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carnations and roses and all of them
from a hundred to a thousand years
ald

who is there to fitly describe or paint
the droning old villages of that curious
english region variously known as the
11 norfolk broads the broad district
and the norfolk and suffolk fene
where as at dilhamdalham and ruston many
an old daub and wattle cottage may still
be seen it is a land of lagoons of

rassy dykes of ghostly windmillswind mills as
fluggehuge and as numerous as in holland of
rich and low lying farm inter-
spersed by broads of shallow
lakes of mighty herds of cattle and
sheepshee of duck widgeon mallard and
coot of picturesque inns of call half
hiddenbidden among copses of willows of
ruinedrained castles abbeys and prioriesories
whose ancient moats are now serving
as market gardeners canals of gray old
hamlets set about with clumps of pollard
oaks and of a peasantry as simple
brave and true as in good old sir john
FastFa day not Shak
knave of the merry wives but of the
real fastwolf who fought the
battle of herrings and soundly drubbedgrubbed
the french

the eventide pictures from some of
these old waterside hamlet porches are
worthy the brush of a turner or a millet
As the sun goes down in forests of wav-
ing

wa-
vine reeds it flames the thatches of
hamlets on opposite shores weirdly
lights the arms of the spectralatral wind-
mills bringing to a looming nearness
the irimgrim norman towers of far olden
churches or gilds the ivied top of some
medee ival ruin as with gold As it sinks
from sight the waters of the broads are
for a momentmorrient burppurpleae then pitchy black
when instantly the stars are shining in
the depths above and from the waters
beneath with a shimmering luster
enveloping all then the songs and
chirps of myriad insects the whirr and
splashash of late homing waterfowlwater fowl andtethe witwitchingching whispered soughing of the
breeze in the rushes and the reeds

up in cumberland and westmorlandwestmoreland
what loving wraiths of memory are con-
juredred when basking in the glowing
beautyauty of slumberous verdure clad
blossom bowered keswick grasmere
rydal Ambleamblesideside and bowness here
in42 OWold keswick town dwelt and sang
mindand lies buried in church
yardard near the murmuringsmurmur ings otof the greta
Che so6 loved that high poet of
pensive remembrance and meditative
calm robert southey here too the
anhunhappyla coleridge passed the most

though still the most miserable
years afof his baleful slavery to a deadly
drudrug and with his girl wife harriet

y here knew the only happy hours
of his unfortunate life in ancient gras
awre grasmere of ancient rush bear

y ja ly fame Grastgrasmerenere with perhaps the
oldest andana certainly the quaintestquain test church
in england grasmere where the brave
oldld dame soundly walloped the prince
off walesW for harrying herer sheeptomasthomas de quincey lived inin hhisis dridreamam

affee madness and in st oswalds
churchyardchurch yard sleep hartley coleridge

william wordsworth beside the
beauteous gothay which lealeapingi ng from
sequestering meadows gives backack alongVuethee old church wall the deathless songs

they sung
that one whose memory gives to the

orginorgan tones of the two cascades of
rydalroal their wondrous heart thrilling
power who is first and last when your

of fancy penetrated the past is

wordsworth who lived on rydal
mount above the hamlet for forty
sunlit years sturdy iconoclastic yet
vuetrue and practically christian if still
heretic harriet martineau stands bright
clear in the picture among the blossoms
of amblesideAmble side christopher
north with his huge frame and benign
faceface as if the very spirit of the lovely
region shone from his kindly eyes
makes these village ways sunnier for his
strong sure tread with him though
later you will see another one firm
calm tender nobleinenob leone who through his
labor at rugby sweptswept forever from the
british educational system the rule of
brutality and dread lofty soled noble
dr arnold while old bowness huddl-
ing betbetween the highway and the

is sweeter still because you see
through its tiny cottage panes the wraith
of good felicia hemans with a tinge of
sadness in her pallid patient face

pleasant indeed is a weeks idle loiter-
ingin among the villages of surrey some
0of the most picturesque timbered cot-
tages of engla d can be found among
these ancient hamlets sleepy old
Godalming was once a nest of fullers
homes and numbers of these habitations
are still in good preservation at shere
the former home of the earls of ormond
and the noblenoblehousehouse of audley and
roundabout are wondrously interinterestingepting
lanes of cottages besides there are
wonershWon ersh with its fine gables and
chimneys and charming picturesque old
mill house haslemereHas lemere with its high and
graceful chimneys where

