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THANKSGIVING.

Oh! the glorious Thankszivings
Uf the days that are no mere,
How, with each recurring season,
Wakes their mem'ry o'er and o'er;
When the hearts of men were simpler,
And the needs of life wore Teas,
And its mereies were not reckoned
By the measures of excess,

What a happy turning bomeward,
On theeve of that glad day;

With a throng of recollegtious
Round cach objeet in the way.

Here the sehool-honse with its maple,
Leatiess now, and dark. and srim. |
Shaking with each gust that eroszed it

Threat'ning rods on every limb.

There the mill whose towering sunumit
Boyish feet had loved to climb,
When the dixtant peak stoud beck’ning,
In the rlow of even time:

And where bayish hearts had wondered,
Tl the caming of the stars

OF the great, wide wortd that waited
Fur beyond those sunset bays,

Al how gladiy mashood’s foars
Tonk amain thoe homeward way,

Fain 2o Jeave the world hehind them,
Were Iy foraday:

i 2 the dear oli hearthstone,

i i trie,

s pleasures

irned auew,

tops,

sesping

eomsre,

aatry popdars Keepias

R ahave 1t a4y ol sore.

Homely though the old spare chamber,
And s eoueh but guad e

Siildthe drean- U :
Were a bright be.
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May the spiedt of the day
nound uupreten

THE CHILDNOWD OF A FORET.

The wind that woss blowing where it listeth,

anee, in the e ginniug of this century, came

swes ping throush the saden of thisold Lincoin.
shire rectery, and, as the wind blew, a sturdy

child of five vers old with shining locks steal
’

opening his arms ujon blast and letting
aims 1 be blown alung, aud as he traviilad ou

he made his Hrst line of poetry and said, 1
hear a voles that's speaking in the wind,” and
ke tossed his arms, and the gust whirled on,
swaeping inte the great aliwss of winds, One
might perbaps still trace in the noble face of our
Poet Laureate the fintures of this c¢hild, one of
wnany deep eyed sons and daughiters born in ths
quiet rectory among the elm-trees,

Aifred Tennyson was horn on the 6th of Au-
gust, 18068, He hes heard many and many a
voice cailing to him sines the time when he bist.
ened 16 the wind as he plaved alone iu his fa-
ther's garden, or jeined the other children at
their games and jousts. They wers a noble little
clan of poets and of knights, coming of a knight-
Iy race, with casiles to defend, with mimic tour-
naments o fight. S wersby was so far away
from the world, so behindhand in its echoes
(which must come there softened through all
manuer of green and tranquil things, and as it
were hushed into pastoral sileveey, and though
the early part of the century was stirting with
clang of legions, few of its rumors seemed to
have reached the children. They never hewrd
at the time of the battle of Waterloo. They
grew up together plaving their own games, lic-
ing their own life ; end where is such a life to
be fourd as that «f a happy, eager family of boys
and girls before Doubt, the steps of Time, the
shocks of Chance, the blows of Death, have
come to sbake their creed ?

These hundsome children had bheyond most
children that wondrous toy at their command
which mest people call imagination, The boys
played great games like Arthor's knights ; they
were champions and warriors defending a stone
heap, or again they would set up opposing camps
with a king in the widst of each. The king was
a willow wand stuck inte the ground, with an
outer circle of immoitals to defend him of
firmer, stiffer sticks. Then each party would
come with stones, hurling at each other's king,
and trying to overthrow him. Perhaps as the
day wore on they became romancers, leaving the
jousts deserted. When dinner-time came, and
they all sat round the table, each in tarn put
a chapter of his history underncath the bowl—
long endless histories, chapter after chapter
diftuse, absorbing, unending, as are the stories
of real life of which each sunrise opens on a new

sart ; some of these romances were in letters,
{ike Clarissu Harlowe., Alfred used to tell u
story which lasted formonths, and which was
called *“ The Old Horse.”

Alfred’s fisst verses, so I once heard him say,
were written upon a slate which his brother
Charles put into his hand one Sunday at Louth,
when all the clders of the party were going into
chureh, and the child was left alone. Charlex
gave bim a gubject—the flowers in the garden—
apd when he came back from church little Al
fred brought the slate to his brother all covered
with written lines of blank verse. They were
made on the models of Thomson's Seasons, the
only poetry be had ever read.  One can picture
it all to one's self, the flowers in the garden, the
verses, the little poet with waiting eyes, and the
young brother scauning the lines, ** Yes, yuu

; Byron.

