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The personalify of Tennyson must con
tinue {o ipepire romantic interest snd to
invite the lover ot his po try. Tta* aloof-
ness which, while yet he was with ue,
sometimes seemed unsocial, will be seen
more and more to comport with his proper
character, both as man snd artist. The
reclusive epirit was a part of his necessary
endowmient, and was not to be violated.

“His soul was like a star, and d 1¢lt apart.”
Now that he lives no longer. this aspect
and habit of his life need meet with no ob-
jaction. e, too, loved the sons of men,
if he sat dot with them at his eate, like
Browning ; but how closely he wa'ked with
Nature, and how devoutly he communed
with the Universal Soul! To the drumd
spirit of Wordsworth he united the refice-
ments of the artist and scholar. He walk-
ed the earth seeing not only as the poet
sees, but with the analytic eye of scienca,
and The introverted philosopbic vision. He
knew the birds and the flowers by long n-
timacy, and was familiar wih all the
natural phenomena with which he dealt in
a closer maoner than is common to poets.
e rarely errs in such 1llusions, as his
poetry may testify. ‘I generally take my
nature-similies,” he said, ‘‘direct from my
own observation of nature, and scmetimes
jot them down, and if by chance I find
that one of my similies is like that in any
other aathor my impulse is not to use that
similie.” How bard is the task, after 20
many centuries of recorded thought, yet he
aimed at originality !

Of the sea he was a passionate lover and
his favorite home was beside it. That fice
cu'look on the Channzl where he loved to
stand, watching the ‘‘the stately ships go
on,” may be hereafter hailed as a Colonna
of some poitic voyager. More than
among the shades and flowery walks Far-
ringford garden, or than along the wood’s
edge where he pauted to listen to the sing-
ing thrush, ‘will it scem natural to image
him as he went wending shoreward to
draw to the full the salt tonic air that
Keats declared was ‘‘worth sixpence a
pint.” “Someko », he sail ‘“‘water isthe
element I love the best of all four.”
And tow did he paint th: sea, ia <'Ulssyes”
in ““‘Enoch Arvden,” and render the vcry
soul of that huge being, that, in its un-
quietnees images the hesrt of man! We
learn how along ‘‘th: dowas toward the
Needles” he lovad tostroll solitary, or on
‘‘a platform over Scatchell’'s Bay, looking
up to a dazzling white precipic2 seen far
away by ships at sea,” or maybe among
the green rock pools on the shore,” turning
over in a brown study, the seaweeds and
avemonies, or poriag. on the waves dash-
ing at his feet.

And fittirg it is that sweet swan-tong of
h's should hava been a hymn of th: sea. We
can imagine that Summer evening at Far-
ringford, with windows and doors s:and-
ing open, and the distant, dull, chaotic
sound of the waves coming on the heavy
air, “murmurs and scents of th2 infinite
sea.” The aged bard wakes from musing
to realize bis la.t great inspiration. He
hands the copy of *‘Twi'ight, and evening
bell’ to h's son, who recogniz2s the divine
note, and cheers the soul of the poet with
a pressage of its immortal destiny. *Mind,”
he said to that son, at a later date, ‘‘you
put ‘Crossing the Bar,” at the end of all
additiors of my poems.” This exquisite
lyric almost worthy of a place beside,
«Break, Break, break, on thy cold gray
stones, O sca !” was written in his eighty-
first year.

It is said that one day he and Samuel
Rogers were walking London streets, dis-
cussing the uacertainty of ltzrary fame,
and how few could be sure of that eort
known as ‘‘immortality;” when Rogers
squeez2d his brother-pocts arm and de-
clared **I am sure of it.” It he be what
he dreamed, then two immortals were
li k:d together.

His death was also & poem. A day or
two betore the end be said; ‘I want the
b'inds up ; I want to see the sky and the
light.” Saakespeire's dirge and Gray’s
Elezv, mingled with his dying tancies.
His funeral service at Wes'minster Abbey
was a poem, with the anthems breatbed
jatest by that dying bard faintiog from
“long-drawn aisles” and fretted arches.

* * *

The following humorously whimsyical
prem was written by a gifted lady, of
whose writings a a recent notice appeared
in these columns,—Mrs. Hannah M,
Bryan of Memphis, Indiaaa.

The Partoership Novel,
(THE GREAT UNWRITTEN.)

I've sometimes thought I'd write a book,
1f but soms one, with brains and time

For such parsuit, would j>in with me,
Anud furnish sense, I'd farnish rhyme.

