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of joy and f ; has- grown

‘to be'an es d institution
in ‘the DUnit Whether
- the . cusfom as ogracticed 'is,

\l ‘actord with the har-
s of a people whq in one-

strictly in-mu
rmonious fe
voiee ipdy

is another matter.

ng and :h::.h!.ash‘. the

ind.even barbaric sounds
t .tin " horn of- to-day

The
screeck

issuing
are 'braz
fulnes

;. height of ‘heaven
its- " bestowed—sounds
= .of millio express-
vith material condi-
heartfelt welcome to a
ar. just born or a -battle .victory
'r * momentous -events which
¢ and ma the pages of history.
While the custom of horn blowing
is growing, few-of the‘old hedds stop
o think .of 'its origin, ahd the youth-
] celebrant -little dreams that is
that in those revelling
1 .escape neither nook nor
.. lof r cellar, are-the echoes
yed  fiom” thousands of “centu-
ago—that momentous, neriod in
e world’s spiritual and material his-
» "blasts from the ram’'s
phar) proclaimed from
Mount- Sinai the giving *of the Ten
Commandments to the end of time.
The first menticn of it'is in the 0Old
Testament at the giv of the law:
‘And all 0 ngs, and
the If rumpet.—

mal
nage

Es 5
“Then it was a sound which sent the
bloed ¢oursing through every veln,
orouseds the~ roud’s deepest reyerence
and brought together men in one com-
mon hrotherhood. .

‘As the sound of the ‘horn signaled

the giving of the law which was to
lead mankind and stand for life's
moral and spirifual obligations along
the ages, the multifjude bowed with
feelings of awe and. humility.

. .The sounds were new to the ears
of the people why .listened to their

echoes along untain, wondering
&t the dist
And when
and A afar
ou wi 18
peak with u
The fear then
multitude
realized the
which had bee

znificant. They
of the occasion,
aled by the blasts

of the horn. So, from the very, first in-
troducticn of the instrument its sounds
have generally Had . significant mean-

ing and purpose. . ; :
How well one can picture the scene
at Mount Sinai wlien the people trem-
-and stood afar off when Moses
hem to fe ot; that God had

- faces’ that. they

f the horn on an oc-
nh divinely poten-

ecasion sd
incidents -

tial ily, brought the
ir.?trumw:.:_ into ind prominence
auring. special s 11° exercises ‘and
celebrations, but r its brazen notes

were heard in time of war.
l‘he). were also Reard intimeés of ex-
treme jubilation and in. the temples

of the Jews on their days of rejoicing
and on the day o nement.
In Leviticus, xxv:9, is found-:the fpl-
lowing: . v
f!‘hon shalt thou « the trumpet Jf the jd-
bllf“‘..h) sound on® the. te day of the seventh
mon#h, Iin the « ent shail ye makéd

the trumpet sound thr z

And even in .this age of “advanced
thought,” the Jew,. following com-
‘mandment and the vdice pf traditian,
assembles in his temple to hear the
sound from the shophar. ° e :
- 'What effect must such "tones
suing from a holy place have upon the
hearer?. *They are not musical sounds,

aJl your land.

for their loud, plerc¢ing notes, with no:

range or ‘compass, have never been
found adaptable to concerted music.’

But is this description *not -exactly
and strangely in accord with the tones
fromn the modern horn, the hirn with
which “the jubilant man and:- youth,
woman and girl, of this period give
vent to their joy at the birth of the
Christian new year? 2

Try as you will, you .can get nothing
but a plercing, shrill or inharmonious
tone from the tin instrument, and like
the ancient shophar, its tanes are un-
musical, having neither range or com-
pass.

bowever, its blasts from the summhit of

Twin Peaks would summon & multi-’

tude: that would ' comport itself. accord-
ing to the import of the occasion.

In Numbers, chapter xxxix: 1, we
find an mjunttion as to the'use of the
trumpet. 5

Therein the people are commanded
on the first day of the sevénth month
to hold “an holy convocation,” to do no
servile work, it being ‘‘a day of .blow-
ing of trumpets unto you"—a feast of
the trumpets. .

Here Esde;nonstrated the giving up™’
cf all labor and indulging the ¢ones of-
the shophar as heard in the synagogues.

to this.day ep a like festival:

Once more this proves that the mod-
ern world, with all-ts innovations, with
all its many smirks at traditign, with
all itg “vaingloridus boasting ‘of a re-
finement overshadowing even thor-
olghly ecljpsing the primitive ages, fol-
lows closely the preeepts inviolably set’
by the great forefathers, “whose. obe-
dience to-divine commandment was, in
view of modern usages, no more foyally
observed then than flow.

