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(joiiht hiH |>o<)ti(; erMotioiiH firnt took Mhanu

ill jiivvnilu vera«. Ah I wulktxl down tnu

imrrow Htonu paxed ullvv tuljoiiiing VVvhI-

^itto IMaco, and HtooJ on th» hri()>{0

croiiMin({ the tiny river Lu<l, and lookud

to the chiiruh jnat over the way, I thought
of tho nohlo-ftnitu ud lad wh.) mid many a

time rnd oft Htood on tliat very 8p<it, hlR

yount; heart ihrohl)ing with glorious

(IffaniH of literary fame.

MAIII.KTIIOKI'K.

Wliure is Mablethorpe? And what
givfH it fame ? It is a seaside handot east

of I^outh, hut as regards fame its star lias

not yet rJHen. It is a plact; Hui-rcely

known out of Linuolnshiro, and evt n tKc
iiihaliitants of the little villa^^e, with a few
«!XcuptionH, dn not <lream thuc within fifty

yoaPH pilgriinut^i'H will be made to this He-

(|iiuNtered Rf)ot by students of literature

from every land. It was at Mabluthorpe
that young Teimyson obtained his first

view «)f the sea. Here are "the sandy
tracts, and the hollow ucjan-ridges roaring
into cataracts'' that wo read of in "Locks-
ley Hall." Here about the beach the pf»et

wandered "nourishing a yonch sublime
with the fairy tales of science, and the
long result of Time." In Mablethorpe sixty
yeirs ago the Tennyson family were ac-

cuHtomed to spend the summer months,
and all the sea-pictures that abound in

the early poems of Tennyson take their

form and color from this Lincolnshire
coast.

I reached Mablethorpe, by train from
L'nith, at fieven o'clock on Saturday
night, and found quarters for the Sunday
at an inn bearing the odd name of "Book-
in- Hand." Perhaps the name was given
in anticipati'^ .1 of my visit, for whenever
I left the hotel I carried in my hand the
white-and-gilt manual already mentioned.
After supper I roamed on the beautiful and
spacious beach for over two hours. As
far as the eye could see in both directions
stretched the wide belt of sand. The
tide was going out ani a few children
were toying with the receding waters and
picking up the pale pink shells and rush-
ing in glad abandon hither and thither,
the evening breezes playing with their
dishevelled hair. How Tennyson loved to
wander along this free strand in the rare
days of youth's sweet dreams ! How
many varying aspects of these Norland
waters, in calm and iu storm, under the

bright flash -Ml/ or beneath the him-
mering moohM^'M, Hm he «een with the
clear eyes of the nr)t worHhii)|M>r of Na-
ture and drawn with the <lelicate pencil
of unrivalled genius.
Sunday, August lOth, was a day of

cloud and wind and r»in, but I was glad
to have it so, as there had been a monot-
ony of fair weather for three full weeke.
Although the sky lowered ominously I

sot «)ut after breakfast to walk along the
beach to Sutlon-on-the-Sea,—a suniuier
resort alxiut three miles south of
Mablethorpe. An hour brought me to my
destination, but as the tide had turned
and a thick ndst was sweeping up, I
thought it pru lent to retrace my stepe.

Mv prudence proved to be imprudence.
I had not gone a mile before the situation
became alarmingly interesting. The
Northeaster roared among the sea-caves.
The sea-foam flew far lan(rwHrd over dune
»ind wold. Ttie tide plunged and roare<l
in its shoreward march. I was driven
for shelter behind "the heaped hills that
mound the sea." The thick grey mist turned
imperceptibly to rain. My und)rella was
of no service in the fierce wind. I fled for
refuge into one of Nature's inns until the
sudden tempest had spent its fury.
Shortly after noon I reached my hotel,
not much the worse for my exhilarating
adventur". I shall hereafter appreciate
Tennyson's numerous references to such
storms,

" When to land
HluHter the windH and tideH the 8plf-8amc way,
CriHp foani-flukeH wuid alonif the level Hund,
Torn from the fringe of Hprivy."

On Sunday afternoon from the window
of my room I saw in the distance a pretty
while house which seemed to be the very
one that shone in gilt on the cover of my
Tennyson manual. After making my
way to the quaint old cottage and ques-
tioning a ruddy Lincoliibhire lass who
stood at the door, I found that my identi-

fication was correct. 1 saw before me the
"lowly jottage" referred to Sy the poet
in his "Ode to Memory"

—

" Whenee we see
Stretched wide and wihl the wmtte enornious

marsh,
Whe e from the frequent bridjfe,

Like emblems of innnity,
The trenched waters run from sky to sky."

Leaving the curious, long, low roofed
house where were compost d many of the
Poet Laureate's finest verses of sea and
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