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CENTENNIAL ODE.

Read ai the Concord Celebration by Jamres Russeil LoweU.

TThis muagniticent puem as witheld troin pnblclty utthe time of the Coneord Centennals andta bo usbt been
published in the Atlantic Monthly for Jun . Lt tinlu
every way worthy oftits author.]

Who cometh over the hills,
lier garment.a-it mernini sa-est,
The dame o a thousandreila
Jl aking muie before bei feet I
Her presence treshens the air,Sunshinesteal lightfrom her face,Thte leaden feotstep ut Care
Leups to the tune of ber pace,
Fairess of all that is fair,
Grace nt te heaurt ofail race!
Sweetenteofhut and o E
Bringer Gf life out of naught,
Freedom, oh, fairest ofall
The daughters of Time andThought!

l.
She coîell, cemetitto.day;
Hark ! iear ye not ber trend,
Sending a thrill through your elay,
Under the sod there, ye dead,
Her ehampions and chosen ones?1
Do ye not hear, as she comes,
The bay of the deep-mouthed guns '
The gatihering buzz of the drums ?
'he bells that called ye te prayer,
Hovgildly hey caripor ourber,
CýryIug. -, Site cemetit! prepare
Her t praise and ber te hoor,
That a hundred years ago
P eattered bore in biood and tes
Poleut seeais vtorofroan stonhd groa-
Gladness for a hundred years "f

InI.
Tell me, young men; have ye seen
Creature of diviner inien,
For true hearts tu long and cry for,
Maniy heurts te lîve anti die trt1
What hath she that others wanti
Browsthatallendearment. haunt,
Eyes that make It sweet te dare,
Snlhes that gld untimel- death,
Looba thet fertlty debp&Ir,
Toues more brave thein trumpet's breath,
Tell me, maidens, have ye known
Household charm more sweetly rare?1
Gre of woman ampler blown t
Modesty more debonair?1
Younger heurt with wit full-grown
Oh, for aun hour of my prime,
'h. pulse o my butter years,
Thut I mlght pruine le rhyme
Would tingle your eyelids to te"%
Our sweetness. our strength, and o star,
Our hope, our joy and our trust,
Whodifted a et of the dust
Anti matie nseitetever a-oui.!

Whiter than moonshine upun vow
lier ruoment la; but round he hem
Crimson-alainod ; and, as to sud tro
Her sandals flash, we see on them,
And on ber instep veined with blue,
Fleckse of crimson-on those fair feet,
High-arched, Diana-like, and fleet,
Fit fur ne grosser stein titan dea-;
Oh, .uh thmratier chrias tian stains,
Sacred and from heroie veina!
For, Is.t glory guarded pas,
Her haughty and f -shinag ebon
She bowed toj shrive Leonidas
With his imperishable deadt.
Her, too, Morgarten saw,
Where the Swiss lion fleshedb is icy)iaw;
She followed Cromwell's quenchless star
Where the grim Puritan treadShook Marston, Naseby, and Daubar;
Yes, on ber feet are dearer dyes
Yet fresh, nur looked on with ntearful eyes.

Y.
Our fathers foundb er Iu the woods
Where Nature meditates and broods
The seeds of unexampled things
Wticit Tirne le censummnation bringa
T nrougitlite and deatitanti man's instable mouds;
They met ber here, not recognised,
A sylvan huntress clothed in furs,
To whose chaste wantsb er bow sufdeed.
Nor dreamed what destinies were hoers;
:he taught them beelike tu create
Their simpler forms of Church and State;
1-he tanght them tu endue
The Past with other functions than it knew,
And turn in channels strange the nucertain stream of

Fate ;
Better than all, she fenced them in their need
With iron-handed Duty's-sternest creed,
'Gainat Selfs lean wol tlhat ravens word and deed .

