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not the onlj things that Ode; morning oloudi an
not the only things that pass away j suoaet splendon
are not the only goigeoiu piotnrea that vwiigh
What oomee of aU childhood's fimcies, of youth's
daynireaniB and of manhood's and womanhood's
vision-ftbrios ? How many of them are ever real-
ized? Life is fuU of illusions. Many of our
hips that we send out to imagined lands of wealth
to bring baok to us rich cargoes never return at all,

or, if they, do, only creep baok empty with torn
aails and battered hulks. Disappobtmente come to
aU of us along life's oouise. Many of our ventures
on life's sea are wrecked and never oome back to
port; many of our ardent hopes prove only bril-
liant bubbles that burst as we grasp them.
Yet if we are living for the higher things—the

things that are unseen and etemal-the shattering
of our life's dreams and the faUures of our earthly
hopes are only apparent losses. The things we can
«e are but the shadows of things we cannot see.
We chase the shadow, supposing it to be a reality •

It eludes us and we do not grasp it, but instead we
dasp in our hand that invisible thing of which the
visible was only the shadow. A young man has
his visions of possible achievement and attainment •

one by one, with toil and pain, yet with quenchless'
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