
THE EXPOSITOR. 0F IIOLINESS.

,,TILL HiE COMES."

(To Miss J,;nnie Casseday.)

"A beauài. -J tirn for the harvest,"
Said Pauline, tlie reaper, one- day.
My sheaves sliah be rnany aîid golden
Wlien the Master corneth tliis way.

My place is where graia is ripest,
And iny hands are young aînd strong,

Nor care I for heat and labor
As 1 singy the reaper's son,,:

Gathering, gatlîeiing for the RÇing,
Hands inay grow veary bout glad hearts sincg

Till Hie cornes."c

"Pauline i ' 'Twas the voice of the Master,
And slie paused in her happy haste

Where, for want of a skrillf ul reaper,
Rfipe grain wvas going to wvaste.

"Pauline, leave that sheaf unbinded,
And corne now aside withi Mie."

'Was the Mfaster's wvord of greeting;
"1 sornething, would say to thee."

And she lîcard the hîappy ringing
0f the reapers in their singing,

'-Till Hie cornes."

"Wait here, and hielp on~ the harvest,"
Were the Master's strange commnands,

Whien suie reacb.ed a lonêiy coraer,
And folded her eager hands.

She waited in painful silence,
Waited with wveary heart,

For bow could slip, help the reapers
If she did not do her part l

Afar she could hiear thern calling,
"Thy beautiful grain is falling,

Pauline, Pauline, art thon hiding?1
Thon wilt have nothing but chiding,

When lie cornes."

fier heart wvas heavy with sorrowv,
And desolate was her cry,

"Oh, wliy, when. I love the Master,
Ain 1 like a weed thrown by?î

I lef t the world and its treasures,
Nor heeded a mnoment it's eost,

To take rny place wvitli the reapers,
A-ad now ail uiy talents are lost.

NTever mo6re wvill I be singing,
Where the ripest grain is ;pringing,

Till IHe cornes.'

"Pauline !" 'Twas the voice of the Master,
"ITh'le harvest is Mine, not thine;

If ivaitinggives Me the best service,
Surely thon needst not repine

Anotlier lias taken thy sickie:
it only is left to thee

To sec, in tlîis 1owv hidden corner,
\Vliat workç car, be done for Me.

There can be uno place so dreary,
There can he no hands so we.try,
But tlîat al] ray lieip in bringing
Golden sheaves wvitli happy singring

XVhea 1 corne."

So she siniled, ai gave a ivelconie
To Pain, who woulci lie lier guest

Then Patience and sweet Subnîiisioii
Carne soon with thecir peaceful rest.

\Vitli their hielp, in lier shadowved corner,
Like stars througli the evening glioom,

There sprang for Pauline fairest blossoms,
That filled every spot wvith bloorn.

Then the Master carne so oftea
It was called a hioly place,

And the busy reapers lingered
For more love and lowly grace.

And they ivent their own wvay singing
MWe wvill ail be ripe grain bringingy

When H1e cornes.",

'Thon canst plan for the busy gleanera,"'
Pauline heard the Master say,

And she joyfully took the message
And said, whien one camne lier way,

"Tae flowers to the darkened prison,
And bloomns to the bed of pain,

And blossoins to 'veary mothers;
Thy labor îvil not be vain."

They heeded her getebiddin"
.And fragtrance ivent everyvhere,

And tîred eyes were uplifted,
While sad hearts were saved despair.

I her quiet room carne ringing
i3ack the echo of their singing

~Till Hie cornes."

"I'Tis tirne that the sheaves were garnered,"
Said the Master whien eve had corne,

And the reapers in the gloarning
Were all singing their harvest home,

Thon iPauline beheld with wonder,
As they entered the sunset gate,

Her naine on sheaves rich and golden
That were gathered early and late.

And the Ma'ter srniled approval,
And H1e said, wheiî she rneekly came,

"Thine is the crown of the toilers
Who gathered for Nle iii thy narne."

Axîd the beils of heaven were ringing,
Whie th e angel choir wvas singing,

Hife lias corne."
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