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Lity'g Parrows; or, the Fallow Field

The qun comes up and the sun goea dawn;
The night mist shroudeth the slceping

{town,
But i¢ it bs dark or it 13 be day,
1£ the tempasts beat or the breezes play.
Still here on this upland slope I lle,
Looking up to the changeful sky.

Naught am I but a fallow fleld;

Never & Crop my acres yleld.

oOvYer the wall at my right hand

Stately and g&reen tbe corn-
blades stand,

Aapd ] near gt my left the sing
feet

) the wipds that rustle the
pending wheat.

oftey while yet the morp s red

y sy for opur master'g eager
tread.

tic amiles at the young corn’s
towering beight.

1€ knows the wheat is a goodly

sight,

But be glancea tot at the fa'low
fleld,

Whoze tdle acres no wealth may
yield

Somerimmes the shout of the har-
vesters

The gleebing Pulse of my being
gtirs,

Andag onein a dream I seem to
feel

The gweep and the rush of the
swinging steel,
oOr 1 catch the sound of the gay

refrain
As they beap thelr walns with
the goiden grain.

Y et, 0 oy nelghbours, be not too
proud,

Though on every tongue your
pralse is loud,

Our pother Nature is kind to

mel
And I am heloved by hird and
bee,
Anxnd pever a child that passes by
But turns ypon me a grateful

eye.

Over my head the skies are
blue; .

{ bave my share of the raln and
dew;

I bask Jike you in a summer sun
When the Ilong bright days
pass one by one. :
And ¢alm ag yours is my sweet
. Tepose
Wrapped in the warmth of the
winter snows.

ot little our loving mother
cares
Which the corn or the dalsy

bears,
Which is rich with the ripening

wheat,

Which with the violet’s breath is
gweet,

Which is red with the clover
bionm,

Or which for the wild sweet-fern
makes-room.!

Useless under the summer sky,

Year after year men say I lie.

Little they know what gtrength
of mine

I give 1o the trailing black- ..
berry vine;

Little they know how the wild grape

TOWS,
Or how my life-blood flushes the rose.

Little they think of the ctgs I I

For the moaees creeplng under the hill;
Litlle they think pf the feast I spread
For the a:ﬂd wee crestures that must be

fe
Squirrel and butterfly, bird and bee,
Axnd the ctreeping things that no eye may
see. T

Lotd of the havrvest, thou dost know
How the summ<ers and wintars go.
Never a ship sally east or wast
1;;:‘5&;-"1 treasures at my belest;
Whaa I gtvo sy gold o the golden-rod.

thtills to the voloe of God |

) ampad up and down the roads of the

Y lovicg Father whoe was eager to for-

THE MAN WITH THE IRON OOLm l northern pr':':lnces- of l=dia with the :—BOW NIAGARA WAS BrANNED

In Chlpa they have & way of punish-
ing thleves by putting eavy wooden
collars on thelr necks and makicg thom
wear them thruugh the strects. But |
the man we tell about is certatinly not ¢
a Chinamaop, anhu there Is a very different ]
story as to how he came by the rusty
gridiron collar which he wore for so
long.

The man i{s a Hindu, whose story s,
well known in Indla. When he was a

young man he did a very wicked thing.
Though he was a heathen and wor- |
shipped idols, he knew it was wrong, and
wished to be forgiven. The poor fellow
did no! know thrt the true God was like

give sing, and ke supyosed he would haye i
to dbuy a pardon by ioing some very good
act to make up for the had one. The l
Christian missioraries could have shown
him a better way, dut he had nsaver
heard of them. So he had this heavy
gridiron collar rivete@ on his neck, and
made & vow that he wouid wear it year
ip apd year out until he could beg
enough money to pay for uigging & wall
in a very dry and thirsty place.

