anthem of every new 
books, or planets, or men. All 
hav

the gnarled oak. It was there 
wrote the Divine Comedy, and Tennyson, 
the In Memorlam. Sorrow Is the supreme 
emotion of which man Is capable, and the 
type and test of all great art.

The other night I heard a quaint song­
ster sing a plaintive anthem in one of the 
apple trees, and from his retirement, the 
music borne on the air was wafted to my 
ears, and I trembled with joy. Lately 1 
have moved my armchair, the friend of 
many years, from the cast window to the 
west, and 1 cannot give any 
my choice. But, that Is what 
doing all my life, moving chairs, taking 
small Journeys, eating and drinking with­
out any reason.

It was not 
I left the su
retired to the seat unde 
that Is one of the sweet i 
blessings of life. For somehow we are 
led, and sometimes driven Into the deep

e found a

madding
niMiii'i you may hold fellows 

place with the

WANTED :s Richard H. 
verses. Sor- Pliotographs of Epworth League 

groupe, Sunday School classes, or, 
Indeed, of any happening or event of 
Interest la the Sunday School or 
Young People's World. We need 
constantly a fresh supply of lantern 
sUdes for our Field Secretaries, and 
shall be thankful for the assistance 
of any of our friends from Bermuda 
to British Columbia, who have 
either photos, or aims to loan. Any­
thing received will be carefully used, 
and safely returned as soon as cop­
ied. Address. Rev. B. T. Bartlett, 
Wesley Building, Toronto, Ont.
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