VANDALISM AT VENICE,

THE BEAUTIFUL ISLARND OF SANRT ELERA,

BAORIFICED TO AR IROXR FOUNDRY. ‘
From the Pall Mall Gazetts.

Many of your readers will doubtless remems
ber thelittle isiand of S8ant’ Elena that Hes just off
the public gardens at Venice. It isalways a beau~
tiful objeot, whether it be in S8pring, when the buds
are bursting upon the trees of its garden, or in iate
Autumnp, when the bare branches stand relisved
against the red wall of the old monastery, and the
Dines and cypresses acquire a greater value of
color from the abisence of any other green. The
island is so plcturesquely placed, detached from

Venice and yet in a measure b&longing to it, like 8
full-stop at the end of a sentence, that most peo-
ple must recall it with pleasure. The memury of
it lurks unobtrusively in some still corner of the
mind. No one has written much about it; o one
has insisted that it must be Breaerved; ro clamor
of laudation has drawn tho public eye to its
uletude, We might, therefore, have hoped that
the island would escapo the invasion of the com-
mercial spirit, and be left, as it was olearly in-
tended to be, the finale and close to the splendid
sweeping curve of the Riva degli Schisvoni and
the public gardens. But publicity and obscurity
are equally perllous to beautiful things. A eom-
papy has bought the island of Sant' Elena, and is
engaged in converting it into an iron foundry, A
new island of forced earth-work is rising In ugly
squareness around the old Sant” Elens, destroying
its natural beauty of line; wharves and landing-~
stager are springing into view, ana the place is no
longer recognizable by its triends of cld.

. For the antiquarian and for the lover of the plo-
turesque alike the sacrilege is horrible. The isi-
and possesses a beautiful churcnh in the Gothile
manner, disused now for some timo and covered
with a rich mantle of 1vy, but still 2 very good
specimen of fourteenth century Italian Gothic.
While the titular saint, the Sant' Elena, from whom
the island takes its name, is no less a person than

' the Empress Helen, mother of Constantine the

Great. Her body was ssld to have been brounght
here and laid in the vaults of an earlier church,
over which the present bullding was raised. And,
coming to more resent and authentic ftimes, this
church has been the burying-place of manya fa-
motus Venetian of the Giustiniani and Loredano
houses. During the last few months workmen
have been busy breaking up the vaults,
and many noble ashes must have been
goattered by the labiorer’s pick. The remains
of the Empress saint, however, have eseaved
this indignity, for the urn supposzed to contain
them was removed somse years ago to the Church
of San Pletro dl Castello. But it is not the out~
rage to the antiquarian sentiment of reverence
that is most to be regretted. No one who loves
‘Venice can fail to feel the feepest sorrow that a
lovely and essential part of the city is passing

. away. After all, it {8 the outside of Venice, the
' present every-day aspect of the place, that con-

cerns most of the peoplie who visit it. Baildin
that threaten to come down mmust be restored, an
piotures may have to bhe retouched or left to
perish; either is a serlous loss to those who know,
about suoh things; but they are few ont of m
many to whom Venice as a whole tis the m
singular and fascinating city in Europe; and there
{s no one of these who will not miss the accus.
tomel beauty of Sant' Elena, and will not feel
that, by its desécration, the charm of the city has
suffered an Irreparable injary. .
There are places we all of us know to be lovely,
and yet, for some reason or other, we keep our
knowledge to ourselves; wedo not go into raptures
over them, nor write of them, nor talk of them}:
indeed, there is even a sense of injury, an impres-
sion that trespass is being committed an our pri-
vate demesne, when by acoident we find that soms
one else holds the same appreciative views which
we believed peculiar to ounrselves. No one tslks
or writes about the Lake of Bourget as they do of
Como; yet no traveler by the Cenis will forget how
lovely that lake is by day, or still more so when
the moon is pouring her light upon the water
through a metlow haze just tinged with blue, and
the great whits chfteau of ths House of Savoy
leams cold and weird above ita headiand on the
urther shore. 8o all will talk of the Lido or of
S8an Glorgio: but most of those who know Venige
will have Sant’ Elena in some guiet nook of their
hearts. It was so plessant to go there on & lazly"
afternoo. in Spring. One was sure of stil
ness and abundant suunshine. The old gard-
ener, & character in his way, whom HScot
would have rejolced to draw, seemed
and parcel of the place, as wrinkled and venerable
as the trees he lazlly prunea; he would receive the
visitor as though the place belonged to himself,
but soon left him to wander at will through the
garden. 1t could hardly be called a garden, but
rather & wild shrubbery. surronnding a stretah of

jawn spread out bemeath an avenue of wych el
and ayc?amore. In the sward the perlwlnkles and

violets and potentillas. with frait Jliké Istrawben
ries, and therefore called by the Itallans * tnganna-
donna,” ran riot together. At oneend a little grovg
of pine and oypress offered its shade, and at the
other a row of pomegranates put out scarle{
blossoms in July. The old cloister of the
mouastery. open at one side -to the garde
inclosed rose-beds; and up the slender shaf
and round the capltals vine-sterns were trained.
All the stone-work was coated with a fine surface
of Ilehen, and the ** silentium’ above the broken .
door of the dormitory was half-covered with vel-
vety green mosses and fern that had taken root
there and in the heavy Rengissance moldings of
the lavatory which stood by the refectory door.
The whole garden was in admirable confasiun,
tangled and wild and left to itsell, yet beautiful to
wander in. From one corner of the island you
saw the AiIps rising behind Venice, each familiar
p :ak and ridge sharply detined in serene weather—
Antelao, Tofana, Borapiz. known to the traveler
among the Dolomites; or else, to the left hang, fa
away, the Euganesn hiils threw  the refleciion
their cones upon the water,

The place was perfectly quiet and peaceful, an
silence brooded above it, except for the lapping o
the water on the foundations of the old brick wallg
or the distant and mufled hum, borne from the
arsenal across the lagoon. The crabsbad it all
themselves on the oozy mud-banks that lay aroun
the island, and fought and raced throusih the shal-
low water, leaving a rippling trall on 1its sur.ace,
But now their hunting-ground is covered with
basements for sheds: the old monastery walls are
fast belne overthrown. most of the trees have been
felled. and the axe 1s luid to the roots of the rest.
A wide ana yawning ditoh is dug right down the
middle of the lawn; soon the machinery will begin
to arrive; the black pennon of smoke will stream
from the chimney! the place will resound to the
olank of eugines. There i no hope of reprieve
Sant’ Elena has gone through many changes of fox
tune. It has been monastery. barracks, and even
bake-house ere now. At the opening of this ceny
tury there were 43 ovens and 100 German bakers a1
work upon the island. From all these it bas suf
fored little ill, or time has rapaired the ravages in«
flioted. It would bo mere folly, however, to hopa
that Sant' Elena will ever recover from the injory
of the iron foundry to which it is doomed,
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