TIE MAYFLOWER.

“ For T would lenely stand,
Uplitiing my” white hand,
On p mission, on a misi

)
Te decluse the comiug vision.

 See mine, a holy hewrt,

To high eluls sel apart.—
Al ummated, all unmated,
Because so conseerated.

¢ Upon which liffed sign,

What worship wiil e mine!
What addr a, whad caressing,
What thanks, gnd prz

“ A wind-like joy will vush

Through every tree and bush,
Bending softly In afivetion,
And spontaucous benediction.

¢ Insects, that only may

Live in asunbrizht ray,
To my whilencss, (o my whitencss
Shall'be drawn, as tow brightness.

% And every moth and bee

Shall near me reverently,
‘Wheeling round mic, whecling o'er me
Coronals of motioned glory.

“T ween the very skies

Will look down in surprise,
TWhen low on earth they see me,
With my cloudy a.pect dicamy.

 Fren nighlinaales ehall flea

Their woods for love of me,
Singing siily all sundiviv,
Never waiting for {he mooutide!
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CThren Javks shall jeave a clond,
To my whiter Leauiy vownd,

Binging gludly all the moontide,

Never waiting for the sunlide.”

So praving chedid win

South winds 19 v her in,
In Lier donences, in iter bnioness
And the taicer ior thet onen

Dut ont, alas, for her?

No thingdid minitcr
To her pravises, to her praises,
More than might unto s daizsys.

No tree nor bush was seen

To boust & perfect green,
Searcely having, seaveely hasing
One leaf broad enow for'waving

The little fijes did cyawl

Along the ~outt
Faintly shifting v oebi T
Wings scaree strong eaow for Hiting.

The nightingaledid please

To loiter beyond seas,
Guess him in the happy iskands,
Ifearing music from the silence.

The lark too high or low,

Did haply miss her so-——
With hig crest down in the gorses,
And his song in the star-courses !

Only the bee, forsooth,

Cane in the place of hoth—
Doing honour, doing honour,
To the honey-dews upon her.

The skies look’d coldly down
As on a royal crown;

Then, drop by drop, at leisure,

Began to rain for p]casurc.
‘Wihercat the earth did seem
Yo waken from a dream,

Winter [rozen, winter frozen,

Her anguish eyes unclosing.
Said to the rose, “ Ha, Suow!
And art thou fallen so?.

Thou who wert enthronéd stately

Along my mountains ldtely.

and biessing !

“ Holla, thon world-wilde snow !
And art thon wisied 02
With a Jiitie bongh to catch thee
And a litile bee to wateh thee 2

Toor rose, 10 be misknown!

Wonld sic hind ne‘er been blown,
In her foneness, in her loneness,
All {he sadder for that onencss.

Some words she tried to say,
Some sigh—ah, well away !
But the passion did o’ereome her,
And the rail leaves dropp’d from her.

Dyopp'd from her, fair and mute,
Cloze to a poct’s foof,
Who beheld them, smiling lowly,
As at something sad yet holy :

Said * Verily and fhus,

S0 chaneeth ¢'er with us,
Toets, ringing sweetest snatehes,
While deal did men keep the watches.
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“ Sanntering to come beforo
Qur own 2ge evermore,
In aloneness, in a loneness,
And the nobler fur that oncness,

“But if alone we be

Where is our empivy ?
And if none can reach our stature
‘Who will mate our lofty nature?

SV hat bell will vicld 2 {one
Saving in the aicalone?
I 00 bruzen chipper bringing,
Wi et bear thie chimdd ringing *

¢ What angel but would seem
g ox glent-dia?
nilatiun,
Vain is interpenctration @

¢ Alax? what cun we do,

‘The rose pind et 109,
Who both antedate sur mission
L an unprepared season?

¢ Drop feal—hoe silent <ong—

Cola tt Weenme snong !
Wempst wirm them, we mnst warm thom,
Eve weeven hope te o tletn.

¢ Howheit.™ hore
Tighten'd

Soton

O his sp

1is fice
wrountd the place,

he outvurd lureing

‘s inward burning.

“Something it s to hold

e Gue rlds manifold,
Tipst vevea!' st {o eveatnres duty,
A new form of His mild Leauty.

¢ Whether that form respect
The e or iniclleet,
Holy vest in soul or picasance,
The chief Beauty’s sigu of presence.

“1loly inme and thee,

Rose tallen from the tree,
Thongh the world stand dumb around us,
Alluuable to expound us.

Blessed are we nathele
RBlessed age and consecrated
In that, Kose, we were created !

t£Qn, shame to poct’s lnys,

Sung for the dole of prajse—
IToarsely sung upon the highway,
With an ¢ obolum da mihi !

“«Shame! shame to poet's soul,
Pining for such a dole,
When heaven-called to inherit
The high throue of his own spirit!

¢ 8it still npon your thrones,

0 ye poctic ones!
Andif, sooth, the world deery you,
Why, Tet that world puss by you!

Though none us design to blevs,
o




