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lias befare him an ideal oane degree beyond
the possible-a shadowv that fleeth before
hitii at bis near approach, th~e better part of
every ideal being', hidden in the "«voiceless
silence- of the heart." .Yet -;ithout this
.stimulating influence, this energy of ambi-
tion, the wvorld would never reachi any de-
gree of excellence, or rightly féel wvhat it
mighit become.

Evct rote knows from person al experience,
-as -%vell as frain the history of otiier lives,
that "wh-Iat %*none afar Eo grand " inay " turn
ta asixes in otur liaind." This is a kniowIle
very bitter-if salutary; and it is N'ell for
thuse in such a case to remember tlîat

«IThe virtue lies
In the struggle-not the prize."

Coleridge and Shelley, poets of the samne
romantic school, eacli possessing mnarvel-
lous gifts of genius and imagination, were
nevertleless v'isionary rhapsodists. They
build bea.utiful air-casties only to crumble
into ruins; they launch imaginary sk-iffs bent
upon the success of some air-built fancy,
but e'er their mission is accomplished the
11glit barque is wrecked; tliey viewv the ideal,
but neyer possess it; they place, but fail to
execute; tliey drearn, but accomplisl noth-
ing; because before their mental concepts
had takzen the form, of ideals, dark sbadows
had thraovn themselves atlîwart thieir path-
way, the connecting threaid bad snapped
asunder, the liglit wvithin had gopeý out,
c.avingr the life an unfinished tale-broken

andl incomplete.
But it is tbrough repeated failures that

great deeds are accomplishe. No effort
put forth earnestly for the riglit can ever be
totally vain. I1f to-day no ripened sheaves
are garnered in, some one'in the vast to-
amorrow shall reap a golden harvest. Withi
the mnajority of muen, there is no royal road
ta, success. Seldom, is it attained but by
laboriaus effort. But there are sorne fortu-
nate few, who, entering into the labor of
others, share in their know]edge and appra-
priate their success.

Such an one Nvas George Stephenson, the
.perfector of the locomotive. Coming after
men who had spent lives of patient, plodding
toil in the Nyork witliout having achieved the
end they had in viewv, -he gathered. together
the data wvhicli the broken thread of. their
lives had left entangled, and, aided by bis

own genius, trod the road whicli led right
up;vard ta the goal of bis success.

*'Faiib 3yct rejoice because no less;
Thy failure, that makces thy distress.
May-teach-another fuil-success.-

It is biard 'to fail. It is liard at the end of
life ta look back aind say: «'\Vbat 1 biave
sti'iven ta accomplisbi is yet unaccomplished.
I bave warkecl, but mty work is stili uii-
finishied,, and ï .must die." Sucb -a life,
thongli fiîll of f.iiltires, cannat, in itsclf be a
failure, if its ob)jcct bas been highi. Full of
mental discipline, die maiî himself must
corne out of sncb a life a, grander man and
more in the image of Gdd, thoughi lie looks
back upan unfulfilled visions.

"'Tere is sametlîing noble in failure;
there is -discipline in it, -ta love wvhat is great,
ta tiy ta reach it, and yet-to, fai]." The
very fact of failure pre-supposes effort; bet-
ter ta stunible on tbe mountain's slippery
bieighit tiîan tread. the mp.rsby laud with even
faotsteps ; better thie unattainable i deal,
than a life sa satisfe wheattat the
veil that bides the real from. the ideal, the
seen from the unseen, be neyer lited ; better
ta fix the eye upan the tapmast pinnacle
of faine, incomprehensible tbougbit, appear,
than neyer bave an a5piration good enou.gh
ta be called a failure. "Were defeat un-
knowvn, neither wvould victary be celebrated
by sangs of triumph."

Through ail thie years af bis %vanderings
in the wilderness wvith the cbildren of Israel,
Mases had ever before him the promised joy
of ent¼ring tl.e land of Canaan, that flôwed

wt milk and honey. I-t had been to- hini a
powerful incentive in pursuing a weary
r.arch,; it liad made bis step mare -sure, and
uncansciously influenced him whien bis spirit
flagged, aùd' bis beait fargot its sang, by

reso ofte murmurings -of the peap 1le.
And yet, wvhen the journey wvas ended, the

bIne line of mauptain peak just in viewv,
wvhen tagether fliey were about ta enterw~ith-
in the gates into the city-:he, wvho had been
their leader, their faithiful friend, obedient
ta the M-aster*s voice, wvhicli bid imi enter
not, ascended alone. 'Mount Nebo's giddy
height-his toil aver, bis pilarimage daxie.

But lie lay.,dawn ta die a nabler .maij for
the persist 'ency ,vîth. which he bad fo1bowved
bis ideal.;.,.satisfied. enough to yield it up
unrealized, as 'hé viewed. .with. _eyes.-super-


