From Eent to Devon.

SUMMER BAMBLES ON THE ENGLISH COAST.

T is safe to assert that in rich-
ness of material to interest
Yoy x the tourist and the historian,
4 : in records of ‘“moving tales
A, of flood and field,” the south
\ coast of England is unsurpassed
by any other shore line in the world.
Even the coasts of Greece and Italy,
< and the isles of the Mediterranean
Sea—the Pontus Maximus of the ancients—
washed by waters that have borne on their
bosoms half the illustrious heroes of antiquity,
rich as they are in stories of deeds of prowess
and valor, and important as the events of
which they were the scene have been in their
influence on the destiny of mankind, must yield
the palm to another and more northern shore.
The events in which Greeks, Romans, Phoeni-
ciang, Egyptians, and Persians took part, oc-
curred in a remote age, and their influence has
long ceased to be felt. Not so with the local-
ities comprised under the head of this article.
The “ white walls of Albion™ have looked
down on conflicts whose mighty waves changed
the map of Europe—nay of the world ; they
have witnessed the departure of fleets that
have opened up two continents to Saxon en-
terprise ; they were the first to receive the
shock of the foreign foe, and the first to wel-
come the return of the victorious fleets ; and
to-day they stand, as ever, majestic in their
strength, the first solid land that greets the
eyes of the voyager on ships bound up Chan-
nel.

We Americans, Saxons by descent, should
be interested in this historie expanse of earth
and water ; for, judging by the nomenclature
of our eastern coast from Maine to Connecticut,
one mightimagine that a slice of the Old Eng-
land had been grafted on the New.
ter, Weymonth, Portland, Dover, Plymouth,
and a host of others bear witness to the con-
nection between the two. Nor does the paral-
lel end here. Many parts of Maine and Mas-
sachusetts, in bold and picturesque coast out-
line, resemble that of Kent and Cornwall ;
while many a quiet dell reaching to the water’s
edge bears a striking resemblance to the sunny
slopes of Devonshire. Nowhere, however, is
the peculiar chalk formation of the r,IlFfs of

Ingland foundin her namesake on this side of
the Atlantie.

Passing out of the Thames, we first meet on
our right the frowning North Foreland. This,
with its companion headland the South Fore-
land, have been not inaptly termed the guar-
dians of the Channel. These two giant head-
lands are sixteen miles apart—sixteen miles of
white chalk eliff, only oceasionally broken by
a cleft through which one gets glimpses of
waving corn-fields, grazing sheep and quief vil-
lages. In many places these cliffs are twohun-
dred feet high and almost perpendicular, with
the blue Channel water washing their feet at
high tide—at low tide a wide margin of golden
sand orshingle In many placesthe cliffs recede
from the waves, leaving a space of perhaps an

itself. This is the work of the waves, cease-
lessly boring, undermining, and eating their
way in the soft material of which the cliffs are
composed. On these elevated beaches—for
they are nothing else—between the cliffs and
the sea, may be oceasionally seen fishing vil-
lages and hamlets. The larger villages and
towns, such as Deal, Brighton, Hastings, Do-
ver, Margate, Ramsgate, and Broadstairs—all
these oceur within a line of about thirty
miles——are built on depressions in the cliffs, or
in a hollow or ‘ gate” between two opposite
cliffs ; and in some of these the land slopes
gradually to the sea, notably at a point near
Dover, where the grass grows down to the
margin of the water, and at flood tide has the
appearance of the bank of a river

Between the North and South Foreland are

the towns of Deal, Sandwich, Margate, Rams- |
gate, and Broadstairs, all noted resorts in sum- |

mer, as much for their beauty as for their his-
torical associations. The expanse of water be-
tween the two points is the Downs, the great
roadstead and last stopping place of all outward
bound commerce,
of every flag under the sun—heavy Dutch
craft, trim American clippers, conspicuous by
their tapering spars and light rig, jaunty
French ships, and English packets. After a

stiff gale this celebrated anchorage is a won- |

derful sight ; and on a rough day giving prom-
ise of a “dirty ” night, vessels may be seen
running for the Downs from all points ; and
they continue to arrive until one would think
there was hardly room for them all.

Outside of the Downs, and at a distance from
the mainland of from five to seven miles, are
the Goodwin Sands, which from their position
afford a natural break-water to the roadstead,
and in whose treacherous bosom is buried the
wealth of centuries of storm and shipwreck.

| At low tide these quicksands are bare at many

Dorches- |

acre or more, composed of débris from the cliff |
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places, and in favorable weather may be walked
upon—care being taken however, to keep in
motion—any standing still being foliowed
by a slow but sure sinking. To say that these
sands are dreaded by sailors throughout the
world gives but a faint idea of their terrors.
Onee aground, the luckless vessel is doomed,
and her total disappearance is only a matter
of time —often a very few hours.
great catastrophe was the wreck of the Royal |
Charter, an Australian treasure ship, in 1859,
within sight of the crowds on Ramsgate Pier,

Much might be written about the heroism of |
the Deal and Ramsgate boatmen, and of their!

efforts to save life from vessels canght on the
Goodwins.

One case in particular merits a few words.
A trading vessel, which afterward proved to |
be a brig ]o.uh(l with fruit from the Medi-|
terranean for London, was sighted one De-

cember afternoon of last year, ashore on the |
South Shoal—the sands being divided by a

narrow channel into two portions, The night

| was closing in fast, and the Ramsgate life-boat

was away on other service. Word was tele-
graphed to the Deal boatmen, and they hero- |
ically responded, although it was a matter of |
much difficulty to launch their boat, so terrific |
was the surf. About nine o'clock, after a
struggle of nearly three hours throngh a most
terrific sea, they succeeded in reaching the

B i

Here may be seen vessels |

The last |

brig, and taking her erew on board the life-
boat—six men and a boy. The tide had turned,
and was dead against them when they started
to return, and for iwo hours they bumped over
the Goodwins, each wave lifting the boat and
then dashing it down on the sand with such
force as to almost pitch them out. However,
after having been exposed to the weather in
an open boat for nearly six hours, they reached
! Ramsgate Pier and were safe.

| There is a legend that the spot where the
Goodwin Sands now arve was formerly the
castle and estate of Godwin, Earl of Thanet—
whence the name—and that the whole was
engulfed by the sea. However true this may
be, certain it is that the waves have made
great inroads upon the land. In 1847, a huge
mass, weighing many hundred tons, fell from
Shakespeare’s Cliff near Dover, after having
been undermined by the waves; and it is
matter of history that the old cellars of Dover
and Walmer Castles, which were dug into the
cliff itself, were by its gradual crumbling
away on the shoreward side broken into by
the waves, and in Walmer Castle casks of old
wine that had long been forgotten werg
washed out by the waves. The reverse of
this, however, has happened to the town of
Sandwich, which, from being the principal
port of the south coast in the time of the
Stuarts, is now become comparatively an in-
land town, the sand having gradually filled
up its harbor until the town is now two miles
from the sea

From the cliffs at Ramsgate a view may be
had of the opposite coast of France, on a clear
day, and it was from these heights that the
Spanish Armada was first seen coming up
Channel,

A marked peculiarity of this coast, and in-
deed, of the whole of the eastern coast of
England where the beach slopes very gradu-
ally, is the rapid flow of the incoming tide
over the almost level sand. Many have been
the narrow escapes of those who, through
ignorance of the time of the tide and the
manner of its coming in, have been caught
| between the cliffs and the waves, with no
| loop-hole of escape save refuge in some grotto
| hollowed out by the ceaseless beating of old
Neptune, or clmgmg to some scant shrubbery
| or grass growing in the clefts of the cliffs.

The only warning of its coming—and it can
| only be told by old fishermen and the like—is
a peculiar ““comb” fo the waves, only to be
seen, moreover, in calm weather, and then it
fairly comes in with a rush. Where but a
| few moments before was a shining expanse of
, sand, in some places near a mile broad, is now

| covered by foaming, tossing waves. An ineci-

| dent of a narrow escape from this tide oc-

curred a few years ago, and illustrates the
| perils alluded to,

A party of ladies and gentlemen were af
lunch in a pretty cottage on the Parade at
Ramsgate. During the repast, conversation
| turned upon an excursion which had been
made by the party that morning, They had
walked to Broadstairs, two miles d1stant
| through the corn-fields which, along the way,

