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and old. The Divine Master himself could not con-

template it without emotion and was inspired by

it to the utterance of one of his grandest parables.

And then the field itself inspired solemn reflec-

tions and noble pride in the mind of the sower.

It was his own ! He had carved it out of a wilder-

ness ! Here was soil which had never been opened

to the daylight. Here was ground which perhaps

for a thousand, and not unlikely lOr ten

thousand years, should bring forth seed to the

sower; and he had cleared it with his own hands!

Generations and centuries after he should have died

and been forgotten, men would go forth into this

field as he was doing to-day, to sow their seed and

reap their harvests.

He slung his bag of grain over his shoulder and

stepped forth from his cabin at the dawn of day.

The clearing he had made was an almost perfect

circle. All around it were the green walls of the

forest with the great trunks of the beeches, white

and symmetrical, standing like vast Corinthian col-

umns supporting a green frieze upon which rested

the lofty roof of the immense cathedral. From the

organ-loft the music of the morning breeze re-

sounded, and from the choirs the sweet antiphonals

of birds. Odors of pine, of balsam, of violets, of

peppermint, of fresh-plowed earth, of bursting life,

were wafted across the vast nave from transept to

transept, and floated like incense up to heaven.

The priest, about to offer his sacrifice, the sacri-

fice of a broken heart and contrite spirit, about