was first made in england with its
ne fourteenth century cottages and

famous old crown inn witley with its
church tower surmounted by a spire as
quaint as that of S ode pogesboges and its
cottages which are in everyevery artists
sketchbooksketch book alford most primitive of
surrey villages with its curious iron-
work and moats and with scores more
winsome old cranleighcrawleighCran leigh where at bay
nardsbards jane roper wife of the younger
sir edward bray so long kept the head
of her father ill fated sir Thom asMore
which was finally deposited in st dustans canterburyyou will never heed the passing
hours if afloat upon the avon you set
out in quest of english villages within
the western shires the thatches of the
hamlets lean everywhere along theavon almost to the rivers brink you
will have no need for an inn with
your yeoman companion you will be
welcomed everywhere at night among
the village peasantry by and byb Y youou
come to the vales among the Cotswoldsds
then will you see hamlets and villages
dotting the valleys embedded in gard-
ens perched upon the heights in
settings of orchards waving fields
within checkered lines of hawthorn
hedges or denser rows of limes and
these in turn backed by banks of forest
primeval all in such droning quiet
ample content and smiling opulence
that full of the winey exultation of it
all you again and again irresistibly
exclaim here is arcady at last

in essex one could wander for a
whole summer and never tire of its
mossy nooks like thaxtedthaxter with its I1longong
straggling street of many gabled homes
its eexquisite7 church its strange moot
hall and its noble relicreli c horham hall
cogshall with its abbey
ruins and curious inn
saffron walden hotbedhot bed of essex
superstitionssuperstitionas with its ruined cacatletletie
wonderful old houses and antique sun

inn which has set the essex antiquar-
ians endlendlesslyestly by the ears
with its jumble of cottages piled one
upon another and its quaint timber
built almshouses like those of coventrycovener 1

st osyth with its remarkable church
ssplendidpi oldid priory and marvelously
bbeautifule gagatehousetehouse and little dunmowdunkow
straggling tiny hamlet that it is but
famous the world over for its olden
flitch of bacon prize for conjugal

felicity
and if all these were not enough to

make you know the indescribably inter-
esting and beautiful rural england of
today come here where the shires of
bucks berks and susurrey joinin and saun-
ter for but a day round about royal
windsor

at chertseycherkseyCh ertsey but nine miles distant
once famous for its abbey lived andand
died the poet cowley while albert
smith author of christopher tadpole
and many other charming works of
fiction was born in the same quaint old
village datchetdatcherDa on the thames about
a mile from windsor has the remains of
a very ancient monastery while datchetdatcher
mead was rendered famous by shak
speare in his merry wives of
windsor

but four miles distant is the quaint
and sequestered village of horton in
this at bercyn manor house lived
milton with his father and mother when
they retired from business in 1632 andi
here were written his comust ar
cades as dallegroLAl legro and
1111II Penserero at old windsor two
miles down the river isis one of the most
impressive old yew and cypress shaded
churchyards in england its moat ffarmarm
was the huntinghunting seat of saxon kinkingsICmrs robinson the authoress and tthee
unfortunate perdita is buried here and 4
its beaumont lodge was the former
home of warren hastings

bray is but five miles distant upup the
thames the vicar of bray one

1

Sy mones was that spiritually vivacious
cleric who changed his religion four F

times in successive regions that he
mighthit die inin his 1 Ilivingiving at beacons
miffiefieldd to the north near wilton park
was the ome of waller the popoetet andana
burke the statesman here at slough
two miles to the north is the house IV

occurredoccupied so long by sir william her
and you will see here aparta part of

his great forty foot telescope while two
miles further beyond meadows green
nestlinnestling in clumps of yew and oak is
the aidenolden home of the penns near
which is the mossy old parish churchchurch
and hamlet of stoke pogesboges where was
written the purest and sweetest elegy
to be found in the english tongue

EDGAR L WAKEMAN

ye Crincrinolineolyne
ye Crynolyne is lyke to grace
ye of fashion for a space
but I1 boulde counte a lesser
Ye broade elizabethan bryll 0
wherewithWhere wyth to frame ye ladies face

adde beautie to thy dentyl racemee
or auge or or courtlie lace
but fight 0 ladie wyth a

N ye Crynolyne I1

for thou are in any case
but aurelie thou art out of place
in such a gounde disguise
thou hast a bodie ayt to fall

ye
E K in london
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