‘l grew almost to the brink of tlu- cliff, and lhad
returned by way of the sands at the foot, the
tide being out; and all were loud in their
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praises of the enjoyableness of the walk., It

chanced that a nurse-maid in the service of | the child by clinging to the tufts of grass and

one of the ladies of the party was in attend-

ance in the room, and heard most of the con- |

versation. Afterlunch she was dispatched on
her daily walk with one of her young charges.
The girl, never having been in the direction of
Broadstairs, and the conversation she had
heard at the lunch table still in her memory,
conceived the idea of going to Broadstairs and
back by way of the sands! thinking, no doubf,
that it was far more pleasant than the dusty
path through the corn-ficlds. She had accom-
plished more than half the distance when, the
little one becoming weary, she started to re-
turn, and, somewhat to her astonishment,
found they were alone on the beach. However,
they strolled along unconcernedly, the child
stopping occasionally to gather the many col-
ored shells that were abundantly scattered
around, until she became aware of the short-
ening day by the long shadows thrown by the
cliffs on the water. Looking seaward, it
seemed to her thet the water was nearer than

when they had passed before; but as yet, | into the sea at nearly rightangles to the shore, |
knowing nothing about the ebb and flow | and forming an inward curve at their seaward |

of the tide, imagined no danger. Slightly
quickening her pace, however, she took the
child’s hand to hurry her along. What was
her dismay, on furning a projecting buttress
of the cliff, to see the broad strip of sand over
which they had walked earlier in the day now
dwindled to little more than a bridle path,
and that close to the base of the cliff ! The
horrid truth now flashed upon her—the tide
was coming in upon them, and unless they
could get round the headland, which marks
the southern limit of Ramsgate Harbor, be-
fore the tide covered the sand, they were
lost, Vain hope! The swift waves were lap-
ping her feet even now ; but taking the child
in her arms, the girl started on a run toward
the goal, nearly half a mile distant. But
fatigue overcame her, burdened as she was,
and besides she could see that a few rods
farther on there would be no footing for her, and
that long before she could reach the headland
the water would be many feet deep. Long
and loud did she call, and the child mingled
its cries with hers; but none heard—none
saw. Even had any one heard, it would have
been impossible to gee them from the summit,

the slightly retreating tops of the cliffs effectu- |

ally hiding anything which happened to be
close under their base. From seaward their
chance of rescue was equally precarious ;
hidden as they were in the spray and shadow,
not the strongest glass could have picked them
out, even had any one been on the watch.

She cast a hurried glance around for some
floating thing to which they might cling—
some stone or projection in the face of the
cliff. She thought she saw a few projecting
shrubs growing out of a ledge of the cliff
which, could she reach, would at least take
them out of the reach of this devouring ele-
ment which now threatened their destruetion.
Tying the little one in her dressin front of
her, she commenced to draw herself toward
the coveted resting-place by the aid of a few
tufts of grass and the slight projections of the
cliff. Liftle by little she neared it, and at last
reached it, but it was a ledge hardly a foot

wide, and she had still to support herself and

wild flowers that waved above her head.

She found she could not long remain here— !
| even now they were drenched by the spray that |
| dashed upon the rocks a few feet below—so,

|

[feead before a Meeting of the Committee on Seicice of
Sorosis.

Committee Work in Women’s
Clubs,

after a few minutes’ rest, she commenced her |

| perilous ascent onee more, literally sealing the

| face of the ¢liff by a path which, at any other

| time, would have made her dizzy to look at.

RY JEKNIE JUKE.

| Up! up! she climbed, the loose stones and

| gravel falling behind her at every step.

At length, as by a miracle, with hands torn
and bleeding, her dress in tatters, but with
the child safe, she reached the summit, and
fell fainting on the ground.

Meantime, the fears of those at the cottage

had caused search to be made, and they were |

shortly afterward found and cared for.

The town of Ramsgate, so called from being
| built in the depression or “ gate  between two
| chalky hills, possesses the largesi artificial

harbor in England. It is formed by two stone
| piers, upwards of 2,000 feet long, jutting out

extremities. Theshelter thus formed is avail-
able harbor of refuge to the immense amount
| of shipping passing up and down the Channel,
whose frequent storms and heavy seas render
it at all times difficult for navigators; and
Ramsgate Harbor is the Mecca of many a
drenched and hungry crew.

The Old and the New.

old life—the life of the body,

Weary, and weak, and old,

Dreading the rain of the autumm,
Dreading the winter’s cold ;

Fearing the clowds as they gather,
Drifting across the sun,

Dreading the change that comcth

When the work of ihe earth is done.

%“E

TRANGE is the life of the mortal,

Bending, although he hath trust;

With a brow that is furrowed with anguish,
Bending toward the dust ;

Locks that grow white as the snowdrifts,
Form that grows weary and old,

Passing away through the autumn,
Away through the winter's cold.

~
{1 UT, lo! thou weary-cyed mortal,
= Look upward ! for heaven is true ;
The clouds they shall break and scatter,
Above them the sky is blue.
You are traveling on:through the antumn,
Passing the white drifts of snow ;
And youn surely shall yet reach the gpring-time,
Where the valleys bud, waken, and blow,

HEN do not grow sad in the shadows;
v Do not heed the long cold,
%’ There cometh the dawn of the spring-time,
When you shall be nevermore old.
Out through the darkness of night-time
Your feet must travel to-day,
To reach the glad dawn, with its brightness,
Past shadows of nighi-lime’s decay.

able for the largest vessels, and is an invalu- |

Fay,
é\ Y those who are unacquainted
| with Women’s Clubs—who
have mnever attended their
meetings, and know mnoth-
ing of the interior activities of
, such associations—they are con-
| (M stantly met with the observation
' that they have no purpose, that they
? do no work, and have no interests
beyond meeting together and having a ““ good
time ;” a kind of taking for granted, and bas-
ing objections on their own assertions, which
very many persons are apt to indulge in ; and
perhaps it is natural at least that women
should look at clubs in this way. As yet few
of them have a correct idea of what ergani-
| zation means. Their experience of it has been
| confined mainly to church societies, sewing
societies, charitable societies—societies drawn
together and held together by a special bond
of union—devoted to the carrying out of a
single object, to which all the energies are
applied.

The Women’s Club has not this element of
strength—it has no single object in which all
the members are interested, to which they are
all bound in a spirit of loyal devotion and
religious zeal.

Men’s Clubs hold together through motives
of self-interest. Their club life is the home-
life of many of them ; it furnishes them with
Juxuries not obtainable under any other cir-
cumstances, and with constant and more or
less congenial companionship. No Women's
Club has yet been able to provide itself with a
luxuriously appointed house in which it exer-
cises sole right of proprietorship, they never
assess a member, they cost their members very
little, and for what is paid give generous re-
turn. Still the absence of the single object,
and the lack of a home, are drawbacks to
unity, and to the strength which grows out of
fixed and harmonious purpose.

*“Why not furnish an object, then, in which
all will be interested, and for which every
one will be willing to work ?” is asked.

Because this is contrary to the very genius
of club life. Clubs differ from societies in
this respect: in being complex, composed of
many individualities, all of which work har-
moniously, though in many different direc-
tions. No club of men could be made to put
| all their efforts into a ““ School,” or a *“ Hospi-
| tal,” or & “Home,” even though the members
| were, individually, largely interested in edu-
| cational and philanthropic objects, for the rea-
| son that each one would have his own particu-
| lar hobby, which he would desire the rest to

ride. And if this is true of men, it is ten

ke R herle 2
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come to you when I am gone, and you must
face and fight it all alone. Stop, Algernon,
don’t speak,” she said quickly, for a swift
dark frown had come to her lover's face as
she had spoken yet again of this moment as
their final parting. ** Oh, my dear, dear love,
for my sake say no hard unjustifiable words
to me now. Remember how they will live
forever in my memory, and let them be such
words as will give me peace and joy instead
of pain.
beth, and when other ties and other loves
grow up around me, I shall still think of you
sometimes, and remember that you loved me
well enough to save me from grave dishonor
that would have overtaken me, but for your
intercepting hand.” And, Algernon, if you
are happy then, with tender ties around you,

sometimes say this, won't you, ‘ The little girl |

that loved me so well in the long ago, was
right. She acted for the best, and I can see
now what my youthful passion made me blind
to then, that in doing what she did, she gave
to me the highest evidence of love.” Ah, my
dear, you will not say it now | Heaven knows
—perhaps you are not able; but in coming
time yon will remember what I say, and will
give me these kind thoughts that are the
things I crave most ardently on earth.”

She ceased to speak, and rested for a mo-
ment more, quiet and safe within the shelter
of those strong, fond arms. She felt that she
must go—that she had stayed too long already.
““ But how to take last leave of all I loved,”
this was the thought that in its grave sorrow-
fulness and sad importance kept her mute and
still. How long she might have stayed there
folded in his arms there is no way of telling,
but a sudden sound aroused them, and she
sprang away from him. It was the noise of
heavy wheels npon the gravel.

“The time is come,” she said, the porten-
tousness and mighty sorrow of the thought
filling her soul so completely that all the
proud strength she had boasted gave place ut-
terly. **Oh, Algernon, I have loved you!”
she said, wildly, smiting her little hands to-
gether quickly and then resigning them fo
his eager clasp. ‘Do not think I ever will
forget you or let another love enter my heart.
Oh, beloved, you have been the one love of my
past life, and my future shall know no other.
Good-by, good-by, good-by, beloved. God bless
and keep you always.”

He clasped her in his arms one moment and
pressed her to his heart,

“@Good-by, my own,” he muttered lowly,
with a look and voice of unmeasured love ;
“God have you in his faithful keeping till
we meeft again,”

.And then he sealed her willing lips with
one long kiss, and then he loosed her from
his clasp and she flitted from his sight. Voices
—animated women’s voices—were now heard
approaching, but Keeting did not stay to see
whom these belonged to. He threw up the
sash of the low French window and stepped
out upon the piazza, and as Mrs, Woodyille,
who came first, entered the little, cheerful
morning-room, she caught sight of her
brother's stalwart ficure vanishing into the
woods,

(Zo be continued.)

