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LAoY TiNVsON.

ALFRED, BARON TENNYSON.
Tie wholo civilized world msourns the

death of England's Laureato. " Byron
wasdèad," lie wrote longago, "anid Itiought
the wiole world was at ais endsc." To
the Ensglish speakiig people iow it seems
alinost as if the oflice of Laureate mîust dio
with him, for who is thero to fill his place,
so- strong, so sweet, so noble, so pure?
His deathbed, says his physiciani, Sir
Andrew Clarke, was the imost glorious that
I have over seen. Tiere was in artificial
liglst in the room and the chaniber was
almost in darkness save where a broad
flood of moonligit poured in throughl a
western window. The imoon's raye fell
across the bed upon whicih the dying mssan
lay, bathing him .in their pure pellucid
ligit., and fomising a-Remsbransdt-like back-
ground to the sceie. .All wai silent, save
the soughing of the autumin wiind'as it.
gently played throughs the foliage whicli
surrounsded the lieuse, a fitting requiens
for the poet who sung of the love and
beautyofnature. MotionlessLord Tensny-
son lay upon his couch, the tide of hîis life
gently, slowly ebbing out into the ocean of
the infinite. No racks of pain or sorrows
chocked its course or caused a ripple upon
the outgoing tide. As peacefully aind
gently as lie iad-lived, se lie died, lôkiiig
until the end into tIe eyes of those lear te
him. Ali the ienibers of lis famsily were
by the bedside, and Sir Andrew Clarke
remained by his side from the imoment of
his arrival until le breathed his last.
So geitle and painless was his passings
away that the fainily did not knuow lie
had gon until Sir Andrew broke tie news
te Lady Tennyson, who bore the closinsg
scenes of ier great trial well ii spite of lier
extremssely delicate hîeà1th. About an
hour before lie died lie. spokie to Lady
Tennyson, and his words te lier were the
last lie uttered.

Alfred Tennyson was the son of a Church
of England rector in Soimsersby a simall
village in Liicolnsirile. He w-as born
August 6, 1809. His father is described
as a tall, striking lookinsg, accoiplislsed
mian, withl a strong, highs teipered but high
souled nature. Froms his iother the poet
inherited much of his poetical temsperanent.
She was a very imîaginative woman, very
sweet ansd gotle and intensely religious.
Sie could never boar to sec anythinsg hurt,
and seue of the coarsei' natures around
lier soon got te know this and frequently
imuposed up.on hcir. Villàgers have been
inown to beat their dogs sinder lier wein-

dows sure that she would bribe tIen ta
stop, or perhaps buy the animal outright.
In the "Priicess" lier soi describes ier as.

"- Onea
Net icarnied, save in gracious houbschold ways,
Net perfect nay, but fill of tender wants.
No Aigol. but a dearer being, ail dipt
In Angel instincts."

lier clsildren early showed that they in-
hierited thieir mssother's imaginative nature.
Charles Tennyson, an- older brother, wvas,
of all his faiily, the poet's specind coin-
rade. ''Se geistie, spiritual, nuoble, ansd
S iple, Neas lie,"' his f rieîd say, n tob at lie
was file sosssething from.sanother world."

Any sketch of Tennysen's youth would

be incompletd ivithout a mention of his
gréatest friend, Arthur Henry Hallan, the
son of the historian,- "tthe finest youth,"
ta quote one of lis old miasters, "l who ever
entered Eton.'' Mourning lis untimely
death, as a modern David lamenting his
Jonathan, ie exclaimned

" My Arthur. whom I shall net seo
Till all niy widoud race ho rnil,
])osîr as t le inethoir te tho soîs,
Marc tian i. brothors nrc te ineY

The imspression whichs the geographical
character of-Liincolisslire made upon Ton-
nsyson may be traced all througl his works.
One comes constaistly across references ta
bulrushsesdark volds, meres, reeds, willows,
water fow], "Leagues of grass, washed by
slow broad strcaims." "l The low morass.
and wlisspering reed'." "Tie Bro<k" issti.l
there and uponi its banks the old house on
"Phillip's -Farism." John Batumiber, a
ieighîbor, was the original of the l'North-
ern Farniei," ansd tIe house il which he
'ived was the original of "The moatod
.3range."

His first poens were publisied in 1826
little volume etitled "Poemss by two

3rotlhers," his brother Charles contribu-
g the book.
Thle poet's education before entering

colle was conducted largely under the
direct supervision of lis father, w'hose owin
university career iad beei exceptionally
brillianstat Trinsity College, Caimbriclg. lIn
1829 he won the gold medal offered by the
Chancellor for the best poems on a named
subject. * The subject was anythingi but a
promising oio-"Timsbuctoo."

A year after this lie publislsed " Poems,
Ciiefly Lyrical." Likemisanyanotliergenius
Tennyson received for lis earlier works
scant encourageiment froin critics and re-
viewers. One of theso, however, "'Crusty
old Christopher North "swhile lie was severe
was also just, and the younsg poet profited
much by hisadvice. lin1830 olipublisied
another volune containing sone of the
carlier oies revised aid. greatly inproved.

li 1842 le publisied two more volumes
and this timse the critics found their occu-
pation gone, Tennyson was the poet of the
people.

