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the occupancy of Osterley—Chiefjustice Coke.  His compliment to
Elizabeth on the occasion of a similar visit to the same house took the
more available and acceptable shape of ten or twelve hundred pounds
sterling in jewellery. She had more than a woman's weakness for finery,
and Coke operated upon it very successfully. His gems ou.tlas!;ed Gres-
ham’s wall, which has long since disappeared with the court it disfigured.
In place of both stands a goodly Ionic portico, through which one may
Pass to a staircase that bears a representation by Rubens of the apotheo-
sis of Mr. Motley's hero, William the Silent ~The gallery offers a col-
lection of other old pictures. Should we, however, take time for even
a short stop in this vicinity, it would probably be for the credit of say-
ing that we walked over Hounslow Heath intact in purse and person.
The gentlemen of the road live only in the classic pages of Ainsworth,
Reynolds and, if we may include Sam Weller insuch worshipful company,
that bard of “the bold Turpin.” Another class of highwaymen had
long before them been also attracted by the fine manceuvring facilities
of the heath, beginning with the army of the Cesars and ending with
that of James II. Jonathan Wilde and his merry men were saints to
Kirke and his lambs, : .

Hurrying on, we skirt one of Pope's outlying manors, in his time the
seat of his friend Bathurst and the haunt of Addison, Prior, Congreve
and Gay, and leave southward, toward the Thames, Horton, the cradle
of Milton. A marble in its ivy-grown church is inscribed to the memory
of his mother, ob. 1637. At Horton were composed, or inspired, Lycidas,
L’ Allegro, Il Penseroso, Comus and others of his nominally minor but
really sweetest and most enjoyable poems. In this retirement the Muse
paid him his earliest visits, before he had thrown himself away on poli-
tics or Canaanitish mythology. Peeping in upon his handsome young
face in its golden setgng of blonde curls,

Through the sweetbrier or the vine,

Or the twisted eglantine,
she wooed him to better work than reporting the debates of the arcl}-
angels or calling the roll of Tophet. Had he confined himself to this
tenderer field, the world would have been the gainer. He might not
have “made the world Miltonic mean sublime,” but we can spare a listle
of the sublime to get some more of the beautiful. .

To reach Milton, howaver, we have run off the track badly. His
Eden is no station on the Great Western. We shall balance this south-
ward divergence with a corresponding one to the north from Slough,
the last station ere reaching Windsor. We may give a go-by for the
moment to the halls of Kings, do homage to him who treated them
similarly, and point, in preference, to where

in many a moulde heap
The rude forefathers of tmxmleé sleep.

They show Gray's tomb in Stoke Pogis church, and his house, West
End Cottage, half a mile-distant. The ingredients of his Elegy"—fac‘
tually the greatest, but in his judgment among the least, of tl:)xs 0
works—exist all around. “The rugged elm,” “ the ivy-mantl edl i

and “the yew tree’s shade,” the most specific among the sxmpheb t}?ro-
perties ” of his little spectacle, are common to so many placesht " ’;ﬁe
are several competitors for the honour of having furnished tl (:;md be
cocks, ploughmen, herds and owls canuot, of course, at this late day be



