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36<; SEPTEMBER 2ii, ÎVUT THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE. 1535
your garments, and forced :„i0 your 
rings -you aie a breathing Triumph 1

You live in the 
of, the, world ; 
could have

others feel it, 
without eyes ' 

And no on

A on are the Figure finished, however, triumph came to him. 
He found a master with tears in his 
eyes, vanquished, congratulatory, friend­
ly, and from that moment there were
two of them to win over Madame 
Gounod. Apropos of Gounod’s 
there is an interesting remark concerning 
the story of Faust made by Goethe him­
self. " Astonishing people Germans 
are,’’ he remarked one day ; “ they ac­
tually come and ask me what idea I 
wanted to personify iin Faust—as if I

spectably
obscure and n o.laried Bohemianism.

But little 
and driven ini

-1 m volitional professions intor
I

bentrr of the center 
you wishedf*

‘ '’an reach you,
can alter you. poor little bundle 
other’ thoughts; for there is nothing 
left to reach

no one t hurles Gounod persisted, 
> xasperated seriousness 

by the child’s pc tency, she finally con­
fided her trouble tr the boy’s head- 

car- master, who promised to quench the un­
desirable artistic fire 1 . every means pos­

it ended by Monsieur Poirson 
sending for Charles and asking, 

can- natiuredly enough, if it was true he in- 
all that is organic in the tended to become a musician.

On world, all that is living and creating; 
all that is striving to be free. They 
watch you pass, gl'ttering, on your 
little round, the sightless captive of 
your own triumph ; and their eyes,

if ofyou
access to everything that 

has been thought since the world ,,f 
thought began , ii you wished, 
could see everything that lias ’ 
been produced, for you can travel 
where you like ; you are within reach 
of nature’s grandest forms 
most Perfect works <pf art. You could 
hear the last word that is said 
everything, if you wished, 
do wish, the latest tastes 
aata of your palate, the latest

opera,
And so. in your seven hundred 

ri ages 
with YOU

you
ever > ou pass ; the road is bright

Above that road, below sib(< 
it, and on either hand, are the mil- 

ttjiugs and beings that you
good-

( I and the 11 on
not see ;

.df the ^remotest notion ! ”—[T. P.’s 
sidy.

haYes, sir,” said the sme.ll outh, meek-
v\ hen you 
are serv-

Weiy-
“ Tut Î ” answered the other; ” a 

musician is a nobody.”
“It is not being a nobody to be a

scents
attend your nose—you have never had
a chance !

t.

With thé Flowèrs.1 r»
fl‘or, sitting there in year seven 

hundred carriages, you are blind—in 
heart, and soul, and voice, and walk, 
the blindest creature in the world 
Never for one minute of your little 
life have you thought, or done, or 
spoken for yourself. You have been 
prevented ; and so wonderful is this 
plot to keep you blind that you have 
not a notion it exists. To yourself, 
your sight seems good, such is your 
pleasant thought ; you have 
looked over this hedge around

ADIANTUM.

letic
der­
nier

The Adiantum, or maiden-hair fern, .is 
one of the most beautiful of the tern ' 

It may be readily distinguishedfamily.
by its delicate, often circular fronds, from

for
his

)ub-
mil-
Jual
«re­
day
giv-

whtose leaves the water will roll off— 
hence the name adiantum, from the Greek
for " unwetted ”—its marginal sori, and 
its peculiar stems, like slender, polished 
wires, brownish, purplish or black. The 
well-known Adiantum

never
you

that you cannot even see—so how can 
there be anything the other side ? The 
ache beneath% pedatum, or •"your corsets in the 
Spring is all you ever know of what 
there is beyond.
blame for this—you least of all.

tard
rust

mqiden-hair of our Canadian, woods, is 
one of the family; but many species areAnd no one is toI

I
ac-

, sold by florists. , The cultivation of , .the 
Adiantum is .not complicated., It require;» 
plenty of root-room, good drainage, and 
a soil composed of rich loam and leaf 

’ mold in equal parts, with a little sand 
to- render1 thé mixture friable. -Place to'-a 
slightly - shaded position, in a steady 
temperature of from 60 to 65 degrees, 
and keep moderately moist.

lore 
« a It was settled, long before the well- 

fed dullard’s kiss from which 
sprang.
dim, inexorable process, from the 
motest time, till they have bred you, 
little blind creature, to be the master-

With the

you
Forces have worked, in

ins
itch

Med&liin of William Wilfred 

,1 Campbell.
try- re-

■: ' «W,
Medallion of Robert Barr.

piece of their creation, 
wondrous subtlety of Fate’s selection like the eyes of this hollow-chested Mozart, a Weber, or a Rossini," replied
they have paired and paired all that wdrk-girl beside me on the pavement, the boy, fiercely, and Monsieur Poirson,
most narrowly approaches to the hx on you a thousand eager looks, who clearly must have been rather musi-
mean, all that by nature shirks the for you jice strange to them. And cat, abandoned the argument without CROTONS. ’
risk of living, all that by essence mgny of, their hearts are sore iwith further struggle, Jf, Ign this he was wise; . a i:■ ■ ■’ '» R Ajjl
clings to custom, till they have se- enVy, for "they do not know that you no childish enthusiasm is put out 'by Crotons re exceedingly beautiful folMge - 
cured a state of things which has as- are as dead as snow around a crater; well-reasoned arguments. His next move plants, which may be grown eithei' In­
sured your coming# in your perfection they cannot tell you for what you also was sensible and broad-minded. He doors or in the garden, but which, reach
of nonentity. They have planted are—the littlest, poorest, saddest set himself to find out exactly how much their greatest'beauty in the full sunshine
you apart in yotir exjiensive mould,* creature in the world—Fashion ! You —if any—talent the boy possessed before !.. -mu v.
and still they are at work—these Figure without eyes !—[John Gals- mdving further in the matter. He con- °‘ Warm weather, the co pria»
gardeners, never: Idle—pruning and worthy, in “ Nation.” aequently scribbled some verses on a 18 most gorgeous, the leaves being
tying night and day, to see that you _____________ pièce of paper, and, giving it to the streaked and blotched" ’tt-~
iS îw."da™“3»«rï ‘,oeÆ HOW GOUNOD BECAME A COMPOSER ”” ,

