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PREFACE.

———

IT is not often that the fame of a political writer outlives
the age in which he writes. Men’s interests are so closely
interwoven with the events of their own day, that few
have either time or inclination to devote to those of a
bvgone generation. With respect, however, to the influ-
ence which Cobbett wielded in the political world for
nearly half a century, it has not probably been over-
stated—* that the student of politics must be a student
of Cobbett, if he would know the beginnings out of which
existing tendencies have been developed, and that the
statesman who does not know the Register forfeits a
master clue to the passions of his countrymen.”

One of Cobbett’s works, “Rural Rides,” although
interspersed with politics, deals largely with questions
of social and econowmical importance; and these ques-
tions are of scarcely less moment to us, in this year of
grace, than they were to Cobbett’s readers two genera-
tions ago.

Every one at all acquainted with Cobbett’s writings,
must bhave observed his passionate sympathy with all
rural occupations,

¢ He wrote on such subjects (says one of his biographers)
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with all the yearnings of first love ; the reader feels the
breeze fanning his cheek, he smells the heather and the
young hawthorn, and he hears the song of birds on every
side. There is nothing said or done for effect ; truth and
beauty are to him synonymous terms; and there is a
homely vigour in his style which is perfectly delightful in
this age of artificial refinement.” This is especially the
case with respect to the various jottings which he made
during his rides. Our companion throughout the book
is a man who thoroughly understands what he is describ-
ing, with all the experience of a farmer, and with all the
keen obeervation of a naturalist.

For this reason no lover of country pursuits can take
up “Rural Rides” without a new interest and delight.

What would deter most men from literary drudgery,
had a contrary effect on Cobbett. A day’s ride of forty
miles on horseback, so invigorates him, that at its close,
he supplies us with the experiences of the day in the
stirring language of an enthusiast.

Cobbett commenced his first rural journey on 3oth
October 1821. Leaving London, he rode through Berks,
Hants, Wilts, Gloucester and Hereford, returning by way
of Oxford. The experiment of going through the country
to talk with the farmers and their labourers, to examine
the crops, and to discuss such topics, at market dinners,
as were uppermost in men’s minds, was just suited to his
inclination.

At the time referred to, agricultural distress was at its
worst, and the sad outlook of the farmers was the chief
subject of the day.
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Before the close of the year, he made another trip, this
time into Kent, through Dartford, Rochester and Favers-
ham, and he also found opportunity to ride through
Norfolk and Suffolk. A

In January 1822 he selected Sussex, Kent and Surrey
for his journey, and when this was completed, he started
off for a trip through Hertford, Buckingham, and Hunt-
ingdon, and in the autumn, he rode through a part of
Hants, Berks, Surrey, and Sussex.

In 1823 he made another excursion into Surrey,
Sussex, and Hants, and later in the same year he again
visited Sussex, and returned through Kent.

His next journal is dated 19th October 1825, when he
gives us the results of a ride across Surrey and Hants,
and thence into Sussex.

On 24th August 1826, he dates his journal from Up-
husband in Hants. Thence he proceeds down the Valley
of the Avon in Wilts, and gaes on, through Somerset
and Gloucester, into Hereford and Worcester.

In October of the same year we find him making a
tour through the New Forest, and thence by Botley to
Petersfield, returning home through Godalming.

The results of these series of Rides were collected to-
gether and published by him at his office (183 Fleet
Street) in 1830.

His next ride is dated September 1829, when he visited
Hertfordshire and attended a political meeting at Tring.

In the next year he commenced another series of Rides,
and this time northward as far as Sheffield.

The same year finds him again visiting Norfolk and
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Suffolk, and thence turning westward he rode through
Leicester and Worcester to Bristol,

In 1832 he started again on a northern tour, and this
time with a distinctly political object in view, visiting
Newcastle, Hexham, North Shields, Sunderland and
Durham. The reception with which he met, and the over-
flowing attendances which crowded his public addresses,
testified to the popular and growing influence which he
exercised throughout the country.

The records of these later Rides were added by his
son, Mr. James Paul Cobbett, to those which had
already appeared, and were published by him (with
notes appended), in 1853.

If we regard these ““ Rural Rides” as a whole, we shall
find in them an accurate picture of social and domestic life
in England, which it would be difficult to find elsewhere.

Notwithstanding that the Author’s language is at times
violent, and that his statements are sometimes exaggerated
and inconsistent, yet with all this, there breathes through-
out the whole an intense sympathy with the labouring
classes, who were at the time suffering under peculiar
grievances, socially and politically.

At the present day not a few useful lessons may be
culled from the study of these jottings by those who
possess the spirit of philanthropy. Even persons who
differ most from Cobbett’s political views can scarcely
fail to read with delight the writings of a man who
was a complete master of pure Saxon English, and who
expressed himself in the strongest language, fortified by
apt illustrations, and convincing arguments,
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The reader will perceive that the style of the Author
has been preserved intact, and that the original text has
been rigidly adhered to. Some expressions, it is true,
will be found here and therc, which the refinement of the
present day will condemn, as bordering on breaches of de-
corum, if not as coarse and offensive. It has been felt,
however, that to interfere in any way with the pungency
of the Author’s style would be to destroy the accuracy of
the records, and would in effect reduce the present edition
to the level of an expurgated “ Shakespeare.” Moreover,
it must be borne in mind, that a half century ago, exple-
tives and phrases, which would not now ‘be tolerated in
decent society, were commonly used in ordinary conver-
sation, .

For the kind and ready permission to re-edit the pre-
sent volumes, which has been accorded by the family
of the late Mr, Cobbett, and for their valuable assistance
in perusing the proof sheets of the sketch of the author’s
life, I desire to express iy extreme obligation; my best
thanks are also due to the Misses Cobbett for the kind
use of the engraved plate from which the frontispiece
has been executed.

I wish to explain, that the notes to the present edition
are, to some extent, a reprint of those supplied by the
late Mr. James Paul Cobbett, to his edition of this work.
Some of his notes, however, have been omitted, as pos-
sessing but little interest at the present day, while others
have been modernized. Fresh notes have likewise been
extensively added.

It has been thought desirable to attach to the present
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edition a short biography of the Author. In this part
of my work there is no pretension to any critical study
of Cobbett’s life and writings. This has been done
already so ably by authors of note that any fresh attempt
by me, would be superfluous if not presuming. In the
present sketch I have striven merely to furnish an
anecdotal record of the leading features of Cobbett’s
character, and of points of interest in his life. For my
facts, I have been mainly indebted to his own writings
and to the contributions of previous authors,

In spite, however, of the paucity of new and original
matter, I trust that the result of my labours may be
found, not altogether devoid of interest as well as instruc-
tion to the general reader.

PITT COBBETT.

CROFTON VICARAGE,
FAREHAM, February 1888,



SKETCH OF AUTHOR’S LIFE.

—ae

IN briefly sketching the life of this extraordinary man, we
cannot do better than listen, in the first place, to some
account of his early life, with which he supplies us in a
pamphlet entitled ¢ The Life of William Cobbett, by Himself.”
I will merely premise that he was born at Farnham in Surrey,
on gth March 1762, and that his father, George Cobbett, was
a small farmer, who had four sons, of whom William was the
third.

He tells us that all he could boast of in his birth, was that
he was born in Old England.

His grandfather died before he was born; but speak-
ing of him, Cobbett says, “I have often slept beneath the
roof that had sheltered him, and where his widow dwelt for
many years. It was a little thatched cottage with a garden
before the door. It had but two windows ; a damson tree
shaded one, and a clump of filberts the other. Here I and
my brother went over every Christmas and Whitsuntide to
spend a week or two, and to torment the old woman with
our noise and dilapidations, She used to give us milk and
bread for breakfast, and apple-pudding for dinner, and a piece
of bread and cheese for supper. Her fire was made of turf
cut from the neighbouring heath, and her evening light was a
rush dipped in grease.” -

Cobbett’s father had received little or no education, but he
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was looked upon as a “learned man” for his rank in life.
When a boy, whatever the village schoolmaster could teach
him, he had learned, and had besides taught himself the rudi
ments of mathematics. He understood land-surveying, and
was often chosen to draw plans of disputed territory, having
the reputation of possessing much experience on such points.
He was, moreover, honest, industrious and frugal. Such a
father did not suffer his sons to eat the bread of idleness; but
he used to boast, that he had four boys, the eldest of whom
was only fifteen years old, and yet they would do as much work
as any three men in Farnham.

William’s first occupation was driving the small birds from
the turnip seed, and the rooks from the peas.

“When I first trudged a field (he tells us), with my satchel
swung over my shoulder, I was hardly able to climb the gates
and styles, and at the close of the day, to reach home was a
task of infinite difficulty.”

