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By Olive E. Dana.

Early and late and long a toiler wrougbt,
Spurred by t he lovety visions hauntirig hlm;
With patient care he strove their shapes to limn,

Though slowly 'grew each fair embodied thought.
Few were the friendly and the thoughtful eyes
Ylhat could bis aim or purpose recognize.

But time went on, and muen more plainly saw
The g.ace and beauty he would fain s,.t forth;
They knew at last its meaning and its worth,

Freer eacli year from blemish and from flaw.
They praised tlhe vork and ail thec large design;
They bade hir.i adId, with courage, Une to line.

~ And when bis work was finished,-oivsoe'er
It seemed to mock the visions glorified
That through the years had linger d at his side,

It w~as so far beneath therr,-cheer on cheer
XVent up frorn strangcr lip and frien-11y heart,
And ail the world claimred in bis work a part.

So do we ail toil on, each in bis place -
Above Lis each some blest ideal glows,
And on our work its inspiration throwvs,

Though men rnay sée ot it no faintest trace
In ail the plain, dui tasks that fill our hands;
R .re is tht heart oui aim that understands.

But as our lives go on, perchance appears
Some hint of the design we fain wvould weave;
The deeper, holier purpose they perceive,--

The soui-light glimmers through the rifts of years;
And men clasp harids, und ùige each other on,
And say, 1'Those far, fair heights shail yet be won t


