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Shut tbM from bMTmi with a dom* mora thI.
Till thou >t Initth art fn«,

LmtIdi thin* outtrown ibtll bx Ilfo'i unratlng im.
—O. W. HoLMia

Orow old sloDt with mol
Tho bMt If rt to bo,

Tho Iwt of llfo for wblcb tb« lint w«« made:
Our tImM ara In Hli bud
Who nlth, "A whole I planr,. l

Tonth ihowi but half ; truitOod: « ill nor'ieafmldl"
- Bn iw.ii.vo

Wera a itar quenched on high,

For a|M would Iti light.

Still traToUtng downward from the tky,
Shine on our mortal eight.

Bo when a great man diei,

For roan beyond our ken.
The light be leavee behind htm Ilea

ITpon the patha of men.—Loironixow

It la not growing like a tree
In bulk doth make man batter be;
Or itanding long, an oak, three hundred rear,
To tall a log at lait, dry, bald, and aear.

A Illy of a day
la fairer far In Hay,

Although It fall and die th^t night,—
It waa the plant and flower of light.

In email proportion* wo Just boautlea aee;
And In abort meaaurea life may perfect be.

—Ban Joiraow
We shape ourselves the Joy or fear
Of which the coming life Is made.

And fill our Future's atmospbero
With sunshine or with shade.

The tlasue of the Life to be.

We weave with coloun all our own;
And In the field of Destiny
We reap as we have sown.—WHrrma