His next employment was weeding wheat, and leading 2
single horse at harrowing barley. Hoeing peas followed, until
he arrived at the honour of joining the reapers in the harvest
field, and of driving the team, and of holding the plough.

During the winter evenings, the father taught his boys to read
and write, and gave them a tolerable knowledge of arithmetic.

“Qur religion,” says Cobbett, “was that of the Church of
England, to which I have ever remained attached. As to politics,
we never heard nor thought of the matter, and I do not re-
member having seen a newspaper in the house ; and certainly
this privation did not render us less industrious, happy, or free.”

His father used to take one of his boys with him every year
to the great hop fair at Weyhill, which was held at old Michael-
mastide, and the journey was a sort of reward for their labours
during the summer.

It happened to be William’s turn, the year that Long Island

-was taken by the British, viz., 27th August 1776, A great
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T
company of hop merchants and farmers were sitting down to
supper, as the London post arrived, bringing the Ex#ra-
ordinary Gasetfe which announced the victory. A hop factor
from London, took the paper, placed his chair upon the table,
and began to read it aloud. He was opposed, a dispute ensued,
and Cobbett’s father, taking his son by the hand, led him to
another room, where they supped with about a dozen others
of the same sentiments. Here Washington’s health, and suc-
cess to the Americans, were repeatedly toasted. * This was
the first occasion (Cobbett mentions) that he ever heard the
General’s name,” and “he little dreamt at the time that he
should ever see the man, still less that he should hear some
of his own countrymen revile and execrate him.” He tells
us he merely alluded to this circumstance, to show that
he was not nursed in the lap of aristocracy, and that he did
not imbibe his principles or prejudices from those who were
the advocates of blind submission ; for “if my father (he adds)
had any fault, it was not being submissive enough, and I am
very much afraid that my acquaintance have but too often dis-
covered the same fault in his son.”

The recollection of incidents in his boyhood, associated with
frolic and mischief, was as fresh in his old age as at the time
when they occurred ; for instance, he thus describes the delight
which rural scenery and field-sports occastoned him:—“When I
was a very little boy in barley-sowing season, I was going along
bythe side of afield near Waverley Abbey,! Farnham,—the prim-
roses and blue bells bespangling the banks of the hedges, a thou-
sand linnets singing in a spreading oak overhead, while the jingle
of the traces, and the whistling of the ploughboy saluted my
ear from over the hedge, and, as it were to snatch me from the
enchantment, the hounds at that instant, having started a hare
in the hanger on the other side of the field, came scampering

1 It is said that Sir Walter Scott borrowed the title of his well-known
novel from this place,
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1
over it in full cry, taking me after them many a mile. I was
not more than eight years old, but this particular scene has
presented itself to my mind many times every year, from that
day to this, and I always enjoy it over again.”

He narrates also an amusing episode, showing how he
avenged himself on a huntsman named Bradley, who had
brutally struck him with his whip without any provocation.
He says,—

“I was only about eight years old, when my mind was
so strongly imbued with the principles of justice, that I did
not rest satisfied until I could inflict upon him a just punish-
ment. And this I did in the following manner.

“ Hounds, especially harriers, will follow the trail of a red

herring as eagerly as that of a hare, and rather more so, the
scent being stronger and more unbroken.
- ¢] waited till Bradley and his pack were trailing for a hare in
the neighbourhood of Seal Common. They were pretty sure
to find, in the space of half an hour, and the hare was pretty
sure to go up to the common and over the hill to the south.

1 placed myself ready with a red herring at the end of a
string, in a dry field and near a hard path, along which I was
pretty sure the hare would go. I waited a long time, the sun
was getting high, the scent was bad, but by-and-by, I heard
the view halloo, and full cry. I squatted down in the ferns,
and my heart bounded with the prospect of inflicting justice,
when I saw my lady come skipping by, going off towards the
south. In a moment I clapped down my herring, went off
at a right angle towards the west, climbed up a steep bank
very soon where the horsemen could not follow. Then on I
went, over the roughest part of the common that I could find,
till I got to the pales of Moor Park, over which I went, there
being holes at the bottom for the letting in of the hares,
That part of the park was covered with short heath, and I
gave some twirls about to amuse Mr. Bradley for half-an-hour,
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Then off I went, and down a hanger at last, to the bottom
of which no horseman could get, without riding round a
quarter of a mile. At the bottom of the hanger was an alder
moor in a swamp. There my herring ceased to perform its
service. The river is pretty rapid ; I tossed it in, that it might
g0 back to the sea, and relate to its brethren the exploits of
the land. I washed my hands in the water of the Moor, and
took a turn, and stood at the top of the hanger to witness
the winding-up of the day’s sport, which terminated a little
before dusk in one of the dark days of November.

“ After over-running the scent a hundred times, after an
hour’s puzzling in the dry field, after all the doubles and turns
that the seaborne hare had given them, down came the whole
posse to the swamp, the huntsman went round a millhead not
far off, and tried the other side of the river——‘No | d— her,
where can she be?’

¢ And thus, amid conjectures, disputations, mutual blamings,
and swearing a plenty, they concluded, some of them half-leg
deep in dirt, and going soaking home at the end of a drizzling
day.”

At eleven years of age, he tells us, he was engaged in the
gardens of Farnham Castle. Here he met a man who was
employed at the Royal Gardens at Kew, and who gave the
boy such a glowing description of them, that he instantly
resolved to go there and see them for himself. The next
morning he started off, without saying a word to any one, with
G64d. in his pocket. After trudging through a long day, the
evening brought him to Richmond. Here, while passing a
bookseller’s shop, his eye lighted upon a little book in the
window, called “The Tale of a Tub,” price 3. True! he
had just that amount, but then he must go without his supper.
In he went, however, and bought the book, which he was so
impatient to read, that he at once got over into a field close
to Kew Gardens, and read on until it was dark, without any
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thought of supper or bed, for the book produced upon his
mind a sort of intellectual birth. When he could no longer
see, he put his treasure into his pocket, and tumbled down
by the side of a haystack, where he slept till the birds of Kew
Gardens awoke him in the morning. The oddness of his
country dress, the simplicity of his manners, and his liveiy
and confident air, induced the head gardener (a Scotchman)
to give him food and lodging, and to set him to work. It
does not appear how long he stayed at Kew, but probably
his kind friend, the gardener, soon persuaded him to return
home,

With respect to his first literary treasure, he tells us, that
he could relish no other book alter it, that he carried it about
with him wherever he went, and when, years afterwards, “ The
‘Tale of a Tub” went down to a watery grave, in a box which
fell overboard off the coast of North America, he grieved
more over its loss, than he would have grieved over the loss of a

~ thousand pounds.

And now we pass on to a new era in our hero’s life. The
intervening time had been spent assisting his father on the
farm ; but we may imagine that very frequently he must have
resembled a caged bird longing to be free. The opportunity
at last arrived. Towards the autumn of 1782 Cobbett, being
twenty years old, went to visit a relative in the neighbourhood
of Portsmouth. From the top of Portsdown Hill, for the first
time, he saw the sea, and no sooner did he behold it than he
wished to become a sailor. Almost all English lads feel the
same inclination. Instinct impels them, like young ducks, to
rush on the bosom of the water.

But it was not the sea alone that he beheld for the first
time, but the English Fleet was riding at anchor at Spithead.
He tells us, “I had often heard of the wooden walls of Qld
England. The sight of the Fleet brought into my mind all
the glorious deeds of admirals and of sailors of which I had



Sketch of Author's Lufe. xvii

read, the defeat of the Spanish Armada, and brave Rodney's
victories over the French and Spaniards, our natural enemies..
My heart was inflated with national pride. The sailors were
my countrymen, the fleet belonged to my country, and surely I
had my part in it, and in all its honours, yet these honours I
had not earned. I took to myself a sort of reproach for pos-
sessing what I had no right to, and resolved to have a just
claim by sharing in its hardships and dangers. I arrived at
my uncle’s late in the evening, with my mind full of my sea-
faring project. Although I had walked thirty miles that day.
and consequently was very tired, I slept not a moment. It
was no sooner daylight, than I rose and walked down towards
the Old Castle, on the beach off Spithead. For 2 sixpence
given to an invalid, I got permission to go upon the battle-
ments ; here I had a closer view of the fleet, and at every
view my impatience to be on board increased. In short, I
went from the Castle to Portsmouth, got into a boat, and was
in a few minutes on board the Psgasus man of war. The
captain had more compassion than is generally to be met
with in men of his profession. He represented to me the
toils I must undergo, and the punishment that the least dis-
obedience or neglect would subject me to. He persuaded
me to return home, and I remember that he concluded his
advice by telling me, that it was better to be led to church in
a halter, to be tied to a girl that I did not like, than to be
tied to the gangway, or (as the sailors call it) to be married to
Miss Roper. In vain I attempted to convince him that it was
choice alone which had led me to the sea. He sent me on
shore, and I at last quitted Portsmouth, but not before I had
applied to the Port Admiral (Evans) to get my name enrolled
among those who were destined for the service. I was in
some sort obliged to acquaint him with what had passed on
board the Fegasus, in consequence of which my request
was refused, and I happily escaped (sorely against my will)
VOL. L ‘ ]
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from the most toilsome and perilous profession in the
world.”

