
UP THE THAMES.

in England, our Northern States have but a few weakly representatives.
So with the Rhododendra.

When, tired of even so charming a scene of arboreal luxury, we knock
at the Flower-Pot gate to the left of the palace, and are admitted into
the private rarden, we make the acquaintance of another stately stranger

we have had the hon-
our at home of meet-
ing only under glass.
This is the great vine,
niinety years or a hun-
dred old, of the Black
lamburg variety. It

does not cover as
much space as the
Carolina Scuppernong
-the native variety
that so surprised and
delighted Raleigh's
Roanoke Island sett-
fers in 1585-often
does. But its bunches,
sometimes two or
three thousand il
number, are much
larger than the Scup-
pernong's little
clumps of two or
three. They weigh
sonething like a

GATE TO PRIVATE GARDEN. pound each, and are
thought worthy of be-

ing reserved for Victori'a's dessert. Her own family vine has burgeoned
so broadly that three thousand pounds of grapes would not be a particu-
larly large dish for a Christmas dinner for the united Guelphs.

We must not forget the Labyrinth, " a nighty maze, but not with-
out a plan," that bas bewildered generations of young and old children
since the time (f its creator, William of Orange. It is a feature of the
Dutch style of landscape gardening imprinted by him upon the Hamp-
ton grounçs. He failed to impress a like stamp upon that chaos of queer
shapeless and contradictory means to beneficent ends, the British con-
stitution.

Hampton Court, notwithsÈanding the naming of the third quadrangle


