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by evolution (evolution again) have lost or abandoned tl
use of speech and have become a dumb race of min
readers. A ship-wrecked voyager is cast away amoi
them. With commendable foresight they have preserv(
a dynasty of interpreters-after a sort-who have retain(
a rudiînentary power of axpressing themselves in crippit
words. Tbrough the axisting officiai the castaway leari
aIl about them. He is hospitably received and kind
treated. They all read him off at sight and take to hir
lie says In their perfect franknes8 the adorable womE
told me that wbat I feit was only friendship, which wi
a very good thing but wholly different from love, as
shouhd well know if I were beloved. When I found tli
I was affected in the saine way by every gracious womar
met I had to make up my mind to adapt myseif to a wor]
in which friendship being a passion, love must needs1
nothing lest; than a rapture." In due course the raptui
comas. IlWith people who become acquainted at a glan(
and old friends in an hour, wooing is naturally not a lon
process. Indeed, between loyers there is no wooing hi
marely recognition. The day after we met she becam
mine." "A genial temperament, a -wide-grasping, go(
like intellect, a poat-soul are incomparably more fascina
ing to them than the most dazzling combination conceivabl
of mare bodily graces."

Having brought our enamonred couple to a blies fa
surpassing any enjoyed by mere speakers of words, we nia,
pick up a few dropped threads in the traits of characterc
this most interesting people. The speech of those wh
talk is in their ears "la gibberish like the growlingy of ani
mals." Politeness can icaver take tha form of insincerit,
"as among talking nations," for the "Ireal and inmOs

tlioughts are read." "lNo one need fear being misjudged
Justice is a necessary consequence of mind-reading.1
"Mind-raading se beightens sympathy that the howes

order of friendship becornes a mutual aeiight such as oni,
rare friende enjoy among othar races." "lAn invincibl(
distastp is induced for the laborious impotence of lan
guaga. "IlThintc no longer that the sansa of a guhf fixeé
batwaan soul and soul, which mocks love, is any nacessit3
of human nature; for our fellowmen whom I describe il
lias no existence."

"The ying-hid within the soul of a containad chambar
*whare we may go to grovel out of sight of our fellows, a

secure refuge ochies, bas aiways been the despair of the
saint and the exultation of the knave. It is the foul cellar
which taints the whola bouse aboya. Imagina the delight-
fui axhilaration of moral heath and cleannees, the breezy

* oxygenated mental condition front the consciousness of
absolutely nothing concealed."1

99It may be supposed that for ail men there are certain
women exprassly suited by mental and moral as by physi.
cal constitution. But how painful the thought that thayÇf. may not recogrnize each other even if thay necet, seeaing
that speech is su inadequate and se misleading a medium
of self-revelation! No such fear for mind-readers."
(Apology je made for inevitable condensation by stress of
limited space here, witb trust, however, that, though the
latter is less, none of the exquisita spirit lias avaporated.)
To proceed, then, I discovered that my love liad nu idea
of the cohour of my ayes or hair or complexion. 0f course,
as iuon as I askad her the question, sha read the answer
in iny mind. On the other hand, if in the blackest mid-
night I should corne tuelier, she wouhd not need to ask
who the corner was. It is by the mmnd, not the eye, that
these people know, one anothar. It is really only in their
relation to soulless and inanirnate things that they need
eyes at al]." "lArt is with thema confined to the inani-
mate, the human formi havinrp for the reason mantioned,
ceased to inspire the artist." A woman of mmnd and
heart lias no more need of baauty to win love, than a
beauty asewhere of mind or haart. StilI, they are a
singularly handeome race, from the absolute compatibility
of temparamants in al the marriages, and also from the

r state of ideal, mental and moral health and placidity."
de0f course my love knew that ber rare beautv had no
little part in attracting my devotion, but, reading iny' limi-
tations, seatularated and forgave the alernant of sensuous-
nees in my passion." "lAs I considped what mutual love
must be where both parties are mind-readers, 1 realizad
the high communion which rny swaat companion had sacri-
ficed for me. It was because I miglit not hope to attain
this enfranchisarnant fron the false ego of the apparent
self, without whioh life seamed toelier race scarcely worth
living, that my love was moved to depths of pity for me."
IlArnong a people, who are cornpelled by the very consti-
tution of their minde to put themeelves in the places of
others, the sympathy, which is the inevitable consequence
of perfect comprehension, rendors envy, hatred, and un-
we cannot choosa but feel envy of se admirable a peuple.