: and their fnends, 7

"hig grandinother, who had recently died, and
Ywhen it was written, pufting ten shillings into
his hands and saying, ** There, that is the frst
money you have ever earned by your poetiy,
take my word for it, it will be the last.” ——Muns,
TuAcKERAV-RUrcHiE, in fHarpsr's,

TENNYSON'S YoUT!,

Alfred Teunysoun, as he grew up toward man-
hood, found other aud stronger inspitations
than Thomson's gentle Srasens.  Byrow’s spell
had fw'len on his gencration, and for a boy of
genius it must have been absolute and over-
wastering.  Tennyron wus soon to tind his own
veice, but wmeanwhile he begaun to write like
He produced poems and verses in pro.
fusion and endless in abundance ; trytog his
wings, as peop le say, before starting ou his own
strong flight. One day the news came to the
village — the dire news which spread aeross the
land, filliug men’s hearts with consteruation-—
that Byrou was dead,  Alired was then a boy
about tilteen.

“Byron was Jdead! T thought the whole
world was at an cud,” he once sand, speaking of
these by gone days. 41 thought everything
vas over and finished tor every one-——tlat ne-
thing vlse wattered.

1 remember | walked cut
alene, and carved  * Byron is dead’ tuto the
sanustone.’’

I Lave spoken ot Tenng:on from the acevunt
el ant obl friend, whose recollections go back to
those days, which seem perhiaps more distaut to
us than others of earlier date aed later fashion.
Mrs, Tennyson, the mother of the family, so this
samie Intend Tedls e, wasa sweet und g
rost imaginative woinan ) so Rind-hearted that
1t had passed into o proverb, and the wicked -
Habitunts of a neighbouring village used to brning
tnetr dogs to ker windows aad bext them in
erider to be bribed toleave off Ly the ventie lady,
or to make ad vantageous bargatns by selling ber
the warthless curs. 3he was ttensely, ferventiy
religions, as a poet’s wmother should be.  Alier
ter basbund’s death die hed weddet to the ree-
tory, ami made i smiabde for bis darge faunly?
she sl fived onat Somely with her children
¢ chudren were growiug
Gp, the elder sous Were going to coliege, Frods
etick, the eidest, weut @ist o te Ty, Uam-
bridge, snd his brothers totiowad him thers in

Turi.

Lite wis cpening fur them, they were

ehitle and

szeitnr Bew aspeets and places, making new
irtends, and binwng them Lome to their Lin-

colushitre reciory. ** fa Memortam 7 gives many
a iimypee of the oid home, of wheh the echoes
st reach ©s oactoss hall 4 cenvurg.—Mes,

Tuackeray-Rivcdin, in Harper's,

A TURKEY HUNTERS ADVENTULRE.

1. L. Dutfy, while hanting tutkeys in Wileox
County, Ga, recently, had o strange adventure
which 13 worth printing.  He left home hetore
duybresk and, Just as it was light enougin to cee
an ubject a tew yards, he cutersd the swamp
where be knew the turkeys had a roosting place.
te sat Limsell at the root of a large tree, aud in
a few minutes he saw the drove of turkeys play-
wg ou the ground, as they usaaliy do when
they leave ther reost.  Mr. Duily haid his gun
acress a sall log, and began taking sight, when
Le noticed thar the log either moved or his gun
slipped.  He readjusted the gun across the log
and agein ook aim, when the iog again moved.
"This excited him and he forgot the turkeys and
Legan to wonder what could be the mutter. On
further imvestigation he was almost paralyzed
with fear at finding that what he supposed was
a Iog on which he had rested his gun was no-
thing more than a huge gopher suake. Tue
reptile was ubout thirty-cight feet lung, in the
imagination of Mr. Dutly, and, although the
goutier snake waw never known to attack 4 man
without being wounded or disturbed, Mr. Dutly
thought it best to leave the swamp, und he did
s, We shall probably hear something more
from this monster reptile,

MISCELLANY,

AN autograph letter of Lord Beaconsfield to
Mr. Francis George IHeath is prifixed to a new
edition «f his handbook to Burnham Beeches, in
which the aathor of *‘Lothair,”” having meution-
ed that he passed part of his youth in the shade
of Buruham Beeches, added : ] am not sur—
prised that the ancients worshipped trees, Lakes
and mountains, however glorious, in time weary,
Sylvan scenery never palls,”

Boverereat’s fine painting, ¢ Alma Parens,”
noticed recently in tie Home Journal, has been
sold from the Goupil gallery to Mr. Blanchard,
President of the Erte Haldway. The wotk wasa
couspicuous feature of the Paris salon exhibition,
apd so valuable was it considered to be when
brought to this country that a duty of four
thousand dollars wus demanded for its passage
through the Costom House, The sale is said to
be for twenty thousand dollars.

