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of morning-glories, and people, seeing him,

used to speak in this wise: "That is Alex-

Euider Bemis. Everybody used to think he
was going to be something great, but he
never amounted to anything at all. He has
never done anything. He used to speak in

town-meeting; we thought he would be a
Daniel Webster or a Charles Sumner, and go
to Congress, but he never did. When he was
young everybody thought there was nobody
like him in town, but he never came to any-
thing."

Every spring the morning-glories came
again and sent forth their great silent chorus

of youth and victory from their hundred

trumpet mouths. Then at noon they closed

and slept, and remained asleep until the

next morning, when they awoke again to

their chorus of victory, and Alexander passed

beneath them, still old and wrecked and
defeated. But the day of a man is longer

than that of a flower.

THE END