Ah ! larneftable catastrophe which cut short this ban-
quet of felicity and virtua beyond ail ordinary human
passad the tbreshold of an undraamed-of happinees when
lie was carried out to sea in an open boat, and for five
days drova before the storm. Hie one companion-not
h is love-parishad under the strain. "11He died vary
quietly-indeed with great appearance of relief. The life
of the mind-îeaders, whîle yet they are in the body, is se
argely spiritual that the idea of an existence wholly so,

which seeme vague and chili te us, suggests to thae a state
only slightly more rafinad than they araady know on
earth." The lucklaas fellow was pickad up in an uncon-
scious state by an, American slip, liomeward bound,
'whera, when lie came to hie sensas, lie found himsehf I"sur-
rounddby a people wliose only means of communication
je te keep up a constant clatter of liising, guttural, ex-

plosiva noises, ekad eut by ail manner of facial contortion
and bodihy gastures."I often find myseif staring open-mouthed at these
who addrass me, tuo mucli struck by their grotesque
appearanca to bethink myseîf of raplyin-,." I find that
I shall not iva out the voyage, and I dob not cara to. I
can judge how I shouhd fare amid the stunning Babel of a
nation of taikar8. What satisfaction or consolation, what
but bitter mockery couhd I evar more find in sucli human
sympathy and companionship as suffice othars and once
snfficed me-I who have seen and known what I have sean
and known! Ah, yes, doubtiess it is far better I shouid
die."

And, in affect, the poor unfortunatae nly survived
long enougli to commit hie unparallelad narrative to the care
of the captain. That whohe narrative, from which wa
could only afford al-insufficient extracteP we muet cordially
commend to ail readars. It centaine no mention cf it, but
it may wl ha that hie mind had bacome unhingad from the
contemplation of such disastrous matrimonial unions as ara
picturad in the earliar portion of our article, and the shock
,vas greatar than ha had strangth heft to bear. Requie8cat
in pace. D. FoWLUR.

MY BABY SLEEPS.

TiiE wind is loud in the wast to-niglit,
But Baby leeps ;

The wind is bhowing with ahi its miglit,
But Baby eleape.

My Baby leape, and lie doas not hear.
The noise of thae torm in the pine trees near.

The snow is drifting higli to-niglit,
But Baby leaps;

The bitter worhd is cold and white,
But Baby sleepe.

My Baby leape, se fast, se fast,
That lie doas not liaed the wintry bhaet.

The cohd enows drift, and the wildwinds rave,
But Baby leape ;

And a white cross stands by hie littha grave,
Whule Baby sleape;

And thae torm is loud in the rocking pine,
But its moan is net su daap as mine. M

TENNYSON'S<UNDERTONES.

INDER the titha, Ile TaTnnyson a Spirituahiet 1 " there71U appaarad recantly in the Pali MalG 1zette an account
of a latter which lias bean published in Chicago. The

ioriginal-in the Laureata's ewn handwriting-is said to,be dated from Farringford, May 7th, 1874, and contains
Etijis extraordinary account of hie expariancas:

"lA kind of waking tranca (this for hack of a bettar
naine) I have frequently liad, quita up frorn boyhood, wlien
I hava been ail alune. This bas often coma upon me through
repaating my own name to myself silently till ail at once,
as it wara, out of the intensity of the consciousness of in-
dividuality the individuality itseaf seamed to dissolve and
fade away intu boundiess being, and this not a confueed

îstata, but the cleareet of the clearest, tlie sureet of the
sureet, utterly bayond words, whera daath was an almuet
laughablae mpossibility, the lose of Persunality (if so it
wara) saarning nu extinction, but the only true life...

