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was something to see, feel and hear, full of home com-
fort and home society. There was a place for hear-
ing or readiug stories. There wasa chance for young
childhood’s fancies. With a little imagination, one
could sce o world of life and beauty. There was the
purring, clirping, merry bluze, cutling around all
the burning sticks, and flashing, and dashing up the
chimney in all forms and colurs, sumetimes darting
out a tongue towards the children reading by its light
on low Lenclies in the corner; and always full of|
frolic-and wirthful music. Then there was o perpet-
ual popping of spark musketry, with once in a while
a sharp ¢k, and a red rochet of a live coal thrown
out several fuet into the room, and a scampering to
geize it with the tongs. There was a hissing, bub-
bling and boiling of the sap at the ends of tie Lurn-
ing billets of maple and hickory, muhing a hind of
treble to the melody. And underncath was every-
thing a child could imagine. Tn the red coals, pow-
dered with white ashes, you could sce the faces of
giants, shiys, castles, meeting-houses, trees, beasts,
birds ;—in fact, anything you wished to sce; and all
these pictures were changing cver) minute, and new
forms appearing to attract aud please the ¢ye and
exercise the imagination. Who Lhnows how many of
our Ametrican poets had the first sparhs of their ge-
pius kindled into a glow by the coul-scenery and
blazing, singing tongues of the old hearth-fires of
New Enzland! For one, I never could believe that
Longfcllow wrote his “ Lxcelsior,” or the “ Psalins of
Life,” by an :tair-tight,” or ovcr the “ register™ of an
invisitile cellar-furnace.  And,indecd. Iam cunfident
that nearly all bis best pieces weie produced by a
wood-firc on the hearth for I have mysclf had the
pleasure of sitting down with Lim fura cozy hour
before it quite lately; and one of ample size it is, in
length, depih and draught, and the sane that Wash-
ington wrote his dispatches and tuok Lis tea by for
awhile in the Revolutionary war.

But the old houses of England are not so intcrest-
ing merely hecause they furnish modcls fur those first
built in New Bugland; but beeause they arethe very
bouses in which the Pilgrim Forefathers were born.
It is for this, that I love to visit them, and talk to you
about them.  Probably all the first dwelling liouses
in New England have long ago disappeared. They
were built of wood generally, and only for a few
jears comparatively, or untit others more commo-
dious and clegant could be erccted. Thus, we can-
not go cven to Plymouth, and point out the house
framed Ly one of the men who came ¢verin the May-
flower. This first link in the chain of their life's
history in \merica is lost; but we find it bright and
strong in Old England. Perhaps three-fourths of the
bouses in which the men of the Mayflower were born
are standing yet in town, village and hamnlet ia the
Mother Country. 1 have entered sore of these my-
self, or some equally ancient.  There is old Boston,
for instance, with its great, grand church tower three
hundred feet high or more, and perhaps five hundred
years old. In the porch, or entrance, you see a huge
tablet bung against the wall, bearing the names of
all the rectors or ministers who bave been settled
over the church from the beginning.  About the mid-
dle of the third column, I think you willfind the name
of Jokn Cotlon, who aficrwards went to America,and
was the first minister in our Boston, which was called
by that name as a token of respect for the town from
which be came.  And yet he was one of the modern
ministers of Boston in lingland, comparatively. The
house in which he lived and wrote his sermons in
that town is standing Fet. Nor was he the first who
inhabited it. Probably ministers, who preached in
that old church beforo he was born, lived and diedin
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that very building, which is still called * The Rec-
tory.”

'i)'uke it all in all, there is no old house in England
that I have visited with more pleasure, than the little,
humble cottage in which Jokn Bunyan was born. 1
am sure that all the children whocun read theselines
have read that fimous book, Bunyan’s Pilgtim’s Pro-
gress; and 1 thionk they would have been as mudh in-
terested as I was in visiting the lownly birthi-place of
that remarkable man. It is one of the humblust of
BEuglish cottages, and now inhabited by a puor farm-
luburer, who dues not paobably earn wore than fifty
cents a day. It stands in a little hamlet, a mile or
two frum the town of Bedford, and is frequently vis-
ited by persous who revere the memoty ot the writer
of that most wonderful of univspired buvhs., It was
with thouglits I could think nowhere ulse, that 1 sat
down on & wooden stoul in the chimuey corher and
lovked abuut upun every brick and rude bes of that
low-juinted cottage. There was only one ryuin be-"
tow, and its flour was Lrick and stone, with & great
firc-place, large envugh to hold a small famiiy.  The
beams overhead were croched, and evidently fitted

to their place by some peusant’s ase. Iutu these,
wooden pegs were driven, which still were stroug
enough tou hold herbs, hats, sichles, bacun, &c. Thero
was the rude door with its wooden lateh and Icather
string, leading to the low sleeping loft under the roof.
How many thoughts of the great and guud man’s
childhood came into wy mind, as my ey ¢ passed slow-
ly frum one of these simple ubjects to another! What
hind of buy was he at ten years of age? Was hishair
black or brown? Did he wear & smock frock and o
round-topped bat, as peasant boys do now in Eng-
land? Which cuiner of the large fire-p.ace was g
favorite resort? Did be eat his oat mceal porridge
with & wooden spoon? which of thuse noutm-eaten
pegs held his cap? where did he put his hob-nail
shoes on winter nights? What kind of sturies did he
read by fire-light? What figures and imagery did he
see in the curling flames, and the red coals? What
outlines of “ Doubting Castles,” Wichet Gates,'
“ Vanity-Fairs,” and other places of the sort, which
he afterwards put in bis Pilgrim’s Progress 2—These,
and & thousand other thoughts, came rushing into my
mind as Tsat on that old foot-worn hearth-stone,
which was laid down many a year before the Pilgrim
Fathers of New Ingland first planted their feet on
Plywmouth Rock.

It would fill many a large book, if onc should at-
tempt to write a briefdescription of all the dwelling-
ing-houses still standing in England, which were
built long before the Mayflower sailed for America.
Some of these were the burth-places of the most dis-
tinguished men that the Mother Country ever pro-
duced. You have heard over and over again of the
house of the great poet Shakespeare, at Stratford-on-
Avon. The Americans seem to visit it with great
veneration; and almost cvery day one or miore of
them may be found meditating in the roovmn he ocen-
pied, or standing in pensive silence over his grave—
That house was old when the first lug hut of a white
man was built in NewEngland. 1n thecity of Litch-
ficld, I have seen the bouse in which Dr. Johnson was
born, the great wan of dictionary fame; and that is
nearly as old as Shakespeare’s. Inthe town of Hunt-
ingdon, stands yet the school-house in which Oliver
Cromwell lcarned his A. B. C. when his feet would
hardly reach the floor as he sat upon the wooden
bench. London abounds in old houses, readered fa-
mous in a similar way. There is a smallhotel orinn
standing, in good repair, in Fenchurch Street, called
“The King’s Head,” with an inscription in large let-

ters over the door, stating that Queon Elizabeth dined
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