VI.
Why cometh she hither to-day
To this low village of the plain
Far fron the Preaent's loud highway.
Froue Trade's cool heurt and aeething brain?
Why comet she? ii.se was not faraway;
Siuce the soul touched It, not in vain,
With pathos of immortal gais,
'Tis here ber fondest memories stay;
She loves yon pine-bemurmured ridge
Wheip now our broad-browedt tsleeps,
Deauto both-Englands; hear h ie
Whoewvote uering ut Canace;
But mae ter heurtote r ture loaps
Where stood that era-parting bridge,
(fer a-hieh, vwith footfall still as dea-,
'lhe Oldi Timue passed lit lb. Neov;
Whtere as youir stealthy river creepsa
li a,-itisperslu ,i ,*st i¶g aeeds

lier. Englisht lia- anal Eunglisht thouugt
Against tite might ut Englandi fouiglt,
An"i heref "ir m" i ",f"- a altIbeir fate] t
Thteytdreamned net a-bat a die a-as eatgra,
With ltaitfiret answering shotl: a-bat toen? ,-

There vas teh iuyt they vere mnen

Tlhough leading te the hiona s don;
'They toit lte habit halloweda a-oral give aai
Benealth their hives, anti on a-eut they,

hien But tria- gas lieword,
That awfui idol ofthe halloea-d Pat,
Ftreng lu toui late sud ln their lineage stroug,

Anti arslug; ifley heard it net,

Sot ever bath forgot
As on freom startled titi-ee to Chrono,
Whore Sratle u.o onet Wrong,

Thrice-venerable spot i nnw.
River more fatefuil than Ch. Rubicaon i
O'er thoee red planbs, te snatch heor diadiem

Ma' lp.,ala- eld fpraug vii Itmdeo.

vil.
Think yon these felt no charma
In their gray homesteads and mbowered farms,In bouseholdà faces waiting at the doorTheir evening step should lighten up no more?1
In tields their boyish steps had known 1
In trees their fathers'banda had set
And which witli them had grown.Widening each year their leafy ceoronet?1
Felt they no pang of passionate regretFor those unsolid gouds that seems so much our own ~
These thinqs are dear to every man that liveaAnd lifeprized more for what it ]ends than give
Yea, many a tie, by iteration sweet,'
Strove to detain their fatal feet :
And yet the enduring hait they chose,Whoset hoicendecides a man life's slave or king-The invisible things of God before the seen and known
Therefore their memory inspiration blows
Wth echoes gathering on from zone to zone,
For manhood la the une immortel thingBeneath Time's changetul sky,And where it lightened once, from age to ageMen corne to learn, in grateful pilgrimage,
That length of days is knowing when to die.

viii.
Whtet marveloua change oftbings and men!
She, a worldwstdering orphan then,
Boi migbt no* 1 Thoé are her streams
That whirl the myriad, myriad wheels
Of all that does and all thatdreams,
Of ail tht thinks and al that feels
Through spa..e stretohed from sea to ses:
By Idletougues and busy brains,
By who dot ,rlht and wbo refreins,
Hre are u loqasa uad eour gains,
Out maker and ourc vitim se.

IX.
Maiden half mortal, half divine,
We triumphed in thy coming ; to the brinks
011Y hearts were 8usd wlth pride's tulpultuous winueBetter to-day wenither feela tan thinkts
Met, will some ver thoughtsintrude

Andcarsofno r.otod;
Theyawn : who sbal h.eptb.? rentîedeeps
WhIèe ie taoued empli... or teir ruina brood,Anid m y a tinnut eoering its weak handesand

lThear vo y a ofamighty-wi d.
FMai li çs' averas rsub ueoff hond-
With men whom dustofla-tio seau ot itud.
To the slow. tracings of the Eteal MMså
With mon, by culture trs9ued and fortiÎe<
Who bitter duty to sweet gests prefer,
Fearie.:o counsel and obey ;
Consoience my sceptre is, and law uy sword,
Net tobedrawpir.assonor la play
But terribiete pnish and deter,
Implacable ai Qed'. Word,
Like It a shepberd's crook to them that blindly err.

odr irm-pulaed sires, my martyrs and my-saints,
Shoots of that only race wbose patient sense
Ilath known to miegle tex wit peripanence,
Iteted my chuste %loniassand restreints
Above the moment's dear-paid paradise;
Beware lest, shiftig with Tihpe's gradual creep,
The light that gied shine ito your eye;
The eovious pewers ef ill nor wink nor sleep;
Be therefore ttmely wse,
Nor laugh when this one éteals or that one lies,
As if your luck could eheat those sleepless spies,
Till the deaf fury corne your bouse to sweep!"
I heur the vol e and unaffrigbted bow ;
Y. shallmot b. pr<îpbetic now,
Heralds of ill, that darkeningtly
Between my vision andthe rainbowed sky,
Or on the left your hoarse forebodings croak
From many a blasted bongh
On Igdrasgl's storm-sinewed oak,
That once was green, Hope of the West, as thon.
'Yet pardon If I trAmble whie I bouat,
For thee 1love as those who pardon most.