I arn asharned of my feebla description. Have I
not said the tate is uttarhy bayond words 1 "

It has been pointed out by Profassor Thomas Davidsun,
who had sean the latter, that the saine conviction is de-
ecribad in IlIn Memoriam" (xcv). Students of Tennyson,
howevar, will racali many other passages which are, as it
were, axplicit vouchers for the authanticity of this latter.
The subjact is une of large intereet, and the writer of thase
uines is not awara tliat it lias before been foluwed up at
any hangth. It may ha set down clearhy at once that
Tennyson je no spiritualiet in the ordinarily accapted sense
of that terni. At the saine tirna, the sense Of an undar-
hying lifa, su to spaak, is streng in hie ; and lie shares
with uthars that attentivenees to its seunds and neuve-
mente whicli makes it mure or hase a reality te him. Tliere
is nu denying the fact-if parsonal testimunY je of any
value at ail as proof-that the profoundest issues hava
coma to soe men eut of wliat, te the large majerity of
thair faihows, can oniy appear as the veide uf being, Whila
it is nu duubt trua that very faw indaed would ha dispesed
to asseart with Thoreau that Ilthe muet glorieus fact of our
axpariance is net anything we hava dune, or may hope to
do, but a transient theuglit, or vision, or dream that wa
have had," muet men wlio hava, net acquired, but feund
themselvas inpussassiun of, a certain nimblenesof spirit and
open uuthook, would net care te dany the revivifying power
that dwaiis in those brilliant visitants which eutline thae-
selvas for a moment on the background of 'ur every-day
ifa, and--are gene! Ramembaring, howevar, that an

illustration is often a final court of appeal, crystal in its
authoritative import, when axplanation merely saems te
thruw a giaut shaduw in which the subject of searcli is
enveloped and lest, as mucli as may ha the puat should ha
allewed te speak fur hirneaif.

An exact paralal passage te that wliidl appears in the
latter refarred te may ha found in an early posem of Lord
Tennyson's:

0fitOn me when boy there came what then 1 cailed,
Who knew nu books and nu philosophies
ln my boy phrase, Il The Passion of the ý>at.»

fMÂncn lot, 1889.

LThe first grey streak of earljest summer.dawn,
The last long stripe of waning crimson gioom,
As if the late and early were but one-
A height, a broken grange, a grove, a flower,
Had murmure, I"Luet and gone, snd lost and gone"
A breath, a w7hisper--some divine farewell-
Desolate sweetness- f ar and far away-
What bad he loved, what had he lost the boy?
1 know not and 1 speak of what bas been.
And more.. . for more than once when I
Sat 411 aloUe, revolving in myseif
The word that is the symbol of myseif,
The mortal limit of the self was loosed
And passed into the Namnelese, as a cloud
Melts into heaven. I touched my limbs, tbe limbsWere strange, not mine-and yet nu shade o! doubt,But utter clearness, and through loss of self,
The gain of such large life as matched with ours
Were sun to spark-unshadowable in words
Themselves but shadows of a shadow-world.

A portion of these lines vividly recails one of the songs in
"The Princess," and the latter part, bringing to mind a
passage in Lord Beaconsfield's Contarini Fleming is at
the same time akin to those -1 weird spizures " to which
it will be remembered, the Prince in IlThe Princessa" was
subject:

While I listened cameOn a sudden the weird seizure and tbe doubt:1 seemed to move among a world of ghosts;
The Princese with ber monstrous womnan-guard,
The jeet and earnest working aide by aide,
The cataract and tumult anà the kings
Were sbadows; and the Ion~ fantastic nigbt
With ail its doings bad and hLd not been.