" Most unwillingly, Cobbett once more returned home, but he
‘was spoilt for all farming pursuits: The following spring a
circumstance occurred which led him to London, and became
the first link in the chain of his future adventurous life.

' On the 6th May 1783, being dressed in his holiday clothes,
he started from home to meet some female friends, whom he
had promised to take to Guildford fair. Unfortunately for them,
on his way to the rendezvous, he had to cross the turnpike road,
and the London coach had just come over the summit of the
hill, and was rattling down towards him at a merry rate. The
idea of going to London had never before entered his head,
but by the time the coach reached him the step was determined
upon. He mounted the coach, and was in London by nine
o'clock that night. It was quite by accident that he had a
few crowns and half-crowns in his pocket, and these, when
touched by the fingers of inn-keepers and waiters, melted
like snow before the sun. Indeed, when he was about to leave
the inn yard in Ludgate Hill, he only had one half-crown
left.

Most providentally, he was preserved from ruin ; for one of
his fellow-passengers (with whom he had fallen into conversa-
tion at dinner) soon learnt that his young companion was
going he knew not whither, nor for what object.

This gentleman was a hop merchant in the Borough, London,
and upon closer inquiry it appeared that he had often dealt
with Cobbett’s father at Weyhill fair. He knew the danger
the lad was in: he himself was a parent, and he naturally felt
for the youngster'’s father and mother. His house therefore
became Cobbett’s home, and he wrote to his parents, and:
endeavoured to prevail on him to obey his father’s wishes and
to return home immediately. When Cobbett was grown oldér
he acknowledges, “I am ashamed to say that I was disobedient.
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It was the first time I had ever been so, and I have repented of
it from that moment to this. Willingly would I have returned,
but my pride would not suffer me to do so; I feared the scoffs
of my acquaintances more than the evils that threatened me.”

His generous guardian, finding him obstinate, began to
look out for some employment for him. He related the lad’s
adventure to an acquaintance whose name was Holland,
.an attorney, and who happened to want a young quill-driver.
The next day saw him perched on a high stool in a dark
office in Gray’s Inn, endeavouring to decipher the crabbed
draughts of his employer. Looking back upon the eight or
nine months that he spent in this lawyer's office, Cobbett
declared that no part of his. whole life was more totally un-
attended with pleasure. He tells us that he worked like a
galley-slave from five o’clock in the morning until eight or nine
o’clock at night, and sometimes all night; and he humorously
calls Heaven to witness that he would rather be frozen amid
Iceland snows, or scorched to death amid tropical heat, than
be doomed to slavery at the desk of an attorney.

Cobbett, who would never allow himself to be beaten,
plunged headlong into the next new era in his life. Walking
in S. James’ Park one Sunday afternoon, the only day in the
week when he had any leisure, he noticed an advertisement,
inviting all young men who thirsted for fame and glory, to
enlist in the Royal Marines, then stationed at Chatham, and
he resolved at once to join this gallant corps. Accordingly,
the next morning, he hastened to Chatham, and enlisted.
But having done so, he discovered that he had not joined
the Marines, but the 54th Foot Regiment, then serving in
Nova Scotia.

He remained at Chatham twelve months, learning drill
and taking his turn in the duty of the garrison.

He spent his leisure time in mastering English grammar,
&f the knowledge of which he had already keenly felt the
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want. He procured a Lowth’s Grammar, and wrote out the
whole book two or three times. He then committed it to
memory, and repeated it every morning and evening, and,
on all occasions when he was posted sentinel, he imposed
upon himself the task of repeating it from beginning to end.

To this exercise of memory, he afterwards ascribed the
retentiveness to which he owed, in a great degree, his
success as a writer. Moreover, this close study kept him
out of mischief; he was always sober, and punctual at his
‘duties, and being naturally sharp, he soon became a favourite
among the officers.

His testimony to his early moral training at home is also
worthy of notice. During this part of his life, he was com-
pelled to associate with the most inveterate of -drunkards,
yet during the whole time he was in the army, he never tasted

_ intoxicating liquors, nor would he ever be persuaded to play
at cards. Referring to his almost miraculous escape from
these temptations, he says that his father’s and mother’s
precepts were always at hand to protect him.

While at Chatham, he bad a ludicrous adventure with his
landlady. “I was quartered (he says) with seven of my com-
rades upon a most bitter vixen of a woman.

“One evening we had invested her fireside pretty closely,
when she began to abuse us in a way which put me in mind
of Fielding’s Mrs. Tow-wouse, to whom she bore no weak re-
semblance. As it happened, I had an old torn copy of ¢ Joseph
Andrews,” which I fetched down stairs, and I began to read in
a loud voice the description of the termagant in the romance;
but before I had half done, the landlady flew across the half-
moon that we had formed round her fire, and fixing one claw
in my hair and the other in the book, began to pull and tear
like a fury, swearing all the time that she would have me
flogged for a libel. With some difficulty I disentangled myself
from her clutches, and endeavoured to smooth her down by
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convincing her that it was a printed book I was reading, a
book written probably before she was born, and that of course
it could not be her that I was reading about! ¢You lie! young
dog! (she cried); it was about me,—it was about me,—and
aboutnobody else !’ And she actually went and complained of
me to the commanding officer, telling him that I sat in her
presence reading a nasty lying book, that abused her and all
genteel women in the parish.

“ The Colonel sent for me, and having obtained an explana-
tion, gave me the following piece of advice:—¢ Very well,
Cobbett, I am glad to find that you are not in fault; but you
are a young soldier, and if you like feather beds better than
straw, and strong beer better than small, and if you would
rather have a smack from a landlady’s lips than from her fist,
let me advise you, before you read to her the description of
Mrs. Tow-wouse, always to examine her features. ’”

In his advice to young men, speaking of the benefits of early
rising, he says—* I was always ready. If I had to mount guard

sat 10, I was ready at 9: never did any man wait for me a
moment. Being, at an age under twenty years, raised from
corporal to sergeant-major at once over the heads of thirty
sergeants, I naturally should have been an object of their envy
and hatred; but this habit of early rising, and of rigid adherence
to the precepts now inculcated, really subdued those passions,
because everyone felt that what I did, he had never done, and
could never do. Before my promotion a clerk was wanted to
make out a morning report of the regiment. I rendered a clerk
unnecessary ; and long before any other was dressed for the
parade, my work for the morning was all done, and I myself was
on the parade walking in fine weather perhaps an hour. My
custom was to get up in summer at day-light and in winter at
4 O'clock, to shave, dress, even to the putting on of my sword-
belt over my shoulder, and having my sword lying on the table
before me ready to hang by my side ; then I ate a bit of cheese,
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or pork and*bread ; then I prepared my report, which was filled
up as fast as the companies brought me the materials ; after
this I had an hour or two to read, before the time came for
any duty out of doors, unless when the regiment went out to
exercise in the morning. When this was the case, and the
matter left to me, I always had it on the ground in such time
that the bayonets glittered in the rising sun,

““When I was the commander, the men had a long day of
leisure before them ; they could ramble into the town or woods
and get raspberries, or catch birds, or fish, or pursue any other
recreation, and such of them as chose, and were qualified, were
allowed to work at their trades. So that here, arising solely
from the early habits of one young man, were pleasant and
happy days given to hundreds.”

The welcome day fixed for his leaving England to join his
regiment at length arrived ; and after a short passage he landed
at Halifax, Nova Scotia. Here, and at other places in the
same province, he remained until September 1791.

During his service abroad he met the daughter of a sergeant
of artillery, stationed at New Brunswick, who was destined at
a future day to become his wife. His choice had been suddenly
made. He had seen her two or three times, and found her
pretty ; for beauty indeed he considered indispensable, but
beauty alone would never have suited him. Industry, activity,
and courage, were the qualities which he himself possessed,
and were those which he most admired in others. When
therefore he found this prepossessing damsel one morning, be-
fore it was distinctly light, scrubbing out a washtub before her
father'’s door, he cried, * That’s the girl for me 1” and he kept to
his resolution with a fortitude which the object of his attachment
appreciated and merited. The courtship was continued forsome
time, but her father’s regiment was ordered home. Cobbett’s
regiment being stationed at some considerable distance, he
was unable to take a personal farewell of his betrothed, but he
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sent her the whole of his savings, 150 guineas, and begged her

to use it, as he was afraid of her living with her pareats in
Woolwich Barracks, lest she might be exposed to evil com-
pany. He recommended her to seek some small lodging with
respectable people, where she might live until his arrival in
England.