waxen, scentless flower ! Gounod’s, " Faust ” has just proved in In an hour there was another knock at dominating, according to. thp jgjecies. .,
The sun beats dpwn, and still your Paris that its music still contains suffi- his study door, and Charles Gounod was ‘“v ^

carriage does not move ; and this de- situation^m.d a* steady

lay is getting on your nerves. You ■ , ..........  ..........................c..~,x- . ........... from 70 to. 76 degrees, and keep. mo#«t tty
can t imagine what is blocking up frequent syringing». If mealy-bug,ap-
Jour way ! I>o you ever imagine .1 pears, syringe with tobacco water. The
anything ? If all those goodly j
coverings that contain you could he “ ’ ’ ', taken any time from October to June,
taken oil, what should we find within '%____ ■ if a steady, bottom .heat ot 80 degrees
the last and inmost shell—a little jfjfl . can be supplied; or new plants may be
soul that has lost its power of specu- Æj ;,j easily formed by gashing the stem and
lation. A soul that was born in ,;*§•• -,j tying wet moss about precisely in the
you a bird, and has become a creep- :.’ ■' sajhe manner in which rubber plants are
ing thing ; wings gone, eyes gone, ?V ' propagated. As the Croton is quite a»
groping, and clawing w ith its ten- ** •■* -^ ;tender as the Coleus, it should not be 
tacles what is given it. . «et out in the garden until all danger of

You stand, speaking to your foot- ' r, ., ■ V- . yH;" ' ^ SaraE frost is past, and should be brought in
And you are charming, stand- before the nights grow cold in fall. When

ing there, to" us who, like your foot- Z ’•$;repotting before bringing in from the
cannot see the label, ” Blind. ” t v•? garden, cut the plants back rather eevere-

ly to induce new growth.«ilk
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and
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be-
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to
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tie
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ow
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man,
The cut of your gown is perfect, the 
dressing of your hair the latest, the 
trimming of your hat is later still , 

\r ck of speech the very thing ; ’ THE SEER OF SANTA ROSA
■your

you droop your eyelids to the life ; 
have not too much powder ; it 
lesson in glace to see you hold 

The doll of Nature !
so, until 

his turned, 
footman

(Luther Burbank).
A simple home-spun gentleman, 

Who needs’ no coat-of-arme 
Or patent of nobility 

Won in war’s brute alarms.

le ; you 
is a

- vour parasol.
So, since you were born ;

And with -

ds.
iur
sen
up die !you 

clean-shavenof face, your 
“ Madam, how Strong-hewn from Nature's granite he, 

Héir of her larger lore,
Rager to turn some hidden page 

And con it o’er and o’er :

youi a seems to say : 
have come to me, it is not my prov-

I am
;he

,You are !
you !” You are 

but we

ince to enquire, 
myself dependent 
the heroine of the farce ; 
must not smile at you, for >’°u 
tragic, standing there, the saddest 
figure iii the world. No fault o 
vours that ears and eyes and heart 
and voice are atrophied, so that you 
have no longer spirit of your own 

Fashion brought you forth> p ^ e 
has seen to it that you are the im|g 

mother, knowing that if sne 
hair’s breadth differ 

You

es.
ive on
or-

The Sprinter. Till in a crucial hour he finds 
The secret of the tree.

The necromunce of bud and flower, 
The witchery of the bee ;—

are) a
er.

back again, music in hand. Monsieur 
I’oirson was visibly impressed, but, still 
with superficial gruffness, ordered the 
small composer to sing what he had
done.

ive charm to hold attention, and Les 
gives, in connection with it,ou Annqles

Gounod’s own description of how early 
in life and how indomitably his musical 

showed itself. He was thirteen 
first informed his

at
Father-confessor he of birds,—Xne;

Blood-brother in the clan 
■"' Sing without the accompaniment? "" of Krev night-moths and butterlllos,-

Frlend of the shy god Pan.

Nor has. the blight of worldliness 
Within that heart found room, 

Unconscious of his greatness.
As a rose is of her bloom.

—Nellie Evans, in N. Y.

r.v vocation

mother, a widow with an infinitesimal in- 
that she must educate him as a

un­

til e old when he
inquired the injured musician. " You 
can’t realize my harmonies unless we have 
the accompaniment."

But Monsieur Poirson, if secretly Ap­
preciative, was outwardly inexorable, 
and the boy had to do the best he could 
with the singer's melody. When he had

lie. of your
made you by a . ,

would see and judge.
Fashion herself, blind. 

You do what you 
think

he come, 
musician.he Gounod not

irritated and 
mind to en- 
desire to see

Madameent you 
are Fashion 
fear-full Fashion !

others o i ot-herg think courage

feel because

merely?c.
Me

naturally 
authoritative. She had no 

nonsense, and no

was
.

Independent, ■ !it, do because 
what you 
it ; you

out of the path of re­think because 
feel what you

re; drifther son
to
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