“Why, what a wondrous book we'd write!
The punctuation marks should fill
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A yage at intervale, t1at each,
Might read, and punctuate at w.]Jl.
Of titl es, too, some half a score
Suited to every taste and age;
With motioes, and exerpts g lore,
Shouli grace a mammoth titlc.page.
The gems of thought my wise ¢olleague
Wovll farnish forth from time t) time
I'd pledge my minstrel taste and skil
To def 1y set in silver rhyme.
Harsh consonants 1'd cast aside;
My verse, unmarred by jirring words,
Shoul1 tiokle soft as running brooks,
And warble sweet as singing birds.
Constancy should be our theme;
And maidens fair, and gsll ints true,
And beating hearts, snl*jove’s young dream,”
#hould mingl2 in proportion due.
Ol sheeny silks, of jaweis rare
And yellow gold, no lack should be;
For Fancy's world is rich and fair;
And—happv thought—its treasures free.
Shou'!d want oppreass that Prince of ! Men,
(Our hero), want and carking care,
I'l: flrurish wmy suriterous per,
And-Presto! Change ! —a mitllionaire!

The castl: some convenient steep
Shall crown a ruin, massive, ol1;
In the dark days of armed wrong,
Csl'ed Chivalry, a robber bold.
Tarough ruined corridor and keep
At midnight, as is meet and fit,
The wind with moaaing cry shall sweep,
Toe wolfshall howl], the bat shall fl it.
The haunted room, the missing will,
The ghest, the wraith of social wrong,
I'il weave, with poet artist skill,
Intote fabric of my song.
The Gypsy Quaeen, with fateful eyes
And locks of night, in whose dark breast
So many a guilty secret lies,
Shall m «t and mingl » with the rest.
Eich element so fitly blent,
The whole will be a symphony
O! tenderest thougkt, and sweetest tone,
Though set un’o a minor key.
Our Heroin>, the fair, fond cn2.
Will wed the Hero: past a doubt
Their course'of love will smoothly run.
We mean to leave the Villian out.
His evil eye that always glowers
His suilen, frowning, brows below,
Shall never darken page of ours
Nor mar my tancy’s rhythmic flyw.
The Cousmn dangeroun:ly fair,
Artfal and poor, t e Villian’s mata
Shall be traaspert :d over seas,
Or t) a sheep-rsnch emigrate.
The ccruel Parent of ths bride,
80 wont to ter o iz2 the fair,
Shall follow suit, or ¢l3e susside
With Benedictus on the pair.
We will not at the altar stair
Leave our fair charges in the lurch,
As some are wont; with thoughtful care
We'll see them safcly home from church.
For them all winds sha |1 tempered be,
And happy spirits all comb ne
To bless the loves oi—let—me —see—
Of Eeremont and Geraldine.

This came to the eye of Henry L
Kiaer, of the ‘G :nesee Republic,” Iilinois,
who copied the lices, and in the following
witty rejoinder accepted the tender of a
partnership m ¢ The Great Unwritten.”
Here are a few starzis:

“T know ycu'd have your Egremont
To measure at | :ast six feet tall,
With Roman nose and {.1con eye,
And a voice like the trampet’s call.
I'd have him about five feet six,
A blonde, with gently-cucrling hair,
Whom all men when they'd go up higher
Would fiad still !eading up the stair.
Anl Geraldine, petite, brune'te,
And sweet as primrose of the wild,
With jast enough of womanhood
To save the appellation—chiid.
But you may fashion Egremont
Agains! my will—I'll make no sign—
If you will be as geod to me
And let me fashion Geraldine.
S), 1:dy, search Parnassian springs
For that tall E zremont of thin 3,
While 1’ll mount Pegasns and ride
Till I caafiod my Geraldine.”

The anthoress made her reply in rhyme,
to the effect &s follows:
It May Nt Be.

