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A BIRTHDAY ODE —-TO TENNYSON,
R 1650,

Love and praise, aud a length of days whose shadow cast
apon time is light,

Days whose sound was a spell shed round from wheeling
wings as of doves in flight,

Meet in oaey that the wouuting sun to day may triumph,
and cast out night.

Two years more than the full fowrscore lay hallowing hands
on a sacred head-—

Ncarce oue score of the perfect four
they ¢miled and fled :

Still and soft and alive aloft there
the suns be dead.

auerowned of fame as

sunlight stays though

ire we were or werc thought on, ere the love that gave us
to life began,

Fame grew strong with his crescont song, to greet the goal

~of the race they ran,

Song with fane, and the lustrous name
changes acclaimed the man.

with years whose

Soon, erc time in the rounding rhyme of choral seasons
had hidled us men,

We, too, heard and acclaimed the word

_ life upin England then—

Lifc move bright than the breathless light of soundless noon
in a songless glen.

whose breath was

Ah, the joy of the heartstruck boy whose car was opencd
of love to hear !

Ah, the bliss of the barning kiss of song and spirit, the
~ mounting cheer

Lit with fire of divine desive and love that knew not if
love were fear!

Fear and love as of heaven above and carth enkindled of
heaven were one ;

One white flame, that around his name grew keen and strong
as the world-wide sun ;

Awe made bright with implicd dilight, as wift with weft
of the rainbow spus,

He that fears not the voice he hears and loves shall never
have heart to sing

All the grace of the sun-god’s face that bids the soul as a

. fountain spring,

Bids the brow that receives it bow, and hail his likeness
on earth ag king.

We th:x.t knew when the sun’s shaft flew beheld and wor-
. shipped, adored and heard :
Light rang round it of shining sound, whence all meun’s
hearts were subdued and stirred :
Joy, ‘]ovc, sorrow, the day, the morrow, took life upon them
Il one man’s word.

Not for him can the years wax dim, nor downward swerve
on a darkening way :

Upward wind they, and leave behind such light as lightens

. the front of May

Fair ay youth and sublime as truth we find the fame that
we hail to-day. —4. O. Swinburne.

THE LADY OF MIS DREAMS,

Iris a sweet morning in June, and the fragrance of
the roses is wafted towards me as [ move—for Lam walk-
Ingina lawny meadow, still wet with dew—and a wavering
mist lies over the distance. Suddenly it seems to lift, and
out of the dewy dimness emerges a cottage, embowered
With roses and clustering clematis ; and the hills, in which
1t ig see like a gom, are tree-clad, and rise billowy behind
1, and to the right and to the lefs are glistening cxpanses
of water.  Over the cottage there hangs a halo, as if clouds
ha¢ hut parted there. From the door of that cottage
emwerges a figurc, the countenance full of the trepidation of
some dread woe feared or remembered.  With waving arm
and tearful uplifted face the figure first beckons me onward,
and then, when 1 have advanced some yards, frowning,
warng me away.  As I still continue to advance, despite
the warning, darkness falls ; figure, cottage, hills, trees,
and hale fad» and disappear ; and all that remains to me

. i3 the look on the face of her that beckoned and warned
me away. [ read that glance as by the inspiration of a
moment. We had been together ; together we had entered
some troubled gulf ; struggled together, suffered together.
Was it as lovers torn asumider by calamity ¢ was it as com-
batants forced by bitter necessity into bitter feud, when
we only, in all the world, yearned for peace together ! Ob,
what a searching glance was that which she cast on me!
as if she, being now in the spiritual world, abstracted from
flesh, remembered things that I could not remember. Oh,
how I ghuddered as the sweet sunny eyes in the sweet
sunny morning of June-—the month that was my ¢ angeli-
cal’; half-spring, yet with summer dress, that to me was
very ‘angelical '—seemed reproachfully to challenge in me
recollections of things passed thousands of years ago (old
indeed, yet that were made new again for us, because now
first it was that we met again). Ob, heavens! it came
over rae as doth the raven over the infected house, as from
a bed of vioiets sweeps the saintly odour of corruption.

THE WEEK,

What a glimpse was tius cosvaied ! glory in despair, as of
that gorgeous vegetation that hid the sterilities of the
grave in the tropies of that sammer long ago ; of that
heavenly beauty which slept side by side within my sister’s
cottin in the month of June ; of those saintly swells that
rose from an infinite distance—I know not whither to or
from my sister. Could this be a memorial of that nature ?
Are the nearer and more distant stages of life thus dimly
connected, and theconnection hidden, butsuddently revealed
for a moment? This lady for years appeared to me indreams;
in that, considering the electric character of my dreams, and
that they werc far less like a lake reflecting the heavens than
like the pencil of some mighty artist—Da Vinei or Mich-
ael Ange'o—that cannot copy in simplicity, but comments
in freedom, while reflecting in fidelity, there was nothing
to surprise.  But a chauge in this appearance was remark-
able.  Oftentimes, after cight years had passed, she
appearcd in summer dawn ata window. 1t was a window
that opened on a balecony, This feature only gave a dis-
tinction, a refinement, to the aspect of the cottage—else
all was simplicity. Spirit of Peace, dove-like dawn that
slept upon the cottage, ye were not broken by uny parti-
cipation in my grief and despair ! For ever the vision of
that cottage was renewed. Did [ roam in the depths of
gweet pastoral solitudes in the West, with the tinkling of
sheep-bells in my ears, a rounded hillock, seen vaguely,
would shape itself into a cottage; and at the door my
monitory, regretful Hebe would appear. Did 1 wander
by the sea-shore, one gently-swelling wave in the vast
heaving plain of waters would suddenly transform itself
into a cottage, and I, by some involuntary inward impulsa,
would in fancy advance toward it.— The Posthwmous
Works of De Quancey.  Edited from the original MSS.,
with Introduction awd Notes, by Alex. I Japp, LL.D.
Vol. 1. Suspiria de Profundis, with Other Essays.

