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the world, so behindhand in its echoes (which must have come there softened through
all manner of greea and tranquil things, and as it were hushed into pastoral silence),
that though the early part of the century was stirring with the clang of legions, few of
it8 rumours seem to have reached the children. They never heard at the time of the
b}xttle of Waterloo. They grew up together playing their own games, living their own
ll_fB; and where is such life to be found as that of & happy, eager family of boys and
girls before Doubt, the steps of Time, the shocks of Chance, the blows of Death, have
come to shake their creed ?

Alfred’s first 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 elders of the
party were going into church, and the child was left alone. Charles gave him a sub-
lect—the flowers in the garden—and when ho came back from church little Alfred
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 he had ever read. One
cm}‘plcture it all to one's self, the flowers in the garden, the verses, the little poet with
Waliing eyes, and the young brother scanning the lines, ¢ Yes, you ean write,” said
Charles, and he gave Alfred back the slate,

I have also heard another story of his grandfather, later on, asking him to write an
elegy on his grandmother, who had recently died, and when it was written. putting ten
shillings into his hands and saying, * There, that is the first money you have ever
earned by your poetry, and, take my word for it, it will be the last.”

" Alfred Tennyson, as he grew up toward manhood, found other and stronger inspira-
flons; than Thorpson’s gentle ‘*Seasons.” Byron’s spell had fallen on his generation, and
tor aboyof genius it mnst have been absolute and overmastering. Tennyson was soon

0 find his own voice, but mesnwhile he began to write like Byron, He produced
Eg?ms and verses in profusion and endless abundance : trying his wings, as people say,
dil'Ol'e starthg on his own strong flight. One day the news came to the village—the
B ® news which spread across the land, filling men’s hearts with consternation—that

yrgn was dead. Alfred was then a boy about fifteen.

. Byron was dead ! I thought the whole world was at an end,” he once said, speak-
:’ng of these by-gone days. * I thought everything was over and finished for every
N ne_th’a'f, nothing else mattered. I remember I walked out alone, and carved * Byron
18 dead into the sand-stone.”
the:)ne thing which cannot fail to strike us when we are looking over the records of

&d(; earlier days is the remarkable influence which Alfred Tennyson seems to have
nize dl‘gm the very first upon his contemporaries, even before his genius had been recog-
and Y the rest of the world. Not only those of his own generation, but his elders

" maste,rs seem to have felt something of this. I remember long ago hearing one of
mﬁyﬂon 8 oldest friends, who has the best right of any to recall the fact, say that
pass ewell, who was 8 man himself, and who knew & man when he saw him,” used to
to over in Alfred Tennyson certain informalities and forgetfulness of combinations as
EOOWHS._ and places, and times, which in another he would never have overlooked.

n nee in their early youth we hear of the two friends, Tennyson and Hallam, travel-
whg!in the Pyrenees. This was at the time of the war of early Spanish independence,
canse n{“"?y generous young men went over with funds and goqd energies {0 help the
certai o hber_tY. These two were taking money, and letters written in invisible ink, to
nan 2 conspirators who were then revolting against the intolerable tyranny of Ferdi-
others and who were chiefly hiding in the Pyrenees. The young men met, among
gorge ia Senor Ojeda, who confided to Alfred his intentions, which were 1o couper la

fons ¢ f?“& les curés.  Senor Ojeda could not talk English or fully explain all his aspira-
it is 'th Mais vous connaissez mon coour,” said he, effusively ; and a preotty black one