It was not until four years afterwards that he was able to
return home, and he then found the damsel, not living in idle-
ness, but as servant of all work in a family at /£5 per annum ;
and at their first interview, she put into his hands the 150
guineas which had been confided to her, untouched. Such a
woman had no ordinary force of character ; and our author had
good reason afterwards to quote the old proverb, “that it is
better to have a portion in a wife than with a wife.”

Landing at Portsmouth on 3d November 1791, Cobbett
obtained his discharge from the army on 1gth December, having
passed through every rank from private to that of sergeant-
major, without being disgraced or even reprimanded. He
reccived a good-service testimonial, with the written thanks
of the General in command at Portsmouth for his conduct.
He was married on the sth of February following.

Shortly after this he brought a serious charge of fraud and
dishonesty against three officers of his late regiment, viz.,
Captain Richard Powell, Lieut. Christopher Seton, and Lieut.
John Hall, who were in consequence summoned before a
Court Martial. In his Political Register, June 1809, he
explains that his object in quitting the army, to which he was
much attached, was that he might bring these officers to
justice ; and that the moment he had obtained his liberty, and
secured his personal safety, he went straight to London, and
made his charge, which he dared not have done until he had
first obtained his freedom.

The proceedings of the Court Martial were arranged to

take place at the Horse Guards on 24th March. But at the
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last moment Cobbett did not appear to prosecute; and as
many unworthy motives have been attributed to him by his
opponents, it will be necessary to enter somewhat into
detail, in order to clear his character from the shadow of
suspicion.

The prosecutor will be considered to have acted *Jona
Jfide” in the matter if we read over his explanation of the
whole subject, which appeared in the Political Register before
mentioned.

Up to within a short time of the trial he had fully deter
‘mined to be present; but in a letter which he addressed to th
Judge Advocate he expressed his astonishment when he
-discovered that the greatest part of the charges were to
be abandoned. The difficulties which surrounded him in
this attempt to discharge a most unpleasant duty were many
" and serious. He says, ‘As early as 1787 an affair happened,
‘which first gave me an insight into regimental justice, which
was as follows :—The quartermaster, who had the issuing of
the men’s provisions to them, kept about a fourth part of it to
‘himself. This, the old sergeant told me, had been the case for
many years, and they were quite astonished and terrified at
‘the idea of my complaining of it; but the reception I met
with convinced me that I must never make another complaint
till I got safe to England, out of the reach of a Court Martial.
-From that time I began to collect materials for an exposure.
I had ample opportunities for doing this, being the keeper of
all the books of every sort in the regiment, and knowing the
‘whole of its affairs better than any other man. During the
winter previous to my return to England I thought it necessary
to make some ‘extracts’ from the books, lest the books
-should be destroyed. In order, however, to prove that these
extracts were correct, it was necessary that I should have a
‘witness to their being true copies. This was a very ticklish
point: one foolish step would have sent me down to the ranks
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with a pair of bloody shoulders; yet it was necessary to have
a witness. I hesitated many months. At last I opened my
project to a corporal, William Bestland, who wrote in the
office under me, a very honest fellow, and who was very much
bound to me for my goodness to him, and who was, with the
exception of myself, the only sober man in the whole regiment.
To work we went, and during a long winter, while the rest
were boozing and snoring, we gutted no small part of the
regimental books, rolls, and other documents. All these
papers were put into a box which I made for the purpose.
When we reached Portsmouth there was a talk of searching
all the boxes, which gave us great alarm, and induced us to take
out all the papers, put them into a bag, and intrust them to a
Custom-House officer, who conveyed them on shore, and
afterwards handed them to me.

“Seeing plainly that the Government were putting every
-obstacle in the way of a fair trial, I wrote to Mr. Pitt, the
Premier, representing the whole case, and giving him a history
of the obstacles I had met with, and concluded, ‘I have now
done, sir, all that a man can do in such a case. If I am
thwarted and pressed down by those whose office it is to
assist and support me, I cannot do it. In either case, I shall
be satisfied with having done my duty.’

“ On 22d January 1 wrote to Sir George Yonge, for the ex-
press purpose of having the regimental books secured, s.e. taken
out of the hands and the reach of the parties accused. Onthe
24th January he told me that he had given directions to have
the documents secured ; yet it afterwards proved that it was not
until 15th March that any instructions had been issued on the
subject. This is quite enough to show what chance there
was of obtaining justice—all depended upon these written
documents as to the principal charges. Therefore, as the
Court Martial was to assemble on 24th March, I went down to
Portsmouth on the zoth, in order to know what had become of
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the books, and I found, as indeed I suspected, that they had
never been secured at all, but had been left in the hands of
the accused from 14th January to the very hour of trial.
There remained therefore nothing to rest on with safety but
our extracts, confirmed by the evidence of Bestland the corporal,
who had signed them with me; and this I had solemnly
engaged not to have recourse to unless he was first out of the
army, and so out of the reach of the vindictive and bloody
lash. He had been set down for discharge when he first
reached England ; but there was a suspicion of his connection
with me, and they resolved to keep him in their power. It
would have been cruel, and even perfidious, to have brought
him forward under such circumstances, and as there was no
chance of doing anything without him, I resolved not to
appear at the Court Martial unless the discharge of Bestland
were first granted, Accordingly, on the 2oth March I wrote
from Fratton to the Judge-Advocate stating over again all the
obstacles that had been thrown in my way, and demanding
the discharge of a man whom I should name as the only
condition on which I would attend the Court Martial. I
requested him to send me an answer by the next day to my
lodgings ; and told him that unless such answer was received
he, and those to whom my repeated applications had been
made, might do what they pleased with their Court Martial,
for that I confidently trusted that a few days would place me
beyond the reach of their power. No answer came; and as I
had learnt meanwhile that there was a design to prosecute me
for sedition, that was an additional motive to be quick in my
movements.

“As I was going down to Portsmouth I met several of the
sergeants coming up, and as they had none of them been to
America I wondered what they could be going up to London
for ; but upon my return I heard that they had been brought up
to swear, that at an entertainment given to them by me before
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my departure from the regiment, I had drunk destruction to
the House of Brunswick. This was utterly false, for I had
neither said nor thought anything against the King. But I
knew the danger, and I was told that they would send me to
Botany Bay. I did not, however, leave England from this
motive. I could not obtain a chance of success, without
exposing the back of my poor faithful Bestland, which I would
never do. It was useless to appear in Court unless I could
have fair play ; and besides, it seemed better to leave the whole
set to do as they pleased, than to be made a mortified witness
of what it was quite evident they had resolved to do.

“Such is the true history of an affair which, had the public
robbers given it as it stood, unmutilated, not a word should
1 ever have published by way of defence or explanation.”

We next hear of Cobbett in France, to which country he
went when he left England. Here he remained from March
until September, 1792, during which time he acquired a toler-
able acquaintance with French grammar. He describes his
visit to France as the happiest months of his life. He intended
to have staid longer, and was on his way to Paris, when he
heard, at Abbeville, that the king was dethroned, and his
guards murdered. This induced him to hasten towards the
coast, and he embarked at Havre de Grace for America.
He landed at New York in October of the same year.

And now commences, what we may call, the third epoch in
his life.

-We find Cobbett settled with his wife in the town of Wil-
mington near the Quaker city of Philadelphia. Here he
maintained himself and wife, by teaching the English language
to the French refugees, who had escaped from the dangers of
the Revolution.

It is said that the great French statesman Talleyrand, who
was at that time an exile, applied to Cobbett to be taught the
English language, but that the latter refused most emphati-

<
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cally, for Cobbett, at the time, was a staunch supporter of the
English Government, and he would have no intercourse with
this unprincipled revolutionist, kom he suspected to be a spy.
Referring to the matter, Cobbett says, “I refused to go to
the ci-devant Bishop's house, but the lame fiend hopped over
the difficulty at once, by offering to come to my house, which
offer also I refused.”

Cobbett, while at Wilmington, edited a French grammar, and
also translated several important French works into English.

