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nothing could be so grand or so beautiful as
this grass in vhich thev lived.

But did anîy of heI knîow what was going
ro lappenl this morn ing?

Something niew was coiing to pass amîong
these grass blades. Listen, as their slender
heads sway togetiher, to what the% are sa% in.
Do you think you can hear if \ou put your car
down close and still be-lide them ?

ilark ?
This was it.
" i ani tired of life," said one tall spear that

grev higher than the others anld was looked
up to by all.

" What is the use of it wihen (ne can iever
lie anything but grass ? and grass is so com-
monplace !"

The other little grass blades stopped smiling
up at tie sun and howed their heads to listei
to the strange, new idea.

Ah ! sighed the discoitented onle, " If I
could be like the beautiful delicate iare-
bell that lifts lier ro\ al purple head above mie.
I should be satisfied with m\ sphere, Blueelil
despises us, i know ; -;he is vestletic, and there
is nothing so distasteful to lier as what is vulgar
or coiiion."

"l Wlat is 'æ astlietic '? tiiidlv denanded
another grass blade, beginniig to feel unusual-
lv smal and common.

" It is soiething high and fine," responded
the first speaker. " Don't vou sec the harebell
is higher than we, and how fine is the slender
green steri on which lier beautiful bell swings?"

Yes ; alil the little grass blades were obliged
to admit it was truc.

"And there are so many more beautiful tiîngs
to be," put in a third (for a thiought once startci
goes on and on among grass blades).

" If I could not be a liarebell I should be
content if I could bear a daisy's white star on
the point of my stei."

" And, oh ! I should like to be a grand
spotted lily," panted still another. " But, I'"
declared a fifth, with a decided littie wave back
and forth, " should never be satisfied till I
could flaunt as proud a gold to the breeze as
does the brown-eyed coreopsis."

So the foolisi little grass blades vent on.
" None of you are so badly off as 1," came

in a sad little toile fromi a shaded corner.
I grow directly under this great mitullein

leaf, so that no one can ever sec nie. I can
be of nîo possible use in all the world, and I
cannot even sec the light for my own pleasure.
Wliv was I made at all ?"

Tie last words (lied away iii such a faint-
ieartec murmur that nobody paid the least
attention to them. So the little shadowed
grass blade could do nothing but return to its
own dreary drawing of contrasts between itself
and its unnoticed brethren and the mullein 1

plants which stood like candelabra hearing aloft
as so iany cathedral canîdles their tall stalks
tipped with vellow 1laies.

Let us give it u p !" burst, after a short
pause, fron the first speaker.

SVhat is the use ii conti nuing to grow ?
Let us turn our leads dow nward and go back
into the dark earth fromt whici we camlle, where

1 we shal l be troubled by no vain longings, no
wishing for impossible (hings ; where wl need

1 not keep up this constant struggle to grow, but
may lie down and sleep."

Now, would you lclieve it ? .\lI the little
grass blades listened to this advice and
assented.

"Let us do it ; we will iever le missed,"
they cried, unanimously, and withiout waiting
for a second thouglit on the mnatter, each in-
dividual grass turne back and drew its green
blade down, slowvl down, down to its root
again. Soon the meadow was bare and brown.

Tlie traveller lifted his head for one last look
at the refreshliig green before starting with
renewed strength upoi his way. It was
gone!

Little Nettie jumped cown backwards from
the last fence, and turned round for lier romp
witli Prince over the cool, clean sward.

Lo ! in its place bare ground, with iere and
there a witlhered niullein stalk ! Of all the
little flowers, not one, no longer protected by
cool grass at ils roots, could live, but drooped
its pretty liead and fadied away. '[ite slîeep
put their little noses close to the ground, and
poked under all the muillein ieaves, but not one
spear of tlheir expected feast could they find.

'Tlie cows gazed slowlv arouind and then
turned away, as who should say, " One more
disappointient !''

.\nd the ants and spiders, andl aIl the little
I nameless winged and creeping things Vhose

loie liad vanished iii a moment ? 1-'rom theni
arose a universal cry of panie. Only they were
so very snall no one could hear the bitter wail
in which they mourned : " Grass, grass is

gone out of the world ; grass, that was so
plentiful, more abundant tian any other single
tbing ? Grass was so cominion. What will
the world do without grass ?"

And the great sun, shinling down in his
splendor saw no answering green of little grass
blacles, and a pang of sudden doubt siote to
his heart of fire.

Where are the grass blades upon which I
smiled iii the morning ? Can it be that I have
sione in vain ? Have I failed ini mv great
design ?"

Did anv of the littie grass blades wio hiad
gone into wilful carkness dreanm that there was
disappointment in the heart of the Great King
of Day because of them, and tlheir perverse folly
in refusiig to be grass?