The skeptic may that to-day’s
outpourings of joy la¢k thought, are in-
dulged without the slightest religious

.’ celebration which af- =’

es sending up thank- -

nd° that his fear.

is- -

‘ promige. of amendment.

sentiment, have.no relationship with
the very same movements and same
trumpetings that characterized the day
when the law was given from Mount
-Sinai, those periods when joy and vic-
tory and holy festival influenced the
early peoples of the earth, -

Who will say that there is no feeling
of thankfulness in the hearts of the
nation when, with horn a-blowing and
flags waving, it gives vent to its joy
over victory or any great national
event? ° :

The ancient New Year's service, ob-
served in the synagogues even at this
period, is considered one of the most
impressive in the Jewish' liturgy. It is
composed of three parts, which refer,
respectively, to the sovereignty, justice
and mercy of God, and as each part is
concluded the shophar is sounded from
the pulpit.

The first part, “Malchioth,’” proclaims
God the universal king.

The second part, “Zichronoth,” em-
phasizes that God remembers the work
of the world and visits all creatures,

and that “nothing remains concealed
from his eyes.”
The last part, “Shopheroth,” speaks

of the gcriptural shophar, and especial-
ly as it is connected with the giving of
the law on Mount Sinai, when its tones
were first heard, and also with refer-

ence fo the time when the ‘‘great
trumpet” will be sounded ‘“to declare
the universal triumph of liberty and
religion.” 2

Ip a poem sermon founded on pas-
gages from the Talmud, by the Rev.
Isidore Myers, B. A., in Montreal in
1897 (5657 Jewish year), the following
occurs: £

What s

mn thoughts each blast compels!
Ai every sound our bosom sw
Our soul stirred by every note
That issues from the shophar's throat.

“‘Malchioth” is named,

The fitst, which
3 ty's proclaimed,

In which God's soverei
Commemorates a fact

Reecalis mind creati s prime
creating. cut of nought,
¢ brought—
is m planned,
*s almighty hand—

uty, ha ony,
) can plainly s

Whose every part, below, above, *

.The impress bears of gracious love,

The ghophar's voice does first record

The coronaticn of the Lord.

Thus, from its first mention up to
the presert period, has the shophar
been given the * most profound and
grave consideration, 2

Besides the sounding of the horn in
the hotir of religious and joyous:festi-
val it was hrought into use in time of
‘war .to summon ' and, assemble the
‘army, and in ‘this ‘regpect it -is first
mentioned in Judges, iii:27: - .
And it tame to pass, when he was come, that
:he blew a trumpes in’ the mountain of Ephraim,

and Che children of Isfael went down with him’

Yrom the mount, ‘and "ie’ before ,them.

Subsequent verses relate the defeat
of 10,000 lusty men and the downfall
of Moab, much resembling’ thre bloody
conflicts of later centuries, sans ma-
*chinery of modein-warfare,

And here we find the horn brought
into, military uge, which ig a long step
‘from its initial .requirements, when it
served to bring the people’ together to

.hear the law read amid the thundeéring

and lightning and darkness which after
prevalled and filled'the assembled mul-
titude with awe ‘and fear:

After all, in comparing the-past with
the present there seems but the dif-
.ference in the manufacture, design and
manripulation of material and the ad-

- yantages in these times of having more

powerful and more sclentific imple-
ments with which to annihilate a foe.
Indeed, it is doubtful whether anything
could be more effective on a modern
‘battlefield tham the slaying of 10,000
valiant men, as was done by the Is-
raelites who answered the shophar’s

~call to arms.

The shophar lms been utilized in
other ‘than times of law-giving and
.war, for it is told in Isajah xxvii:13:

And it shall come to pass in that day, that
the great trumpet shall be blown and they

If meeded for such a purpose, ¢ shall come which Were ready to perish in the

land of Assyria, and the outcasts in the land of
Egyrpt, and shall worship the Lord in the holy
mount at Jerusalem.

Thé prophet foretold that the sho-
phar should announce the recall of the
‘people from exilé. Therefore it is seen
how, stride by stride, the shophar, the
_horn or trumpet, grew in use and favor

and need in the world’s earliest period.

