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owni îestiietic nîaturei could Àlot lhcap trankiiacense and înyrrlî
on the altars of mn and bcîd. his knlee lui the ecstasy of ad-
oration te the transcendent glory of the cetniîîg â1orîîîui %vitla
the praver -of the Faittîful ou his lips - Allah, Allinïî, for
thee ? " Nouje of* uts culd do otIîer,%'it3e. Noue cf tliein did
otlierwjse for tlîuir beliet wvas eterual.

lIt is ail ditlereîît uewt%. lan the cruel litylit of modert ini-
vestigationî, the 8un, the great 1lius is notliur but a maï
ot the saxne niatter thiat the chil<I of the ZiNilteemîtl Century
cani zneuld ;and filslîion at his %v'i1l. The coursers, the golden
chiariot wlîere lire t.hey'3 ? (j onie a înyth, a vast illusion, a
:superstition of a credulcurs populaee. The very gamin ini the
street laughis lit the credulity of the old believer-s. 8urely
tlîev were a, littie better thau the beasts of the tiulds if out
of the abuîîdance of thieir ïinlîcritnce they eould not distizi-
guiisît fiction firoii tauts. Ali ! miy littie triend, c-mi vou dis-
uingtuishi fiction tromai tacts ? lIt yoti could the creator cf Youth
weuild not becoine the cynic cf Age.

O ye înost maisanîthropie ut cyniîcs, weore yeu neot once lis
trust-ul lis a child? Thle tlower, apart froin its native leveli-
ness, acquired in the Dream-thorp, cf itaîmcy a sanctity that,
eîaly the perceptiona of subliinitv cou Id ilouristi. Eacd petal
wvas a source cf separate eîîjoymnent: the Fairies draniz dev'
in its houiied hollowv the breathi cf Sumniier %vas its sus.bteni-
ance. The littie eye that belield it sawv net the intriate fer-
ination, its scientific solution, but the mie unchangeable prin-
ciple of simplicity, rruth. Net the lruth that boasts ot
Reason, but Truth out cf i3eauty.

Alas! the p)haniitasies of childhood are dcwn. A iloweî'
thils te the 'vayside. You piec it up because it is a fie wer, a
creatien), a composition of 13omethling( ais niortal. as yourself.
liard, eyical pity yenv bestow upon it.-Where are the co1ou es
that once ph--yed iii its petals? Wliere are the niyniad hosts of
creatu res that once peopled its shade ? Gene, gene, what you
ho)d iii your bad is neot a fiower aucordixg tc your intânt
definition. It is iaothing- but a meckery, a fàllaeýy et the
bitterness of deaith. li disgust you cast it ilway. After ail,
iu spite cf the Poet's assurance, Man's life is anl enipty dreani
and bis living a shadow.

You see, miy littie gaîmin, yen eau net distinguish fiction
troni futs. If yeu ceuld, w'hy d<> yeu clothe your blossoin
in Youth with the attributes of Fancy and in your Âge dis-
robe it et its beau ty ? Circunistauices iiiake the Maîî, neot Mail
the circunistances. Uurnanivy, aiiother Ixion, is breken on
the wheel of knowled«e. The WTerld made your infiancy a