I wil not hev: your Gers ldine,
A creature, petite, dark, inane,
Nor mate, with Egremont of mine
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Toe ideal of a typo’s brain.
My Egramor t, my own true knight;

With heart so true and hand so strong,
Who flings the gage of battle down

To social, and to civi', wrong.
What should she know—s» slight a thing—

Absorbed in gay coquettish schemes,
Though fair as primrose of t1e spritg,

Of woman's love, her hopes, herdreams;
My Geraldint’s a noble: kind,

Fair-‘aczed, ] yw-voiced, a lily maid,
Mature in person as in mind,

Nu -like, in vesture gray arrayed.
Some things I'/1 cheerfully forego;

The & ps3y Q12en, with fateful eyes,
Toe ruined castle, too, may go,

And that is qnite a sacrifice.
Then, there's the ghost,—my only one,

Pale—gliding thro’ the mooniight cold,—
No common va'gar spook, bnt one

Of gentle—bones, and centuries old ;
Stately, with fixed dilated eyes,

And trailing robes of rich brocade ;—
Alas, but I will sacr.fice

The ghost, to save my own dear mai. !
Upon the Villian try your tk 11,

Prosper his schemes on eve.y page,
Unearth, at once, the missing wil,

And let the cruel parent rage:
Make every evil star combine,

Nor time, nor chance, propi ious prove;
But let me keep my Geraldine,

Worthy alone my hero’s love.
No silly gchool-zi1] in her teens,

Shali sew the buitons on his clothes,
8hall bike h s prandial pork and beans,

And darn his perforated hose;
And none, save my own Geraldine

Shsl wed this Egrement of mine.

* ” *

We bave chanced upon a vindicatory
article anent ‘‘The Christian” of Hall
Caine, by a fres lance, pledg:d to the
service of a knight hardly beset. The
universal growl and grumble of the critics
bas left, tor the time being, scarcely any
ear-room for the melodious sound ot praise.
But it seems evident that Caine’s book has
made a deep and strong impression; and
if therein he has writtea with a more de-
cided purpose than usual, it is probable
there are wounds,—which give iatensity
and vgor to the critizcal outcry. The
writer, Rev. D. P. McPaerson, sp2aks of
“‘my friend, Mr. Hall Caine,” and says
of bim that he is a8 Manxman born out of
his own country, like the Irishmn; for
his good motuer was visiting friends near
Liverpool, and her distinguished son, Hall,
was born before she returned to her home
in the Isle of Man. Bat Mer. Caine hes
been true to the isle of his fithers, for he
bas laid the scenes of i bis novels
there. He has a house 1n London, but
his favorite ahoce is Greeba Castle in Msn.
I have the pleasure of kaowiag the Caine
family. They bave been for years a Liver-
pool family, and wers connected with my
former congregition there. They are a
very kind familv, the mother—bless her ! —
is a swe.t christian soul. Ano‘her brother,
Ralpb, is also a very cleverliterary charac-
ter, and now edi's a magazine in London.
Hall is the very image of Shakespeare ss
we tee his face in the old pictures. I never
remember sich a striking similarity, 1
shall never forget a delectable evening I
spent in his London home. He is a chaim-
ing host has a charming home, a charming
wife and a charming son—a bright, iatel-
lectual lad of twelve, who can personate
Hamlet faultlessly. It destiny is not un-
gracious we shall hear in time to come of
Hall Caine’s son. . . .

‘Poor John Storm, the monk and cleric
and Christian of gentle blood, gets it hot
and fast and thick from all points of the
compass. And meanwhil2 the author of
all this bub-bub maintains a sphinx-like
silence within the venerable walls of Greeba
Castle, in the snug tuck little homs-rule
isle of the Celtic Manxman.”

* * *

‘L'he authoress of ‘“The silenca of Dean
Maitland,” Miss M. G. Tuttiett, known in
literature as ‘‘Maxwell Gray,” is an invalid
in the the home ot her widowed mother, at

lichmond, in the Isle of Wight, where they
live in a pretty little white house. She is
the daughter o a former medical practition-
er at Newport, on that island, and lives in
seclusion, rarely leaviog her room.

» * x

“Born in the Purple” is the title of
Aunthony Hope's new romance.—We bave
found another pronunciation for the name
of the author of ‘“Quo Vadis”,—Sin-kee-
witch.—Rudyard Kipling, accompanied by
his father, seeks relaxation in South
Africa.—Gilbert Parker has gone on a
trip to the Nile. His new novel, “A
Hundred years sgo,” will appear in
“‘Good words.”—A new story is promised,
n Lippincott’s, by Amelie Rives (Princess
Troubetekoy.) —*‘Love Lore, and O:her
Poems,” by the late W. J. Linton, with
illustrations by the author, in limited
edition, will ke prizsd by collectors of rare
books. Pastor FeLix,
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THE GUANAJUATO CATACOMBS.