The fascination of such subjects for the Laureate's mind
reveals itself again in -1 The Golden Supper." Sometitnes
there is a vagueness of feeling whichi-unpronounced
though it be-instantly discredits the things that are, as
though with a gentie uplifting of the finger. Again there
are hauntings of the memory of an earlier life, with whjch
many, before and after the IlPhoedo " made its appearance,
have been tolerably familiar. These hauntings are seldom
definite in any sense whatever. They seemn to corne from
quarters far withdrawn, like those of "lthe happy dead"
described in IlIn Memoriam ":

The days have vanished, ton. and tint,
And yet perhape the hoarding sense
Gives out at times <he knows not whence)

A little flash, a mystîc hint.
In an early sonnet, we have a more or less common, yet
curious, impression referred to:

As when witb downcast eyes we muse and hrood,
And ebb into a former liue, or seemn
To laps far back into some confused dreamn

To states of mnystical similitude;
If one but epeaks or herns or stirs bis chair

Even the wonder waxetb more and xmore:So tlat we sayIl Ail this bath been hefore,Ail this bath been, I know not when or where.
Coleridge also, it may be mentioned, has thought hie feel-
ing worth recording in sonnet form. Here are some very
delicately touched lines from IlThe Two Voices"

Moreover, sometbing is or seemes,
That touches me with mystic gleames,
Like glimpses of forgotten dreams-

0f sometbing feit, like sometbing bers;-
0f something done, I know ot wbere;
Sncbl as ne language may declare.

Beside these instances may ha placed that transcendently
beautif ul passage in "The Hioly Grail," in which the Kingadmits no right to see IIvisions," or submit to "lseizures,"
in the face of duty undone. Surely it would be impossible
to find a lovelier conditioning of the higher experience than
We have here-the gates of the Unseen, as it were, turn-
.ng onlY On the hinges of absolute performance which takes
place under the common sunlight of our working day. The
King says that Duty-a home-abiding worker for the most
part-

being dons,
Let visions of the night or of the day
Corne as they will; and many a time they comne
Until this earth he walks on seems not earth,This light that strikes hfs eyebail is not light,This air that omites bis forehead jeot air,
But visîon-yea, bis very hand and foot-
In moments when be feels he cannot die,And knows hirmie]f nu vision of bimeelf.
Nor the hîgh God a vision, ilor that One
Who rose again.

rery ricli in sugges3tivene5 5 jf feeble in outline-are the
,uple of lines found in "l'n Memoriam"

The glory of the sun of thinge
Wiil flash along the cords and go.

Vhat Edgar Al'- ""'0 called the Great Secret exercises
)eculiar maiitery ', rl the poet. The subject is introduced

Fo"Th Da-rallhsliete' hr ddt
AoruaIlis ifethe andhor n d aj
Abh ot bis ptmisean hver nark
And wbispered voices at bis sar.

And again, in IlThe Lover's Tale"

When flrst we came frenont the Wie s t oo,With bande for eaves, nPlooking pnes aot uWaiting te Seossome blessefi shape in heaven.
Sometinies trifis overturn girat thing, crig a h y d
dhargad with stratligrnport, whicli damands, and neyer
fails, in certain mental conditions, ta receive instant racogr-
nition. In tirnes of grave mo0ment, aven the intansest of
aur livas, the ituprint left upon the rmmd is fraquantly net
the thrilling avant itseaf, which lias gathered the intarest
of our ife together, but semae trifie in remute relation to
the whola affair. la 'cMaud,") for instance, we liave.

Strange that the mind, when franght
With a passion su intense
One wonid think that it weîî
Might drown ail life in the oye -

Tat it Shon, ,by bein gosu verwruughtndenîy striken a8sarper snse,For a ab l, or a ,fow sr, ittie thing shich sise wQt, lha e es n sseby 1
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