As a caustic satire upon the ruinous effects and misery of
the French Revolution, and in opposition to the democratic
spirit of America, he also published the following Fable in the
vigorous style of his original model, Dean Swift :—

“In a pot shop well stocked with wares of all sorts, a
discontented ill-formed pitcher, unluckily bore the sway.
‘Gentlemen,” said he, addressing himself to his brother
pitchers, ¢ with your permission, we are a set of tame fools,
without ambition and without courage. Condemned to the
vilest uses, we suffer all without murmuring : let us dare to
declare ourselves, and we shall see the difference. That
superb ewer, which like us is but earth, these gilded jars,
vases, china, and, in short, all these elegant nonsenses, whose
colour and beauty have neither weight nor solidity, must
yield to our strength and give place to our superior merit’
This harangue was listened to with applause, and the
pitcher (chosen president) became the organ of the assembly.
Some, however, more moderate than the rest, attempted to
calm the minds of the multitude, but all the vulgar utensils
became intractable. Eager to vie with the bowls and cups,
they were impatient almost to madness to quit their obscure
abode, and to shine upon the table, kiss the lip, and to orna-
ment the cupboard. In vain did a wise water-jug (some say
it was a platter) make them a long and serious discourse upon
the utility of their vocation, *Those (said he) who are destined
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to get employments are rarely the most happy. We are all
of the same clay, "tis true ! but he who made us, formed us
for different functions : one is for ornament, another for use.
Thhe posts the least important are often the most necessary. Our
employments are extremely different and so are our talents.’
This had a most wonderful effect. The most stupid began
to open their ears. Perhaps it would have succeeded if a
grease pot had not cried out in a decisive tone, ¢ You reason
like an ass. To the d—I with you, and your silly lessons.’
Now the scale was turned again ; all the horde of pans and
pitchers applauded the superior eloquence and reasoning of the
grease pot. In short, they determined on an enterprise, but
a dispute arose who should be the chief. Every one would
command, but no one obey. It was then you might have
heard a clatter : all put themselves in motion at once, and so
wisely and with so much vigour were their operations con-
ducted that the whole was soon changed, not into china, but
into rubbish.”

About this time an event occurred which brought
Cobbett more prominently before the public as a political
writer.

Dr. Priestly, an eminent Unitarian minister, had been com-
pelled to leave England on account of his publicly expressed
sympathy with the French Revolution. He landed in New
York in June 1794, and was received with great public enthu-
siasm. Cobbett thereupon issued an anonymous pamphlet
bearing the title of ¢ Observations on Priestley’s Emigration,”~
in which he traced Dr. Priestly’s antecedents, and severely
condemned the revolutionary principles, on account of which
he assumed the attitude of a martyr.

The pamphlet was most popular, and created the greatest
excitement. It was published and republished, and although
Cobbett only received 1s. 73d. as his share of the profits, it
was seprinted in England, and was hailed with delight by the
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Government party. It revealed to Cobbett the secret of his
own power. The pamphlet, of necessity, provoked many
furious rejoinders, and these were replied to by Cobbett in
further pamphlets bearing the titles, A Bone to Gnaw for
the Democrats,” and “ A Kick for a Bite,” and other squibs.

In the beginning of 1795, Cobbett issued a monthly political
paper called Peter Porcupine, and the publication was con-
tinued for nearly three years.

During the year 1796, Cobbett having quarrelled with his
publisher, opened a book-shop in connection with a publishing
office on his own account, and in accordance with his usual
spirit of defiance, he filled his shop windows with portraits of
the kings of England, and of the victories of England’s army
and navy.

The result of all this was what might have been anticipated :
threats of mob-violence, and newspaper attacks of the most
scurrilous nature, Cobbett was accused of being in the pay of
the British Government, to which accusation Cobbett replied
by publishing ¢ The Life and Adventures of Peter Porcupine.”
But the violence of these attacks was fatal to their continu-
ance, and the combatants became weary of throwing dirt at
one another.

In 1799, the editor of Peter Porcupine, who was a keen
satirist, was indicted “for defaming His Catholic Majesty the
King of Spain, his Envoy, and the Spanish nation.” The
Grand Jury, however, threw out the Bill, and Cobbett pub-
lished a full account of the trial, and exposed the partial
manner in which Judge M‘Kean (whose daughter was married
to the Spanish Envoy) had acted throughout it. Thereupon
M‘Kean made it his business to watch the Porcupine Gascite
very narrowly. An opportunity for wreaking vengeance on its
editor soon occurred.

In 1793, the city of Philadelphia was attacked by yellow
fever, and 4000 were carried off in a few months. A Dx
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Rush attempted to subdue the epidemic by copious bleed-
ing and violent purging, but a report was prevalent that the
remedy killed more than it cured. Cobbett commented on
the treatment in the Porcupine, and styled Dr. Rush, Dr.
Sangrado. An action was again brought against Cobbett for
libel. The case was tried at New York. The Judge dwelt
strongly upon the fact that personal malice had been proved
in the libel, and a verdict of 5000 dollars was returned against
Cobbett. It was a singular comment on the truth of the libel,
that while the jury were defending Dr. Rush in his insane treat-
ment of the disease, General Washington sank under the same
dangerous system.

The severity of this iniquitous verdict brought about a
great change in Cobbett’s plans. He determined to return to-
England, and issued, in January 1800, a valedictory number
of his Gasette, explaining the reasons which prompted his
decision to quit a country which he stigmatised “as an
infamous land, where judges became felons, and felons judges.”

On the 1st June in the same year he embarked for England,
and landed at Falmouth on 8th July. Upon his arrival in®
the old country, he was cordially welcomed by the sup-
porters of the Government, who regarded Cobbett as a
valuable ally. No one received him more warmly than
Mr. Windham, Secretary of War, in Pitt’s administration.
Cobbett was invited to his house, and was introduced to
the great statesman and premier. Pitt was very gracious and
friendly to Cobbett, and a mutually good understanding seemied
to be created between them. Indeed, Cobbett promised
on that occasion to set up a daily paper in support of the
Government.  Shortly afterwards, at the instigation of Wind-
ham, the Government offered Cobbett the management
of the Zrwe Briton, one of its special organs, but Cobbett
declined the offer, facetiously alluding to the fable of the
Wolf and the Mastiff. He subsequently joined an old friend,
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- John Morgan, in partnership, and resuscitated his American
paper, The Porcupine Gasette, which he now made a daily
paper, upon anti-Gallican, and anti-republican principles,
and bearing the motto, “Fear God ; honour the King,” sur-
mounted by a Bible, crown and mitre. Lord Grenville, and
other members of the Ministry, occasionally contributed to it,
as did also Jeremy Bentham.

The success of the Porcupine was not destined, alas! to
last long. Probably the expense and labour of sustaining-
a daily paper exceeded the powers of the proprietors, but
whether that were so or not, on the 1st January 1802z, the-
. Porcupine gave way to Cobbett's Political Register, which
was issued weekly, and which was continued without inter-
ruption from that time (with the exception of three months)
until the date of the Author’s death in 1835.

In March 1802, the celebrated Peace of Amiens was
signed ; Cobbett had published a powerful protest against it,
in a series of letters to Lord Hawkesbury (afterwards Earl of
Liverpool) and Mr. Addington. A general illumination fol-
lowed the signing of the Peace, but Cobbett refused to join
in the public demonstration of joy, and he consequently
suffered from the violence of the London mob, who smashed
his windows, and otherwise damaged his business premises.
Events soon justified his political foresight, for in the follow-
ing May, Buonaparte declared war against England.

In the Political Register for July joth of the same year
appeared an anti-republican appeal to the British nation,
written in Cobbett’s best style, called “ Important Considera-
tions for the People of this Kingdom.” It was reprinted at
the expense of the Government and sent to all the clergy
throughout the kingdom, to be read in their churches. Mr.
Wyndham was enthusiastic in its praise, and declared, from.
his place in Parliament, that its author deserved a statue.
of gold.
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Some letters appeared in the Register in the year following,
signed “Juverna,” which spoke satirically of the Government
of Ireland, and especially of the Lord-Lieutenant, the Earl of
Harkwicke, and the Home Government prosecuted Cobbett
for libel; but it transpired that the letters were not from
Cobbett’s pen, but that the real author was a lawyer named
Johnson, who was afterwards raised to the Bench (we may
suppose by another Government) and enjoyed subsequently a
retiring pension of £1200 per annum.

In 1806, when the Whig Ministry proposed an increase of
allowance to the King's younger sons, the editor of the
Register stoutly opposed ‘these cheese-parings and candle-
ends of royalty.” “I am (said he) against these things,
not because I am a Republican, but because I am for
Monarchical Government, and therefore opposed to every-
thing that gives Republicans occasion for sneering at it.”
About this time, however, Cobbett’s political opinions under-
went a gradual but a considerable change. In justice to him,
we must remember that the condition of the country was
most unsatisfactory. Rotten boroughs and miserable villages
returned members to Parliament, while the largest manufactur-
ing towns were unrepresented. The pension-list was crowded
with the names of the titled aristocracy and their favourites,
some of whom were of doubtful reputation. The taxes and
national debt were almost insupportable, the poor-laws were
so badly administered that outdoor relief formed in many
places a regular proportion of the wages of the agricultural
labourer, while the liberty of the subject was curtailed by
enactments harsh and tyrannical. At the same time our
penal code was simply infamous. It was a capital offence
'to-pick T pocket, steal a sheep, or to cut down an apple-tree.
While the laws thus reduced the poorer people to slavery,
the greatest corruption existed in buying and selling seats
in Parliament, and Government offices of emolument. And

VOL. L ¢
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amid all these wrongs and all this misery, there were many
persons so insane as to contend that the country was never
so prosperous as when engaged in war.