x.
Away, ungrateful doubt, away!
At leat be is our own to-day;
Break into raptere, my song,
Verses, leep forth in the suni,
Bearing the joyance along
Like a train of tire as ye run!
Pause not for choosing of words.
Let them but blosson and sing
Blt. a% the orohards sand birda
Witmthe new eoning of Npring!
Dance in yourjollity, bellis,
Shout, cannon. ceasse not, ye drums,
Answer, ye hill-sides and delts,
Bow, ail ye people, site comes,
Radiant, calm-fronted as when
Sh. hallowed that April day;
Stay with us. Yes, thou shat stay,
Softener and strengthener of men,
Freedom, not won by the vain,
NOt to be courted in play.
Not to be-kept without pain
Stay with us! Yes, thou wilt stay,Handnaid and natatress of ail,
Kindler of deed and oftthobuht,
Thou, that to but and to haU
Equal deliverance brought!
Souls of her martyrs, draw iear,
Touch our duil lips with your re,. .
That we may praise wilthout fear
Her, our delight, our desire,
Our faith's inextinguishable star,
Our hope, our remembrance, our trust,
Our present, our put, our to be,
Who will iningle her life with our dust
And make ns desen e to be free t
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14here is, near Copenhagen, a little village
called Valbye. Once upon a timîe; as the. fair-y
taies say, some cf its inhabitants wecre affected
with Angiomnmta. Their clothes, eguipages,
houses, maînncers, must ail be after Englishli
fashions. Hence arose the term Valjeye Eng-.
lænder-pseuo Englishman.

Anti thus the word Val'>ye, lu this acceptation
ef counterfeit, becamne a prefix int frequent use,
notably mn the titie of thc comed etta called
" Valbye Gaasen, " ini which two young peuple
thrown together by the benevolent offices of
mnatchnmaking relations, becoming aware of the
fact, act like simpletons in each others presence

ith the intention of -digsti.ng each other,
beng naturally averee ,te fallinîg ii love to order.
,Now it is not alone lu the. country in which

tial termn originated that Valbyeismnsexist. We
muet admit that lu choosing the word for ur

tii a-e have ourselves been guilty of a Valbye-.

ism, since, had we used the plain English word
Affectation, or Humbug, we should probably not
have attracted the eyes of so many readers. And
though we intend to shew that, as a rule, Val-
byeisms are rather deserving of censure than
praise, yet we crave pardon for this our own
special Valbyeism, partly because it is such a
very little one, partly because it is a very harm-
less one, and because the desire to obtain as
many readers as possible may even be considered
the reverse of reprehensible in an author.

The most pardonable Valbyeisms. we take it,
are those whch owe their origin to an ambition
which is not in itself to be condemned, and
which are perpetrated in order to disguise some
deficiency in the inventor and to place him on
an equality with others in the contest for some
special end. Yet every Valbyeism must be liable
to impeachment froin the strict censor of words
because the word is after all only an euphemisin
for deception, a white lie whether of speech or
action. In illustration of this venial kind of
Valbyeism we may repeat a story we once heard,
and if we omit the names of the dramati per-
sonæ it is on the plea of forgetfulness and we
assure the gentie reader that the tale is none the
less worthy of credence on that account.

Some years since, the confideutial clerk of an
ancient banking house, in Holland, was sent on
a mission of soie importance to one of the oldest
financial firms in Great Britai. The head of
the establishment to which he was ambassador
received hini with openhearted hospitality andhoused him beneath his own roof dnring thethree weeks or so of his stay in England. Duringthis period the young gentleman made considar-
able progress in the good graces of the daughter
cof hie host, who was, so the story goes, as goodas she was beautiful and as beautiful au she was
good. At length, the day of de e came,
The youth stood in the study Q thegoenial old
man who imparted hie last instructions and
wished him a kindly Godsoed. Then, with
with just so much of diffidence ais becoming in
yout in the presence of veneirgble old mgo. the
stri)Iing suggested there waa et another matter
of which h. inuit crave hiàkbd consideration,
and then w.th the pi-id. of- eg]iou lye mi
vil-tue overmastering thebl h * eus of hi few
sumners, he boldly demanded theb and of his
host's only daughter in' marriage. Then were
the summer lightning of the soul which had
had played upon the, old4 man's visage put 'to
flight, and the thunders of hie wrath aWoke. A
beggarly bank clerk, abusing his hospitality,winning his daughter's conidence behind hie
back, and demanding her hand in marrimq I
The young man allowed the storni to have its
way, and when the grey hàired banker paused
for want of breath, raîsed his gentle voice in mild
extenuationî. I4 ow mark the Valbyeism. '-But,"
said the downy lipped ambassador, " I am about
to be takenintothe partnership by the firm on
equalterm." . ,You, a boy li e you, on equal
terms, nonsense." " It is true, nevertheless."

