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him a check which would enable him to
carry out to a certain degree his ideas

he did and he received more than half
a4 million dollars to build a catholic
theological seminary the priests of

which should be educated along the
lines which he had marked out in his
sermon I1 dont know that hill is a

catholic but he is a great friend of the
archbishop and mrs hill showed me a
beautiful medallion of leo XIII which

the pope recently sent as a present to
mr hill the picture isis as digbig around
as the palm of your hand and it depre

a lovely face kind and gentle
As we looked at it I1 remarked on the
sweetness of the expression of the
brood fathers features and mrs hillgoo
said yes heishe is a beautiful character
and I1 only wish he was fifteen years
younger I1 then asked her a question
or so about bishop ireland and she said
that a jadv of st paul who had recently
been in rome had met the pope and
that he had spoken in the highest terms

of the bishop and had asked her if she
was one of his friends she replied

people of the northwest areyes we
all friends of bishop ireland where-
upon the pope said 1 I am glad to hear
itsit for I1 think he needs friends
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WAKEMANS wanderings

LONDON april 3 1893 it is no won-

der that the cocklescackles of a britons
heart be he irishman scotchman or
enenglishmanIlls binan thrill with fadeless affec-

tion
g

tion as he recalls in any foreign ianlandd

the immediate environment of the home
that gave hihimri birth were he butspot

cotters child and knew in hisa
hours only the fierce and hurtful

stings of penury there is still an unten-
able

untell-
able charm in the backward vista center-
ingin in the lowliest british home

itit is because rural england and it is

almost equally true of rural scotland
andaand ireland in nearly every square
acre is so endearing in its age associa-
tion and natural winsomeness that those
who possess it or those who have left

fitit and for the absence hold it more
intensely close and precious will justly
brook no belittlement anyanymoremore than
you would let some smart stranger come
into your home and sneer at your
sweetest and most cherished if simsimplep I1e
belongings beautified bby effort
hohollowedr by time and use even more
tenderly I1ovedloved for your own errors and
shoshortcomingsrtcomings without pitching both
him and his airs incontinently into the
hihighwayhway
iftit is such a beautiful country such a

well kept and delicious old garden such
a smshillingilling land in sunshine and snsnug
and comfortable one in storm anand
withal gives to the stranger within it
such a sense of constant interest coupled
with close humhumanan companionship and
sympathiessymathies that cynic and prig and in-
capable of interest in any land but his
own though one be he cannot now and
then

0

repress a kindling enthusiasm be
here and there pricked into secret
admiration in this place anandd that find

tender and associative interest
in less than three hours journey on

an english day in maytimemay time what
innumerable scenes of inteinterestrest of stirr-
ing quality and of restfulness and repose
flashbash upon you from your carriage win
dowl still more gratefully are t

things one wallseewill bee and feel as innumer-
able hamlets and halls are

passed glorious old manor houses
flashash from parks and demesne forests
thatcher roofs of village homes yellow
with lichen are varied here and there
by red tiling avenues of ancient elms
beech and limes give tempting vistas
above broad roads tess elated with
lights and shades and as gray and
smooth as some old cathedral floor
cropped hedges with trim tiny fields
give place here and there to downs
rolling away in billowy hills of heather
spangled with the golden asphodel or
wide meadows and tiny marshes where
flames the yellow marigold or where
the forget me notsbots are so dense and blue
that their surface seems like a breeze
rippled pool hawthorne lanes are
white above and beneath as banksonbanks of
driven snow great masses of honey-
suckle trail from copse and hedge and
in around and above all this maytimemay time
nature heaven thrushes and blackbirds
high above the roaring of your train
flood all the day with song

in the tremendous object lesson and
historic reminder which each tiny bit of
the face of england affords there is a
no more impressive study than that of
english villages and their folk these
villages are the most delightful ot all
objects in every panoramic rural scene
closer study reveals countless hidden
beauty for even age and decay here
possess a mournful beauty and charm
to the artistic and vagrant mind and
their quaint quiet folk of whom I1 shall
particularly speak inin another article
though regarded as dumb and sodden
by many still provide one of the most
interesting sociologic studies to be
found in any land