For seventoen years tke poor fellow

burden of his sin on his heart and with
his collar wearing ‘unto his shouldera.
He had an image of one of the gods fas-
tened to the fron siats, and he carried
long strihgs of “ tulsie * seeds on which |
he counted his prayers, as Roman Cath- |
olics count thelr heads. |
ho was growing old and wrinkled, and
his beard and his hafr were getting gray, ;
but he still felt that his sin was not fur-
gl ‘2, when one day passing through a

village, he heard a strange, white-faced
preacher say, “ The blood of Jesus Cbrist
cleanseth os from al sin.” he pricked i
uap his ears at the words, “ cleanseth from
all sin”” That was what he had been ;
working for all these years. He went to
the miasionary, heard the story of the,
Father’s Jove and pardon, acd finally be- |

-came a joyous Christian. First Le dug ,

tho well as he kad vowed to do, then he
bad the irons flled through, and tbs
collsr taken off, and he wss a free main
No wonder he has now become a Chris-
tlan preacher and an earnest and fzithful
helpor of the missioparies.

Chicago's drink-bill for three years |
equala the amaunt ¢! property destroyed
by the great Zre, ]

The socond ster) arch bdridge KcToes
the Niagara gorge !s in course of com-
struction, to replace the upper suspention
bridge cloas to the Fulla.  The sigalag
of the contracts for the new arch was
practically an order for the destruciioa
of tho last of the famous great suspention
bridges at Nizgara, so far as QUalr
original location ‘s concerned, and the
1ast of tha sttuctures traversed by thon-
sands of tourists in an ad-
miring mood will live I=
(mefdury vL.§ Al asTange
meots for the building of the
Qrnt br.age oter Lhe RuIge WATG
cumppieted writes Urnn £ Dun
1ap in lestie s Weekly early in
1848 apd the contracu.rs set
abuvut ind.ag 8 @eans o’ ewad
lishing comMmmubicaglon hetween
the c,iffs 8t the aarrusest polpt
near the sb.ripuol rapids  The
1dea of osetcumidg the d.fiicaity
by a puwerful rochet was oon
celved Hu: this @1¢ put work
and some 8 hootboys flying thelr
kitos on the riser bank gare the
suggestion that the desired con
noctlan might he made by allow
ing A Kile W &ilie on the op
posite bank,

The most adept of the buyr n
fiylng theilr kites was liltle
Homan Walsh, and the oon
tractors Invited him to try hix
skill. The provailing wind a!
the Falls is from the south-
west, and, after walting some
days for a {avourable wind.
young Walsh walked upstroam
two miles to the ferry and
crossed to the Canadian side,
reachinrg which he proceedad
lownstream te the site of the
bridge. The wind was blowing
strongly, and be soon had bis
kite, nemed the * Union,” fiy-
ing skyward. ‘The cord went
out rapidly. but the gale was
toc strong to aliow the kite to-
gettle. Night came on and
Walsh and the boys who bad
gathered built a fire on the bank
to keep warm, awaiting a Jult
in the wind toward mldnigh’.
The anxious watchsrs on the op-
posite shore aifo bulit a fre.
Walsh knew then that hiz pro-
gramme was understood and
that a close wateh would be
kopt for the kite.

The wind went down as ex-
pected, and about twelve o’ciock
incceased tension and Jerking
on the kite string told bim that
his kite had landed and that the
cord was safely across the gorge.
The distance and roar of thw
raplds prevented vorbal com-
mubpleation, therefore they were
uncertain as to esch other'’s
movements. Suddenly there
came a heavy jerk on the cord,
and then it fell loose im
Walsh’s hands. So much ssz-
had been glven it that §t had
reached the river below, In
which a vast amount 0f 158 wax
flowing, aud the cord was
broken in two. Disappointed,
Walsh wound up his end of the
cord and started for the ferry.
Reaching thers, he was told the -
river was 30 full of fce thst the
boats dared no! venture opt
For elght-days he wss ice-bousd
on 1he Canadian shore. When finally ke
arrived home he found his kite uninfured,
and, after waiting again for a favouradle
wind to fly it fropm the New York Staty
bdaok, he again crossed to the Canadian
side. The wind was favourabic, and In
thirly minutes bhe Lad landed hHis kile,
and the desired connectwn between tha
cliffs was establizshed. The cord was.
used to draw a heavler cord acrosa the-
river, and this +~as lollowed by a repe
and a wire cable. Oiher cables followed,
and a cable way, on which an iron basket
ran, now in posscxsion of the Buffale
Historica! Society, was operated In
duilding the bridge. Homan Waltk re-
celved fifty dollars for bis work. Ee
1z stil] alive, and rozides at linocolnm.
Nebrazka