Hem, well really such prospects, iight alter
the case a little. "And you will give your
consent conditionally ?" Well, certainly, that
places th e matter in another light, and the brief
fuiy of anger passed from the old man's brow,andhe extended cordial hands to his young an-tagonist, "On those conditions, young sir, with
al- my heart."

Our young hopeful, with this promise reduced
to writing, speeds back to his patrons in Hol-
land, dehvers up his trust and proves himself an
exemplary ambassador. "Termis are wanting,'
says the manager, "to express our satisfaction
at your expedition and the diplomatie skill with
which you have protected tht inteîtsts• f tht
fikm. We e all be happy to advance your own
prospects as occasion nuaay permit."

"V ou can advance them at once, sir," cries tht
ceîfidential clerk, "you muet make me a part-
ner, out of hand." The pink, puffy face of the
sleek superior grew purple with rag. "Sir, you
forget yourself, you abuse our kindness. The fit
rea--d of your presumption, Sir, would be to
kick you out of the establishment altogether,
and mtake an example of you, Sir, iake an x-
amie uf yen 1'""But, Sr, I am about to be-
conte the son-in-law of Bai-on R -." "Ah,
ah 1 young dog I made good use of your time,
eh ? 'hattalLers the case, celtahîly. If yourstatement is really true, we will consider the
utatter and sec what can be done o- you."

lu short Valbyeism wins the day, and tht ai-
liance between the two old houses is effected.

There is the Valbyeism of knowledge, bywhich sone appicant assumes competency for a
position, the duties of which h.eis totally ignor-
ant, and thon by dint of natur-al shrwdness ad
diligentt an dicationî picksu rin tho arnd
himî tht necesar-y in'fermation.-r Tht Vabyds
cf wealthî, by whiîch the' poor mnî existe anîd te.
cover-s hie ay into a society fromn which tmt
pocketsa ad a thread bar-e coat w-ould exclude
hlm. The Valbîye:esm of goodness, lby w-hicb tht
aged rené-creeps back like a a-oif inîte tht fold
which he le et leat pow-erless te har-ma and a-hieli
we trust nmay se influenice hi that at length hie
goodnesse mîay cesse Lo bea more affectation. The
Valbyeismn of love, by a-hich tht mian cf tht
a-orld a-oes and a-ina the lady who sarates hie
roof, antd bed, aud fortune, and w-ho- trus
may softenî the. hardened nature by tht serut
ness of hersmile, andl tht patient equanimîity ofher- temîper', muay se win hîim te new- thoughts an<l
gulierous impulses snd kindlier feelings i tue
newv dignity of paternity, that hec maiy at lengt
grow- te regard hi el low creatm'-es as something
more than nitre money maîking machine a
hie wijfc as somuething more tha a macin tne
regulate hie expenditure, that affectionmay n.
te hlm ne shamu, charity nu stranger .

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

Man's Buf" Was recently bequeathed to the National
Gallery by Miss Brelel, and it lwil shortly he placed
before t public. It is signed with the painter's name,
sud daled " 1811." h uppears te bave been lte iretork produea buthecomparatively magieente i-dene which the modest Scotchman had. together withhis frienids the Copiarl, venture-[on at this period.
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Now of all these species of Valbyeism, what-
t ever may be said against them, at least this can
1 be said in their favor, that they aim upward and
. that they have for object to raise and not to de-
r base the individual who puts them in practice.

But there are other forms of Valbyeism whieh
are positively inexcusable, for their tendency is

- to lower and to debase.
a What spectacle, for instance, can be more dis-

gusting than the Valbye-man, the beardless
youth who apes the vices of the matured roué,
the sickly, effete. pallid boy-fop who smokes, and
drinks, and swears, and gambles, and talks
horses and women, and tricks out bis stunted
person in gaudy garments of the fastest cut, and
affects the company of painted houris and prize-
fighters and stablemen ?