Mixister Monrtox's private residence in
Paris i3 an Dinposing building on the Place des
fitats (named in honor of our country), and is a
very grand establizhment.  He entertaing qnite
royally, not even Lord Lyous uor the Duke
Fernan-Nunez, the Spanish Envoy, ootdeing
him in the splendor of hig balls and dinners,

cen write,” said Charles, and he gave Alfred | The chitean of the Duchesy Bujoneon, near

back the slate.

. Poigsy, was occupied by him during the summer,

] bave also heard another story of his granl. and lie dxd. the honors there to many of his
father, later on, asking him to write an elegy on | American friends.

TioMas Nasv, the artist, lives in a large
roomy house standing on the corter of two
pretiy streets in Murristown, N Jo 1t has large
porches, and almost hidden by the trees and
shrubbery. A rustic fence, which Mr. Nash
bought at the Centenuial, surrounds the
yard, in whichk is o fountain and several pieces
of statuary. The iuterior of the house is tur-
misbied elegantly ; at the Centennial exhibition
alone its owner invested twenty-tive thousund
dollars in furniture, ete.

CotoNeL INgERSOLL has moved into his new
honse at  Wuashington, next door to Senator
Sherman’s.  His family is a very charming one.
Mrs. Ingersoll has a wonderful tact as u hostess,
and her two daughters are gifted the same way.
Duaring the winter they give weekly receptions.
Every one with a decent cont and gentlensaudy
manner is weleome.  Buat, samehow, the gather-
mys ate not satistactory,  The best people do
not go to the Ingersolls, The spaetre of atheism
is over the house.  His fannly feel ity aud the
cotone! finds that he has not obtaied friends nor
reputation by s auti-Uhristian assavlts. Cone
sequently he is giving up lecturing,

AyoNG the noticeable ady speakers at the
Reform Conventton recently heid to Leeds, Fuge
Land, was Mosy Bright, adaughrer of the ** great
tribune,” who made a capitud spevcht on woihan
suitrage,  So, teo, did Mass Jane Cobaen, one ot
the tive daugiters of the inte fanous tree-trader,
all ol whom are savt e b tremarkabte tor
veanty and tuteibgence,”  Miss Jane Coblden
betng “strnikingly aRe her father; possessiuyg
the satme caln, tetlective countenauee amid the
Miss Uoloten ts
speen ol as the Must epergenie ol her faunly,
et 13 Uhie fotider of o Liverad cind, where el
e Warhie are aoiunttesd upoelt ferties of L.‘llll.tlll_\'.

both sexes being appointed to oflice,

it
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SO deep, prieinoing eyes,”

Sesan BoANiaesy speaks as follows of her
recent Visel Ao Ui tormer hiome of Hlasiet Mar-
A uuhr Doy el

[REHINSY A TR NN R ;
ehiatted wath these friends, 1o the drasing-eom
wihtere Petson, Caarsan, Chaggotte Bronte, and

many of the ol gredal sollis ol carth had cutne
to nonvr Harriet Moaattoeas tre the davas gone by,
Isat b the tabihe ti hier Dbyary wheoe ohe hiad
pruted 5o maty acho thougnts, ooied it thie
chaudber Where soe fad aiept, sulfere b and died,
anad oat al e beaniilnd fasdseape sie enjeved
e $hiose baal
ran

she seft thiemy, an

~ 1o tov Kueben, the sane

aliel clinttes statid ttae

R&3

, Wresser,

ol Tae0iite Uik ang Vvodions
spotted cul, nuw slNteen years oid, st Heeps
Falthiul watels ot the thresnold.

Tuy anmversary of the discovery of Ameriea
was celebrated 1 Mol by a bangquet of thiee
humdred covers e U gpeta honee, whitcis waas
briflautdy tateoated aud decorated with i

B3
the shitcids of Span aned the American repubac
votl Angicedax-n and Spanish.
severad Jangu vty alter wiiele o
=ttt of O Loy was unvered, Tae nen,
which wasau taterssCenal curiosity, was c —Soup
—=laabel, the Cathohie-\neettean Sonp ;. fi-h from
he port ot Pajos, From wideh Coiunnaus set sail
on dus $irst vevage 1o Mwmetien;  wutrees, lomn
W Ameral, Castlilian partridge, Apsies pheas aits,
Jimatea  panch, rested  Brachan pacock,
Estramadurs beans, Havana sweet brewds, New
York tees, foranada frart, und Porto-Rweo cottee.