although many chacharacteristics of eng-
lish villages differ in different shires or
in different parts of the same shire they
all leave the same typical factureficpictureture in the
memory when conconsideredconsidene as a part of
the landscape I1 never yet came to an
english village and I1 have visited
hundreds on foot that it had not the
same general massing or picturesque
effects as all others this too what-
ever its relative topographical situation
it was just the same whether nestled in
an avon derwent or tamar
vale clumped upon a breezy southern
down half hidden in the shadows of a
midland hill or peak toppling along the
edgettedge ot ragged chine or flowery burn
or wedged into the stone face of some
dreary northern moor

there it stood ever a distinct and
characteristic picture in itself A rift of
low outlying cottages tiny splotchessp latches of
white and gray and red at either side
became lost towards the center in luxu-
rious shrubbery then a lewfew gables
gaintquaint and old then another mass of
foliage denser and of darker hue then
a jumbled mass of higher gray and red
roofs and tings of more preten-
tious structures and finally the high-
est mass of foliage dominated by per-
haps a battlemented roof above which
always rises a huge square centuries
old tower that tells of the english
parish church from lands end to the
misty cheviot hills

I1 sometimes think wonderful and
compact a Aostorehouse of historic relics
of garnered art and of splendor in
cathedral castle hall and monastic ruruinini

as old england truly is that after all the
sweetest part of onesones wanderingswandering is
experienced anav from the beaten linesnes
of travel among these gray old nests
which the centuries have softenedened and
beautified even in their age and decay

come with me then vagrantly into a
few of these lovely old home spots otof
rural england not far to the north of
damp and grimy liverpool isis prettyprett
ormskirkOrm it is half village and haff
town for the spindles are hunhummingaimingiming here
as almost everywhere in lancashire and
yorkshire two huge white roads
leading from green fields which were
impassable mosses in olden times rising
to a gentle eminence intersect the place
and the verdure growth of four hundred
years almost hides from view the nestl-
ing ancient homes the quaint old shops
the sleepy restful inns and the historic
church itself

the old church looming above the red
tiles of the cottage roofs is curiously
surmounted by separate tower and
steeple the pile so gray mellow and
ivy massed as to involuntarily suggest
a gigiganticantic tree lopped off in its lower
trunk where huge battlemented tower
stops out of whose edge where the
steeple rises has sprouted a second
slender tree the tradition goes that
two capricious maiden sisters desirous
of raising some sacred memorial agreed
upon erecting upon kirk a tower
and steeple yet disagreeing as to unit-
ing and connecting their work they
finally expended all their wealth and
eneenergiesrg ies upon both each independent of
the other the earliest of the renowned
derbys and stanleysStan leys are buried here
mossy slumberous grave the
entire place is a wondrous picture of
tender repose and is but one of scores
of winsomewinsome lancashire villages blend-
ing low lying and hushed in the
pleasant landscape between the thunder-
ous towns of mills

what precious old bitsbits of grey and
sunshine and green are the half deserted
villages of cockermouthCockermouth and hawks-
head up here in the english lake region
the former in cumberland and the
latter just inside lancashire where that
county pushes a rugged arm up among
the scars fells and pikes of the englishenglis
alps kermouthcockermouthCoc itself where words-
worth was born is but one of the manmany

K
quaint old cambrian villages which
seem as ancient any mossy as the rocks
out of which they were hewn it is a
sweet dimdid dreamful and old
spot for the derwent river sweeps
melodiously by and the cocker river
rom which the village derives its name

isis emptied into the derwent at the
village side

Word I1fatherather john words
worth was an attorney here and law
agents to sir james lowther afterwards
the earl of lonsdale the house where
the poet was born is a long two storied
hipped roof structure standing at a cor-
ner of main street and a recessed alley
and must have been regarded as a
stately affair in its time A tier of nine
windows in the second and eight in the
first story face the street which isis shut
off by a massive stone wall with wide
coping and monumental projections at
regular intervals and at the corners in
the area between the street wall and the
houses are several pertly trimmed shade
trees and the amampleae14 garden in the rear
extends to the 91banksaks of the lovely
derwent

hawkshead lies midway between the
queen of the english lakes winder-
mere and coniston water nnearear which

be found the home of john ruskinmay beautifulfuibeautifuland nestles prettily beside the
water it is by far the most

antique villagee in the lake country the
old schoolhouse is standing just