Its sounds were welcomed by those
40 whom the law was handed down,
its notes were and are maintained by
one denomination to voice the anniver-
sary of God's ¢coronation. ;

By that same people its sound is re-
sorted "to as an alarm or warning of
the approach of the day of atonement
and that they. should review the ac-
tions of the past year and prepare to
become reconciled to God by means’of
confession . to him of their sins and

Oneother reason for the blowing of
the shophar, even at this pe i8 to
emphasize to the Jewish community
the conviction that the time wiil come
when the shophar will announce, ac-
cording to the word of the prophet, a
universal freedlom when all n

- drawing nearer, hat in hand.
speaking to me?" :

A

By Ruth Sawtelle

L ]
HE raindrops pattered down as
merrily and musically as if an un-
expected shower were a most de-
lightful thing. They washed the
pavement to a fresh red, making
tiny rivulets of the gutters.

But Phyllis Dalrymple was not occu-
pled with admiration of:the raindrops’
pranks. It was provoking! Ten min-
utes before there had not been a sus-
picion of rain. And here she was cooped
up on the tiny piazza of an apartment-
house, without the remotest hope of
rescue till the rain should nplease -to
cease. How empty the street seemed,
too!

A lone pedestrian! Enviable creature,
with rain coat and umbrella, sauntering
along as if being out in the rain were

‘the pleasantest thing imaginable. And

now—what an odd young man he was,
stopping right in front of her to watch
the tiny river swirl and divide upon an
obstructing brick! g
“I peg your pardon, sir,but could you
possibly let me—" Her voice faltered.
Herbert Whrd wheeled about and be-

‘held, perched on the top step under the

&mw shelter, & most alluring picture

distress.
“Can I be of assitance?”’ he began,
“You were

other at all—"
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The vision stiffened from its appeal-
ing attitude.

“You must be mistaken, sir. I do not
recall having met you.” Then, hastily,
at his look of injured surprise, “Oh,
ves, yes. Forgive me. I did speak to
youg Oh, please don't go away and
leave me now!"”

The bewilderment on Ward's face was
so very frank that the girl broke into a
ripple of laughter.

“Really, I must ask you to forgive
me again. I do not mean to be rude.
But it was funny to see you looking as
overcome as 1 felt. There! That smile
makes me sure you are good-natured,
and if you’ll come up out of the rain
I'l] try to tell you.”

ard accepted with alacrity.

-As a matter of fact it was not rain-
ing much now, but the big umbrella
and Its stalwart owner were excellent
company in the deserted stree

“I a!most belleve I like uncbnven-
tionality,” sald Phyliis, picking her
way as a dainty .woman will. “It's so
so—well, different from everyday.”

“I am convinced that 1 like uricon-
ventionality, if. this Is it,” responded
‘Ward. i e

Phyllis looked reproachful.

“This was what I thought about it
before I first spoke,” she said hur-
riedly. “Of course, we don’t know each

“Worse luck!” said a voice at her
side.

“But I need to be rescued, ana
he’s apparently nothing better to do
than rescue me. He looks trust-
worthy, and after he takes me to Mrs.
Walker's where I can send for the
carriage, we shall never see each
other again—" : ¥

““Never see each other again!
say, after I do my best—"

“—And as I am perfectly sure”’—
with no hesitation to show that she
heard a word of the protest—‘from
‘his appearance that he would not
dream of ‘taking advantage of my
confidence, I think I shall' run the
risk of appealing to his generosity.”

They walked for a minute silently.
Then she stole a glange at his ch:?-
cut face, flushed with mortification,
-and relented.

“You are doing me such a favor''—
more genially—'‘that I don't mind
telling you that I was horribly fright=
ened after I spoke, and I truly beiieve
I should have run away the minute
yo’u turned if it hadn’t been for the
rain.”

Oh, I

“Thank heaven for rain!" he mur-'

mured, so fervently that t th
smiled, and caught each Othermlnhthe

act. . X
*But I really thi it's not raining
a drop now,” she said. “There's n'ot‘l‘l‘«
ing lg'tt but the sprinkle from

“It would ruin your frock in no
time.” And he gave the exquisitely

IN RETREA
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_ Bj Troy Allison

HE dog beside her growled, and
the woman, looking up from her
novel, saw the man coming down
the path, fishing tackle in hand.

The path was overgrown with weeds
and there were few indications that it
was used except by the cattle coming
to the creek for water.

The dog arose, alertly pugnacious,
and the fisherman suddenly became
conscious of the fact that his favorite
spot” was pre-empted.

“I fear I must crave your protec-
tion.” He took off his tweed cap with
humorous gravity and smiled, first at
the weman, then with a conciliatory
air into the face -of the bristling dos.

She took the dog by the collar and
drew him toward her.

“] can at least offer you a reprieve
from sudden death.” She held the ani-
mal with a firm, white hand, and Fer-
roll loosened his grip on the fishing
rods he had intended using as a club

4 should the necessity arise.

