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and smiles whien 1l acknowledged that
I biad nover becard of the famous Horn-
castie horse fair, the largost in Lincoln-
sbire, and at one time the largest in
Britain. 1 soon found, to -niy cost,
that the fair had drawn many deaiers
from long distances, for the accommo-
dation of every hotel in the town wvas
taxed to the utmost limiit, and I was
obliged to ask the geniai proprietor of
." The Bull " to secure me lodgings in
a private biouse. Horneastie is oniy
-two leagues distant from Tennyson's
early home, and it was the market-
town to wbich some members of the
Tennyson family frequontly came to
repienishi the domestic larder. Many
.a time, in the early years of the cen-
tury, did young Tenny son walk from
his homne to I-orncastle, and ii would
be impossible evon for himself to tell
howv largoly these walks, soiitary or
flot, have affected the thought and
tînged the comple-xion of his poetic
descriptions of natural scenery.

In another very real wvay Horncastle
has touched the life of Tennyson.
After hoe bad become the most noted
poot in Britain,-in tbe very year, in
fact, in wbicbho evas appointed as
Poet Laureate-at the age of forty-one,
hoe rarried Emily s&wbthe
*daughter of a Horncastle iawyer, and
the niiece: of Sir Jolin Franklin (born
at the neighiboring village of Spilsby).
Emily Seilwood, now Lady Tennyson,
bas had lier niemory enibalmed in
more than one of bier busband's poems.
She is the - Editli" of &ILocksley Hall
Sixty Vears After." To bier hoe wroto
from EdinburgIh the pooni, "The
Daisy,» beginning
.4 0 Love, ahat hours were thine and mine,

In laads of palm and. soutbern pine."
Slie is also bonored in that sweet

,dedication:
Dear, near, and true,--no truer Timne bim-

self
Can prnve Xou, tho' be make you evermore
Dearer and nearer.'$

SOMERSBY.

Tuesday, August r 2tb, was to me a
.day of exquisite enjoyment. I sot out

NDS' REVIEXV.

alone in the miorning froni I-1 rn ca ZL[e
to iake my iway on foot ta oîeby
Tennyson's birtbipiace, six înî1le,, north-
east. In the early part of iny %alk I
niet niany fairtiers bring:ng in t1heir
fine- looking horses to ho sold to torcîgyn
buyers and carried to ail parts of Eng-
land and tbe continent. 1 caugbt niany
a phrase from the passers-by that re-
minded me of the quiaint dialcr of
"'IThe Nortbern Farmer." .These
farmers were ail, I take it, animiaied by
the spirit of tbe farmer of the poem :

"«Dosn't thou 'ear my 'erse's lees, as they
canters awaay ?

Proputty, proputty, proputty-that's what
1 'ears 'r-m saay"

0f ail the passengers on the Horn-
castle road that, day I alone w-as intent,
not on the value of horses, but on the
charms of poetry and of poetic associa-
tions.

The road to Sornersby is extrerncly
rural ;-rural in a thioiuuglily Engsisli
sense. It winds and turtis and twists
between the bordering, bawthorn beciges
-- sonie trim and neat, sonle wvld and
shaggy. At every bend of the road the
landscape varies Here a cosy cottage;
there a picturesque windiiil: bore a
wide stretcb of pastare covered witbi
thick fleeced sheep - there a distant bil)
wrapt in blue-grey rnist : bore a group
of laborers cutting the ripe corn;
tbere a quiet woodland slope wbere
growv the poot s trees in rich var"ety,
the asb, the elm, the lime, tbe oak.

XVbat a sulent land 1 found as I ap
proached the end of rny journoy ' In
the labt three miles I saw only twvo
persons. The only creatures in bight
wore bundreds on hundreds of she 1
and cattle.

Now Somersby is near at band. l'le
road turns down a steop incline andi
passes tbrough a shady arbor TI'e
branches of the trees tbat skirt the
narrow way meet overhead and cast
their tremulous shadows at you f cet.
Ail is quiet but the faint ru.çtlingy of
tbe leaves, or the distant clamor of the
daws arnd rooks. You feel that you
have reached an actual lotus-land,-


