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ed amid the throng, how much more happiness was now enjoyed in
any one day on that ground, than had been enjoyed in a twelve-
month when it was only the resort of kings and nobles, and the
scene of most costly masks and banquets. Nothing more than the
sight of that happiness was needed to provethe rationality of throw-
ing open such places to diffuse amongst the million, at once the
truest pleasure and the most Tefining influences.”

The other subjects in Mr. Howitt's work are Compton-Win-
yates, a curious old house belonging to Lord Northampton ; its
neighbouring Edgehill, the spot of the first pitehed battle between
Charles the First and bis subjects, withall its really glorious, pious,
and immortal memories; Tintagel in Cornwall, with traditions of
Arthur and his knights; Stonyhurst with its Jesuits, and Winches.
ter with its colleges and kings; Wotton Hall ‘with Alfieri and
Rousseau ; and a Sacrament Sunday at Kilmorae, with its graphic
band of modern Covenanters,  These are treated with vartous me-
rit; always with proper enthusiasm, charity, and good nature.

We bid a hearty farewell to this most successful effort on the
part of Mr. ITowitt, to give circulation to healthy, kind, and plea-
sant thoughts; to increase the public cheerfulness and good hu-
mour; and to strengthen the manly interest which cvery onc of
every party should take in the memories and glories of England
and of Englishmen.

Another Notice from the London Atlas.

One of the most charming volumes we have chanced upon dur-
ing many years—a book thatis likely to be read a century hence
with as keen a delight as it issure to be read now while the inter-
est of its publication isfresh. It was a felicitous thoughtin Wil-
liam Howitt to undertake so poctical a pilgrimage, for which heis
so admirably, and, we had almost said, peculiarly quahﬁed by the
character of his mind, the purity of his taste, and his deep love of
old traditions and their picturesque and historical associations,
The performance of this agrecable and exeiting undertaking is inall
respects such as might have been anticipated from the author of
the Rural Life in England. The same lively appreciation of the
noblest attributes of national character, the same relish for natural
beauty, and the same power of moving the sympathies by truthful
images of life, are developed with even greater power in the volume
before us than in the Rural Life, where the design may be said to
havebeen indicated. The object of the work i: thus exprersed by
the author :— It has long been my opinion,” he observes, that
to visit the most remarkable scenes of old English history and man-
ners, and to record the impressions thence derived in their imme-
diate vividness ; to restore, as it were, each place and its inhabitants
to freshness, and to present them freed from the dust of ages and
the heaviness of antiquarian rubbish piled uponthem, would be a
lahd‘ur‘respbndcd to with emphasis by readers of the present day.”
The plan is sufficiently comprehensive to fill many more volumes,
and we hope that anenterprise’which has been so successfully com-
menced, will be earried out to the full extent of the materials. The
sivers, hills, and valleys, the ancient ruins andsurviving castles, the
fortresses and towns of England are rich in this kind of Jore, and
from the spirit in which the storied remains includedin the present
publication are explored, we look forward with no little anxiety to
the fulfilment of the promise contained in the preface, that the
subject is to be continued hereafter at greater length, and in regu-
lar series.

Wherever our author went he appears to have made zealous in-
quiries after the relics of past ages, to have endeavoured to deter-
mine doubtful localities, and to have gleaned as much personal
history, and such accounts of fugitive nanners and usages, as have
been preserved in the oral traditions of the immediate neighbour-
hoods. He never encumbers us with gencral historical details, but
just gives us such a passing glance of history as may be sufficient
to create the exquisite interest in the subjects under consideration.
Then the whole is exhibited in such an atmosphere of poctieal feel-
ing that, while it presents a vivid succession of sketches of by-gone
realities, it possesses all the additional fuscinationsof a highly ima-
ginative romance.