ith a }? ught the poet. I have heard Alfred described in those days as ‘¢ straight and
ing backmad breast,” and when he had crossed over from the Continent and was com-
old man | walking through Wales, he went one day into a little yvay-mde inn, where an
he m,;: sat by the fire, who looked up, and asked many questions. Are you from
“Tg ¥? Not from the army? Then where do you come from? ” said the old man,
thin n},]‘m_t come from the Pyrenees,” said Alired. ‘‘Ah, I knew there was a some-
li- 8aid the wise old man.
¢ame tondKemblﬂ was among those who had gone over to Spain, and one dqy & rumour
ties. N stant Somersby that he was to be tried for his life by the Spanish authori-
awn § ?i one else knew much about him except Alfred Tennyson, who started before
consulot Ilve across the country in search of some person of authority ?vho knew the
% Wa Cadiz, and who could send letters of protection to the poor prisoner.
fieldg als a falﬂe. alarm. John Kemble came home to make a name for himself in other
two vz)lu es‘nWhl}e Alfred Tennyson’s own reputation was growing, and when the ﬁts’t'
in 1847 I}?iesf()f his eollected poems were published in 1842, followed by The Princess
Om,e O?t l&:me gpread throt}ghout the land. . oular had
tasteq blood © reviews were violent and antagonistic at first. One in partiou arha,
days, havi ,land the ¢¢ Hang, draw, and Quarterly,” as it has b.een called, of those

But ¢ ing ately cut up ¢ Endymion,” now proceeded to demolish Tennyson.
of the oritis- was a passing phase. Itis curious to note the sudden change in the t;;)l}e
and brilliactsms‘the absolute surrender of these knights of the pen to the irresistible

o face isnf &d.ngce of the unknown and visored warrior, The visor i8 raised now,
ing ang 2miliar to us all, but the arms, though tested in a hundred fights, are shin-
. Unconquered still, .

out, ang :use at Farringford itself seemed like a charmed palace, with green walls with-
Ltaly gloq Peaking walls within, There hung Dante with his solemn nose and wreath;
and g 810::1:;1 over the doorways ; friends’ faces lined the way; books ﬁll_ed the nshelvfesli

of green and °rimson was everywhere; the grest oriel drawing-room window was fu
o ve golden leaves, of the sound of birds and of the distant sea. 1

be an intery Bames of the people who have stood upon the lawn at Farringford wou
Dukg of A:estﬁng study for some future biographer : Longfellow, Maurice, Klngslei}', tthg

& tree theig o L°°qu. Dean Stanley, the Prince Consort. Good (Garibaldi once plan t'e
four houyg }? off which some too ardent republican broke a branch before twenty-
:'(‘ii DPassed. Here came Clough in the last year of his life. Here Mri:i

enry Tayl her lens, marking the well-known faces as they passed : Darwin an
1 avey ﬂr, Watts and Aubrey de Vere, Liecky and Jowett, and a score of othersd:
about Lyndhi:rg of Mr, Tennyson wandering for days together in the glades rolunk

Soming oyt of as d Some people once told me of meeting a mysterious figare in & ogﬁ
Left, “Yt wag e.&fp glade, passing straight on, looking neither to the right nor the

In 8ir John Sli er & ghost or it was Mr. Tennyson,” said they. Farringford
and Swainston, meon's lifetime there was a constant intercourse between . leﬂgight
him in the sad lines written in the garden at Swainston,

Sir John was one of Tennyson's most constant companion
a,u "
Tead the li!-\eg,r W out of aremark of Sir John Simeon’s, to whom Mr. Tennyson bad

“

Courtesy he cqllg

‘O that 'twere possible
After long grief and pain,”

Which 3
Jim gg in e:o;e!&.m to speak, the heart of ¢ Maud.” Sir John said that it seemed t0
all groy, (f 10g were wanting to explain the story of this poem, and 50 by degrees
V88 perhapg oo littlo story was told me on the authority of Mr, Henry Sidgwick, who
OMpany asss e}?ent .on that oceasion, Mr. Tennyson was reading the poem $0 & silent
Salling auq 3 ;e% in the twilight, and when he got to the birds in the high hall garden
th be preseu ) M&ud, Maud, he stopped short, and asked an authoress who hap-
8% she mygy 4 nt what birds these were. The authoress, much alarmed, and feeling
?; b, Nighting}:;: » nd that the eyes of the whole company were upon her, faltered
gales dop’y say Ms; SIL.” ‘“ Pooh,” said Tennyson, * what a cockney you &re ! Night-

@ went on reaélfl.ig_ Rooks do, or something like it. Caw, caw, 0aW, CAW: oaw.