5;1:431,41»»‘ th
owere e

1o

The home ot Mrs. KD E. N. South worth
who has during the Let torty years paured gut
upon the workd such anavalanche of the lighiest
tiction, is culied ** Prospee: Cotiage,” awd cefs
tainly deserves the natne, siiuated as 1L i the
outskirts of Georgetowu, D. €., on u blutl that
overfooks the Polomae and commauds « view
of the wide range ot Utils wiet river beyond. The
house is an oad gabled atfine of very autngues
pattern, with low emiings and covered win
irmbing vy 3 The roows are sl and few, but
exceedingly tasty——u veritable sanctum for one
whose tuoughts aud bite dnft ostuealy into a
Hyeraty vetn, Mrs, Southiworth hersell iy tell
and rather anguiar, but exceedingly hospitable,
aud has many triends. Her receptions are quiet,
cosy, texpensive atfairs, thoroughly cordiai and
enjoyabie.  She iz une of the few ladies who st
the present day does uot tnnk 1l Leccessarty to
spend lavishly 1in order to uraw guests within
her doors,

—Strepyay,the poet-critic and banker, com-
pluins ol erioneous nnuours which are arculating
to the etfvet that Lie hds avandoned s Walt
strevt business and will bencetortls devote him-
self exclusively to hiterary persuits,  ** Tus is
just pow caleutated to mjure me,”  he sad re.
cently tu a correspondent of the Chicagy Inter-
Ucean: ** 1 have, 1n fact, abanduned wrniting to
go into busiuesy, bucause 1 could not make
hiving tor myscit aud tumily by mere brainwork.
Now, it [ at deprived of the jueans to pursue sn
secupation 1 which | have been woderately
snceesstul, and winel I understand, ends iy
literury hie, I shail never write anotner hue, |
shall have neither the time to devols to it por
the heart to engage it it. § am a critic ami a poct,
it you please, 'T'e largest incomo to be denved
frow ltterature cones through the novel, The
suceessful novelist, 1n these days huy o golden
road before him, but [ could not write n novel 1f
1 tried, and, | was about to say, 1 would not it
1 could, fur my reputation has been won, what
measure ol it I have, by my versy, not by my
prose writing, Oun sowme aceounts [ regret now
that I ever Legan in theee luter years to write
criticism,  JUis a thankless task,”

Pere HyacINTue is now tn his fifty-seventh
year. e has a broad and well doveloped chiest,

i K ¥y ¥ P
bered, thougte the

though his shoulders droop after the fashion of
those of women. “The brow iy nxpinsive and
smooth ag ivory.  The eyes nre small, and gen-
erally dead and dull in the oxpresstwon exeept at
times, when he carries nwny the multitude by
the passion and of hiveloquenca.  lu addressing
an mudience in the Coque &' he otten ro-
mitds one of the Hyacinthe who once preachod
those womderful sermons to the Catholie siite of
Paris from the pulpit of Notre Dame, At in-
tervals, hovwever, he seems to forget his sacred
cdling, and will bury his hands in L breechoy
pockets while discoursing on the rights and pre.
rogatives of divinity ! His style of speaking is
bold and classic, partaking alike of the fervor of
Lacordaire and the stern togic of Bossuet,  Hiy
gestures are nearly always perfect, and his voice
15 strong ad sonoerous, Happy 1o his exordium,
he is happier still iy his peraration, for he winds
up s discourses in wn whniauly vehement
manner suitable to the tastsx of his listeners,
who are borne alony ws on a wave by the magic
of his enthasiasm and the art of his peenliar
oratory,

Wosan's INvoNs1aANcY, - Francis 1. of
Frauee wrote one day with a diawond on a win-
dow of the Chiatean of Chambord the two
lnes— ’

Sonvent temme varie:
Bien tua qui s’y tie,

which, being literally travilated, nay  ruu
thus—- ’

