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The Olouds of God.
BY ROBRRT CLARKSON TOKGUE.

The city 18 full of labour,
And strugsglo and #trife and caro.
The tever-pulss of tho city
Iy throbbing io all tho air;
But calm through the sunlit spaces.
And calm through tho starlit sky,
Forgver over the clty
The clouds of God go by.

The ¢ity is full of passion,
Apd sham and atger and sin,
O! hearts that are dark with evil,
Or souls that are black within;
But whito 83 the robes of angels,
And Dure through the wind-swept sky,
Forgver over the city
The clouds of God go by.

Thg clty {5 tull of sorrow,

And tears that are shed in valn;
By gay and by night there rises

The voice of its grief and paln.
But goft ag & benediction,

'Fhey bend from the vault on high,
Anq over the sorrowtul clty

The ¢louds ot God go by.

O eyes that are old with v'gil!
Q.hearts that are dfm with tears !
Look up from the path of sorrow,
That measures itself in years,
Ang read in the blue above you,
The reace that Is.ever nigh,
While over tho troubled city
Thie clouds of God go by.
—Youth’s Companion.

LANDMARKS OF HISTORY.
Memoriea of the Mayflower.
8Y THE EDITOR.

“qThat man is little to be envied.” said
Dr, Johngon as he moralized amiu the
moyldering monuments of the early Cul-
dee faith, * whose patriotism would not
gaip force upon the plains of Marathon,
or whogg pliety would not grow warmer
amopg the Tuins of Iona.” So also, we
think, his must be a very sluggish nature
whoge pulses are not quickered as he
slands on Plymouth Rock and repalls the
thri)ting menories of the Mayflower.
Those oid colonial towrs upon the New
England coust—Portsmouth, Newbury-
wort, Salem, Plymouth, Newport, Provi-
dence, witit their historic associations of
the Pligrim Fathers, bave all a strong
attraction to the British subject no less
thgpn to the citizen of the Republic. In-
deed, the heroic memories ot the Puritans
arg the common heritage of all mankind.

Nowhere ih the world can the found-
lng of ap empire be s0 minutely studied
as gt the town of Plymonth., In the
stope vaults of the Registry Office may
sti]) be seen the earliest records of Ply-
mayutk Coloady, in the handwriting of the
men Who are now held fn reverence the
waorld over, for thelr ~ourzge in braving
thy perils ot an upkaown eea and an
equally unknown giore, to face the dan-
gors of gavagze men and savage baasts,
in their constancy to what they belleved
ta pe their duty, and for planting on this
spot the prineiples of & theocratic govern-
mept by the people.

Here 15 thelr writing, some of it auaint
ang crabbed, somo fair and legible. Here,
on thege very pages, rested the hands,
fresh from handling the sword and the
Tugket, or the peaceful implemenis of

ysbandry, of Bradford, and Brewster,
anq Standish, and others of that hercic
band. Here is the originai laying out
of.the first street, Leydon Street. Here
18 the plan of the plots of ground, first
asgigned for yearly use, which they calied
in the tipge of the Dutch tongue they

THE MAYPLOWRE.

their English friends at Southampton, the
Jittle company of exiles for consclence’
sake was destined to a siill further sift-
ing. Twice was the tiny flotilla driven
back to port by storms. One of the two
small vessels of which {t was composed,
and a number of the feebler-hearted ad-
venturers, were left behi{nd, and only a
hundred souls remained to essay the
mighty.enterprise of foundi._ a nation.
In the little cabin of the Mayfiower
were. assembled some of the noblest and
purest spirits on earth, whose names are
ap inspiration and a moral puwer torever
~—the venerable Brewster, Governor Car-
ver, and Bradford, his successor; Allerton,
Winslow, the burly and impetuous Stand-
1sh: Alden, the first to leap ashore ana
the last to sorvive; and the herolic and
true-hearted mothers of the New England
commonwealth. Before they recached the
land they set their seal to a solema com-
pact, forming themselves into a body
politic ior the glory of God, the advance-
ment of the Christian faith, the honour
of kipg and couantry, and their common
welfare.  ‘* Thus,” says Bancroft, “in

the cabin of the Mayfiower humanity ve-
covered its rights and instituted govern-
ment on the basis of * equal laws * for the
generat good.”

On the wild New England shore, at the

hag acquired in thelr long Tesidence in L ¥

Holland, “ meersteads.”” Here zre the
shriple, and yet wise, ruleg,—laws they
cag herdly yot be called,—Iald down for
the government of the infant colony.