8adin ) is 5 .
:a?".’t in V%hi:l:te?ve One can hardly deseribe it. It is a sort of mystical incantation, &
fia), 8ht room g Fry 10te rises and falls and reverberates again, ~As we sit aroun tae

ds of cinth arringford, with its great oriel-window looking to the garden, aorosl:
and self-sowed daffodils toward the sea, where the Waves was

against the rock, we seem carried by a tide not unlike the ocean’s sound; it fills the
room, it ebbsand flows away; and when we leave, it is with a strange music in our
ears, feeling that we have for the first time, perhaps, heard what we may have read a
hundred times before.

Mr. Tennyson works alone in the early hours of the morning, and comes down long
after his own frugal meal is over to find his guests assembling round the social break-
fast table. He generally goes out for a walk before luncheon, with a son and a friend,
perhaps, and followed by a couple of dogs. All Londoners know the look of the stal-
wart figure and the fine face and broad-brimmed felt hat as he advances.

There is one little ceremony peculiar to the Tennyson family, and reminding one
of some college custom, which is, that when dinner is over the guests are brought away
into a second room, where stands a white table, upon which fruit and wine are set, and
a fire burns bright. and a pleasant hour passes, while the master of the house gits in
his carved chair and discourses upon any topic suggested by his guests, or brings forth
reminiscences of early Lincolnshirs days, or from the facts he remembers out of the
lives of past men who have been his friends. There was Rogers, among the rest, for
whom he had a great affection, with whom he constantly lived during that lonely time
in London. ¢ I have dined alone with him,” I heard Mr. Tennyson say, ‘and we
have talked about death till the tears rolled down his face.”

Tennyson met Tom Moore at Rogers’s, and there, too, he first met Mr. Gladstone.
John Forster, Leigh Hunt, and Landor were also friends of that time. One of Tenny-
gon’s often companions in those days was Mr. Hallam, whose opinion he once asked of
Carlyle’s * Freunch Revolution.” Mr. Hallam replied, in his quick, rapid way, ** Upon my
word, I once opened the book, and read four or five pages. The style is so abominable
I could not get on with it.” Whereas Carlyle’s own criticism upon the ** History of the
Middle Ages ” was, *“ Eh! the poor miserable skeleton of a book!”

It is a gain to the world when people are content to be themselves, not chipped to
the smooth pattern of the times, but simple, original, and unaffected in ways and
words. Here is a poet leading a poet’s life ; where he goes there goes the spirit of his
home, whether in London among the crowds, or at Aldworth on the lonely height, or at
Farringford in that beautiful bay. The last time I went to see him he was smoking
in a top room in Eaton Sqare. It may interest an American public to be told that it
was Durham tobacco from North Carolina, which Mr. Lowell had given him. I eould
not but feel how little even circumstance iteelf can contribute to that mysterions essence
of individuality which we all recognize and love, In this commonplace London room,
with all the stucco of Belgravia round about, I found the old dream realized, the old
charm of youthful impression. There sat my friend as I had first seen him years ago
among the clouds.

From December’s St. Nicholas we quote portions of Mr. Frank R.
Stockton’s racy story : ¢ Prince Hassak’s March.”

In the spring of a certain year, long since passed away, Prince Hassak, of Itoby,
determined to visit his uncle, the King of Yan.

“ Whenever my uncle visited us,” said the Prince, ““ or when my late father went to
gee him, the journey was always made by sea; and, in order to do this, it was necessary
to go in a very roundabout way between Itoby and Yan. Now, I shall do nothing of

-this kind. It is beneath the dignity of a prince to go out of his way on account of

capes, peninsulas, and promontaries. I shall march from my palace to that of my uncle
in a straight line. I shall go across the country, and no obstacle shall cause me to
deviate from my course. Mountains and hills shall be tunnelled, rivers shall be bridged,
houses shall be levelled ; a road shall be cut through forests ; and, when I have finished
my march, the course over which I have passed shall be a mathematically straight line.
Thus will I show to the world that, when a prince desires to travel, it is not necessary
for him to go out of his way on aceount of obstacles.”