In the midst of this political corruption and strife of parties,
the circulation of the Weckly Register rapidly increased, and
enabled Cobbett to take a house amid country scenes and
pursuits, for which he so ardently longed.

The spot chosen was Botley in Hampshire, about six miles
from Southampton. The house and grounds were pleasantly
situated on a creek of the river Hamble which empties itself
into Southampton water.

In the same neighbourhood Cobbett also purchased Fair-
thorn Farm of about 300 acres, and around this farm he
planted a broad belt of trees, consisting of English and
foreign varieties, e.g., the acacia or American locust tree,
the spruce, the plane, the oak, the aspen, the willow, the
ash, the Italian poplar, the American hickory and walnut, and
many other varieties ; indeed, he imported a great quantity
of young trees from America, and moreover reared a large
nursery of seedlings for sale.

In his “Rural Rides” he mentions that he sold Lord
Cochrane 30,000 young trees for plantations, and also that he
supplied some young trees for planting in the New Forest.

The house in which Cobbett resided has been pulled down.
Those who remember it, describe it to have been a massive
square building, built with the noted Fareham red brick. Here
at Botley, Cobbett dispensed hospitality to his numerous friends.

There was usually a stream of visitors during the summer
months, coming and going; from the earl and his countess,
to the farmer and his dame.

There was no attempt at display. All were welcome at
the ¢ Farm-house,” as Cobbett loved to call it.

His manner was genial and entertaining, while his wife has
been described as a ‘““sweet motherly woman.” The house
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was well appointed, and was a pattern of excellent domestic
management. The stabling still remains as Cobbett left it,
but the clock, which in olden times ornamented the turret, has
been recently removed to the tower of the Parish Church, where
it still strikes the hours with the punctuality of former days.
Although no enthusiastic sportsman, Cobbett was very fond
of his kennel of dogs, which usually included thirty or forty of
the choicest breeds of grevhounds, pointers, setters, and
spaniels. Coursing was a very favourite pastime with him.
Few persons excelled him in the management of a garden, and
he was renowned for his fruit, vegetables, and flowers, his
water-melons, his Carolina beans, and his Indian-corn.!

1 The present Editor, on a recent visit which he made to the grounds,
by the kind permission of Miss Jenkyns, was shown a greengage tree,
trained to the wall, which was planted by Cobbett, and which, though
giving evidence of great age, still bears fruit. Several other trees were
also pointed out as having been likewise planted by Cobbett, e.2., a few
American hickory-trees, still bearing nuts, and acacias, also a mulberry,
‘which was a favourite tree in Cobbett's time, standing on the lawn, but
which has been lately removed to a more sheltered spot with great care
and labour. By the kindness of the present Rector of Botley (the Rev.
Canon Lee), the present Editor was shown the following entries in the
Parish Register of Baptisms:

180S. Eleanor. Daughter of
6 Dec., William and Ann Cobbett.
(late Reid, spinster).
1807. Susan, do, do.
24 April,
Born 6 April.

Two aged parishioners, widows, were likewise discovered, who remem.
bered Mr. Cobbett very well.

One of them narrated an incident connected with Mr. Cobbett’s release
from prison. He had posted down from London in triumph, accompanied
by one of his daughters, and by some political friends, receiving on the
way many expressions of public sympathy. When his post-chaise came in
sight of Botley, the inhabitants went out to meet him, took out the horses,
and drew the carriage into the village with ropes, and when they reached
the house, Mr. Cobbett stood upon the seat of the carriage and made a
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In the midst of his public success as a journalist and the
delights of his country home, a thunder-bolt was about to fall,
which embittered his life and ruined his prospects for many
years to come.

A paragraph appeared in the Government organ (Z%e
Courier), of 1st July 1809, stating “that a mutiny had broken
out among the Local Militia at Ely, but it was fortunately
suppressed by the arrival of four legions of German cavalry ;”
also “that the ringleaders had been tried by a Court Martial
and sentenced to oo lashes each.” It likewise mentioned
“that a stoppage of their knapsacks was the ground of com-
plaint which excited the mutinous spirit.”

In the following issue of the Political Register, Cobbett
trenchantly refers to the matter, and first describes the
brutality of the punishment, and says, ““ At the flogging of a
man I have frequently seen seven or eight men fall slap upon
the ground, who swooned away, stout, hardy, and bold men,
they not being able to endure the sight and hear the cries and
groans of the men under punishment.

speech to the people, and afterwards good cheer was supplied to all the
village to commemorate the event.

She also remembered the annual sports which Cobbett instituted, and
that the first prize for wrestling was for some years carried off by a lame
man from Wiltshire, who disappeared the moment he had accomplished
his feat, as the crowd wanted to have some horse-play with him, and that
during the sports Cobbett sat at an open window of the inn, to distribute
the prizes.

The other aged woman had been in the service of Mrs. Cobbett when a
girl.  She mentioned that Mr. Cobbett built for himself a substantial
summer-house in his grounds, which he called his study, and that he would
shut himself in it for days together (with his daughter Anne), writing for
his Register ; that on one occasion the young servant, with pardonable
curiosity, thinking that her master was away, opened the door of this
sanctum, but she found him there, and in consequence lost her situation.
She mentioned that a large number of men and women were employed in
the grounds, attending to the plantations, barking the trees, and in carry-
ing out improvements on the property.
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“The whipcord may be large or small, the knots about the
size of a marrow-fat pea, and the length of the lash about fifteen
or sixteen inches. The drummers used to do the flogging;
they always stripped for the work; each by turns laid on
his twenty-five lashes, and then another came.”

And then Cobbett comments upon this public scandal ;
as follows :—

“ Summary of Politics.—* Local Militia and German Legion.’
—See the motto, English reader, see the motto, and then do
pray recollect all that has been said about the way in which
Buonaparte raised his soldiers. Well done, Lord Castlereagh !
this is just what it was thought your plan would produce.
Well said, Mr. Huskisson | it was really not without reason you
dwelt with so much earnestness upon the great utility of the
foreign troops, whom Mr. Wardle appeared to think of no
utility at all. . . . Let Mr. Wardle look at my motto, and then
say whether soldiers are of no use. Five hundred lashes each !
aye, that is right. Flog them | flog them! flog them! they
deserve it, and a great deal more. They deserve a flogging at
every meal time. Lash themdaily | lash them daily 1” . .. .

He thus concludes his censure :—*I do not know what sort
of place Ely is ; but I really should like to know how the in-
habitants looked one another in the face, while this scene was
exhibiting in their town.

%1 hope this will teach the loyal a lesson ; they tell usof the
force and cruelty which Napoleon uses to get together his
conscripts, and that the people of France hate him. I hope
the loyal will in future be more cautious, now that they see our
gallant defenders require a little blood drawn from their backs,
and that too with the aid and assistance of German soldiers.”

The Government determined to prosecute Cobbett for libel.
To use Cobbett’s own words, ¢ The Attorney-General, Sir Vicary
Gibbs, was set upon me. He harassed me for nearly a year,
then brought me to trial, which took place on 15th June 1810.”
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Lord Ellenborough, Chief-Justice, presided, assisted by Judges
Grose, Le Blanc and Bailey.

The Chief-Justice did not sum up until nearly midnight,
and he asked the jury, whether the tendency of the libel was
not to injure the military services? At the same time, he pro-
nounced his own opinion on the matter, viz, that the com-
ment in the Register ¢ was a most infamous and seditious libeL”
After such a judicial direction, it was only left for the jury to
record the verdict of “ guilty,” and Cobbett was sentenced to
two years' imprisonment and to pay a fine of 1000,

Upon the severity of this sentence, a biographer remarks—
“ Two years’ imprisonment and a fine of _£1000, only wanted
the gentle accompaniment of ear-cropping, to have done honour
to the Star Chamber ; for to a man who had a newspaper and
a farm to carry on, imprisonment threatened to complete the
ruin which the fine was calculated to commence.”

Cobbett’s own opinion of it was to the same effect. He says,
¢ Every one regarded it as a sentence of death., I lived in
the country, seventy miles from London—TI had a farm on my
hands, I had a family of small children, amongst whom I had
constantly lived, I had a most anxious and devoted wife, who
was too in that state which rendered the separation more
painful tenfold. I was putinto a place among felons, from
which I had to rescue myself, at the price of twelve guineas a
week, for the whole of the two years.”

