. [
THE MAYFLOWER.

18

For the Mayflower.
@he Orpon.

“As T to work have bent iny steps
At carly morn, in summel bright,
1 oft have met a Jittle girl—
A little girl with trc\\ca bright ;
Bhe had, pale, sad, pcn.lww face,~—
A tear’ I once saw in her eye—
And with her always walk>d a dame
To whom she spake attentively.

She-call’d the dame, her gmndmnm'« ;
And with her tiny, timrous v oice,
Sweet tules would telly cach simple word,
Did make the old dame’s heart rejoice.
Who they caitld be, 1 marvelld much,
Aud Jong it was, ove I did know ;—
Bat now their names I would for ety
Remember'd, they depress me so.

The little gir), an orphan was,

And kneaw 1o {v iendly Iuml, save hers
Who led her te the sen’s warm heans

For sootliing charms which he confers.
Ter father, and her mother, tow,

Lic.in no cold, dark church-yard arave ;
They rest where none car-see, but uml

“They sleep beneath the slceplcs\ wave:

Of all 2 hundred Yiving sonle
Who lett their father Jand, to seck
Tor bread and life,~mayh 1p there tives
But few, who of “their tade can speak.
The sea. hath swelled its giant breast,
And swept-away a hole‘ul band,
And sorrew hath wost poignant been
With these who reiched the dreary

One morn, as T to lahour went,
‘The little givl 1 did not me of ¢
Theangel fave [ always Jov'd
Was not with these who paced the street j—
And now to miss her, and the dame—
Exeited fears 1 condd not quel),
For oh, to losc her gentle knulc—
Would be a toss, T know Tull well.

Again T passed that chicovless street,
And Iu)p(,d to see that sad- (ao'd L.lll(l
But wot ong face like I found—
Not one s3 pale, so gouil, o mild ;—
Only a hearse 1 el rd then—
There camea sudden, dead ning dread ;
Then spoke & voice—2a du‘lmn Vot
Which secem'd to sny—* The'ehild is dead
Halifuz, May, 1851

Pirhwe alone in Beontiful.

The following exiract is from a Book en-
titled # The Stranger in Lowell,” of which J.
G. Wnirtier is the Author:—

“¢Handsome is that handsome does—
hold np your.heads, girls!” was the language
of Primrose in the phy, when addlesamrr
her daighters. The worthy matron. was
right.’ Would that all my female readers,
who ave Sorfoiving foolishly because they ae
not in all ‘reﬁpects like Dabufe’s ve, ov that

Jana.

¢

statug of the Venus' ¢which: enchants the [ w

world,” could e persnaded to listen to her.
What'is good looking, as Horace Smith ie-
marks, but Tooking good ? Be good, be wo-
maaly, be gentle—-venerous in your sym-

spaihies, leedful of the We]l-behw of 4l
around you, and my wordd for it, you will
not lack kind words of admiration. = Loving
and pleasant associations will gather about
you. Never mind the ugly 1'cﬂ<,(-hon which
your glass may give you. That mirror has
no hem't. ;: But qmte nnother picturo is giv-
en on the retina of human sy mpathy. T here
the beauty of heliness, of purity, .of that in-
ward grace ¢ which passeth show,” vests over
it, softening and mellowing its features, just

as the full, calm moonhrrht melts those of a

rough l'mdac'lpe into harmonious loveliness.

“Holl up your heads, girls!? I rgpeat
afer Primrose.—Why should you not?—
Lvery mother’s danghter of you ean be
beautiful. You can cmelopc yoursélves in
an atmosphere of moral and intéllectual
beauty, through which your otherwise plain
faces will Jook.forth like those of angels.—
Deantiful to Ledyard, stiffening in the cold
of a northern winter, scemed the diminutive,
smoked, stnined women of TLapland who
wrapped him in theit*furs, and ministered to
his nceessities with kinduess and gentle
words of compassion. Lovely to the home-
sick heart of Park scemed the dark maids
of Sego, as they sung their low and simple
song of welcome beside his bed, and sought
to comfort the white stranger, who had ¢ no
mother to bring him lmlk, and no wife to
grind bim corn” O! talk as we may, of
bc'mls as a thing to be chiselled from mar-
ble or wrought on canvass—speculate as we
may on its co]omq and outlines, what is it
but an intelleclual abstraction after all ?—
The heart feels a beauty of another kind ;—
looking through the outward environment,
it diseovers o duepc and more real loveli-
ness.

“This was well understood by the old
painters,  In their pictores of Mary, the
virgin mother, the beauty which melts and
subdues the gazer, is that of the soul and
the affections—uniting the awe and the mys-
tery of the mother’s allotmont with the inex-
pressible love, the unutterable tenderne&s qf

_ youn« m‘ucrmcy—IIcavcns ch\'

bmuty of theni' penuence smLs inf >.4h
heart!”. Do we niot_feel that e pnly,real
deformity is sin, and that. «oodncas eve

halloiws and’ sa.ncmﬁes its dwellmg pl&ce .