Say this—say ‘ God bless you, Eliza- | %

From Kent to Devon ;
OR, SuMMER RaMpLES oN THE ENGLISH COAST.

BY H. F. REDFELN.

ASTINGS, to.day the fashiona-
ble watering-place, one of the
many summer homes of the
wealth and fashion of the

English metropolis, has a history
\D nearly as old as any place in Eng-
land ; for here, or at Pevensey, avery
& few miles west, Juliug Cewesar is be-
(o lieved to have landed in his expe-
dition of conquest about 50 ®B.c., although
some historians give the preference to Deal,
but the weight of evidence is in favor of the
former place. Several hundred years later,
Pevensey, a fishing village still, was the scene
of the landing of another conqueror, William
of Normandy. The fleet left St. Pierre, and
landed at Pevensey on the eve of the feast of
St, Michael, 1066, The duke was the first to
disembark, and in leaping from his boat to the
shore stumbled and fell ; but this, instead of
being construed as an ill omen was turned by
the intrepid warrior into a harbinger of sue-
cess, for, grasping in his fall a handful of the
loose sand, he exclaimed, in the hearing of
those by whom he was surrounded, that he
thus took possession of the country.

At this time Harold, the last Saxon king of
England, was engaged in successfully repel-
ling an invasion of the Danes, under Harold
of Norway, his brother, who was slain. Upon
the news of the landing of William of Nor-
mandy, he immediately set out from York for
the southern coast, flushed with victory, and
longing to meet the new foe. Meanwhile,
the duke had shifted his camp from Pevensey
to Hastings. After many feints and much
manceuvering on both sides, a baitle was
fought on the 14th of October, 1066, at a place
called Senlac, on Heathfield Down, now called
Battle, about nine miles from Hastings. This
resulted in the total defeat of the English
army and the death of Harold and all his kin,
the king being shot with an arrow through
the eye. His body was taken from the field
of battle, and interred in Westminster Abbey,
though some writers have affirmed that he was
buried with indignity by the sea shore, by
order of William, though this is at variance
with the impressions of his character which
have come down to us ; like most brave men,
he probably knew how to be generous in the
hour of viectory. The whole history of this
expedition of the Duke of Normandy is repre-
sented pictorially in the Bayeux Tapesiry
which was worked by Matilda, his wife.

Battle Abbey was erected by William, at
the village of that name, on the spot where
the standard of Harold was planted, in com-
memoration of the victory. Only the gate is
now standing.

The present claim of Hastings to notoriety
consists in its being a place of resort, on ac-
count of its sea-bathing and bracing air.
Although the shingle beach is not nearly so

s/

handsome or inviting as many others on the
South Coast, yet the zea and air are here so
invigorating as to be largely prescribed for
those in delicate health. The marine views
are, on the whole, as fine as any on the coast
—not, perhaps, so full of danger as at places
in the Straits of Dover, for there is here
more sea room. The words of the poet may
often be brought to mind as one sits on the
low bluff back of the shingly beach :

** And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill ;
But oh, for the touch of a vanished hand
And the sound of a voiee that is still.

“ Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O gea,
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.”

The town is situated in a hollow, and is sur-
rounded on three sides by ecliffs, the fourth
being open to the sea. Hastings formerly
possessed an extensive shipping trade and a
commodious harbor, but, during the reign of
Queen Elizabeth, the latter was destroyed by
a storm, and its commercial interests have
never been restored. The marine parade is,
perhaps, the fizest on the coast, and a most
interesting ruin exists—no less a place than
the castle where the Duke of Normandy
lodged previous to the battle of Hastings.
There are extensive boat and shipbuilding in-
terests carried on, otherwise the town is ex-
clusively given over to visitors. The aim of
the greater part of its population is the per-
suit of pleasure, and the mission of the re-
mainder seems to be to minister to the wants
of the first named. The most arduous toil
seems to be that of watching the children, and
these in turn

“To chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him
When he comes back.™

The rival of Hastings is St. Leonard’s-on-Sea,
a little to the westward, and of quite recent
growth.

Between the headlands of Dungeness and
Beachy Head—of which last, more hereafter
—lie the towns of Winchelsea, Hastings, St.
Leonard’s, and Eastbourne, and several un-
important hamlets or fishing villaghs. Win-
chelsea is a very old town, and, with East-
bourne, in days long past, drew a handsome
revenue from the fleets of fishing vessels that
made these two places their headgnarters.

Not a little of the romantic and dangerous
is associated with the tales of the deeds of
smugglers hereabouts. Near Eastbourne was,
till within a few years, shown what was called
the ruins of the “ Bmuggler’s Hut.” It stood
at the head of a ravine that, opening on the level
height of cliffs on the landward side, sloped
gradually, between almost perpendicular
walls, to the beach, and, at high tide, the sea
flowed for some distance into the gully or
chine. The following narrative, which it may
not be out of place to relate here, of events
which transpired in its vicinity, has served to
while away a winter hour in the capacious
chimney corner of many a fisherman’s cabin.

The hut was once the abode of one Jack
Williams, ostensibly a fisherman, but who
was suspected by more than one of the good
people of Eastbourne, and also by the coast-

=
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guard men, of being in league with more than
one of the numerous bands of smugglers that
made this part of the coast their landing
place. Most of these followed outwardly the
convenient occupation of fishermen, and fre-
quently made & run over to the opposite coast
for cargoes of French brandy, laces, silks,
ete., which, if suceessfully landed, would net
the daring crew a small fortune—as fortunes
went in those days. Others, more bold, threw
off all disguise, and were openly known as
smugglers ; these last were, of ecourse, far more

3 |
desperate, but when caught were more easily

dealt with, there being in their cases no lack
of proof for conviction and confiscation of the
entire cargo. Jack Williams belonged to the
former gentry, and in his boat, the Polly, had
made several successful ¢ runs,” the situation
of his cabin at the head of the chine, as these
ravines are called, affording him every facility
for landing his illicit cargo, and up to the date
of the story had escaped detection, although,

as he himself expressed it, the place was|

getting too hot to be pleasant, and he was
seriously thinking of retiring from the * busi-
ness.”

One night, as he was smoking his pipe and
sipping a glass of something ‘ot, which had

been imported without the trifiing formality

of passing the custom house, he was disturbed
by a knock at the door of the cabin. Won-
dering who his visitor could be, he unbarred
the door, and was saluted with ““ A fine night,
uncle,” from the lips of a stalwart young
man, a splendid speeimen of the British
seaman,

““What brings ‘ee to t' eabin this time

o’ night, lad 7" was Jack’s query, as he closed |
and barred the door again behind his nephew. |

Stopping to fill his pipe before speaking, the
new-comer, Roger Martin, proceeded to nnfold
his errand.

past midnight, when they separated with a
grip of the hand, and seemingly a perfect un-
derstanding between them.

Roger Martin was the owner of a smart

lugger, and was also a fisherman, and De-

Tonged to the same class as did Williams. Te
had been Tairly successful, and could boast of
a cottage and a tidy bit of land round it where-
with to malke his old mother's days comforta-
ble. Roger, however, was not content to let
well enough alone ; but some two years before

the date of the story, must needs fall in love
with pretty Millie Grant, the only child of the |

wealthiest man in Eastbourne, Simon Gurant,
the miller.

quite unjustly it would seem, for, although far
beneath Simon Grant in wealth, Roger was at
least his equal in knowledge. Time went on,
however, and the lovers séemed only more con-
firmed in their liking for each other; and
even old Simon owned to himself that a finer
lad than Roger Martin there was not in all

Sussex. As may be imagined, the young man |

had long since asked the miller for his one
- ewe lamb, but had only met with a stern re-
fusal. A few days previous to the visit to the

hut of Williams he had again laid siege to |stationed round the house, and on the beach |

The matter was of such impor- |
tance that the two were in a close confab till

| out, was now motionless on the water.

The old man had set his face |
against Roger from the start, declaring that
his Millie should marry no ““ penniless fisher
lout,” as he contemptuously called Roger,

Millie’s father, and had begged hard for his

congent to their marriage. Now, Simon Grant
was well on in years, and acknowledged to
himself that he would like to see his child
some honest man’s wife before he died. And
in addition to this, there was the answer from
Millie, when he had interrogated her, that she
could wed with none but Roger. The upshot
of the matter was that old Simon had told
Roger that, if he should be worth two thou-
sand pounds by Michaelmas, he might have
Millie ; for, said he: “T'll not give my child
1o a beggar, love him as she may.”

