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onr Mv« Thefacewe saw yesterfa^ we miss to-d.7, «.d tiaere are new fi^es in the throng
; the soiip'^eang la^year we do not sing this year; th^

books we nsed to read with zest we do not ««; forany longer; the pleasu«s that once delighted nshave no mo.x, cham. for ns; the toys that meant
~ mnch to d^ildhood and were so real have no
fl««nabon whatever for manhood and for woman-
hood; the happy days of youth, with their sports^d gam

J,
the. schools and ^dies, their find,^ and visions, ^ left behind, though never

fo^tten. as we pass on into actual life with its
harfer tasks, its ,^„gher paths, ita heavier burfens,
ite deeper 8tudi«, its sterner realities. So we ar^
ever coming to the end of old things and to the
beginnmg of new things. We keep nothing long.Th«« true of our friendships. Our heartale
made tolove and to cling. Very early the little
child begms to tie itaelf to other lives by the
subtle cords of affection. All through life we goon gathenng friends and binding them to us by ties
of varying strength, sometimes slight as a gossamer-
tiiread and as easily broken, sometimes strong as life^-fhe very knitting of soul to soul. Yet our
friendships are ever changing. Some of them w«
outgrow and leave behind us as we pass from chUd-