But Cobbett bore his trial manfully. His wife and children
frequently visited him. A hamper was sent once a week from
home, conveying fruits, and always flowers, from each of his
children, the earliest violets and primroses and cowslips, and
everything which they thought would delight him.

Nor was his time spent in prison wasted. His Register
was published with regularity. Moreover, he wrote, among
other works, a book styled ¢ Paper against Gold” which was
subsequently reprinted under the title of “Glory against
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Prosperity ” (retail price 20s. in paper money), Besides pri.
vate and personal friends, Cobbett was not left without public
sympathy. Almost every day, business acquaintances and de-
putations waited upon him to express the deep feeling of resent-
ment which the public entertained, on account of his wrongs ;
and the Baron of the Exchequer, Judge Maseres, made a point
of frequently paying him a friendly visit, but always in his
official robes, “to show his abhorrence ” (as he called it) of
the injustice of his sentence. Nor did the Sheriff omit any-
thing in his power to mitigate the discomfort of prison life.
If it could be regarded as any satisfaction to Cobbett, he did
not suffer in vain. In the House of Commons, Sir Francis
Burdett brought forward a motion to abolish flogging in the
army ; while Mr. Brougham spoke so highly of Mr. Cobbett’s
action in the matter, that he was severely reprimanded by the
Government party. Moreover, when the news reached America,
Congress took up the question, and brought in an act, to
abolish flogging in the army of the United States. At length
the time of his liberty arrived, and Cobbett came out of prison,
a political Ishmael, somewhat older in appearance, with a debt
of 46000 incurred in expenses, but with a spirit more
defiant towards his persecutors, and his resentment against
his legion opponents strengthened and embittered. Un-
happily, the clergy generally swelled the number of his
traducers. They banded together as ¢ Anti-Cobbettites,”
,writing tracts on disaffection, and doing their utmost to create
a prejudice against him. Is it to be wondered at, that
Cobbett should speak so bitterly of them, or regard them as
men who only served their own selfish interests ?

From 1812 to 1816 the country was convulsed by dis-
content and misery. Bread and Luddite riots occurred
continually, thousands upon thousands of workpeople wanted
employment, and the nation reeled under the intolerable
burden of taxes. Disloyalty and misgovernment went hand
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in hand, and well might there exist a wide-spread disaffection :
for the Sussex labourer was only receiving as his wage 1s. 6d.
per day if married, or 7d. per day for himself and a gallon
loaf for each of his family ; while single men only received
7d. per day. This was one third less than the allowance for
felons in jail, who were allowed 1}lb. of bread per day.

Well might it be said that the Government offered a
premium for crime and robbery, since the honest hard-
working labourer received less than the convicted felon.
Cobbett’s one cry in his Weckly Register and in his public
addresses was “ Reform,” not revolution nor republicanism,
but ¢ Parliamentary "Reform,” and this cry was echoed by
millions throughout all the manufacturing districts. So
alarmed were the representatives of the people at the
coming storm, that Cobbett was appealed to by Lord Cochrane,
to use his great influence in order to allay the public
agitation. He at once complied, by issuing “ An Address to
Journeyman and Labourers throughout England.”} So wisely
and so magically did this powerful address operate in allaying
the excitement of the masses, that in a very short time the
riots diminished, if not ceased.

And although the Government were almost frantic with rage
at the exposure of their imbecility (which the address laid
bare), they searched in vain for materials in the address to
justify them in again prosecuting Cobbett.

In the following year, 1817, because the cry for Reform
became so general, the law officers of the crown were
instructed “to examine all seditious and blasphemous
pamphlets.” A Bill for the Suspension of the Habeas Corpus

" Act was also passed ; while, in 1819, the Six Acts were like-
wise passed for restraining public meetings, cheap periodicals,
&c., commonly called “ the gagging bills.” The utterances of

3 See Polstical Register for 1816, No, 18
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the Weekly Register were especially watched, in order if possible
to silence once more the reformer in jail.
It was at this crisis that Cobbett displayed that keen fore
sight and that decision of character for which he was so
-remarkable. He suddenly adopted a plan, which, while it
frustrated the purpose of his persecutors, gave him a special
vantage-ground for continuing his great work. The plan
which Cobbett adopted was this: he determined at once to
.proceed to America, where he could prepare his Weekly Register,
and transmit it to England for publication. This he called
using “ his long arm,” a term suggested by a fight which he
once witnessed at Barnet fair, between a butcher and a drover.
The former attempted to use his knife, but his antagonist kept
him at bay with a long stick, with which he belaboured his
blood-thirsty foe without mercy. ‘“Nobody (said Cobbett) called
the drover a coward because he did not oppose his fists to a
knife. My choice, as I said before (leaving all considerations
of personal safety out of the question), lies between silence and
retreat. If I remain here, all other means will be first used to
reduce me to silence ; and if all these means fail, then will come
the dungeon. Therefore, that I may still be able to'write, and
write with freedom too, I shall write, if I live, from America.”
When on the point of embarking at Liverpool, he issued
an address to the readers of the IWeekly Register, dated 28th
March 1817, in which he explained the necessity for the step
he was taking, and added that his countrymen were too luke-
warm in his behalf, to justify the perils which he had already
incurred for their sakes. His next Register is dated Hamp-
stead Plains, Long Island, 8th May, 1817. It was here also
that he wrote his  English Grammar,” which is certainly the
most clever and amusing book on the subject.
He had not been much more than two years in America be-
fore a fire occurred, which destroyed his homestead ; and now,
finding that he could return to England with safely, he once
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more embarks for the old country, and lands at Liverpool in

November 1819. Cobbett’s return to England (accompanied
by the remains of Thomas Paine) has been greatly misinter-
preted. Paine, shortly before his death, had written a pam-
phlet entitled, “ The Decline and Fall of the English System
of Finance,” in which he distinctly foretold the bursting of the
paper-money bubble. This publication so delighted Cobbett
that he determined to appeal to Englishmen to give Paine a
public funeral, for while he condemned Paine’s religious
opinions, he admired his political foresight, But he found
that he had committed an error, the relics failed to produce
the effect he intended, and for a second time they were con-
signed to a private grave,

A storm of misfortune, which had been gathering ever since
his imprisonment, which had been increased by severe losses on
his farms near Botley, and which culminated with the expenses
of his enforced visit to America, at last burst upon him ; and

in 1820, Cobbett was compelled to declare himself insolvent.
His debts amounted to £ 34,000, but his creditors behaved
very handsomely, and Cobbett, being at length freed from
money anxieties, settled down at Kensington. While residing
here, he still continued his management of the Weekly Register ;
he also brought out, in 1821~1822, his Monthly ReligiousTracts,
twelve sermons, and other works. In 1821, he commenced his
“Rural Rides,” which he continued, at intervals, until 1832.1
In 1823, a committee was formed in London to secure for
Cobbett a seat in Parliament. He had, in 1806, offered him.
self for Honiton, but retired in favour of Lord Cochrane.
He next contested a seat for Coventry, but was defeated. At
the general election (in 1826), he was put in nomination for
Preston, but was again unsuccessful. He had to wait for the

1 In 1821, the Society of Arts presented Mr. Cobbett with a silver medal,
for the introduction of a new material, into the homes of agricultural
labourers, for straw-plaiting,
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days of the Reform Bill, when, in 1832, he was returned for Old-
ham at the top of the poll. Meantime, however, his pen was as
active as ever, and he wrote his celebrated “History of the Pro-
< testant Reformation,” which, though indulging in burlesque and
caricature, was especially written with a political object, viz.,
to pave the way for the Roman Catholic Emancipation Bill.

He likewise wrote the © Woodlands ,” “Cobbett's Poor
Man’s Friend,” “Advice to Young Men,” “ The English
Gardener,” “The Emigrant’s Guide,” “Collection of State
Trials,” *“Elements of Roman History,” “A Geographical
Dictionary of England and Wales,” and many other works.

Cobbett was the only man who, on entering Parliament, be-

« came at once an effective debater. He was soon a favourite with
the House, and was always listened to with amused attention.
Lord Dalling (who sat in the same Parliament with him) calls
him “an elderly, respectable-looking, red-faced gentleman, in
a dust-coloured coat and drab breeches with gaiters, tall and
strongly built, with sharp eyes, a round and ruddy counten-
ance, smallish features, and a peculiarly cynical mouth.”

He commenced his first speech with the remark, “ It appears
to-me, that since I have been sitting here, I have heard a
great deal of vain and unprofitable conversation.”

He sat in the House night after night, to the surprise of his
enemies, one of the meekest and most inoffensive of men.
His most noteworthy exploit was his motion, praying the King
to strike Sir Robert Peel’s name out of the list of Members of
the Privy Council, on account of his Currency Bill of 1819;
but this he did more in jest than in earnest.

