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THOSE who wander away for their holiday to Belgium, or the 
Rhine, or Switzerland, often know but little what delights 
they leave behind them in their native land. There is scenery 
in every particular that charms, and ancient towns and cities 
that are hardly inferior in beauty and picturesqueness, to 
those on the Moselle and the Elbe. These, too, have a 
hundred associations connected with them that appeal more 
to an Englishman than any continental ones. If any ask 
where such things are to be found, I would say at once, 
that wherever they may live, they have only to travel north 
or south, or east or west, and they are sure, before long, to 
come to plenty that will reward their labour. Within a few 
miles of where I live, and of course at no great distance 
from Liverpool, are the Cheshire Hills, almost neglected by 
tourists, and even artists ; yet these are of almost unsurpassed 
beauty. On one of the hills near Broxton no fewer than ten 
counties can be seen, and the landscapes are as pleasing as 
they are broad and rich. The estuary of the Mersey is plainly 
visible on the north, and to the west are bends of the Dee, 
shewing themselves rarely through dark patches of foliage. 
Chester is easily seen, as also Nantwich and Malpas and 
Whitchurch, and many distant church towers that have stood 
the wear and tear of centuries. Beeston Castle crowns the
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summit of a neighbouring hill, and has played many parts in 
English history ; and the royal forest of Delamere stretches 
out for many miles in extent. The county of Derby is 
better known than Cheshire; and though not superior in 
beauty, its mineral springs and its well-established watering 
places make it much better known. The Peak is of course 
celebrated through the pa,ges of Sir Walter Scott and many 
other historians, but its lovely dales want a chronicler; and 
so central is it, that a comparatively small sum will enable 
any one in the kingdom to visit it and enjoy its delights. But 
many will think that all its history yields to the gentle hero 
of later years. Izaac Walton will be for ever connected with 
the history of Derbyshire ; and his quaint pages are full of 
recollections of the beautiful scenery of the county. Ethel- 
red, Alfred, William de Peverel, and King John appear in 
its early age, and King Charles made it one of his earliest 
stations after setting up the standard of civil war, though 
he did not perhaps at first rightly interpret the feeling of the 
citizens, and was completely defeated in an engagement, where 
the Derby canal joins the Trent.

Shropshire and Warwickshire, of course, are among the 
counties to be seen from the hill where we have been supposed 
to stand. In Warwickshire, the Romans have left very signifi 
cant marks. Watling Street forms the north-west boundary of 
the county, and is crossed in a straight line by the Fosse 
way, a marvellous street that extends from Gloucester to 
Leicester in one straight line ; and Tckneld Street and Eidge 
Way are still traceable on the west, while encampments of 
Roman date, coins, weapons, and pottery are scattered all over 
the county. Perhaps, however, Warwickshire is better recol 
lected as the county where some of Shakespeare's scenes 
were laid, and where the great poet himself was born. 
" Bardolph, get thee before me to Coventry ; fill me a bottle of 
" sack ; our soldiers shall march through; we'll to Sutton
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" Coined to-night." Where was the neighbouring town of 
Birmingham in those days ?

Shropshire is even less frequented by tourists than War 
wickshire, but is not inferior to it either in scenery or historic 
interest. Shrewsbury, Bridgenorth, Ludlow, and Bishop's 
Castle, not only revive scenes of beauty to one's recollection, 
but they have all figured conspicuously in English history.

Shrewsbury was the great centre of the wars of the Welsh 
Marches, so much so indeed that Edward I fixed his residence 
there; and the associations of the Battle of Shrewsbury are 
too familiar to every one to require dwelling on here. This 
charming town is situated on an eminence, tfrat will enable 
every one to see the beautiful outline of the city from any 
point of view. The dark frowning castle, the tapering spires 
of its ecclesiastical structures, the irregular, picturesque 
disposition of its buildings, and the pleasant windings of the 
Severn, all contribute to make it one of the most delightful 
towns in England. The church of St. Mary in Shrewsbury 
is one of the most interesting of all parish churches. There 
are Dutch paintings in the windows, and many fine tombs of 
great antiquity. But not only are the historical and picturesque 
recollections of St. Mary's interesting : the church contains 
examples of every style of architecture from William the 
Conqueror to the latest Tudor period. Nor are these isolated 
examples, there are many of each date; and as for the 
domestic buildings in Shrewsbury, they are said by many to 
exceed those of Chester. The view from the Wrekin is 
extremely grand and suggestive ; from a distance it looks 
like a pale blue cone, but it is easy of access, and the views 
from it are said to embrace thirteen counties. The land it 
immediately overlooks is generally considered to have con 
tributed about an equal number of men to the rival houses of 
York and Lancaster, which of itself would shew the intense 
absurdity of the civil war, and the absence of any cause to



120

fight for. The words of Henry VI are very apt when he 
reviews the plain at Towton, where the war of the roses is 
heing fought 

Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ; 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither.