SUNSET,
Frox this windy bridge at rest
In some former curious hour
We have watched the city’s hue,
Al along the orange west,
Cupola and pointed tower,
Darken into solid blue.

Tho' the biting north wind breaks
Fuil across this drifted hold,

Let us stand with iced checks
Watching westward as of old.

Past the violet mountain-head
To the farthest fringe of pine,
Where far off the purpled-red
Narrows to a dusty line,

And the last pale splendours die
Slowly from the olive sky ;

Till the thin clouds wear away
Into threads of purple-gray,
And the sudden stars between
Brighten in the pallid green;

Till above the spacious east,
Slow returncd one by one,
Like pale prisoners released
From the dungeons of the sun,
Capella and hor train appear
In the glittering Charioteer ;

Till the rounded moon rhall grow
Great above the eastern snow,
Shining into burnished gold ;
And the silver earth outrolled

In the misty yellow light

Shall take on the width of night.

—drehibald Lampman, in the hidependent.

TYPES AND RACES.

A Griex tribe in Lycia (as stated by Luschau in a
book of travel, which appeared in 1889) does non proceed
from a single type, but from two, which live near each
other, and, despite tho mixture resalting from matrimonial
relations for a thousand ycars, remain distinguishable by
their characteristic physical peculiarities. This statement
contradicts the gencrally accepted opinion that evefy peopla
possesses one especially peculiar type ; an opinion, which
the most eager search with the most exact methods has not
been able to confirm. All people are composed of the
fragments of different types, which, like this Grecian race,
have intermarried for a thousand ycars. The great mass
of statistics with regard to the colour of the eyes, hair and
complexion of school-children furnishes an irrefragable
proof of this. They have shown that two types are spread
over all Kurope, from north to south: the Llonde and the
brunette. The Germans, Swiss, French, English, Austri-
ans, etc., are all mixed in this way. The two typee are
seen side by side, in almost every village, and even in
almost every family. No one had expected this compre-
hensive result. It had been hoped that there would be
found, at least, some small race, a fragment of a people
which would show a pure type. But this is nowhere the
case. The latest communication from America confirms
this. Franz Boas says that the same result has been
obtained by his examination of certain American Indian
races, as in the Greeks of Asia Minor, The Bella Coola

of British Aweri ca have intermarried with the Athabaskas
for a long time.  The measurements of the skull among
them show wwo different lengihs of head, while the heights
of the body and the shape of the face agree with the differ-
ences of the skullin such a striking number of cases that it
is impossible to be the resalt of accident.  Thus it appears
that the American Ladian race is composed of two different
and opposite types (instead of belonging to a single race),
which have, in the zourse of tirie, intermingled.  Then
these have again intermarried, but without the result of
a mixed race, for the criginal fypes renmain cloarly recog-
nizable. Boas has pointed cut that these agreeing obser

vations confirm the opinion of Kollman, obtained from
widely differing tervitories, over the indestructibuity of
type.  Long faces and broad faces, long skulls and short
skulls, under like conditions, were found in the oldest
colonies, just as thoy appear before vs to day,  'They have
been existing in Europe for thousands of years, so that
exact comparison leads us more and wore to the know-
ledge that, though peoples, nations and culture are all
variable and the result of evolution, the anatomical char-
acteristics of type remain.  The Luwman physical material
remains the same, so thatespiritual; national and mental
development may reach the greatest height, without chango
in the colour of tho eyes and hair, or the shape of the faco.
—Translated for Public Opinion from the New York
Belletristisches Journal.

Tur highest and wmost profitable legson i3 the true
knowledge of oursclves.—T'homas @ Kempas,

Trugk friendship can afford true knowledge.
not depend on darkness and ignovance,— Thorear.

[t does

Tueke is no other way of obtaining light and intelli-
gence but by the labour of atrention. —Mwlebranche,

I'r ig not expedient or wise to examine our friends too
clogely.  Few persons are raised in our esteem by n close
examination.—flocheforcaddd.
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sOlcver sinee the announcement wade Tast winter that the author
of * Rohert Flsnere? had o« new novel under way, expectation has
been eager to know when it wonlid appear and what title it wus Lo
Mrs, Ward has shown herself to be a writer of incontestalile
wgenins,  Her high enthusiasm for the woral elevation of the race hax
Deen at one with the artistic iwipulse that has guided her pen, Like
Cieorge Kliot she has once more taught us that fiction, far from hein

buar.

a merely superticial representation of passing situations and emotions,
may erapple with the greatest problems and teach men noble truths.”
_——

Bosten Beacon.
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