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A PARABLE OF IMMORTALITY 

by 

HENRY VAN DYKE 

' I  I AM STANDING UPON W!  SEASHORE. A S H I P  AT MY S I D E  SPREADS HER WHITE 

S A I L S  TO THE MOmING BREEZE AND STARTS FOR THE BLUE OCEAN. SHE I S  AN 

OBJECT OF BEAUTY AND STRENGTii AND I STAND AND WATCH UNTIL AT LAST SHE 

HANGS L I K E  A SPECK OF WHITE CLOUD J U S T  WHERE THE SEA AND SKY COME DOWN 

TO MINGLE WITH 'EACH OTIIER. THEN SOMEONE A T  NY S I D E  SAYS,I1THERE SHE GOES;" 

"GONE WHERE? GONE FROM MY SIGHT.  . . THAT I S  ALL. SHE I S  J U S T  A S  LARGE I N  

MAST AND HULL AND SPAR A S  SHE WAS WHEN SHE LEFT MY S I D E  AND J U S T  A S  ABLE TO 

BEAR HER LOAD OF L I V I N G  FREIGHT TO THE PLACE OF DESTINATION. HER 

E I M I N I S E D  S I Z E  I S  I N  ME, NOT I N  HER. AND J U S T  AT THE MOMENT WHEN SOMEONE 

AT MY S I D E  SAYS,"THERE SHE GOES!" THERE ARE OTHER EYES WATCHING HER COMING 

AND OTHER VOICES READY TO TAKE UP THE GLAD SHOUT,"THERE SHE COMES!" 