The scod of the thres kingdoms, says ’

the old chroplcler, was sifted for the
wheat ot that planting. Winnowed by
the £aD of persecution, of exils, of poverty,
ot gifliction, the false and HAcklp fell off,

the tried and-true only remained. Even '

After ltaving the weeplng group upon the
Shore of Deltt-Haven, aud partins with

. BURIAL EILL,

beginning of an inclement winter, worn
and wasted by 4 atormy voyage, and with
a scant supply of the necessaries of lte—
behind them the bolsterous ocean, before
them the sombre forests, haunted by sav-
aga beasts, and stlll more savage men,
even stouter hearts taan thoae of the frail
women of that little company might have
{atled for foar. But we read no record of
despondency or murmuring; each heart
scemed fnspired with loffy bope and un-
faltering faith. The first landing was
effocted on the barren sand dures of Cape
Cod, an arm stretched ot into tho ses, as
it to succour the weary voyagers. In
debarking, they wero forced to wade
through the freezing water to the land,
and sowed thé peeds of suffering in their
weakened frames. * The bitterness of
mortal disease was their welcome to the
tnhospitable shore.”

But they must seek a more favourable
site for sottlement. By the good Provi-
dence of God, they roached safely the
quiet harbour—since known, in grateful
remembranco of the port'from which they
sailed, as Plyouth Bay. The next day,
doopite the urgent need of despatch, they
sacredly kept the Christlan Sabbath in
devout exorcises on & small island On
Monday they crossed to the mainland,
and a grateful posterity has fenced znd

YLYMOUTH.

guarded the rock o2 which they siepped.
Thither, as to & sacred shrine of llberty,
many men of many landa have made a
roveront »ligrimage. “Plymouth Rock,”
tn the brilliant rhetorio of ane of theae.
the accomplished De Toquoville, ™ is the
corner-ztone of ¢« natlon“* The prin-
ciplos of which it 18 the symbal aro cer-
tainly tho foundations, broad and deen,
on which natioral groatnoss is bullt

The Mayllower saon auchared In the
Quiet bay, and-on Christmas Day ita pas-
songers dobarked and begsn the bulld-
ing of tho town of Plymeuth. By the
second Sunday the * Common House,”
zomo twenty feot square, was ready for
worship; but the roof caugnt fire. and
they wero forced to worship bencath the
wintry sky. Atleagth, liitle by little, In
frost and foul weather, between showers
of slcet and snow, ahelter for nineteen
families were erected. But disease, hun-
ger, and death made sad havoc in the
little company. *‘Thero dled,” sars
Bradford, * sometimes two or three in o
day.” At ono time only six or seven
were ablo to attend on tho slck or bury
the dead. \When spring opencd, of one
hundred persons, scarce half romained
alfve. Carver, the Governor, his gentla
wife, and awect Rose Standish,—

« Beautiful rose of tove, that bloomed
by the wayside,
She was the firat to die of all who came
tn the Mayflower;”

with many anmnther of unremembercd
name were lalé to rest in tho “God's
acre,” overlooking the sca, still knawn
ag " Burial HHL” In the spring, wheat
was sown over taclr graves * lest tho 1n-
dian scouts slould count them and gse
how many already had perished.”

At length the time arrived for the deo-
parture ol the AMayflower, and as the
sigual-gun of doparture awoke the echoes
of hill and fo.cst—

“ Ah ! but with louder ochoes ropiled

the hearts of the people.

Mcekly. In volces subdued, the chapter
was rend from the Bible,

Meekly the prayer was begun, but ended
in earnest entreaty.

Thep trom their bomes to haste came
forth tho Pligrims of Plymouth

Bager. with tearfyl eycs. to say farewell
to the Mayflower.

Homeward bound o'er tho seas and leav-
ing them there in the desert.

* Meanwhile the master,

Taking each by the hand, as If he were
grasping a tiller,

Sprang fnto his best 2zd 1o baste shoved
off to his vessel,

Glad to be gone from a land of sand, of
sickness and sorrow,

Short allowance of victual and plenty of
nothing but Gospel

Lost in the sound of the orrs was the last
tarewell of the Pilgrims.

O strong hearts snd true ' not onc¢ weni
back with ¢i10 MayQower !

No, not one look«d back, who had sct hls
band to this ploughing.

“Long in silence they watched the re-
ceding sall of the vessel,
Much endeared to them all as something
living and human.
Then, as if Qlled with the Spirit, and
wrapped in visfon prophetic,
Baring bis Loary baad, tho exralient elder
of Plymouth

Qald. * Lot us pray.’ and they prayed. and
thanked tho Lord and teok ovurage

Mournfully sobbed the waves at the base
of the rock, and above them

Bowed 4nd whispered the ®heat on the
field of death. and thelr kindred

Secmed to wake in thelr graves, and to
joln io the prayer that they uttered.

Sin-liumined and white, on the easterd
verge of the ocean,

Gleamed tho departing sail. ke 2 marbdle
slzh in a graveyard,

Buried bepcath it lay for ever all hope
of returning.”

< Dswn by the sea shore, nOW protected
by a graceful canopy, is the huge boulder
on which sprang John Alden, the first of
the Pligrims to land, the iast of thczi: to
die. .
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