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The poet’s mind...
Clear and bright it should be ever,
Flowing like a crystal river;

Bright as light, and clear as wind.

Juvenilia
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: LFRED TENNYSON, a gifted child of a gifted family, and by many
2 A considered the greatest of English poets since Shakespeare, was
borm on August 6, 1809, at Somersby, a little village in

Lincolnshire, where his father, Dr. George Clayton Tennyson, was then
rector. His mother, whose maiden name was Fytche, was also of a
Lincolnshire family. Alfred was the third of seven sons, his two elder
brothers, Frederick and Charles, also achieving considerable distinction
as poets.

The genius of the future laureate expressed itself when he was but
a little child, and at the early age of thirteen or fourteen he wrote a
long epic, which caused his father to say of him, “If that boy dies, one
of the greatest poets will have gone.” How true were Dr. Tennyson’s
words has been proved by the glorious results that illuminate the
bookshelves of all English-speaking homes.

In 1828 Charles and Alfred went to Trinity College, Cambridge,
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where Frederick had already preceded them, and it was here that they
met Arthur Hallam, whose magic influence played so important a part
in the lives of all his associates, and especially in that of Alfred
Tennyson.

A year after joining the College, Alfred gained the University prize
with his blank-verse poem, “Timbuctoo,” upon which Arthur Hallam
wrote, “I consider Tennyson is promising fair to be the greatest poet of
our generation, perhaps of our century.” Tennyson proved himself to be
even more than this.

His first volume of poems was published in 1830, and twenty years
later, in 1850, he was created Poet Laureate in succession to
Wordsworth, and published the beautiful and feeling poem, “In
Memoriam.” In the same eventful year he was married to Miss Emily
Sellwood, at Shiplake, Oxfordshire.

In 1884 Queen Victoria created Tennyson a Baron of the United
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So, full of years and full of honour, and leaving behind him a rich
legacy for all time, the great poet fell asleep on October 6, 1892. His
doctor said in the bulletin issued next day: “Nothing could have been
more striking than the scene during the last few hours. On the bed a
figure of breathing marble, flooded and bathed in the light of the full
moon streaming through the oriel window; his hand clasping the
Shakespeare which he had asked for but recently, and which he had
kept by him to the end; the moonlight, the majestic figure as he lay
there, ‘drawing thicker breath,’ irresistibly brought to our minds his
own ‘Passing of Arthur.’” And so he crossed the bar. He was laid to
rest in Westminster Abbey among the glorious dead of the country he
loved so well.

Edric Vredenburg
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ENNYSON in prose should have a curious sound in the ears, even as
T the words have a curious aspect upon the paper as I write them.
One feels almost like a fairy godmother of little power and less
experience who has been trying her 'prentice hand on making coaches into
pumpkins, cloth of gold and silver tissue into homespun of hodden grey,

if not altogether into rags. But the intention behind the translation into
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“The Lady of Shalott,” so exquisite of workmanship as “Elaine.”

Where fools rush in it may be that I have also stepped, but I have
stepped lightly and deprecatingly, and my finger touched my lips that
they might not utter so much as a whisper to disturb the dead greatness
in his sleep. So it may be that the book is worth the reading, even as, to
me, it was worth the writing, being a labour of love.

Nora Chesson
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T was about the time when lilies blow and Spring sits under fruit

trees, thick with blossom, and dreams of Summer and Autumn—it

was just at this pleasant time of the year that Lord Ronald brought a
lily-white doe that he had tamed to feed from his hand, and gave it to
his cousin, Lady Clare.

Pleased enough was she with the pretty gift and the pretty creature;
and, indeed, any gift would have been dear to her from Ronald’s hand,
for he and Clare had long been lovers, and tomorrow they would be
married, and dearly happy they hoped to be together.“He does not love
me because 1 am a rich woman,” said Lady Clare. “I might be a poor
girl and welcome, and no matter, for Ronald loves me for myself, and
will love me so for ever.” She walked about her room as she spoke, and
looked now at the veil she was to wear to-morrow as a bride.

Then she turned away from them to Alice, her old nurse, who had

followed her into the room.
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