
THE ONTAIO FARMER.

goetrg.
WIIAT VIEIN.

An nid mon orowncd %vili lonora nobly urnieci,
Once aeked a yonth whoat ond.in bife hie sougit.

The hopcfui boy suid, I votild first bc icarneti,
I w,,nld know ail tiat ail tue echeoia ure taugit."

Tie oid man gruveiy eliook lis hiead;
"lAndi %vhen yen have Itarned ail titis, ivbat tiien ?I' ho satd.

&I Thon," said lie boy, wvLti ail lte warmatlt et youtlî,
I'Id bo a hawyer, Icarned anti cloquent;

Appearing aiwoys on lte sideocf trutti,
Mfy mmnd îveuid groiv, os tinte 'twvas cnniy bent."1

The aid man sadly shook bis ltcad;
"And iviten yen bave donc al) Iis, wvhat thon? " lie sold.

"I wvit be famous.- r-uld the liopeful liiy;
"lClients ivill pour upon mue focs and brief;

'Twill bo my pieosing task te bringY bock joy
To homes atîd lieurts near ortusliet i vit darkest grief:i."

But stili the oid bnan sbuok is htead ;
Il And wboul al Ibis ta galiîct, ivitat Ilion ?' lie said.

"And ilion I ýviIl be nill, and ln oid ago
1 will-withdrau' from ail Mbis legai strifo

Rnetvn ln retirement as an lionoreil sa.ge,
l'Il pass lito cvening- of an hoiiorcd Ilife."

Gravely qg-ain tie old nian shook bis licad;
".And wvbcn yen bave donc ail titis, wvbat then" ho

"And then-why thon I kuew thatl nmust de-
M1y body lien must die, but net ny fame;

Surrounded by the falien great, l'Il lie,
And far postcnbîy sliali know rny siame."

Sadiy the old mon siuook fils iîead;
"And alter ail titis what thon ?" be said.

"And then-aud thon ?" but ceased,thae boy te speaIr,
His eyes, abasbed, fell downwvard te the sod;

A silent tear dropped on cocit bnrnlng cheek;
The oid mon pointl ecntly te Gud,

Thon laid bis tond silentiy on is drooplng bead,
"Remember, there's a place beyend,' bie eaid.

BEGINNMING TO SINN.

A ship was tossing ln tic wind
tJpontho biilowey seu,

And foarftil inariners iookcd ont
On storm-reekoet Galilce,

Wlien loi1 upon the lioaviug floor,
Acrosa the siwolling wave

A form approactcd wiîli * arcss stop,-
A friond drew near te savo.

"IL la a spirit 1'" now lhcy ericd-
Eacti heart with fear dismayed;

Be cf g-ood çieor Il' a voico replied,
IL'Ti s Il bc net afraid."'

The sanguine Peter icard, and cuileci
"Lord bld me cerne te tltceoVI

"Corne!3" and hoe sprangfrom ont the ebip
Uuton lie roeking son.

The silvery floor bentaîh bis feot
Seemed openbng for bis gravo,

Faitiiess andi sinking, ioud ho cricd
UnIe lits Lord te save.

How good the grasp cf tiat flrm baud,

sald.

WIthi trouble gIrt about i
.And Btili we ask, as Chirist thonp asked,

Oit i whlerEfore did'et thou doubt?'

W'o tees tipon a wvlit1r sca-
Wc hiear a volce say, IlCorne!1

WVe leave the ttipl, and think to, bc
Upon thù wtuvo at bomoe.

And whvlic our eyos are flxcd on llm,
WC frem no dangyer 5brink;

But ah, we turn to the wvcs,
And ilien begin slnk.

An uuused timible--tittl ring-
A boock ivit aif a cover-

Treasures or lest ones-how they sweep
0ur slnkhing heart-I ail oeor.

A vacant seat within our puiw,
An empty chair at tablc.

Ohà,.iaves liko these oniguif u,% qulte-
To wvaIk we arecfnot able.

Whou Io! a liaud again stretcod out,
A voice or love t le cer 1ut5;

Wo fet-l the grasp, we know the powver.
'Tis Jcsus drawing near us.

"Be of good checer! Look aute me 3
The waves shial flot corne ee'r ns;

Ee'n 11o% the biarber is ln sighit,
The land Is just before us.

THE GRASS.

The grass, the grass the beatitifal grass,
That brigibîeci this tand of ours,

Oh, wlîy do wvu ritdeiy lot il, ps,
And unly pralse the flowers ?

The blesseras of spring- smal icys wvouid bring,
And the suamer bloon look Bad,

WVere the eartb flot green, and lthe distant becie
lu lis ewicrald robe net; clad,

Then sing the grass, the beautifel grasts,
That brightens Ibis land of ours;

For thiere fià fot a blade by nature muade
Less perfect than te flowcrs.

The grass, the grass, the fcathery grass,
That wvaves ln the oummer wvind,

That stays vheo te lew~ers ail fade and pasa
Like a dear old friend bebind ;

That clethes the Mils and thc valicys fils,
Wluen the trocs are stripped and bore;

Oh, thec land weuid be like a wintry ses,
Dld the grass net linger there.

Then sing to thokrass, tic brnny green gra8s,
Titat te ail Buch a ctormn con ]end ; 1

Fer 'tis stauuchi and true the wixole year tbrougli,
.&nd te ail a faittifel fricnd.

The grass, tte grass, thec bountiftil grass,
Oh., weil nlay the gift endure,

Thut nover %vas meant for cre or class,
But grows for bolh niet and poor.

Long may the land be rici and grand
Wttere the cmeraid turf la spread;

May the brigit greent grass, wlien from carti ve pass,
Lie liity o'er cadi tiead.

Thon sing Lhe grass, the bouatifl grass,
That stays like a dear oi friend;

For wbhalcver our fate, IL klndiy wvaits,
And 'At serves us te tie end.
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