Or what sight more ridiculous, more prone to
excite laughter, but that the short lived mirth
must end in a heart ache, than the Valbye-
woman, the little minx who is a finisbed coquette
before she is out of short frocks and whose heart
bas undergone so many experiences before she
bas arrived at womanhood that it ls utterly worn
out and callous when the time arrives at which
e.should frst b. fully aware of its possession.
And now we would touch as reverently as may

be, since we must speak of women, upon the most
grievous, the saddest Valbyeisn of all, a Valbye-
i8m only too frequent among the damsels of the
period. It is a Valbyeism that apes in woi-d, in
manner, and in dress, the language, the gesture,
the costume of the degraded and the frail. For-
getful of the duties, the aims, the attributes, the
pure dignity of true cwomanhood in which man
should find all that makes him noblest, which
strenghtens him for good and gives meaning and
life to bis resolves, which exercises a refiuing in-
fluence, and wins back his soul from the moil and
toil and sordid cares of a worldly existence,
these Valbye-hetairat seek to enslave men by
meretricious art, fiush their bloodles cheeks
with a faIse bloom, bleach thWir tresses with
pomlonus chetnica sud de thir painted

ps with a refnepet f àrwhich those
tey stoop to imitste WCle blush to utter. Let
none cry out that the pituie à ftoo severely

riwn I là because we VneràUt tne woman-
hood that we denoune thies tratorous sisters.

HUHOUROUS.
ALL the girls are vegetarians.-They wcarturn-up hats.

A WOMAN'S RIGUT.-A right to a husband,if te can get one.

THE way for a desolate old bachelor to secure
better quartersis to take a " better half."

IF you wish to cure a scolding wife, never fail
to smile until she ceases-then kisa ber.' Sure cure.

A LITTLE American lad who had just comn-
nenced reading the newspapers, asked bis tather if the'
word " Hon." prefixed to the name ofa member of Con-
gres, meaut "bhonest."

"My DEAn," said ahusband, in startled tones,after waking his wife in the middle ofthe night, "I have'
swallowed a dose of strychnine 1"" Weil, then, do for
goodnea ssake lie still, or it may come up."

A CRUEL joke at the expense of those ladies
who are perpetually striving te gain a bearing in the

Press bas been going the round of literary circles, to the

effeet '' tat they look much better lu mualin than in

A LAIDY who had been teaching her little four-
year-old the elements of arithmetic vas astoundied by
bis runniug and propounding the following preblem:
SMamma, if you had three butterfties, and each butter-
ty id a bug lu bis ear, how many butterfies would
you have '' The mother is still at work on the problein

A CITIZEN who met an old acquaintance on
the street recently asked why he wore a weed on bis bat.
"For my poor wife who bas passed over the river," wasthe melancholy reply, '" Weil, can't sie come back-aren't the ferry bouats running " was the surprised query.
The man had to explain that he did notrefer to the EastRiver.

A N Aberdeenshine }aird, who kept a \very
good poultry yard, strangely'enough could not command
a fresh egg for bis breakfast. One day. however he
met bis grieve's wife going toward the market, and,
very siuspiciously, with a niee basket. On passinat and
speaking a word, h discoveret the basiket was futill of
beautifil white eggs. Nex tiue hie talked wit his
grieve ihe said to hum. "James, I like Von very well,and I think you serve me faithlfully, but I cannot say Iadmiie your wife." To which the cool repl ywaas: "Oh,
'deed, sir, l'm not surprised at that, for I dinna inuckle
admire her mysel'."

A STATUE of Christopher Columbhus, lby Cor-
dr, a French sculptor, la lo ha erected la th. City et

THEx picture. of Géromte, called "Tii. Sabre
D aue -,las been sold for 4,700 guineas. Thte punrchaser

T HE Par-is Salun titis year centaine 2,019 ol
paintlings. 8 9 drawings, valt colours, chalk, inia-tures anud enamels on china and copper, 620 pieces ut

ncuipture , a6 mdai &g'r h05arcitteotural designis, 2)30

THE Italian new-spapersaunnunce tho discovery
lthe olther day at Pompenl cfa painting said tel,. utfmore
seut Leoot aeordingl tutie drionen lvNr
gil. I-s state oftpeservaion is sucht asie a-arranit abopethat it nmay ho fund possible te remou-e il lu lthe
museuin.