This, of course, only alluded to a small part of the engage 
ment at Towton. Again and again the plains we overlook 
have figured in the later civil wars, and we are reminded of 
monarchs who " waded through slaughter to a throne." 
Though this is a less melancholy picture than we are also 
reminded of, if we look to the north and west, where we can 
sometimes see the woods of Gresford that surround the birth 
place of, and the town of Wem that gave the title to, the judge 
that " shut the gates of mercy on mankind." Still all these 
extravagances are softened down hy time; and within a few 
miles to the north of Wem is Whitchurch that contains the 
remains of the mighty Talbot, who was taken from the 
French wars for burial in England.

Shropshire is an infinitely more interesting and beautiful 
county than many persons suppose. It is the county of 
pleasant shady lanes, and quiet picturesque market towns. 
There are scores of tales about the Lord Marchers and their 
quarrels with the Welsh, all the way from Roger de Mont 
gomery to the closing scene of the border wars, where Owen 
Glendower hid himself in an oak, and allowed Hotspur and 
his friends to fight out the last of the Welsh and English 
wars. Often I have been over the Shrewsbury field, and 
examined what few relics are left of the great battle, most of 
which, and they are very few, are deposited in the museum 
at Shrewsbury. Let any one whose good fortune leads 
him to the county town of Shropshire, take a walk of three 
or four miles to the north, along the Whitchurch road, with 
a copy of Henry I"V in his hand, and he will realize every 
word of the play. It was a hot day in July, when Boliug-
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broke, by forced marches, reached Shrewsbury only a few 
hours before Hotspur, and probably by his good time gained 
the terrible battle. It is more than probable that Shakespeare 
drew his pictures on the spot, and the painted windows in 
Battlefield Church contain several panes that quite suggest 
some of his lines. As also the extremely accurate description 
of the " bosky " hill, doubtless Haughmond, that he gives.

The rows of ancient houses on the road are almost fixed as 
to date, at least the older ones ; for Henry IV burned down 
all those that were standing, to prevent their affording refuge 
to the armies of Hotspur ; and in the security after the battle, 
and the comparative quiet that prevailed, those on the road 
were soon rebuilt. Some of these houses are stone, and some 
black and white, or post and petrel. Much these differed iu 
construction. Sometimes the black and white was solid, and 
sometimes the white part was hollow, being plastered outside 
and inside on laths, and not unfrequently the spaces between 
the beams were filled in with bricks ; but as a very general 
rule the style afforded any amount of protection against the 
weather, as is shewn in a house that is now being pulled 
down in Chester. This black and white style is now coming 
into, use in some parts of England ; but, of course, American 
pine has to be substituted for oak. The farm houses on the 
Duke of Westminster's estate and some on that of Mr. 
Heywood, the banker, are being rebuilt in this form, and 
they form very pleasant objects in the landscape. Some of 
them are so well done that it is only on close inspection the 
difference from the more ancient kind can be detected. The 
great advantage of this style is that it does not require to be 
coloured up to give the appearance of antiquity. All black 
and white houses have to be kept coloured, and the 
difference between new and old is not so apparent. Let 
it be fairly stated that, without necessarily saying all old 
constructions must be better than new, there is doubtless
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a certain amount of toning down that age can effect, 
which adds to the pleasure of a landscape; and one 
advantage of this style is, that if the building is shapely, it 
can be erected among trees that are tolerably well grown, and 
so pass in the landscape without any artificial tinting. This 
has always appeared to me the great advantage of white 
washing and yellow tinting. Near Christleton about a mile 
and a half from Chester, Mr. Scott, a son of the notable 
church restorer, has erected some almshouses on an old 
foundation ; and so well has he done his work that very few 
persons would detect their new origin. The chimneys and 
roofs tell well and clearly, and each feature shews for itself, 
The beautiful buildings stand on a well chosen spot on the 
side of what is called Christleton lake, a small mere belonging 
to the class so common in Cheshire and Shropshire ; and 
among old trees the effect is excellent. What a difference 
between this and a stolid block of red brick houses such as' 
would have been erected some twenty years ago ! The one 
would hare been no better than an eyesore, while the other is 
a pleasure. But it is not only in externals that the old 
architects were superior to us in the matter of homesteads and 
roadside houses. There are many internal arrangements in 
a house that are not so satisfactory in our present style of 
building as were those of the dwellings of the 16th century.