We will begin with Stratford-on-Avon, which is, probably,
one of the most curious portions of the whole. First, of the love
for Shakspeare's memory which the inliabitants in dommon enter-
tain, and the numerous local memorabilia that exist concerning
him:—

¢ Stratford appears now folive on the fame of Shakspeare.
sce mementos of the great native poet wherever you turn.  There
is the Mulberry-tree Inn; the Imperial Shakspeare otel ; the
Sir John Falstaff' ; the Royal Shakspeare Theatre : the statue of
Shakspeare meets your eye in its niche on the front of the Town-
hall,  Opposite to that, a large sign informs you that thece is kept
a collection of the relics of Shakspeare, and not far off you arrive
at another sign, conspicuously projecting into the street, on which
is proclaimed——*1x THIS LiLUSE THE IMMORTAL LARD WAS HORN.”
The people seem all alive to the honour of their town having pro-
duced Sliakspeare.  The tailor will descend from his shoploard,
or the cobbler start up from his stall, and volunteer to guide you
to the points connected with the history of the great poet. A poor
shoemaker, on my asking «t his door the nearest way to the church
containing Shakspeare’s tomb, immediately rose up and began to
puton his coat. I said, ¢ No, my friend, I donot want you to put
yourselfto that trouble ; go on with your work—I only want you
to say whether this way be the niostdireet.’ ¢ Bless you, Sir,’ said

You

the man, taking up his hat, ‘I dont want any thing for showing a
gentleman the way to Shakspeare’s tomb; it is a pleasure to me;
I am fond on’t; and a walk, now and then, does me good. ” The
old man bustled along, holding forth with enthusiasm in the pralse
of Shakspeare, and coming up to the sexton’s house, and knock-
ing,—* There,’ said he, ¢ I have saved you ten minutes’ walk :—
don’t forget to look at old Johnny Combe! and was turning off,

highly pleased that he had done somathirig to the honour of Shaks-
peare, and reluctant to receive even the \aluc of a glass of ale for
his services.

% The Rogal Shakspeare Club annu'ally celebrate the birth of
Shakspeare on the 23d of April, and even Washington Irving is
held in great honour, for having recorded in his Sketch-Book his
visit to his tomb. At one of the inns they show you Washington
Irving’s room and hisbed. In the Red Horse, at which I stayed,
my room was adorned with his sole portrait, and all the keepersof
Stratford Albums take good care to point out to you the signature
of Washington Irving, the American, who spoke so highly of Shaks-
peare.”

While tens of thousands of strangers have visited the house where
Shakspeare was born, Mr. Iowitt justly observes that few have
ever thought of looking at the cottage where Ann IHathaway was
born, in the rustic village of Shottry. e has, with exquisite
feeling, supplicd thisdeficiency in the annals of the poet's locality,
and, Dbeing a firm believer in the true-heartedness and domestic
tenderness of Shakspeare (and it would go hard with us to dis-
pute a poind of belief to which Shakspeare's passionate pactry so
strongly inclines us) he went to visit the village, crossing the very
fields which Shakspeare must have so often travelled in the days of
his wooing, and touched by the sentiments which such associations
were naturally calculatedto produce. Of Shottry and its mdmo-_
rable cottage, we have the following interesting sketch :—

« The village is a real rustic village indeed, consisting of a few-
farm-houses, and of half-timbered cottages of the most primitive
construction, standing apart, one from the other, in their old gar-
Nothing can-exceed the simplicity and quict

It is the beau ideal of Goldsmith’s Auburn.
a mere cot-

dens and orchards,
of this rustic hamlet, _
The village public-housc is the « Shakspeare Tavern,”
tage, like the rest. No modern innovations, no improvements,
seem to have come hither to disturb the image of the past times.
The cottages stand apart from each other, in their gardens and or-
chard-crofts, and are just what the poets delight to deseribe, The
country around is pleasant, though not very striking. = Its great
charm is its perfect rurality. Ann Hathaway’s cottage stands at
the farther end of this scattered and secluded hamlet, at the feet of
pleasant uplands, and from its rustic casements you catch glimpses
of the fine breezy ranges of the Ilmington and "Meon hills, some
miles southward; and of Stratford church spire eastward peeping
over its trces.

“ The cottageis a long tenement of the most primitive character ;
of timber framing, filled up with brick and plaster-work.,  Tts

* doors are grey with age, and have the old-fashioned wooden latehes,

with a bit of wood nailed on the outside of the door to take hold of
while you pull the string ; just such a latch as, no doubt, was on
the door of Little Red-Riding Hood's grandmother, when the
wolf said to the little girl, ¢ pull the string, and you'll get in.’