Now, all Roger’s wealth, house, land, and
boat, would not feteh more than five hundred

| pounds, and to raise the rest was the object of

his visit to Jack Williams, which had evident-
ly ended to his complete satisfaction, for he
walked briskly down the steep path leading
to the town, and caroled a sea-ditty as he

| thought of the short time that, if all went

well, would elapse before he claimed his bride.
Suffice it to say here, that, aided by Jack
Williams, to whom he had promised a goodly
share of the profits, he had matured a plan for
landing a cargo of contraband articles that
would net him more than the sum needed to
make up his two thousand pounds,

However questionable this mode may seem
to-day, it must be remembered that if was far
from being a disreputable calling a hundred
years ago, when the high, and in many cases
unjust, revenue tariff offered every temptation
to adventurous men to engage in the endeavor
to ontwit the custom house

Toward sunsef, on a sultry day in August,
the coast-guard on the cliff near Eastbourne ob-
served a fishing-boat standing in for the shore.
The light breeze only just filled her brown
sails, and so still was the air that now and again
the flapping of the canvas could be heard as
the breeze Iulled for a few moments.

““This should be the Polly, 'm thinking,”
said one of the men, as he laid down his glass,
afteren long look at the slowly approaching

(eraft. *“Jack Williams little expeets the warm

welcome we'll have for him when he gets in.”
His eompanion laughed, and said, “Tll ven-
ture that there’ll not be much left of the
‘Smuggler's Hut' at sunrise to-morrow!”
Both men chuckled, and fell to observing the
boat again, which was within a couple of miles
of the cliff, and the breeze having entirely died
Night
was falling fast when our two friends of the
coast-guard were relieved from duty. After
pointing out the boat, and exchanging a few
words with the relief, they departed. Dark-
ness now covered the scene, and so intent had
the guard been on watching the boat they said
was the Polly, that they had not noticed a
larger craft that had crept up from the east-

|ward, and was even now in the shadow of the

shore,

Intelligence had been conveyed to the cap-
tain of the coast-guard a few days before, from
an apparently reliable source, that Jack Wil-
liams would attempt to land a large cargo—the
largest, in fact, he had ever carried—at the
old place, the chine leading from the beach to
his hut.

Promptly at the hour appointed, guards were

was a strong foree to seize the boat, should she
venture near the shore. Suffice it to say that
poor Williams and all his erew were captured
in the very act of landing several suspicious.
looking kegs and boxes, and were all escorted
to the guard-house, while a party proceeded
to ransack the hut,

Meanwhile, the second vessel which has
been mentioned, the Ayrow, on board of which
was Roger Martin, her owner, had approached
nearer to the shore, and aided by the diversion
of all the available force to the scene of the
operations against Captain Williams, had suc-
ceeded in landing an immense cargo of brandy,
silk, and laces, enongh to make the fortune of
Roger and his uncle and all the erew. Of
course, it was all part of the plan concocted by
Roger and his uncle, and on the principle of
““ giving asprat to catch a whale.” Tt ishardly
necessary 1o say that there was nothing con-
traband in the cargo taken from the Polly, the
kegs being filled with water, and the boxes
with dried fish !

In Eastbourne they will show you Roger
Martin’s house and mill, where he married
Millie Grant and lived to a green old age.

Beachy Head in a south-easter! Who that
has seen it could fail to be impressed with its
grandeur ! Two hundred feet of rock and the
spray and cloud meeting at the top | From the
ocean side the face of the cliff only visible
through occasional rifts in the sheet of spray
and mist that rises far above its summit, Tt
reminds one of Point Judith or Cape Hatteras
on the American coast,

Off Beachy Head was fought, June 80, 1690,
the great battle between the allied English and
Dutch fleets commanded by Admiral Herbert
and the French fleet commanded by Admiral
Tourville, shortly after the accession of
William of Orange to the English throne,
Through bad management on the part of the
English commander the French were vietori-
ous, and the allied fleet was badly scattered.
The French, however, beyond the burning of
the small town of Teignmouth, failed to follow
up their advantage, at a time, too, when the
Thames shipping and the city of London were
completely, though not for long, at their
merey.

An excursion a short distance inland from
any convenient point on the coast well repays
the tourist. The Sussex Downs are world-
famous for their breed of sheep. Indeed, the
land is fit for litfle else ; the chalk formation
of the cliffs extends many miles inland, form-
ing a kind of undulating table-land, if such a
compound term may be used, gradually de-
scending into the valleys in the interior, The
soil of this grazing land is only a few inches
deep above the chalk, and is covered by a
growth of short, nutritious grass. 8o thin is
the covering of earth, that it is impossible to
use the plow ; even the removal of stones is
forbidden, for the fresh breezes which roam
over these uplands would speedily earry the
scanty soil away. Beyond an occasional erop
of turnips, there is no agriculture on the
Downs, but the whole attention of the popu-
lation being directed to sheep raising, has re-
sulted in the production of a breed rvenowned
the world over, and South Down mutton is
‘“ g dish to set before a king.”
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the Bridge of St. Angelo, which was built by
Hadrian, 180 A.p. It was constructed to con-
nect the Gardens of Domitia, which were a
favorite resort of the emperor, and the Mauso-
Jenm, now the castle of St. Angelo. This
magnificent monument forms one of the
richest and most famous discoveries of mod-
ern Rome. The edifice with the dome, in the

distance, and a little to the left, will be recog- |

nized at once as St. Peter’s, and the clusiered
halls of the Vatican oceupy the middle dis-
tance beyond and between St. Peter's and the
Castle of 8t. Angelo,
as a State prison, and communicates with the
palace of the Vatican by a long covered
gallery.

The Vatican is an immense edifice, retained
as a residence for the Pope, and unrivaled for
interior state and splendor. It is especially
rich in rare tapestry, copied from the cartoons
of Raphael, and ancient literature in the form
of manuseripts. It is also rich in frescoes by
the greatest artists, Michael Angelo, Raphael,
and their pupils.

St. Peter's Church fronts on a very large,
oval area or space, surrounded by a grand
colonnade. In the center of this space is an
Egyptian obelisk, about eighty feet in height.

Rome has sprang into new life and activity
since the sovereignty of the Pope was abol-
ished in 1870, and the city declared the capi-
tal of the kingdom of Italy, the seat of the new
government, and the place for the royal resi-
dence. Many English and Americans live con-
stantly in Rome, and its antiquity dates back
more than two thousand years; its efernal

memories, its never-ending discoveries, ifs

wealth of opportunity for archaological study,
and its fame as the center and seat of ancient
art and learning, make it the source and sub-
ject of always new and always absorbing re-
search. 'The mixture of the old and the quaint
with the modern and the new, has a fascina-

tion of its own, but gradually the special Ro- |
man characteristies are dying out of the mod-

ern life, at least, to that part of it to which
“foreigners have access, unless they have by
long residence become identified with the in-
terests, the work, and the ways of the people.

it —

From Kent {0 Devon.

Oxr, SuMmMER RAMBLES o¥ THE ExcLisH COAST.

BY H, F. REDFERN.

CHAPTER III.

RIGHTON has been, not in-
aptly, called the metropolis
of the south coast, or Lon-
don-by-the-gea. Of all the

summer resorts bordering on the

A English Channel it is the most

noted, and this for a variety of rea-

sons. It was first brought into notice

2 by George IV., when Prince of

Wales; and its prosperity has steadily in-

creased sginee the erection of the magnificent
Pavilion by him.

The castle is now used |

| The early history of Brighton is somewhat
obscure ; it is believed to have been a Roman
station or encampment in the time of Julius
| Ceesar, when it bore the name of Brichtelm,
derived from the son of Cissa, the first king of
Sugsex. Later it was known as Brighthelm-
stone, which last has become modernized into
Brighton.
antiquity, tor in the church of St. Peter is a
baptismal font which, it is claimed, was
brought from Normandy at the time of the
Conquest.

The present town consists of Brighton
proper and the suburb of Kempton, which
together extend for three miles along the
shore. On all sides, except that of the sea,
the town is shut in by the South Downs, so
| that to get to the ““ back country ” one has to
climb some very steep hills, which might
bear any name but that of straight. The cast

and west ends of the town are built on the de- |

clivities of the cliffs, and the center forms a
valley or depression, in which is sifuated the
Pavilion, St. Peter’s church, and a magnifi-
cent plaza, or square, called the Steyne.

Even during the reign of George I1., Brigh-
ton was but a fishing village, which industry
is still in a flourishing condition—a fleet of
upwards of 300 fishing boats supplying the
London market, besides furnishing sufficient

for home consumption, which, in the season— |

and the Brighton season is nearly all the year
round—is of no small account.

Some of the greatest of modern feats of en-
gineering have been accomplished at Brighton,
Perhaps the most remarkable is the Marine
Parade. This is a sea-wall running along the

entire water-front of the town, a distance of |
{ famous.
| some reference to this place.

three miles, at a uniform height of sixty feet
above tide-water. The *“ Parade ” thus formed
is, perhaps, the most beautiful promenade in
Europe, flanked on the one hand by the
gardens and magnificent residences of the
English aristocracy, and on the other by the
ever-changing sea and sky. On a fine affer-
| noon the whole three miles of road presents a
moving panorama - of matchless brilliancy,
Here may be seen men and women who are
famous in art, literature, the drama, and not a
| few of the nobility and gentry. Indeed, see-
ing that Brighton is but an hour’s ride from
London, many spend all their leisure hours
here—malke it theirhome in fact. The result
is a social atmosphere as brilliant as that of
the metropolis, and far more enjoyable, be-
cause there is here less restraint.