It is not possible to go far in any county in England 
without even yet meeting with ecclesiastical remains of the 
14th century ; and there can be no doubt that if we could 
present a truthful picture of England as it was in the reign 
of Henry IV, it would at once be dismissed as the dream of 
an antiquary. In those days, the whole bent of the mind 
was towards beauty. We are so very fond of standing on the 
vantage ground we have won in material prosperity, and of 
comparing our present condition with that of our ancestors, 
that we forget a hundred times over the points in which we
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are inferior to them. Even in the design of utensils, the 
few relics that are left us of four or five centuries ago are 
the models by which the most advanced manufacturers of the 
present day are guided ; and when we attempt to design things 
that have come into use since the 14th century, we feel at 
once how helpless we are. Who, for example, ever designed 
an organ case of the 14th century style, or a marble chimney 
piece, or a coal scuttle ? True it is that glib attempts can 
be made at such, and cuspings and crockets introduced ; a 
miniature west front of York Minster was not uncommon in 
grate fronts thirty or forty years ago ; but, after all, how 
unsatisfactory are our attempts when we leave the beaten 
track. There is no difficulty in designing a church a good 
one too. The materials are all cut out and at hand in immense 
profusion. It requires no genius to design a 14th century 
window ; indeed the trouble is to reject examples, so many 
bristle up whenever we have one to design. But it must be 
quite apparent that we have lost the principle by which the old 
designers were guided to certain beauty ; it mattered not what 
they had to do, their work was apt, and fitted itself to the 
purpose. The motto of the old designers might have been 
that of Ovid in his banishment " Et quod tentabam scribere 
"versus erat." Well, let any one attempt to design a 14th 
century shop front, with plate glass windows, and see if he 
would not rather wince in shewing his design to a critical 
company. Yet it would have been a joke of a problem to 
the architect of St. Mary's Beverley, or Salisbury spire. 
The latter, indeed, often disappoints at first sight, but a little 
better acquaintance with it soon dispels the disappointment. 
From Salisbury city it appears slim and slight, and we are not 
impressed with its loftiness, nor would we indeed at first credit 
that it is the tallest building in England ; but when it is seen 
from great distances on the plain where it is built, it gives a 
sharp incisive idea of height. There is no attempt at width of
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base, the Plain, covering over two hundred miles, gives 
breadth enough. It is a quiet, grand old landmark that for 
ages has relieved the eye of the traveller from Lavington and 
Amesbury.

But we do not need to go very far from home to 
see a beautiful illustration of the wealth of design there was 
in England. The woodwork in Chester Cathedral stalls 
astonishes me every time I look at it. The pinnacles are 
carried up to twice the height a designer of the present day 
would probably attempt, without in the least giving the 
idea of flimsiness. Indeed, with all the playful fancy of this 
marvellous piece of work, the prevailing idea of solid 
grandeur is never for a moment lost. Each of these tall 
pinnacles is different, though they seem to be uniform 
throughout; the finials and crockets are precisely the same 
in height and general appearance, and at first sight they 
might be machine work, but for quality, which is at once 
sharper and better. But they all represent some different 
flower or foliage, sometimes in bud and sometimes bursting 
out.

Now when we see what a treasure-house of design England 
has been, and what it even now is, we are apt to wonder 
where the. mantle of the old designers has fallen. During 
nearly 300 years, English art has been a constant target for 
foes and for friends; and neither the Turks, who used the 
statues of Phidias for targets, nor the soldiers of Cromwell, 
who broke down carved work with axes and hammers, have 
been such deadly foes to art as the churchwardens of the 
18th century. It is a slight comfort to think that those 
gentlemen have generally left their names on a painted 
board, and duly recorded the year in which they defiled the 
sanctuary.