Prince Hassak selected from the schools of his city five boys and five girls, and tock
them with him, He wished to show them how, when & thing was to be done, the best
way was to go straight ahead and do it, turning aside for nothing.

* When they grow up they will teach these things to their children,” said he; ** and
thus I will instil good principles unto my people.”

The first day Prince Hassak marched over a level country, with no further trouble
than that occasioned by the tearing down of fences and walls, and the destruction of a
few cottages and barns. After encamping for the night, they set out the next morning,
but had not marched many miles before they came to a rocky hill, on the top of which
was a handsome house, inhabited by a Jolly-cum-pop.

« Your Highness,”” said the course-marker, *in order to go in a direct line we must
make a tunnel through this hill, immediately under the house, This may cause the
building to fall in, but the rubbish ean be easily removed.”

“Let the men go to work,” said the Prince. ¢ I will dismount from my horse, and
watch the proceedings.”

When the Jolly-cum-pop saw the party halt before his house, he hurried out to pay
his respects to the Prince. 'When he was informed of what was to be done, the Jolly-
cum-pop could not refrain from langhing aloud.

T never heard,” he said, * of such a capital idea. It is so odd and original. It
will be very funny, I am sure, to see a tunnel cut right under my house,”

The miners and rock-splitters now began to work at the base of the hill, and then
the Jolly-cum-pop made a proposition to the Prince. i

¢¢It will take your men some time,” he said, to cut this tunnel, and it is a pity your
Highness should not be amused in the meantime, It is a fine day: suppose we go into
the forest and hunt.”

This snited the Prince very well, for he did not care about sitting under a tree and
watching his workmen, and thg Jolly-cum-pop having sent for his horse and some bows
and arrows, the whole party with the exception of the labourers, rode toward the forest,
a short distance away.

« What shall we find to hunt ? ” asked the Prince of the Jolly-cum-pop.

«1 really do not know,” exclaimed the latter, ** but we’ll hunt whatever we happen
to see—deer, small birds, rabbits, griffins, rhinoceroses, anything that comes along. I
feel as gay a8 a skipping grasshopper. My spirits rise like a soaring bird. What a joy-
ful thing it is to have such a splendid hunt on such a glorious day!”

The gay and happy spirits of the Jolly-cum-pop affected the whole party, and they
rode merrily tl;rough the forest ; but they found no game ; and, after an hour or two,
they emerged into the open country again. At a distance, on a slight elevation, stood
a large and massive building.

+¢1 am hungry and thirsty,” said the Prince. * and perhaps we can get some refresh-
ments at yonder house. So far, this has not been a very fine hunt.”

 No,” cried the Jolly-cum-pop, ‘‘not yet. But what a joyful thing to see a hospit-
able mansion just at the moment when we begin to feel a little tired and hungry !

The building they were approaching belonged to a Potentate, who lived at a great
distance. In some of his travels he had seen this massive house, and thought it would
make a good prison. He accordingly bought it, fitted it up as a gaol, and appointed a
a jailer and three myrmidons to take charge of it. This had oceurred years before, but
no prisoners had ever been sent to this gacl. A few daya preceding the Jolly-cum-pop’s
hunt, the Potentate had journeyed this way, and had stopped at his gaol. After en-

uiring into its condition, he had said to the jailer :

« It is now fourteen years since I appointed you to this place, and in all that time
there have been no prisoners, and you and your men have been drawing your wages
without doing anything. I shall return this way in a few days, and if I still find you
idle I shall discharge you all and close the gaol.”

This filled the jailer with great dismay, for he did not wish to lose his good situa-
tion. When he saw the Prince and his partv approaching, the thought struck him that
perhaps he might make prisoners of them, and so not be found idle when the Potentate
returned, He came out to meet the” hunters, and when they asked if they could here
find refreshments, he gave them & mos{ cordial welcome. His men took their horses,