¢ "{'he antiquity of the houseis testified by the headsof the wood-
en pins which fasten the framing, standing up some iuches from
the walls, aceording to the rude fashion of the age, never having
been cutoff.  The end of the cottage comes to the village road ;
and the side which looks into the orchard is covered with vinesand
roses, and rosemary. The orchard is a spot all knowes and hel-
lows, where you might imagine the poet, when he came here a-
wooing, or in the after-days of his renown, when he came hither
to sec his wife's friends, and to indulge in day-dreams of the past,
as he represents the King of Denmark,
¢ Sleeping within mine orchard,
My custom always of the afternoon'—

lying on the mossy turf, and enjoying the pleasant sunshine, and
the flickering shadows of the old apple-trees.  The orchard extends
up theslope a good way; then you come to the cottage-garden,
and then to another orchard.  You walk up a little narrow path
between hedges of box, and amongst long grass.  All the homely
herbs and flowers which grow about the real old English cottage,
and which Shakspeare delighted to intreduce into his poetry—the
rosemary, calendine, boneysuckle, marigold, mint, thyme, rue,
sage, cte. mecting your cye as you proceed.”

And so our poet annalist goes on rambling into a delightful dream
about Shakspeare's inspiration, and his knowledge of nature, and a
hundred other cqually delicious and suggestive topics.  DBut we
must take another snateh of deseription about the eottage :—

¢« There was an old arbour of box, the trees of which had grown
high and wild, having a whole wilderness of periwinkle at their
feet ; and upon the wooden end of a shed forming one side of this
arbour grew ahoneysuckle, which seems as though it might have
grown in the very days of Shakspeare, for ithad all the character
of a very old tree; little of it shewing any life, and its bark hang-
ing from its stem in filaments of more than a foot long, like the
tatters and beard of an ancient beggar. At the door looking into
this orchard is a sort of raised platform up three or four steps with
a seat upon it, so that the cottagers might sit and cnjoy at once
the hireeze and the prospect of the orchard and fields beyond. There
isa passage right through the house, with a very old high-hacked

.talen and coloured accurately from the bust in the church?

bench of oak in it, said to have been there in Shakspeare’s time,
and old cnough to have been there long before. The whole- of
the interior is equally simple and rustic. I have beenmore parti-
cular in speaking of this place, because perhaps at the very moment
I write these remarks this interesting dwelling may be destroyed,
and all that I have béen describing have given'way to the raviges
of modern change.”

With the following history of the relics of Shakspeare, we must
reluctantly dismiss Stratford; begging the reader, however, to sa-
tisfy his cur1051ty as soon as he can about the remainder of this
visit 1—

“Oppositeto this Town-hall is a house occupicd bv a Mr. Ren-
son, who has a sign in front of it, announcing that there is kept a
collection ‘of articles which were in the house where the poet was
born, and remained there till Mary Homby, the molh_ér. of thepre-
sent Mrs, Reason, was obliged to leave it, on account of the pro-
prictor raising the rent so much in cqnsmjuencc of the numerous
She at first gave ten, then twenty, then forty pounds
but the tide of visiters increasing, the demand of the
landlord still rose with it, till cither the man outvalued the income,
or the patience of Mary Homby gave way. She gave notice to
quit the house, and another person immediately took it. A violent
foud arose between the out-going and the in-coming cxhib.it()r.
Mary Homby, of course, stripped the house of cvery article that
had been shewn as Shakspeare's.  Butshe did not stop there. She
deliberately, or perbaps, as will appear probable,. rather hastily,
took a brush and a pail of whitewash, and w, ashed over all the mil-
lions of inscribed names of - adoring visiters onthe walls] Atone

fell sweep, out w ent the xilustrwus alrrnatures of l\mgs, queens,
princes, princesses, ambassadors, nmbassadresscs, lords, ladies,
knights, pocts, philosaphers, statesmen, tpdgediuus, comedians, bish-
ops, lord chaneellors, lord chief justices, privy counscllors, senators,
and famous orators; all the sweet tribe of dL;cllcssés, countesses, ba-
ronesses, honourables and dishonourables,—out went théy altoge-
ther, with as little remorse as if death himself had been wielding
the besom of destruction, instead of Mary IHomby her white-wash -
brush ! '