In these voluses first appeared '"-Morte
d'Artiiur," " Godiva," "''lhe May Queeis,"
"Dora," and "Locksley Hall." Ins1847
' Tie Princess" appeared, bût. was re-cast
in 1850. Higi praise lias bLei accorded
it. The famious songs iu it " Sweet and
Low," " iome They Brouglit ler Warrior
Deal," " The Bugle Song," nd '' Ask Me
no More," Edmund Clarenco Stedinai pro-

iiouiices the finestgroup of songs produced
in this century.

ls 1850 " In Memoriai" appeared,
written ta the mîîemory of Ar-thur iallams
who was drowned seventeen years before.
It is told thata number of inen-of letters
were once asked to naine the three poems
of this century which they would mlsost pre -
for to have written and on eaci list, either
flrst or second, svas found IlTai Meinorias. "

Tnyson's sarried life wasan ideal an.
About 1859,he narried Emily Selhvood,
whomin ho had known at S"omersby, the
daughter of a country gentleimni, vhose
ancestors, long before the. tine of tse
Stuarts had lived im the forest which bears.
their naine. Soon after their -mîsarriage,
they went ta hve at " Farringford" in the
Isle of Wigh t. Lady Tennyson is an in-
tens( lover of music and a composer of no
mean power. She lias set the musie ta
nany of ier husband's songs.

Sele is a niece of Sir Benjaminm Franklin,
the itrepid Arctic explorer,whose epitaph
mu Westminster is one of the finest thigs
Tennyson ver wrote.

Net here Uie white North Iath thy banes,
Andi thon, licreoc stillor.scuil.
Art ssiigan tliy li peroayg now
Toward no carthly porl."
lis home at Aldworth, Surrey, was built

about twensty years ago, largely because
ier physicians considered the climate there
botter for her. Another reason was, to
escape the lion hunters who made his life
intolerable at Farringford.

Lord Tennyson at one tine made a prac-
tice of running up to London at least once
a year, and roaming about, as far as possible,
unrecognized, but no ee could pass Imisi
by without turning to look at one of the
strangest figures that ever trod the streets
of modern London." A tall, round-
shouldered man, growing stout in tiese
later years, he always wvalked w'ithl a stick,
and gave the impression that lie was not
entirely froc froi gout. A long board
covered bis face, and he looked out through
a pair of large spectacles upon a world
which, on the whole, lie wasrather inclined
te despise. In -supplemienit of his spec-
tacles there dan'gled across^tie sonewlat
shabby-looking tweed dustcoat a pair of
gold-riismed pince-nez. The tweed dust-
coat, in color a msusty red, was evidently
an acquaintanco of mansy years, and hlad
no.- grown too tight for hi across the
chest, over whicli it was, nevertheless,
cleterminedly buttoned. Dark trousers,
with giters over bis tlick-solel boots, and
a broad brimmed felt bat, probably older
by somie years tihain the tweed dustcoat,
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conpleted the dress of the poet Laureato
when last hewas scenis, turdily phoddinr
across Regent s Par."

Oe cif the'pleasantest descriptionss ôf luis
life at Farringford was givsen by B>ayard
Taylor in a letter to Stedmssan iii'1867:

"4 He wsas delightfully f-ee aid' conîfi-
dential, and I sh I cold write ta you
msuch.of what lue said ; but it was so in-

,wroiighr sitîs high phihosaplsy aitcl broaci
vie.s ôf lifo thata fragnent iere ad tese
wouid not fairly represent Iimis: . . . Wo
dined at six*in a quaint rooii huing iwith
pictures, aind thon wvent te the dr-awin-
roous for dessert. Tennyson and I retired
te his Study at the top of the hsoüse, lit
piples, and talked of poetry. Ho tsked lie
if I could read huis Boadicea.' I thought
I could. 'Readit, and let iso sce .h iid
ie. 'I would rather hear you rend it,' I
answvered. Thereupon lue did so, chanting
the lumbering lines with great -unction.
r spoke of the idyl of ' Guinevero' as bein«
perhaps his finest poemn, and said that I
could not read it aloud witlout msy voice
breakinsg downs at certainassages. Why,
I cuin read it and keep isy voico ' lie. ex-
claimsed triumplantly. This I doubted,
and lue agrced ta try after we went downs
tc Our wvives. Tennyson took up the
"Idyls of the Kinsg.' lis roading is a
strange, muonotonouschant, w'ith inexpected
falling inflections, whiclh I cannot describe,
but can linitate exactly. It isvery impres-
sive. In spite of msyself I bedamne very
mnuchu excited as ie went on. Finally,
wlen Arthur forgives the Queen, Tenny-
scni's voice fairly broke. I found tears on
muy cheeks, and Mr. and Mrs. Tennyson
were crying, one du cither side of sme. le
nado an effort and went on to the end,
closing grandly. 'How cian you say,' I
asked (referring te previous conversation)

that you have use surety of permanent
faie ? This poem will only dia swith the
language in which it is written.' Msr .
Tennyson started up front hier couch. 'It
is true !' se excliimsed, ' I have told
Alfred the saime thing.' . . . When Iàlhoke
of certain things ini his poetry swhicl I
specially valued, lie said more tIain once,
'But the critics blane nse for just that.
It is only now and then a mîan like yourself
sees whsat I meant to do.' He is verysensi-
tive ta criticisn, I find, but, perliaps, not
more than the rest of us ; only one secs it
more cleatrly lus anotier.'

Tennyson hiad always a great;.dretd of
his smemioirs being written and, it is said,
has left very little isaterial that can be
made use of for the purpose. .