Another work of great interest is the Bus-
pension Chain Pier. This is a structure of
surpassingly beautiful lightness and grace,
running into the sea for over one thousand
feet, and forming another fine promenade. The
prospect from the seaward end, looking shore-
ward, when the whole of the town can be seen
at a glance, must be seen to be appreciated ;
and on a moonlight night, the sea being dof-
ted with numberless pleasure-boats, and not a
few larger craft, simply beggars description.
It has been jestingly said that match-making
mammas, with a large stock of daughters un-
~disposed of, invariably succeed in disposing of

their wares at Brighton : and that the Chain
| Pier and the moonlight are great aids {o that

The place is certainly of great |

Brighton is built in the most substantial
manner : its streets, squares, and crescents
would do eredit to the architecture of the me-
tropolis, and its public buildings are on a cor-
responding scale. Among the latter may be
mentioned as worthy of note, the town-hall,

| ball-room, theater, county offices, and many

churches, chief among which is the church of
St. Peter, whose painted windows are alone
worth a journey to see. Not the least of the
many advantages of Brighton as a place of
residence, are the unequaled educational es-
tablishments. In its vicinity are over one hun-
dred and fifty schools and academies, many of
which have been endowed by the state or pri-
vate individuals, Foremost among these last
ig Brighton College, opened in 1849, for the
education of the sons of noblemen.

Many of the principal edifices surround the

| Steyne, a noble open space, formerly used for

reviews, ete., and here also is astatue of King
George 1V,

The reputation of the * Pavilion” is world-
wide. Tt was built by George IV. when
Prince of Wales, and was hardly what might
be called finished during his life, for almost
to the hour of his death he layvished immense
sums upon its decoration.

It is built in an oriental style of magnifi-
cence, and is really a sumptuous palace. Here
the monarch spent much of his time sur-
rounded by his boon companions, and an ac-
count of the revels held within its walls
would fill a goodly volume.

From Brighton to Portsmouth is but an
casy jou l'n(!:\?.

Perhaps Captain Marryatt has done more
than any other writer to make this town
Hardly one of his tales but contains
Indeed, it could
hardly be otherwise, considering that it is the
rendezvous for the channel fleet, and fhe
greatest mnaval emporium of England, and
probably of the world. Its history is certainly
a naval and military one. At first glance, the
vigitor is impressed by the idea of strength in
the place; nor is this idea unwarranted by the
facts. Its massive forts, batteries and ram-
parts combine to make it in reality the most
perfect fortress in Great Britain.

The first. mention of Portsmouth is found in
the Domesday Book, under the date of 501.
During the reign of Alfred, a flect fitted out
here defeated an invading expedition of the
Danes, and another fleet was prepared to inter-
cept the Norman invasion. Henry IIL as-
sembled an army here for the invasion of
France, and in 1372 the French made a coun-
ter attempt, which, though ultimately beaten
off, succeeded in burning a part of the town.
Out of this disaster grew the necessity of forti-
fying the place, and the works commenced by
Edward 1V. have been continued and improved
upon in successive reigns till they have become
all but impregnable.

The town proper is surrounded by ramparts,
faced with masonry, and planted with eims,
and is entered by four gateways. The modern
portion is extremely well built, but there is an
old quarter ealled the Point, which is a most
unsavory neighborhood, although in it a large
part of the commeree of the place is carried
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Bast of the town is the suburb of Southsea,

Motioning her to follow him, he led the way l

itself a noted watering place, which however |to the cell in which, on a straw pallet, the

derives its importance from the larger town,

young man was tossing in the delirium of fever.

Here is Southsea Castle, a massive fortress, said | The girl threw herself on her knees at his s‘ide,

to be erected on the site of an old Roman |and pressed her hands on his burning forehead.

camp.

and Roman tile were unearthed. A little far-
ther east is Fort Cumberland, opposite to
which is Monckton Fort. These two, with one
or two smaller batteries, effectually protect the
approach to the harbor. This harboris deserv-
ing of notice ;—an entrance only some 200
yards wide gives access to a spacious sheet of
water about four miles long, by six broad,—
about as large as the upper bay in New York
harbor, Here the entire British navy may
ride in safety.

In Portsea Barracks is shown a chamber
called the Frenchman's eell.  During the war
with France at the close of the last century, a
French frigate was captured and towed into
Portsmouth. On board was a young French-
man named Lieutenant Gantier. His capture
was deemed a very important one, as he had,
gsome few months previously, penetrated in
disguise inside the lines at Portsmouth, and
made himself pretty familiar with the defenses
of the place, and he made no scruple of carry-
ing the information thus gained to his own
government. The penalty, if caught, was death.
During the action he was severely wounded,
and fever setting in, it was thought more than
likely he would cheat his captors after all.
One stormy night the commandant of the bar-
racks was roused by a timid knock at his door.
On answering the ggummons he was confronted
by the figure of a veiled lady, who, if ap-
pearances went for anything, he surmised to be
both young and handsome.

She inquired in half French, half English,
“if she could speak with Monsieur le Com-
mandant 7"

Col. Barker signiﬁnd that he was the person
she wanted, and begged her to enter and be
seated. Looking timidly around, she eomplied,
and lalsmg her veil, disclosed & “face ‘of -sur-
passing loveliness, ’

““ Oh, monsieur,” she exclaimed, * mon
panvre Hector—my poor Hector—you will Tet
me see him !

Conjecturing at once that she referred to
Tieutenant Gantier, Col. Barker could not
help saying under his breath, “Lucky dog,”
and then, thinking of his condition, * what a
fool to get himself insuch amess 1”  Then he
replied to her appeal by saying thaf it wasim-
possible to grant her request; the prisoner
was in solitary confinement.

““Oh, monsieur,” she supplicated, *“ you will
not refuse--you cannot;” here she paused, and
then resumed, blushes covering her face. I
am his betrothed, monsieur, and I have trav-
cled all the way from Paris to see him, Oh,
mon pauvre Heetor ! ”

Iere was a pretty case, thonght sturdy Colo-
nel Barker ; what should he do? Her beauty |
and devotion ecould not fail to move him, and

he determined to take the responsibility of j)le expressed in written words.
granting the lady’s request, the more readily | different kinds of litgrature, but each one is | Longfellow, Bryant, and many more.

However this may be, certain it is [ The effect was magical--the restless head be-
that in digging the foundations for an addition ca.mn still,
to the ecastle, a number of pieces of pottery [ rational expression.

and thp wild eyes took a more
A few words addressed
to her lover in French seemed to almost restore
his scattered senses.

“It iz I, mon ami, calm yourself; it is I,
Hortense |

An hour later, when the doetor made his
rounds, the wounded man was sleeping sound-
1y, and Hortense was still by his bedside.

Her beauty and winning ways completely
conquered the siern old colonel, and she was

allowed to remain, and nurse her betrothed to |

convalescence. Meantime, peace was pro-

claimed, and Lientenant Gantier and Hortense |

Lamonte were married by the chaplain of the
French frigate in which the Lieutenant had
been captured, and the story runs that Colonel
Barker gave the bride away.

Opposite Portsea Island, on which Ports- !

mouth is built, and separated {from it by an
arm of the sea called the Solent, is the Isle of
Wight, the garden of England, which will
form the subject of the next article.

Talk With Girls,

WOMEN IN LITERATURE.

BEY JENNIE JUNE.

appeared in the columns of a

ing from its absurdity, and

cause, in the latter respect, it was
not at all singular, but so much like
i <i2. vast quantities of the stuff that gets
PPESE o print, that one could hope nothing
from any catastrophe that might happen to
this one writer ; his place being so ready to be
filled by scores of others. The sins in this
pariicular case consisted of the blunder of
confounding the most ordinary work of the
newspaper writer and correspondent with
literature proper, and secondly,

the daily press runs largely to dress, and fash-
iong, and gossip, that the influence of women

in literature has been, is, and will be, of a|

lowering character,

“ What is literature then?” asks some
young girl who has been fondly cherishing the |

| hope-of literary pre-eminence because she has

written something from Boston, or New York,

that was actually printed in her local paper.
Literature is, strictly, the thought of a peo-

There are

FEW weeks ago an article |
newspaper, which was amus- |

saddenillg from itsignorance, be- |

of arguing |
that, beeause the work of women writers on |

which finally ripens and finds expression.
There are various degrees of mechanical ex-
cellence behind this thought which give
dignity, grace, and more or less of charm and
completeness to the work, but this mechanic-
ism is not the soul of literature, or even its
body, it is simply a knowledge of technique,
which has some value, but must not be mis-
. taken for the thing itself.