“Perhaps he is stickler for etti-
quette,” he suggested, ‘'and might re-
gard my civilities with less—er—ani-
x‘ositym if I offered him my card.”

‘I must admi¢ he shows more ami-
ability toward people to whom he has
been Introduced.” .

He took a cigar case from his
pocket and offered it to her, his name
printed In gilt letters on the side.

“Kindly introduce me to him prop-
erly,” he implored. “I wouldn't fur-
ther offend his sense of propriety. for
worlds.” '

She patted the dog on the head, and,

pointing toward the newcomer, made .

the introduction with exaggerated po-
liteness, : y

“Billie, most able bodyguard of an
unprotected spinster, allow me to make
you acquainted with one Dr.- James
Ferroll.”

“Quite charmed, old fellow, I assure
yvou,” Ferroll bowed extravagangly.
“You'll excuse my not shaking hands?
You will? That's exceedingly kind, for
I would be sglightly nervous about try-
ing it on first sight.”

‘““He will behave properly now.” She
paused, evidently expecting Ferroll to
continue upstream.

gowned little
approving smile.

“But of course,” responded Phyllis,
“I couldn’t permit myself to presume
upon your kindness when I don’t
really need you, and you see the sun
is trying its best to shine this very
minute.” . :

“May failur attend its efforts!
That is—I mean—you know how very
uncertain such weather is, and if I
allowed you to be caught again I'd
never forgive myseif.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t think of it again,
of course,” she laughed coyly. “But
I should be desolated if I caused you
to miss your appointment. It's quite
a little nearer 3 than it was, you
know.” .

“Hang the appointment! Oh, I say,
I beg your pardon, you know. But
really I'm having such a good time,
I'd forgotten. And it's a bore, any-

"
© *“The appointment?”

“Yes, a beastly duty, you see. You
wouldn’t mind -my unburdening my-
gelf? I'm just in town for a few
‘weeks on bueiness and an old school
chum made me promise I'd look up
his sister—gave me a letter and all
that which I'm to present this after-
mmnm I know her sort too well—the

kind. Old Bob's the.

Y.

right stuff. but these girls—Lord! I'd
1io end rather be excused. If it had
only been some one like you, now—

“Oh, ybu really mustn’t say it!”
came a queer, muffled voice.

. “Ward looked down to see a very
pink face, a pair of unaccountably

. eyes and a tempting mouth
th'at twitched at the corners.

the *"Why mustn't I say it?” he persisted.

conventionality! There I

again—but hang jt, anyway! Here I
am having the best time of my life, and

" port.

“If you ‘wouldn't mind,”” HKe spoke,
hesitatingly, ."I will ask permission to
fish here. in fact, I have heen dream-
ing about this very spot since my vaca-
tion last summer. By Jove, I've caught
some beauties here.”

In less than an hdur she had dropped
her novel on the grass by the side of
the now placidly sleeping Billie and
was taking her first lesson in the art of
bass fishing. §

When she finally took up her novel
and hat preparatory to leaving he
looked at-her with frank friendliness.

“I'm going to be here a month. I
hope 1 will have the pleasure of seeing
you again?”’ ]

“Billie and I spend hours in this
spo: every day. If you do much fish-
ing you will probably meet up :with
us oc¢casionally.” : o .

Next day Ferroll had been in-luck
and half filled his basket when she
reached the creek.

“Good morning, Billie,” - he called
out. *I hope we are on friendly terms
to-day?” s

‘The dog sniffed at the basket of
fish, then lay down on the coat Fer-
roll had discarded.

“That’s right, old fellow, make your-
self at home. I hope he doesn’t ob-
ject to smoke?”’” He-looked at Miss

Winchester inquiringly, carefully
placed his.rod in the forks of a con-

venient pyush, and lisemsolRar prepara-
tory to a few migytes'.chat.

“You are rather a plucky woman,”
he looked at her admiringly, “but why
did you come absolutely alone?”

“That’s the nice part,” she fastened

‘a wreath of green leaves around the

neck of the slumbering Billie. “I was

. tired of everybody and, if you must

know the exact truth, I ran away to
keep frofm Ueing, married ‘for: my
money. I had an idea that'a match-
making friend was .concocting a
scheme to deprive me of my liberty.”
Ferroll showed a sudden interest.
“We have a bond.of sympathy,” he
said, watching his creditable perform-
ance at making smoke 'rings in the
calm summer air. “I have an aunt ifi.
Newport who was ahsolutely deter-
mined I should visit” her this'summer.
She had picked out a rich old maid who
owned a lovely cottage, and had it all
planned that I was to go, to see and to
conquer said spinster. . So, -you see, I
came ‘down here to keep from being

“forced into marrying for méney."”