A woman changey o1t

Who tru-ts her is right sol,

His sister, Qaven Muargaret of Noavarre, protests
ed agmest the seatitient as w0 sbander, declared
she could quete twenty 1nstatices of man's ek-
letwss, and then wlded, ** Aul can Vou quete
45 mAuy wstabees of woman's tnconstaney 17 1t
so happened that o tew  weeks belore tiis s
gentictisn of the cowtt bind bern thrown int
Prisoft Upon a serions charge, and his wifs waa
teported to have cloped with the e, Franets
tousphantdy vited this ciese, buc Muargaret
warmly detended the fadv, amd declaed (hat
tine wontd prove lar annocence. Mot wany
days bad clapat Tafore 10 was proved that it

Was uol the ady wiho bad einped, bt the hnse
Land, Durning one of her visits to b in prison
they Bad excianged cioties,

wrod e was thus
cuabled

to “‘-'.‘!'3\".'.1&0' j‘nirr' atid niake gZuod hisg
eavapey, Whitde s doveted wite renined tn his
- esarhing o pransee, Fraseiseatroyed

anyg

the pane ol glass, bas 1l

Pl s Teineine
wht o opiewved it
alle,

folne hias Tong

Sinee twen jorg
Te~svsos’s Dinonroy

_ cee Mo i place
ealbed Sonersby, i Liue :

. where an old
) .\in;:r EVRa B

the wiedlng lanes are stadowe
atel shugetrees, and wheee tuo o«

witite rectory stuuds o the

the bottam ol the woebe el
aWay troem Uy dncstlence amd fn distanee, Iying
et the “rpdued wolds) Fhev bonud the
hotizou of the rectory sarden, w heticse they are
to be sern hwing tameet the chv,
vel known Somersby, tut I hive often heand it
descrihed, and t pistoral veuntey Wdoabout,
amd the quiet scottored hemes. e can pie-
ture the 1ectory 1o cie’s self with sowething of

HERE N

1 huve ne-

& OIS sawestness and guier

Norman ctoss 1s standing o e ard,
sud perhiaps thero s <0l a scund iy tue wr of
the bieattug of tlovks, It all comes belore one
as afte Teads the sketeh of Tennyon's native

s the Hosins ond Huawats of e Gritid
Pocts L the vilage wot far from the fens, **10 a
pretty pastoral distddet ef sottiy sloping hills
aid farge asleteees... Tae littls glen i the
neighbarhood 1 called by the obd poniosh name
ol Hoiywell” M. Tonnyron somnetins spraks
of thes glen, which hie remeimbers winte with
sunwadtups an the season ; and who will not
recall the exquisite tnvoeaiton ;

ot Come Trom the woolds that belt the gray hitl-side,
The soven eims, the poplars toar
That stand vessde my 1t :
A ved chsety frow the ) <
Lo purkw’er woatted cress aud rishe 1 sand,
Urdattpie in the durk of tu-by coves.
Ol ther lead thy tect !
Pour round miue eurs the livelong blose
OF the thick-tleeced shorp Trom wattied fulds,
Cpon the ridged wolils, *

Mrs. Jutts Wann Howg gives the following
account ot the amount of bran work undertaken
and suceesstully carried through by Margaret
Puller 1n Boston during thy winter o} 15805.7 1—
To one clang she gave cleventay instruction in
Gerwan, and that so officientsy that her pupils
were shie to read the lunguage with ease at the
end of three wouths,  With anathier class she
rewd in twenty.tour weeks Schiller's ** Dou Cars
los, " ““ Arusts,” and ** Song of the Bell i Gioe.
thu'.‘f *Hereman swd Dorothes,” ** Gotz von
f,fn:!’llcll.l.ll;:i:ll,:; K Iphgenin,” the first part of

}uuml." and Y“Clavigo 3 Lessing's **Nathan do
Wetse,” “Minna® aud * Emilia Galloti ;' parts
of Treck’s “Puantasus,” und nearty all the firet
volume of Richter's “Titan.”" Wich the lwlian
cluss she read parts ot Tasso, Peirach, A rivsto,
Ahtiert and the whole hundred cantos of Dante’s
Cihving commedia.” Besides these classes she
had also three prvato pupils,, one of them a
buy unable to use hus eyes 1o stwdy.  She gave
this clubil oral instruction in L, and read to
him the hustory of Bugtaud and Shakespeare's
piays 1 contiestion. The fessons gaven by hor
i Meo Alcotts school were, she saud, vaduable
10 her, bub also very latiguing, Though alveady
so much overtusked, Magaet lound time nnd
ul.rungl.h to devole one evenling evely week to
the viva voen tinnslation of Gerwan authors for
De. Chanmng's benetit, rending to him mostly
from Ve Wette aud Herder.