“ Mary Homby, having cxecuted this sublime extinction of so
many digaities, marched out with a lofty sense of the vicuum she
left behind, carrying away with her the Albums into the bargain.
"The new tenant on entering was struck with u speechless conster-
In the ¢immortal bard's' own words, all the precious re-

visits to it.
a year for it;

nation!

lies had
Vanished like the haseless fabric of a vision,
And left not a wreck behind,

Nothing at all but four bove wallst What was to be done? ¢
was still Shs thsp(:'uc's birth-place—but it was 2 very nnked one
indeed,—all the imposing relics w ere gone, and a rival shop.was set:
up with them ! She looked upon hcrselt:w swmd]ed She' had o
higher rent to pay, with a diminished stock and a formldnbk rival,
and she accordingly raised a loud clamour in the ecars! of the lund-'
lord. The landlord began to bluster . with Mary Flomby, and
claimed the goods as heulooms,-—.ls part and parcel of the proper-
ty ;- but the lawyers told-him a different story. Ile then elained
the Albums, and commenced proceedings to recover them, but with
no better suceess. Money was then offered for them, but- money
could not buy them ; so it was absolutely necessary to commence
a-new with blauk walls and blank bovks. It was a melancholy
coming down, Where was the chair called Shakspeare's chair,
which had stood in a niche in the room, and the arms of which
alone had been sold for twenty-three guineas? Where were those
two fine old high-backed chairs which were said to be given to
Shakspeare by the Larl of Southampton, with the Earl's coronet
and supporters (animals having an odd look, between lions and
men, with bigheads) npon them?  Where was the little chair of
the same kind, called Hamnet's chair—the son of Shakspeare, who
died when twelve years old? 'Where was that precious old lantern
made of the glass of the house where Shakspeare died?  The bust,
The
portrait of a boy, with a curious high-laced cap on his hend, and
an cmbroidered doublet, called John Mathaway, the brother of
Apnyn Hathaway 2 'The painting said to be done by Shakspeare’s
nephew, Williain Shakspeare Iart, representing Shakspearcin the
character of Petruchio? ‘T'he cup, and the knotted walking-stick
made from the erab-tree under which he slept in Bidford Tields ?
Where the various piccees of carving from his bed-stead 7 That old
basket-hilted sword which lonfked as though it had lain buried for a
century or-two on the field of Edge-hill or Worcester, but which
was, in fact, no such thing, but the veritable sword with which
Slmkspc.m_ performed in ]famlet and which the Prince Regent
had wanted so much té buy in 1815, saying—*=ke knew the family
very well that gave it to Shakspeare ? Where was that? Ay, and
still more, where was that grand old picee of carving which used
to be over thenantel-pieee, coloured and gilt, and _representing
David fighting with Goliath Letween the adverse armies; and over
their hca(ls, on a flying label or garter, an inseription, suid, and
sufficiently testified by the sp]cndour of the verse, to be written by
¢ the immortal bard’ himself ?  The iron box that held the poet’s
will ; Shakspeare’s beneh 5 picces of his mulberry-tree; the box,
given to him by the Prince of Castile; a picee of the very match-
locL with which he shot the deer; the portraits of Sir John Ber-
nard and his lady Elizabeth, the grand-daughter of Shakspeare;
the portrait of Churlotte Clopton in her tmnw the pedigree and
the will—where were they all? - Carried off by the indignant and
vindictive Mary IHomby.

« But the ravages of thismodern Goth and Vandal eould not he
entircly rcpmrcd-—they might, however, I)L in some degree 1niti-
gated. Mary Homby had omitted the size, and by gont]c and
continued friction of the brush, the-millions of pencilled nmnes once
more appeared in all their ongmal clearness! The relics were at
onee pronounced—humbug ;—new Albums were opencd, and the
Shakspearc show-room was restored to its ancient value. In fact,
this house, which was some years ago pirrchased of Joan Shaks-
peare’s deseendants, the Harts, with uther property, for £259, is
now said to be worth £2,000,