4T used to know some people in New-
What's your aunt’s name?” she
asked with a pretense pf idle curiosity.

“Mrs. Fenlon. She's been there for
the last three years only.” And his
observation being concentratedJon his
newest smoke ring, he failed-to see the
crimson that flushed her face when he
mentioned the name of her own next
door neighbor at Newport. y

- E - £l - - -

Billie’s mistress sat under the tree by
the creek one day until she had finish-
ed her book, and still Ferroll had not
appeared. pe

She leaned over and patted the dog’s
head.

““It's the first
that he has not been here first, Bill{e,”
she said. 3 . :

Billie gave a snort that’ either ex-
pressed ridicule for the anxiety in her
voice, or disapproval of having his ears
rubbed the wrong way. Then he sud-
denly sat up to listen, and in a few
minutes Ferroll came down the path.

For the: first time he came without
his fishing tackle. He threw himself
down opn the ground beside them and
scowled into the dog's welcoming eyes.

“Billie, I want you to know that I'm
an egregious  idict. Perhaps you will
be somewhat at sea as to the meanin
of egregious, but 1 assure you it's the
very worst kind of idiot."”

Miss Winchester raised her evebrows
,in sympathetic’ surprise. ;

} “Suppose you tell us how you became
aware of your mental defects.” she
suggested. v

He pulled the dog’s head over on his
knee.

“Billie, I dare not tell her how T dis-
covered the fact of my idiocy. Last
night when I left the creek I was a
happy man. I had determined to come
down here this morning and ask you
how you would like to live in a house
with a doctor's sign on it. I had a faint
hope that your mistress would hate to
give you up, and would comeé,” too, to
Jook after you, you know. But. Billie,
that hope is as dead as a doornail. I
had a letter from my aunt this morn-
ing, and she mentioned casually—oh,
yes, darn casually—that she was glad
1 had postponed my visit, as Miss Julia
Winchester was not at home, and she
would not have me miss having a trial
at winning her money for anything.”

The woman sat perfectly quiet while
he continued his confidences. .

“Now she would always titink I wWas
after her money, Yyou unsympathetic
brute, and to make matters worse, I
have kept her amused ‘for three weeks
with jokes about the old ' maid at
Newport. Billie, do you think there is
a living woman that would overlook
being called an old maid?”,

She reached over and -took hold of
one of the .dog’s maltreated ears.

“Tend me an ear, Billie. You ought
to be a well-trained dog, *for I have
spent hours on your education. Get
up and express nicely to the gentle-
man your overwhelming desire to llv:e
in a house ornamented by a doctor’s

‘time in’ three- weeks

, sign.”

" Then she managed to force her head
away from Ferroll's shoulder long
enough to add another sentence.

“You might state that your mistress
has a fondness for egregious 1dlot!i.

Billie.” :
(Copyright, 1904, by ‘Troy Allison.)

ust because we happen not to have
ine: formally I can’t say what I think.
And worse still, I've got to go presently
and run my head straight into  a noose.
Probably find an ‘at home,” and t!_:e
house full of others just like her. T'd
not rebel at all if you were to ‘take
care’ of me—that is, if you were willing.
Can’'t we be introduced or something,
whatever would be necessary to make

N o
of i face had' burned .pinker

The pretty
'y.ou're a bit hard

and pinker.
“Don’t you think
suggested

on a girl you've never seen?”
the same muffled voice.

“pDon’t have to see her.” What's. more,
don't want to. I know the sort, I tell
you. But Bob—" .

“Bob who? I might know his sister.”

“Bob Dalrymple. Grand old :chap,
too.” 5

“T knew it,” triumphanti®“I mean—
yes, I have heard of him.  And here we
are at Mrs. Walker’s.» You can’t think
how grateful I am for the share in your
umbrella—and vour very ‘refreshing
frankness. Good-by.”

Then the gate slammed: against her
hand, and a shower of “white cards
sprinkled the walk. Ward bent fo pick
up her purse, and from every white
square was confronted by the words
“Miss Phyllis Dalrymple.” ,

“Miss Dalrymple,” he stammered in
an agony of - humiliation. “I—I—how
could you lef me—I—" »

But Phyllls was tripping up the walk.
As she reached the step she turned and
smiled. Just then the sun burst from
behind a’ eloud, transforming the world
into a sparkle of diamond drops.

“Miss Dalrymple will be at home,
alone, at 3,” she said.  “It is possible
that she would listen to a—well, let us
say ~n explanation.”

(Copyright, 1904, by K. M. Whitehead)




