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THE MAYFLOWER.

fimes too often. You therefore, fair reader,
understand, that for your accommodation,
exclusively, T explain the meaning of this
word. It is Greek,—and our sex enjoys
the office and privilege of standing counsel
to yours, in all questions of Greek. We
are under favour, perpetual and hereditary
dragomans to you. So that if, by accident,
you know the meaning of a Greek word,
yet, by courtesy to us, your counsel learned
in that matter, you will always seein not to
know it. '

A palirmpsest, then, is a membrane or roll
cleansed of its manuscript by reiterated suc-
cessions.

‘What was the reason that the Greeks and
Romans had not the advantage of printed
books? The answer will be, from nincty-
nine persons in a huudred,—Because the
mystery of printing was not yet discovered.
But this is altogether a mistake. The se-
cret of printing must have been discovered
many thousands of times before it was used,

" or could be used. Not therefore any want
of a printing art—that is, of an art for mul-
tiplying impressions—but the want of a
cheap material for recefving such “impres-
sions, was the obstacle to am introduction to
printed books, even as early as Pisistratus.
The ancients did apply printing to records
of silver and gold,—to marble and many
other substances cheaper than gold or sil-
ver ; they did nof since eachh monument re-
quired a separate effort of inscription. It
was simply this defect of 2 cheap material
for receiving impressions, which froze, in
its very fountains; the ealy resources of
printing.

Now out of that original scarcity—affect-
ing all materials proper for durable books,
which continued up to times comparatively
modern—grew the epening for palimpsests.
Naturally, wher once a roll of parchment or
vellum bad done its office, by propagating,
through a series of generations, what once
had possessed an interest for them,—but
which, under changes of opinion or taste,
had faded to their feelings, or had become
obsolete for their undertakings, the whole
membrane or vellum skin, the twofold pro-
duct of human-skill, costly material, or cost-
ly freight of thought, dropped in value con-
currently,—supposing that each were ina-
lienably associated {o the other.

IIenee it arose in the middle ages, as a
considerable object for chemistry, to dis-
charge the writing from the voll,—and thus
tq make it available for a new succession of
thaughts. )

In that monkish chemists succeeded, but
after a fashion which seems almost incred-
ible,—incredible, not as regards the extent
of their success, but as regards the delicacy
of restraints under which it moved,—so
equally adjusted was their success to’ the im-
mediate interests of that period, and to the
reversionary objcets of our own. They did
the thing,-—{kut not so radically as to pre-
vent us from wodoingit. They expelled the
writing sufficiently to leave a field for the
new manuseript,—and yet not sufficiently to
make the traces of the elder manuscript ir-
recoverable for us. ’ .

Had they Dbeen Detter chemists, had we
been worse, the mixed result, viz., that dy-
ing for them, the flower showld revive for
us, coanld not have been effected. They did
the thing propesed fo them ; they did it ef-
fectually, for they founded upon it all that
was wanted,—and yet ineffectually, since we
unravelled their worlk, cffacing all above,
which they had superscribed, restoring all
below, which they had effaced.

What else than a natural and mighty pa-
limpsest is the human brain. Such a pa-
litopsest is my brain ; such a palimpsest oh
reader! is yours. Everlasting layers of
ideas, images, feelings, have fallen upon
your brain softly as light. Tach succession
has seemed to bury all- that went before.—
And yet, in reality, not one has been ex-
tinguished. Yes, reader, countless are the
mysterious handwritings of grief or joy,
which have inseribed themselves successive-
ly upon the palimpsest of your brain,—and
—like the annual leaves of aboriginal forests,
or the undissolving snows on the Hima-
laya, or light falling upon light—the endless
strata have covered u each other in forget-
fulness. But by the hour of death,—but by
fever,—~but by the searchings of opium, all
these can revive in strength. They are not
dead but sleeping.

The bewildering romance, light tarnished
with darkness, the semi-fabulous legend,
trath celestial, mixed with human falsehoods,
these fade, even of themselves, as life advan-
ces. Thé romance has perished that the
young than adored; the legend has gone