The true literature, that is the thought of
| any subject in which we are interested, is to
| the mind what certain kinds of food are to the
| body, but you would not think of calling the

maid or the man-servant who gathers up the

| débiris, and serves it up in a réchauffé, a dis-
coverer or producer of foods; he or she may
be good in their way, and respected for doing
their work in a cleanly, healthful, agreeable
| manner, but they do not lay claim to origin-
| ality, or to any faculty but that of a very or-
| dinary kind. There are hundreds of this class
/in literature and journalism—industrious col-
lectors of ideas, scraps of information, facts,
| items, incidents, which are gathered as one
'may see old men and women gathering sceraps
from ash-barrels ; a cinderhere, a rag there, a
crust somewhere else—but each one having
a specific money valuein their eyes, though to
‘one not in the business, the mass of refuse
would seem to be utterly worthless. Nor is
that avoeation altogether mean or unworthy
which rescues from what has been cast aside
as rubbish something that can be turned to
varied and profitable account, but it is not a
service that entitles those performing it toa
place among the great lights of the world—on
the contrary, modesty best becomes them, not
arrogance, for they live in a reflected light,
and, like ghouls and cannibals, upon the flesh
and blood of other men and women. '

It has become the fashion of late years to call
that literature which deals with literary work
and workers, to the exclusion of that which
much more truly represents it, because every-
| thing that has a vital human interest is enti-
| tled to its literature, and fhere is no reason at all-
why literature should be supposed todeal only
or mainly with the imagination.

This theory of literature, however, crowds
| us with erude thinking and erude writing, in
regard to a vast number of authors and their
works, of which the readers are quite as com-
petent to.form an opinion as the writers ; hut
these self-constituted oracles do not think so,
and they keep on writing and eriticising until
their piled-up weakness buries out of sight
the original strength,

It is much easier to express opinions in re-
gard to work that has been done than to do
 the work itself. It is safer to talk about those
who are dead than those who are alive, either
|in the way of praise or blame, so that literary
gleaners and scavengers always select the
worthies of a past century, rather than those
of the present ; and what an eternal warming
over it is of cold Lamb, of poor Robert Burns,
of Landor, of Southey, of Shelley, of Byrou
| and the rest of them.

Tennyson will get it by and by, and our own
One

as he believed that the lieutenant would not | the sense of something; it is the digested would think it would add another pang fo

live many days.
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however, the Swiss government refused firmly =~ Though the story as told by Byron is a

to grant.

Instead then of returning to the train, we
took the shady path along the slope of the hill
which winds among villag and gardens to Mon-
treux, a lovely village nestling along the coast,
and a favorite resort of invalids. The climate
is delightful, figs and pomegranates ripening
inthe open air. The little tbwn was alive with
the music and banners of a farget-shooting
festival, a festivity which brings together not
only the sharp-shooters and merry-makers, but
also the graver folk from the neighboring can-
tons, By this competition in target-shooting,
and the practice of a hunter’s life, the people
have been educated in self-defense. In times
of peace they have prepared for war—not by
exhausting and expensive munitions and for-
tifications, and the kéeping up of a vast army,
but by making every man a soldier, with the
devotion of a patriot, the fierce and stubborn
bravery and self-reliance of the hunter, and
the intelligence and quick wit of the com-
mander., Of such stuff was the army made
which, fifteen hundred strong, resisted the
artillery of Charles the Bold for ten days, and
repulsed the Burgundian troops with loss of
glory, treasure, and life itself !

From Montreux it is a short half hour's
walk to the Castle of Chillon, made so famous
and interesting by Byron's genius and the
sufferings of Bonnivard. The eastle stands
on an isolated rock, sixty-five feet from the
main-land, with which it is connected by a
drawbridge. Above the castellan’s entrance
are the words, ““ Gott der Herr Segne den Ein
und Ausgang.” (May God bless all who come
in and go ont.)

The precise date of the building of the
castle is unecertain, but historical records show
that Louis le Débonnaire shut up the Abbé of
Coreier in 830, in a castle from whieh only the
sky, the Alps, and Lake Leman were visible,
and which could have been
Chillon. But the peculiar interest of the place
attaches itself to Bonnivard, the hero, the
scholar, the man of letters, who, struggling
for the freedom of his country, was made a
prisoner and kept for six years in a dungeon
which he never left a moment for fresh air or
light. The only dim rays of light which enter
the cell come through a narrow loop-hole in a
wall of extreme thickness.

no other than |

| fable, there being no three brothers confined
there together, and of course no dying one|
|aftcr another, yet there is the dark, vaulted

stumpy stone pillars, the eruel rings fo which
the prisoners were fettered, and the earthy
| floor trodden smooth and hard with the rest- l
less pacings of the chained patriots.
There were other sights besides that of
Bonnivard’s dungeon to make one shudder,
rayless cells where the hapless vietim of po-
iitical or religious cruelty was left to die of
starvation ; fearful oublietfes, where the pris-
oner was hurried down three steps as to the
floor of a dungeon, but the fourth was to the
bottom of a well ninety feet deep, where he
was dashed to pieces on the rocks; the damp
cell with bed and pillow of stone, where the
condemned spent their last night on earth,
and the place of execution where, in 1348, |
twelve hundred Jews were burned alive on |
the base suspicion of having concerted a plan
to poison all the wells in Europe.
The upper portion of the castle is now used
as an arsenal for the arms of Vaud, and for
some eantonal curiosities. We bade adien to
Chillon with a thankful heart, for that our
lives had been given us in days of freedom
and enlightenment.
Sauntering along the high road we came
upon Villeneuve, where the Rhone enters the
lake through a large delta. In its rapid
| course from its rise in Upper Valais, it re-
ceives the waters of eighty smaller streams,
' all of which it empties into the lake, and then
sweeping through the city of Geneva, it keeps
on its course till it is lost in the blue Mediter-
rancan, near Margeilles, In the lake, o short
distance west of Villeneuve, is a little island,
of which Byron says in his Prisoner of Chil-
lon,

| “ And then there was a little isle,

Which in my very face did smile,

The only onein view,"

Long years ago, an English lady, an admirer
of Byron, had it protected from the inroads of
the waves by a stome wall, and three elms
have been planted upon it, whose green
boughs waved a pleasant ““ good-by ” to us as |
we turned to wander slowly up the crooked

| streets fragrant with the purple blossoms of
I the Judas trees.

chamber, low as the level of the lake, the|"
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From Kent to Deven,

OR SUMMER RAMBLES ON THE ENGLISH COAST.

BY H. F. It

HE Isle of Wight is well

named fhe garden of Eng-

land, for in its mild air fruits

and plants that would need

the shelter of a hot-house on the

main-land, only a very few miles

Il away, shine in the many sheltered

%) valleys which abound. But it

0 might also be called England in min-

iature, for within its boundaries may be found

every variety of scenery in the parent island—

hill, valley, mountain, ravine, forest, moor,
and many a rare view of sea and ldfndseape.

The island is only some twenty-two miles
in breadth from east to west, and about thir-
teen in length. The land trends upward to-
ward the center, where it culminates in St.
Catharine’s Hill, nine hundred feet high.
From east to west a ridge of chalk extends,
which crops out here and there in eliffs or
“Eknobs,” from almost any of which a view of
the surrounding sea can be obtained.

In the local term of the place the sonth
side is called the * back of the island,” and it
is here that the most striking scenery is seen.
The very names have a bold, romantic sound
—Culver Cliff, Dunnose Point, Blackgang
Chine, Shanklin Head, ete., are all cliffs or
headlands of challk or limestone rock ; and
the coast is indented by numerous ravines or
“ chines "—these being narrow indentations
in the shore, with perpendicular walls, into
which the sea thunders with astonishing
force, the pent-up echoes rebounding from
wall to wall, and dying away only to be again
revived by the next incoming sea.

The island is nearly cut in two by the river
Medina, whieh is, however, little more than a
mountain torrent ; in the western portion are
wide uplands or downs, on which large flocks
of sheep are raised.

There are many ways of reaching the Isle
of Wight. The tourist may go by either of
the three lines of steam packets that make
daily trips ; hemay, if he wishes to be adven-
turous, go over in a fishing boat ; or, fortu-
nately, may make the trip, as it was the writ-
er'’s good luck to do, in a friend's yacht.
Leaving Portsmouth early in the day, one is
soon outside, with every prospect of a quick
run over. But the skipper shakes his head,
and points to the south and east where a dull
haze is seen.  In a very short time the vessel
is enveloped in a ““ channel fog,” and heavy
coats for the men, and thick wraps for the
ladies are necessary for those who elect to
stay on deck. These last are well repaid for
their braving of a little discomforf, for in
about an hour the fog clears away, and there
suddenly bursts on the sight a scene from
fairy land ; where but a few moments ago was
dull fog and sad-colored water is now blue
sky, bright sun and lightly rolling waves
whose tops break into laughing foam crests.
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But the jewel in the
view is the island itself
which fairly shines in
the brilliant sunshine
and clear air. This
rapid change from
grave to gay, from storm
to ealm, has, however,
its dark side; as wit-
ness the loss of the
Burydice o few months
back. A ship home-
ward bound, standing
up channel for Ports-
mouth, with all sail set,
the admiration of the
beholders on shore,
is struck by a sudden
flaw of wind and a snow squall from out one
of the many ravines before mentioned. The
storm—it could hardly be called such—was
past in less than half an hour, yet, when the
sun shone out again, where was the ship?
Gone, struck by the squall, and foundered,
and only a few pieces of wreckage to mark
her grave,

The island has perhaps received much of its
notoriety during the past quarter of a century
from the fact that Queen Victoria has made it
her home, and looks upon Osborne House, near
Cowes, with particular affection. Here many
happy days have been spent by the Queen and
the late Prince Consort, and it is stated in the
book lately published by her Majesty, that Os-
borneis second only to Balmoral in her estima-
tion. The mansion—it cannot be called a pal-
ace—is handsomely and comfortably furnished
—nothing more—and might be readily mistaken
for the residence of a wealthy commoner,
rather than the abode of royalty. But the life
of its inmates has always been a home life,
pure and simple, and it is here, of all other
places at her disposal in Engld.nd that It.:al
royal owner retires for rest from the cares of
state.

