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MEETINGS,

As we hasten on, and on, and on—
Away through life, and away,

We neet with joy, and love, and flowers,
Tuviting us to stay :

We give the joy an anxious wish,
And the Jove a grentle sigh ;

e pluck 2 few of the fairy flowers,
And bid the rest good bye.

We meet with bright and blessed things,
And things unholy too;

With faces wearing demon smiles,
And bosoms that are true;

Among the nameless, noteless erowd
Of unremember'd men,

We meet with those who waken thouglit
‘T'hat will not sleep again,

We meet with those whose memory,
Like a nightinare on our sleep,

Breathless o'er us ever and znou,
A bitter curse and deep.

Somie write their names upon our heasts ;
Some leave a few fair traces

Of parting words and blank regrets,
And once familiar faces.

Yeu, e'en the fricndly greeting of
A kind wayfuring one,

Mat only once, vy long be fult,
Aud loved and cherisit'd on.

We meet with one whase heart fron: ours,
No chance nor change can sever—

‘Llie heart that flows with quenchless love,
Yor cver, and for ever.

BLut ane shall be the meeting vet,
And one the meeting day,

When the trup of God shall tell the dead,
‘That time hath passed away.
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4 Surely it cach man saw another’s heart,
« There would be 1o comumerey,

“ All would disperse

<« And live apart.”

If the asserticn of this homely poet be correct, it augurs a
perverse Lbuse of capacitics alike honvurable and productive
of pleasure. It was the remark of @ wise heathen, and he
never quitted the society of men withont fedling himself less
aman.  Strange, too, when we reficet that men instinetively
seck to hierd together, that the desire of kindly intercourss
is laudable, and that the power of speech, the organ of that
intercourse, is one of the noblest endowments of humanity.
Is it possible that socicty, as a mass, is held in compact by a
general system of concealment 7 It scems the scatence of a
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hassh judge, to say, that were men sincere in the full extent
of the word, they would fly each other’s presence with hatred,
or enly meet to indulge emotions of indignation ; yet who
that for a moment looks within, and marks the severity with
which iie judges, how prone he is to harsh constructions of
the actions which come before his cognizance, his hasty con-
clusions and his prejudices, but must instantly acknow-
ledge that it would not be expedient te introduce the objects
ol his criticism into the sceret recesses of his mind.  Be-
lieve me, the fabulous window in the human breast would
Le an inconvenience to the most benevolent. A closer exa-
mination nmy perhaps discover to us some alleviating causes
for this unpleasant fact 3 for though no blind apologist for
human frailty, neither should my pen be employed in dark-
ening it with unnecessary shades.—We have melancholy
evidence that man has lost the brightness of his Makers
image ;- be not miine the gloomy task of disguising the faint
traces of that glorious impression which remains, — We must
concede, that much of the censure which in our thoughts we
pass upon men'’s character, springs from uncharitableness and
prejudice, but much also is unavoidably the result of our
perceptions of right and wrong.  If we grant (and who so
wayward as not to allow it) that imperfection is an ingredient
i our nature, then is it impossible to avoid perceiving it 3
disapproval of othiers, may therefore be enteitained in the
mind without unkindness, although the expression of that
sentiment might be cruel and offensive; the most attaclhied
fricnds must be often sensible of the errors of cach; were
their feclings of disapproval made Lknown, the consequence
might be a sudden termination of their intimacy ; but lying
dormant in the mind, they have not strength to engender dis-
like in the one, and are totally unknown to exist in the other.
It follows that a veil of reserve around the thoughts is ne-
cessary, not only by reasux of our nature's perversity, but of
the constitution of our moral frame.  ‘I'o sarvey the subject
in anotlier light, were we empowered to read the passing re-
flections of our friends while in the jnterchange of civilitics,
we should doubtless see many opinions connected with our
own charactets, whose justice we would not impugn, and
whose existence in the bosom even of a friend, we could not
impute to want of affction 3 yet, the perusal would be any
thing but agiecable.  Scli-love would be alarmed, and pride,
the noxious serpant that infests every human heart, would
Taise its repiile head in anger. It is well, then, on every
account, that our thoughts are to the observation of our
fellow-beings as a sealed volume; and woe to him who
should possess the fatzl power of breaking the seal and mas-
tering tha contents.  Let me not be understood to compro-
mise sincerity, that jewel of the wind, in theabsensa of which
all else is uscless glitter. Sincerity, the conservative of so-
cial union, the staft of the mistrusting, the salt of life's feast,
at aice, its seasoning, and the pledge of confidence. It is,
indeed, a wise sincerity, which is the great antidote to the
cvils which obtain in the intercourse of civilized socicty,
Suce ¢ the flowers ol Eden felt the blast,” the consequence
of man’s defection, this virtue remains to us, the stre test of
excellence, and its conscions possession alone bears us on
wmmoved amid the jarring and change, the inconsistencics
and absurdities we daily witress,  Singleness of intention



