
140 ]3EFORE TIIE LOYÀLI8TS.

The third settiement in order of time is that of Plymouthi. In a previous
chapter we bave traccd its origiu. We have followed the members of the
Congregational church at Scrooby in their exile in llolland, where tliey plant
their chureh polity at Leyden, and after a time divide into three bands, one
part, with their pastor, retnaining in Holland, one part returaing to, England
te re-transplant thoir cliurch polity and the prineiples of liberty; and another
portion reach tho wilds of Atnerica, the only spot on earth, as they suppose,
wbe-re thero is a field for the priaciples tbey have espoused. IlBehold upon
that icy deck,"1 says a writer, "la neek but dauntless band, who for the riglit
to worship God have left thecir native ]and, and to a dreary wilderness a glo-
rious boon they bring." Mrs. Lierans has made their arrival the theuie of
one of lier beautiful versifications in part as follows:-

"The brealdng wa'ves dasliod high.
On n stern nd roek-beund coast;

And the weede against a stormy sky,
Thoir giant branches tossed:

And the lîoavy niglit hung dark
The bils and ineuntains e'er,-

«Whca a band of exiles moorcd their bark
On the wild New Eaglnnd shore.

Thora were mea with hoary hair,
Amnidst that pilgrim band:-

Why land they corne to withier there,
.ANay from their native land?

Thore 'was weoman's fearless oye
Lit by her deep leve's truth,

Thora was nianhood's brow, sereaely 11gh,
And the fier y heurt of yuth.

Wlîat sean-lit they thus ûa ar?
l3riglît jewels ei the mine?

The wealth of sens, the spoil of war ?
They souglit a faith's pure shrine 1

Ay, cail it holy gî.und,
The soil where flrst thoy tred,

They have kift unstainod what there they found,
ri reedomn to wership God 1"I

The hardships of the first winter bore hard upon these Purîtan settlerÉï,
The gevernor ras laid in the cold -round, and hiaif the comupany with 1dm,
and still they faltered not. Longfellow in his IlMiles Standish" bas put iato
the mouths of' the survivors the following words:

"Lot net bim that putteth bis band to the plough look backwards,
Theugli tha pleughshare cut througli the fiewers of lufe te its fountains,
Thougli it pass ovor the graves of the dead and thc heurts of the living,
It is the will of the Lord."

And w~hen the 3fay Flower was returning to England, and the captain
expressed bis joy because of leaving the inhospitable shores, Ilglad to be
gene firam the laad of sickness and sorrow,"

'Thon frons their bouses in haste came forth the pilgrinis,
Mca, woinen and children ail hurrying dewa te the sea-sbere,
Dewn te the Plymouth Rock, thnt lau beca te tbeir foot as a door-step,
Inte a werld unknown-thù corner stone of a nation."--
"Lest in the seund of tbe cars wvas tbe last faroell of thc Pilgrims,
O etreng heurts and truc! 1 eN OEWCat back in tbe Jfay .Flwe
No, net one looked bnck who bad set bis baud te the plougbhing."
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