In the ecastle near Cowes, Charles 1. was
confined for a time prior tb his delivery to
Cromwell for execution. Here the unfortu- |
nate Stuart was surrounded by a few—a very
few—of his most devoted adherents, who were
content to share his exile and brave the, in
their eyes, dastardly Rump. Although sadly
neglected, the rooms set apart for the king's
use are still shown, and in one of them is the |
identical chair in which he was sitting at sup- |
per when the dispatch which was his doom
was brought to him by his jailor,

There is but little commercial activity on
the island, its exports being confined to send-
ing early vegetables and sheep to the main-
land, while the imports consist only of such
supplies as are needed for the many visitors,
who, as at Brighton, congregate here all the
year round. Cowes, Ryde, and Ventnor are the
three prineipal places for the pleasure secker,
though there are numberless charming nooks
seattered through the island, where one may
hide as secure from the bustle of the outside
world as though in Arcadia. The capital is
Newport, whose only importance is derived
from the fact that it is where the elections for
the two members of Parliament who represent
the island are Leld.

| Channel, the Solent,

To the west are those cele-
brated rocks, the Needles, con-
sisting of six or seven slender col-
umns rising perpendicularly out
of the sea, some of them being
covered at high tide.

A most wonderful view is spread
out for the tourist who climbs
up St. Catharine’s Hill. The
the main-
land, and near at hand the island
itself spread out like a garden, its
towns and villages, hills and val-

| leys, looking uncommonly like a

toy country.

ey —

The Language of a Tear.

BY MRS, L. A, W. C,

ot

Ingguir u.l whiy

‘QIIJ' little pearly drop
qj/ Had h-ft its bed ?
% Wasit to tell a tale

Just left unsaid ?

F pity for the pain
She fain would spare,
This makes thee, little tear,

Bewitching fair,

‘? f HATE'ER its impors be,
I own its power ;
And elaim a trembling hope,

If but an hour.

> :
4 'LL clasp that wakened hope
To my fond heart,

And take the bliss it yields
Before we part.

Modest and clear,
And learn all I could wish,
E'en through a tear.

((II]' sweef, mute speech I read,
)

LITTLE glistening tear
Lay in her eye;
My heart, with tli.,mhlmg fear,

HERE are few things that are
oftener mentioned with con-
tempt than the bramble.
£E \thhles«. as a bmmblc. f

w hlch it is held; 'but there are
l few who would desplse the rich clus-
i/ tersof fruits with which the reader is
6=5 0 presented in the picture at the head
of this article ; but they are the product of the
contemned plant, for the Blackberry is a true
bramble, and every farmer once regarded it as
an unmitigated pest. But horticulture, which
has worked many changes in the estimation of
the values of different plants, has taught us the

| worth of this.

It is too familiar to require deseription, for
it grows almost everywhere, and is often
found on soil so poor that it will support little
else, and thrives in spots upon which the crow,
as it flies, is said to drop tears of pity. But,
likke most other things in the world, it isall the
better for care and culture, and is well worthy
of both, since it returns a full reward for all
labor that may be bestowed upon it.

In England it was long regarded as of little
worth, In the old Rural Fneyclopedia it
comes under the head of *“ Bramble,” and its
fruit is said to be ““generally worthless,”
though a favorite with children of the rural
distriets becanse it may be had for the trouble
of gathering.
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tigny, the Roman Octodurus, capital of the
Veragin—a busy little town in summer, given
quite over to the erowd of tourists who invade |
it from May till September. It is very pret-
tily sifuated in the Rhone valley, and over-
shadowed by mountains. Near by on an
eminence stands La Batiaz, a castle of the
bishops of Sion, erected in 1260, but not oceu-
pied since 1518,

A few years ago, cretinism in its worst
form was prevalent about Martigny, but very
little of it is now fo be seen, for this loathsome
malady has gradually disappeared before civil-
ization and modern improvement. But there
is a disagreeableness connected with the place
which I fear will not give way so readily, and
that is a tribe of small gnats, first cousins to |
our mosquito family, which caunse infinite dis-
comfort to any one passing the night there.
However, we could endure even these tor-
mentors with patienee, for on the morrow
were we not to return to our doubting friends,
with the assurance that we had actually
“been and done it 2
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From Kent to Devon.

Lngi.nul would be 1ncnmp]ete

without some account of the

77 /08 three great cathedrals—Can-

@“‘"’ terbury, Exeter, and Salisbury.

1 iy, That of Exeter is considered by

) 1g% ), many to be the finest in Europe, and

KU ) - Canterbury and Salisbury are not
FSLZE far Dehind it

The city of Salisbury had a somewhat un- |
common origin. In the year 1217, the site of
the old town and cathedral having become, |
for many reasons, undesirable, the see was
removed to its present place. At that time |
its importance was such that parliamentis were
occasionally held there during the thirteenth
and fourteenth centuries. Later, it also pos- |
sessed extensive woolen and cutlery manufac-
tures, but owing partly to the near proximity
of Southampton, these have long sinee declin- |
ed, and it is now as a ““ cathedral town ” that
the place is renowned.

Salisbury is regulariy built, standing in an
open, fertile plain, partly surrounded by walls ;
and a most eurious feature is the brooks which
run through all the principal streets for the
purposes of drainage, which, taken with the
venerable aspect of the houses give the place
somewhat the air of a town of the middle ages.
The cathedral is built in the “ close "—an in-
closed space of about half a square mile, sur-
rounded by a high wall. It was finished |
in 1238, entirvely in the early English style of
architecture, in the form of a double eross. |
Its length is 474 feet, and the width of the
larger transepts is 210 feet ; the spire is the
same height as the dome of 8t. Paul’s cathe-
dral, London, 404 feet, nearly twice as high
a8 Trinity Church, New York. Some idea of
its magnitude may be formed from the fact
that the cathedral buildings, such as the dean-
ery, bishop’s house, chapter-house, school,
ete., all comprised within the area of the

| ferred to.

-~ e —

“elose,” and all fair-sized buildings, look like
toy houses by the side of the stately pile.
There is a rich altar piece which has for its
subject the resurrection morning, and there
are several exquisite stained glass windows ;
besides, the eathedral is decorated both on the
exterior and in the interior with many statues
of the saints and English ecclesiastical celeb-
rities.- The name for the cathedral and its
small eolony of buildings is still New Sarum,
which it has retained for six hundred years,
ever since the removal of the town before re-
From Christianity to pagavism is a
long journey theoretically, but practically it
occupies but a very little time. A short jour-
ney of eight miles takes us to Salisbury plain,

where are the most stupendous ruins in Eng- |

land of one of the temples of the faith of lts
ancient people—-the Druids.

This ruin consists of two circles of vast
stones, averaging fourteen feet in height,
seven feet broad, and three feet in thickness,
the average weight of which is twelve tons;
but the largest weigh mueh more—as much
as seventy tons, which is the estimated weight
of the center stone or “ altar.”

In the outer eircle, numbering thirty slabs,
seventeen remain upright, the rest are pros-
trate, all ineclining toward the center. This

| outer circle is surrounded by a depression or

trench, which it is conjectured was filled with
water, and served fo mark the boundary be-
tween the priests and the people. The inner
circle is eight feet distant, and consists of
smaller upright stones, within which are three
groups, the largest of which is believed to
have been the altar.

Now, the most remarkable thing about this
rain, and the first thing that oceurs to the be-
holder is the question : How did these stones

come there? By what superhuman agency |

were they brought to their present position

from a great distance as they undoubtedly
were? The plain where they stand is of an |

earthy, not a rocky, formation ; and, moreover,

| nowhere in the vieinity at the present day is
| the same kind of stone to be found, But set-

[ting all this aside, there still remains the
| query : How were they raised to their present
position? If certainly implies upon the part of
the constructors some powerful mechanical
appliances, of the existence of which we know
nothing, at that day. Even supposing the rock
was ready to their hands for quarrying, it must
have been a most stupendous fask to handle
stones of from twenty to seventy tons in
| weight, something unthought of, even in this
age of enginecring enterprise.
| Of the worship of the Druids but little ig
known. Some traditions speak of its celebra-
tions as taking place amid groves of oalk, under
whose branches, and erowned with the twin-
ing mistletoe, the priests and priestesses chant.-
ed their hymns to the God of nature. If the
ruing at Stonehenge were ever embowered in
trees, there is nothing now to indicate the
fact ; the whole plain is marked by hardly a
single tree. Again setting our faces toward
Salisbury we are struck by the massive pro-
portions of the cathedral, which, at a distance
seems to comprise the whole town., The spire,
though of really imposing size, is of such ex-
quisite contrast to the rest of the pile, theugh
| entirely in keeping with it, that it well looks,
|as the old legend says, as though the angels
designed the whole building. Near the center
of the town is the market house, called, oddly
enough, the ““hutter-cross.” It was designed
[ and erected by order of King Edward 11, and
ig, perhaps, one of the finest specimens of do-
mestic mediseval architecture in this part of
England.

