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Hours and
Ponies

EVERY HOUR that'i gonc'$ a dead
one, and another comes and goes; in
the graveyard of the ages hours will

hnd their last repose; and the hour that's
come and vanished never can be used again •

you may long to live it over, but the fone-
ing IS m vain Lasso, then, the hour that%
with you, ride it till its back is sore; you
can have it sixty minutes—sixty minutes,
and no more. Make it earn its board and
lodging, make it haul your private wain
for when once it slips its halter it will
never work again. So the hours like
spotted ponies trot along in single file, andwc haven t sense to catch them and to work
them for a mile; we just loaf around and
watch them, sitting idly in the sun, and the
darkness comes and finds us with but
mighty little done.
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