The Owpnly Buri:l1-Place of the Kiad in
America,

Knowing what you expect to see hera,
says a writer in Godey’s magazine, here, it
is only natural for you to enter the ceme-
tery with some little nervousness and tre-
pidation. Bat you are reassured when you
do enter th3 big gate, for there is noching
uncaony or ‘triste,” yet to be seen. Oa
the contrary, this Mexican ‘God’s Acre’ is
all tranquil and bright and beau'iful— and
youa do not think even ot the square, black-
lettered spices, that are honey-combed,
one above the other, all the way around
the great wall of the Panteon. Ttese
square spaces, five rows of them, contsin a
vault each, and that is where interment is
made.

It is an enormous place, this cemetery.
And well tbat it is so, during the great
typhus epidemic in 1893, it received (so
people eay) abo1t a third of the then popu-
lation of Guanajuato. For a time. the
City Council kept some sort ot tally on the
deaths, but as. later on, the Council itself,
and most of the physiciane, succumbed to
the fatal disease, nc count was kept, and
interment was made in a great trench dug
in the centre of the Panteon, one coffia,
with a spring in the bottom, serving for all,

wlhen the ceremony of a coffin was used at
all

However, waiving the matter of epidem-
ics, in Guansjuato, when a person dies, the
family at once arrange to rent one ot the
box-like spaces in this Panteon, rent $1
per month, payable in advance. Then the
‘deader’ (as ‘Sentimental Tommy’' has it)
is put away in one of these vaults—not to
wait the last Trump, but to await the next
Panteon pay-day. When that day comes,
it the family can’t raise the $12 for the
next fiscal year, the City Council have the
vault unsealed, the coffin taken out, and
the ‘deader’ transferred to the buge pas-
sages below the Panteon, in the ‘Catacum-
bas.

The ‘Catacumbas’ comprise enormous
underground passages that 1un all the way
around the Pauteon.

The Panteon man pushes back a big, flat
stone, over in & corner in the cemetery,
and invites you to step into a small dark
hole, which admits only one personat a
time, and contains a small, winding stone
stair, built pretty much on the corkscrew
plan.

Soms godless person, with more sense
of humor,than grace, has placed the tallest,
ugliest and uncanniest (if there is such a

word) of all the mummies, at the very bot
tom of the last step, so arranged that as
you descend the crooked stairs, you land
right into his bony arms !’

It is truly a grisly thing te s:e, once you
ara safely there. Imagine to yourself long,
seemingly endless white passages, silent as
only desth can make them, heaped up at
each end with great piles of bones—the
bones ot those who refused to mummify-——

and lined thickly with mummy after mum-
my, horrible, brown, skiony things, fass-
ened in a standing position against the

walls, many of them with grinning flesh-
less faces turned toward other mummies. as
though in conversation, others with heads
bowed, #s in meditation or prayer, and
others with f ces blankly staring up at the
stone walls above ! Oace seen, it 1s a thing
that you do rot soon forget.

Along one side, are the gentleman mum-
mies, on the other, the ladies, and, indis-
criminately mixed among them, are the
poor baby-mummies.

There 1s not, strange to say, the slight.
est hint of a disagreeable odor. Rather
there is a smell of lime. The place is
beauti'ully clean and whbite, and there are
even some birds that build down here, and
bring up their young ones, among the
mummies.
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Badly oft,

The colored pzople foand it ‘‘hard times
in Georgia” last Dccember, during the
smallpox scare. So we may infer, as all
events, from a s:rap of dialogue reporied
by th: Atlanta Constitution.

An old Georgia negro, with his arm in a
sling, was talking to another on a West
End car.

‘Yes, sub !" be said, with emphasis, ‘I
gone up now, fer sho’! You see dis arm
in de sling, don’t you ?"

‘Yes’ ‘

‘Well, suh. the old man con‘inued. by
way of explanation ‘['ll be eighty years
old next harvest; I done see lots er trouble
in my day, but by de grace er God I m’sy
de Ku-klux, 1 miss de Vig'lance Committee
I miss de Whitecaps, en 1 miss de Regula-
tors, but how, in my old age, please God,
de ws xinators koteh2d en cut me !

Father. mother, ch'ldren, all should tske
Dr. Harvey’s Southern Red Pine—The
Cough Cure.

Mrs. Sarah Wilkirs, a rich and eccen-
tric widow of Atcnison county, who man-
ages a large farm successfully but who is
in constant litigation, plelds her own
eases. Recently, by permission ot the
State Supreme Court, she pleaded her
cause in a case before that Auzust t-ibunal
aud won 1t.
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