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fŽol I1Cosip.
By F. R. Havergat.

Where are the countless cr> stals, SQ perfect and so bright,
That robed iii softest erruine the wînter day and nighit?

Not lost; for, life to many a root,
They rise again in flowers and fruit.

Where are the mighty forests and giant ferns of old,
That in priîwe,«al silence, strange leaf and frond unrolled?

Not lost ' for nov they bhine and blaz.e,
The light and wvarmth of winter days.

WVhere are the carly Iessoiîs, the teachîne of our youth,
The countless words forgotten, of know% Iedge and of truth ?

Not lost; for they are living stiti
As power to think, and do, and wvill.

Where are the seeds we scatter, with weak and trembling hand,
Beside the gIoomy waterb, or on the anîd land ?

Not lost ; for after many days,
Our -,rayer and toi! shali turn to praise.

Where are the days of sorrow and lonely huurs of pain,
When works are interrupted, or planned ir willed in vain?

Not lost , it i. the thorniest shoot
That bears the 'Mabter's sweetest fruit.

Where, where are ail God's lessons, His teachings dark and bright ?
Not lost, but on!> hidden, tii! in eternai light,

%Ve see, whilst at H is feet we fail,
The reasons and results of all.