Of great antiquity is Canterbury. Before
the Roman invasion, it wasknown as a religioug
station, under the name of Caer-Cant or Can-
tuaria. It was the capital of the SBaxon king-
dom of Kent, and the Romans made a camp
there. Inthe second cenfury, Christianity was
introduced, and in the twelfth and thirteenth
centuries there was erceted, on the site of the
first Christian church in Saxon England, Can-
terbury Cathedral.

The town of Canterbury proper is situated
in the valley of the Stour, a small yiver which
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|
wanders toward the sea, near which it sepa-
rates into two arms which form the Isle of
Thanet. The town isold and picturesque, and
has several old parish churelies ; but the chief
interest centers around the cathedral. 'This
last is built in the form of a double eross, with
three towers, and in it are shown some of the
most beautiful examples of early English and
Norman architecture to be seen anywhere.
Here are the shrines of the Black Prince and
of Thomas i Becket, and around the latter the
pavement is worn into hollows by the knees
of the countless pilgrims who worshiped be-
fore the tomb of the illustrious prelate. The
crypt is a fine specimen of the eecclesiastical
architecture of the time of Elizabeth, since
whose reign it has been used as a French
Protestant chapel. The choir is reputed to be
the finest in the kingdom, nof even excepting
that of York. The names of such prelates as
St. Augustine, Lanfrane, Becket, Cardinal
Pole, Cranmer, Laud, and Tillotson have been
associated with English history as successive
archbishops of Canterbury, which dignitary is
second only to the royal family in rank.

Canterbury is indelibly associated with the
name of England’s greatest novelist, Charles
Dickens. His many pictures of life in the old
town will be recalled with pleasure by all the
readers of David Copperfield ; and in Edwin
Dirood, his last and unfinished work, will be
found an excellent portrayal of manners and
society in the old cathedral close.

That Exeter is a place of great antiquity is
proved— that long prior to the Roman inva-
sion the place was mentioned by Ptolemy.
Many relics, such as coins, statues, pieces of
tesselated pavements, have been dug up, con-
clusive evidence that the Romans made it an
important station.

In the reign of Alfred, it was the residence
of the West Saxon kings, and was called Eran-
cestre (the castle of the Ex,) a corruption of
which term is the present name. At one time
Exeter was also known as Monkstown, from
the many religious establishments in the vi-
cinity.

The precise date of the building of Exefer
Cathedral is not known, but if is undoubtedly
of great antiquity. It is eruciform in design,
with two massive Norman towers, each one
hundred and thirty feet high, which form the
transepts. The whole building is four hun-
dred and eight feet in length ; the choir is one
Tiundred and twenty-eight feet long, and ex- |
tends the whole width of the church. There
are also ten small chapels or oratories, sehools,
chapter-house, ete. The west front of the ca-
thedral is most beautifully decorated, and in
the opinion of those most competent to judge,

is said to be the most beautiful fasade in Bu- | g

rope. The town of Exeter being built on the

gide of a hill on the left bank of the river Exe, | ¥
the cathedral forms a conspienous landmark | ¢

in all the snrrounding countryside, b

Plymouth, the principal town of Devonshire,
though Exeter is the capital, is situate on a
peninsula between the rivers Plym and Tamar,
at the head of Plymouth Sound. Between it
and the Sound is a fine open space of ground
on the summit of a cliff, called the Hoe, and
here is placed the citadel or principal fortress.

The streets are old-fashioned and irregularly

built, but the buildings are all in the substan-
tial style of a hundred and fifty years ago.
The harbor really consists of two parts—the
Hamoaze, north of the Tamar, opposite Devon-
port, and the Catwater or estuary of the Plym,
on the east side of Plymouth. -

The largest vessels lie alongside its fine
stone pier at all times of the tide, and the place
owes most of its importance to its advantages as
a naval station and harbor of refuge, being es-
teemed, in this regard, as of more account than
Portsmouth,

Like most of the important towns on the
south coast, Plymouth was, in Saxon days, a
mere- fishing station, and bore the name of
Tamarworth, which, subsequently to the Con-
quest was changed to Southtown. The place
furnished against the Armada seven ships
and a ‘“ fly-boat,” a greater number than any
other port save London. It was here that Na-
poleon Bonaparte arrived in 1815, on board
the Bellerophon, after his surrender to the
Allies.

Plymouth is the birthplace of the illustrious
Sir Francis Drake, and of Bir John Hawking,
one of the admirals who defeated the Armada ;
and three great names in the world of art also
call it their native place—the painters North-
cote, Prout, and Hayden,

ready for an emergency, and able to use, if not
to put to its best use, the opportunity as it
comes along, and always has head and hands
full of enterprises and undertakings, not only
of her own, but these of other people ; for the
things which anybody thinks need to be done
naturally gravitate toward her, and she goes
to work at them, not because she knows the
exact modus operandi, or that this is the thing
which most requires to be dore, but because
she has a certain amount of force which she
can bring to bear upon anything that she sets
about doing, and is sure to bring it out or
about some way or other.

She is partly the outcome of the present age
of activity, and partly the natural rebound
from the lackadaisical woman of the previous
generation, who was proud of knowing noth-
ing, and doing nothing, and who hoasted of
her ignorance, as the young college graduate
of her knowledge. We look back and laugh
now at the airs which it was fashionable fo
put on, of fright, of wonder, of surprise, of
horror, at the most ordinary things, and
realize our indebtedness to sueh novel writers
as Miss Burney for giving us glimpses of a
social life so full of affectations and pretenses,
that our own seems honesty itself compared
with it. Yet one cannot help a sentiment of

Most remarkable for fertility is Devonshire, | profound pity for the women of those days,
Excepting Dartmoor and Exmoor, two sterile | whose lives were absorbed in the merest de-
tracts, it is without exception highly fertile. | tails of dress and adornment, who had no

The Vale of Exe and the South Hams, border-
ing on the Channel, are especially beautiful.
The climate is also exceedingly iild.

[

childhood ; every act and thought having for
its aim and object the subordination of the

In the | woman, her activities, her feelings, her de-

depth of winter it is only a very few degrees | sires, to the ideal of elegance which she was

colder than Naples ; and in summer the heat
is tempered by the Atlantic breezes charged
with the aroma of two thousand miles of salt
ocean,

Devonshire is noted for its immense crop of
apples, and in the langnage of an old toast,
which is current yet, * Devonshire lassies and
Devonghire cider |

o |

Talks with Girls,

BY JENNIE JUNE,

A GENIUS FOR DOING THINGS.

L Gk
for doing things. She may

SN

NLES)
i not have been a brilliantly ed-
: uecated woman to start with ; the
70 distriet school may have furnish-
|| ed all she knows of geographical
I/ sections and mathematical science ;
she may not be able to converse in
though sometimes she is, nor read

HE outgrowth of modern life
is a woman with a genius

French,
German, though she is usually well up in
whatever can be obtained through the medium
of the mother tongue.

But circumstances have aided a naturally
bright and active mind to develop its resour-
ces, and so she has become quick, inventive,

in duty bound to represent. Nor was the
wrong to the individual fhe chief evil of the
system. Much worse was the public opinion
that was formed, That affected society at
large ; that has lefi its impress upon even the
present generation in the silly notion that work
of any kind suited to their strength and their
capacity, is not as good for women as for men.

Directly contrary to this is the active infiu-
ence of our modern women of genius for doing
things. Their presence is as ingpiring as that
of the north wind ; they act lilke & tonie, brac-
ing everybody up, and making the do-nothings
ashamed of their idleness and inefficiency.
Not that they always do wise things, or good
things in the wisest way, but they do some-
thing all the time; they are proud of doing,
and their force gives momentum to other
bodies, and moves them to exertion, as well
as renders doing nothing disereditable.

The active woman who is the head of a
large household is in her element. That she
is hospitable goes without saying. Hexr linen
closet, her china closet, and her store-rooms
are models. They contain the latest improve-
ments, and are always receiving additions of
odd, pretty, and new things. When blue
china is the rage, she has stacks of blue china.

| Are embroidered towels the things, there

is hardly room enough for a guest 1o wipe his
Tands without intruding upon the hollyhock
and daisy bed. She never goes anywhere
without bringing home new patterns, new re-
cipes, new ““ideas,” in regard fo her mendage,
and if she is a woman of large means, she al-
lows little rest from never-ending changes,
and “ improvements.”
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