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under the protecting trees, how of ten in the embruce of' a snow-wreath bloowms
Acudin’s own cherished bloxsom, the benatiful Mayflower!  Peeping up from
its cbrasure of dusky wrcen leaves, amid the ceusted snow and noist mosses,
ure those tragrant petals, some purely white, others dyed from the faintest to '
the decpest shude of' rose.  Dear little messengers of' love and hesuty ! like
the sun-tint on the thunder cloud, the rainbow through the shower, the !
whisper of hope when the heart is sorest tried do they seem, in the wide '
spread scene of' dreariness aud gloow.  May flowers though they ure called, -
they are April’s children still : her sun and showers have wshered them into
life, but May is their scason of plenty und perfoction. The garden aud wood |
niay have many a lovely flower, but give us this nursling of the storm and |’
the forest above them all.  Well und beautifully hus Frances Browne sungof !
the first— ;
“The fiest?! the first! oh nought like it our aftcr years can brivg, !
For sumuier hath no fluwers so sweet as thuse of eatly Spring.” !
Aud truly, there is not one in our Jand whose affections do not cling more
warmly to the simple Mayflower, than to the proudest blossom in the rich
man’s parterre.
Tt ir the anblem of our Country,—a wreath of these beuutiful flowers the
deviee on her banners, with the appropriate motto—

“ We bLlvoin amid the snow.”

long may the Maytlower be the type of u truchearted und a loyal
peuple, bold to face the storms of adversity as i is to meet those of winter ;
and when the growing West becomes the Enpire of the world, may the lund
of the Mayflower be like the now proud lund of the Rose—the first in free-
dom, art, science, and philanthropy, rallying her children around her standard,
giving battle to the oppressor, but a home aud protection to the oppreseed !

Muy, with us, is distinguishod by no peenliar observance, but in ¢ merrie
Fagland,” the first day of this month is a gala-time with the country people,
or was till very recently. Pocts and Romuncers have written so much of the
sports and observances of * May-duy,” that they are familiar to us all. The
May-pole, the garlands, the qucen, the troops of merry children, the largesse,
and the festivities arc all too widely known to require comment here. Nor
will we attempt a single quotation from the mass of beautiful poetry on this
ever fruitful subject, lest we should not know where to stop. We will but
allude to Tennyson's most beautiful and expressive poam, “ The Queen of the
May,” in which the highest attributes of poctry, with its wost touching sim-
plicity, is blended.

In these Provinees, however, our climate is too cold and backward to
indulge in much out-door cclebration on the advent of this month, as May-day
has more froquently » wreath of snow than of flowers.  Spriug is but & ayth
in Nova Scotin, that ix, the Spring of the Poetx; even in Kagland, in some




