
8 TIIJi MAYFLOWER.

'Wheu men describe wluat is, or miglit bie
au exquisite happpiess, there steals il me-
lancholy over the description ; and Mr.
Emerson makes it a primary condition.'

"lThat we must leave a too close and lin-
gering adherence to the actual, to facts, and
study the sentiment as ià appeared iii hope,
and flot in ldstoy. Let aîsy man go back,
to those delicious relations wvhich inake the
beauty of his life, ivhich hiave given lîim sin-
cerest instruction and notirishnîeîît, lie will
shrink, and shrink. Alas 11I know not why,
but infinite compuuuctions imbitter in mature
11f. ail the remeînbrances of budding, senti-
ment, and cover every beioved namne.-
Every thaig is beautiful, seen frorn the point
of the intellect, or as truth. But ail is sotir,
as seen from experience. It is strange how
painftil is the actuali worid-the pain fui
kingdom of Lime and space. Tiiere dwell
care, canker and fear. With thouglit, with
the ideal. is iummoruil hiarity, the rose of
joy. Round ilt ail [lie muses sing. Butwith
narnes and persons and the p)artial ititerests
of to-day and yesterday, is grief.

But bc aur expericace in particulars what
iL may, no man ever forgot the visitations of
that power to his lieprt anîd brain w'hich cu*e-
ated ail things uîew; which wvas the dawn in
him of music, poetry, and art; which mnade
the face of natuire radiatnt wilfh purpie iight,
the morning and the niglit varied enchant-
ments ; wben a single tone of one voice couid
make the heart beat, and the most trivial
circumstancos assttciated with one formn, is
put in the amber of mcmnory; %when we bie-
corne ill eye wben onie was present, and ail
memory ivhen one iras gone ; ivlien the
youth becomes a watcher of windows, aud
lituditots of a glove, a veil, a ribbion, «or thte
wheels of a carrnage; when no place is too
Soiitary, and noue too silent for hi in who has
ridher company and sweeter conversation in
his new thouglits, than any old friends,
though best and purest, ma give him ; when
ail business seemed au impertinence, and ail
te men and women running to and fro in

the streets, mere pietures.
For, though the celestial rapture failing

ont of heaven, seizes oniy upon those of ten-
der age, ailough a beauty, overpowering
ail Analysis or comparison, and puttiuog us

quite besidc ourselvcs, we can seidom set
after thirty years, yet the remembrance of
these visions outat ail other remembrances,
and is a wreath of flowers on the oldest
brows."

For the ilay.9lowrr.

Wc mect as et riigers j We, iho, once,
Had distance sevcred but one dny,

Hod 7rung witl joyful haste ta gricet,
Ai ouily chide the long dclii>;

And t'rigid wa each outstrtche<t haud
White icy mworda wvere ail tlîat spoke,

A iwelcomo to our nastive lanid.

We coldly listened ta tlic voice
Our houris once ildly lcapt ta hîcar,-

And, wicli a stoWcs calnî,îos, gaed
On fotures memory cou ntc dar

And littie thought the gay' iho s'iewed
Oui' meeting, ve lie ver bcen

Friendus, bosoin-fiends, ere traitor tangues,
And pride and absence conme bctwecn.

M'ith Mentmwe talkcd of worldly thing-,-
And smniliing dwelt on doys long past,-

«Ait, ours wcre childisli opes,"ý ive said,
14wlich foalishly wve tiionglit might list,

But ive lsnd wviser growîî s;iico, thon;-
And slhle aur hearta our lips belied,

R=posed eacii word of tenderness,
Aîdcalled upton Our prompter, pride.

And thon woe parted ns wve met,
Vith unînovcd tones nd placid snlle,

nutait. the p)Iantontio ile pasthllloprbached us, bitterly, fh ile 
Those hours af yonth together 8ent;

Our ttaily couvorse, heurt ivits lîeart;
The %valks. tlic flowers, the spors v loved,

lu vivid colour seeîed to strt
And ni oaclî image, saroly wvrutig,

Our snguished soule ivould tain, have cried,
«"Forgotton bc eicii fîncied INrLOng,

Lut nauglit but deatuî aur heuarta divide,"1

Oh, liait ive tus ail pi-ide subdued,
llow blooming noiv elicctioit's flavera,-

1'Vuile iwitliorcd lope, and vain regrets,
Wauld caut no ¶[ooin on future boumt.

Aits, remorse i fc late,
I or, scvercd b>' the accu,,, ive

lit solitude aud eticuce mouruThat IFrieiid!islsejoy8sehauid blightcd bc.

A T RUEB TALE .
BY M113. L. IVELL3.IONT.

Some people secun to have an idea that
tiîey pay too much for everyfthing, and it is
a positive duty to employ those iwho will
work the cheapest.

Mrs. Ellsworth lived very sumptousiy,
and ber daughters dressed very eiegantiy.
W. won~t eall thein extravagant, because
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