In the general election which occurred in 1835, he was again
elected for Oldham, but his health was already much broken.
He continued, however, in his place. On 25th May he persisted
in speaking in support of a motion on agricuitural distress.

. On 11th June he was attacked with severe illness. A
few days after he rallied, and talked with his family with his
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usual vivacity, and insisted upon being taken out of doors to
overlook some work in his grounds.

In the night of the 17th June he suddenly relapsed, and
gradually sank into a heavy sleep, from which he never
recovered. He died in the 74th year of his age.

The immediate cause of death was water on the chest.

He was buried, by his desire, in a simple manner, in the
Church of Farnham in Surrey. A large number of parlia-
mentary and public men were present at his funeral, as well
as private friends both rich and poor.! The news of his death
burst upon a great mass of his readers somewhat unexpectedly,
in the following announcement by his eldest son, which
sppeared in the Weekly Register, Friday, June 19, 1835 :—* It
is my mournful duty to state that the hand which has guided this
work for thirty-three years has ceased to move. The readers of
the Register will of course look to this number for some
particulars of the close of my father's life, but they will, I am
sure, be forgiving, if they find them briefly stated,” &c. &c.
And thus the grave closed over the remains of a public man, who,
during a long and laborious life, engrossed a far greater amount
of public attention than most men of past or present times.

His Political Register exercised a wide-spread influence
among all classes; and persons of every shade of opinion
sought the paper, on the day of publication, being sure to
find, amid much fiction and exaggeration, some excellent
common sense, and some strikingly practical arguments.
Cobbett was wont to ascribe his popularity to the fact that
‘‘he always expressed truth in clear language.”

The excuse which he offers for the asperity of his tone was
this—

“I have so long had the misfortune to keep a parcel of
badger-hided fellows, like- Scarlett, in order, that I am like a

1 A marble tablet was subsequently erected in Farnham Church to his
memory by his friend and colleague in Parliament, Mr. John Fielden.




Sketck of Author's Life. xlv

drummer that has been used to flog old offenders—I have
become heavy-handed.”

It was remarkable that he never abused that which was
weak and oppressed, but always carried war into the camp of
the great and powerful. For instance, he issued a letter to the
nobility of England, in the following reproachful manner—

“You feel, because you must feel, that you are not the
men that your grandfathers were, but you have come into
your present state by slow degrees, and therefore you cannot
tell, even to yourselves, not only how the change has come
about, but you cannot tell what sort of change it really is.
You may know what it is, however, or at least you may form
some little notion of the nature of it, when you reflect that
your grandfathers would as soon have thought, aye and sooner
thought, of dining with a chimney-sweep than with any
huckstering reptile who had amassed money by watching the
turn of the market ; that those grandfathers would have thought
it no dishonour at all to sit at table with farmers, or even with
labourers ; but that they would have shunned the usurious
tribe of loan-jobbers and other notorious changers of money, as
they would have shunned the whirlwind or the pestilence. These
usurers now take precedence of you in many cases, and many
of you really live in awe of them. ¢Never (every reader of this
Register will say) were truer words than these put upon paper.’”’?

Again, in a letter to the Duke of Wellington (who was
Premier in 1828), he says :—

“ This nation exhibits at this time every mark of a sinking
state, every mark that the empire of Rome exhibited when it
was approaching to its fall. A false and frivolous taste has
seized upon the people, as well as upon the Government. In
dress, in entertainments, in the manner of receiving our friends,
in our language, habits, and everything, we have become a
hollow and tinsel nation compared to what our fathers were.

1 Political Register, vol. Ixi. p. 133. 1827,
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¢ Even in the sports of the field we have become frivolous,
effeminate, and senseless. Qur lords and gentlemen do now
precisely what the old noblesse of France did, just before the
Revolution. It is not sporting now, the finding of game being
uncertain and the toil considerable, but it is going to a poultry
pen, with people, instead of dogs, to drive out the animals, to
preserve which, laws, in emulation of those existing in France,
have been made and executed in England ; and the at once
slothful, effeminate, and tyrannical ‘sportsmen,’ as they call
themselves, have even adopted the phraseology, and borrowed
the terms of the despicable creatures of France, calling a day’s
shooting ‘a dattue’ Everything solid and plain is despised,
the relationships between master and servant are obliterated,
along with the names—all is hollow and false, all is affectation
and unjust pretension. And as for love of country and its
honour, . . . . it really now appears to be fast approaching
towards that state which I described when I took my leave of
England in 1817, to avoid the dungeons of Sidmouth and
Castlereagh, or to avoid crawling at their fedh T then told my
countrymen that if the system were to go on for any consider-
able time, it is hard to say how very low this country is to be
sunk in the scale of nations. It would in that case become so
humble, so poverty-stricken, so degraded, so feeble, that it
would, in a few years, not have the power, even if it had the
inclination, to defend itself against any invader. The people
would become the most beggarly and slavish of mankind, and
nothing would be left of England but the mere name, and
that only, as it were, for the purpose of reminding the wretched
inbabitants of the valour and public spirit of their forefathers.
Greatly do I fear this prediction will be verified.”?

The prevailing idea which seemed to pervade all Cobbett’s
views (connecting his various inconsistencies together) was a
hatred of tyranny and a sympathy with the minority, He was

3 Political Register, vol. Ixvi, p. 462. 1828,
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the type of a fearless Englishman, and he was always for making

JEngland bold, prosperous, and free. There seemed to be in
him a national enthusiasm which made him popular every-
where ; the immense number of his publications sufficiently
indicate what a grasp he had obtained on the public mind.
His language was often violent and even offensive, but it was not
malicious ; while with reference to the quarrelsome style which
he sometimes adopted it may be said of Cobbett, as it was
said of a similar writer, “ He does not intend to burn any one:
he is only poking the fire to make a blaze, in order to attract
public attention ;” and doubtless the corruption and abuses
which existed in the Government of the country urgently
demanded the attention of all who were jealous for the
honour and prosperity of England. If Cobbett lived in the
present times, no one would be more popular than he. The
intolerance of the laws from 1809 to 1822, was beyond
description. Writers and publishers were condemned by the
Government as ‘ seditious,” and were transported, imprisoned,
and fined, without trial or limit of conscience.

More than five hundred of these were imprisoned within six
years. The struggle for the freedom of the press was one of
life and death. Amid the din and tumult of the battle,
Cobbett’s voice was ever to be heard, bold, clear, and defiant ;
cheering on his small but determined band of Reformers.
The fdilure, by the Government, of their last prosecution of
Cobbett for libel, must claim for him the palm of victory as
champion of the freedom of the press. One of Cobbett’s most
extensive publications, next to his Political Register, was his
¢ Parliamentary History of England, from the time of the Con-
quest to 3d Dec. 1803,” from which date he introduced
¢Cobbett’s Parliamentary Debates,” in shilling numbers.
This important work has been continued to the present time
under the title of “Hansard’s Parliamentary Debates.” To
Cobbett therefore belongs the honour of having first estab-

r lished printed reports of debates in Parliament.
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Cobbett himself sums up the amount of his labours, in the
following manner :—

“J am now at the end of thirty years of calumnies poured
out incessantly upon me from the poisonous mouth and pens
of 300 mercenary villains called newspaper editors and
reporters. I have written and published more than 300
volumes within thirty years; and more than 1coo volumes
(chiefly paid for out of the taxes) have been written and
published, for the sole purpose of impeding the progress of
those truths which dropped from my pen. My whole life has
been a life of sobriety and labour. I have invariably shown
that I have loved and honoured my country, and that 1
preferred its greatness and happiness far beyond my own. At
four distinct periods, I might have rolled in wealth derived
from the public money, which I have always refused in any
way to touch, but for having thwarted the Government in its
wastefulness of the public resources, and particularly for my
endeavours to produce that reform of Parliament, to which
the Government itself has at last been compelled to resort.
I have been twice stripped of all my earnings, once lodged
in a felons’ jail for two years, and once driven into exile for
two and a half years.”

In the words of a biographer :—

¢« Happily his last days were of singular tranquillity. QOld
age did not come upon him in crabbed form. Always either
working or sleeping, the quality of his work in his later years was
not excelled by that of any previous period of his life. When
seventy years of age he could ride across the country with the
youngest. An early riser, no lingerer at meals, Cobbett never
had any leisure time. Yet his hospitality was unbovrnded. He
was overflowing with kindness for all in distresss He was
always at the service of those who applied to him for advice
or assistance, his happiness seemed to consist in making others
nappy. And of all this life and vigour and heartiness nothing
failed him in his green old age.”
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RURAL RIDES, &ec.

JOURNAL: FROM LONDON, THROUGH NEWBURY, TO BERGHCLERE,
HURSTBOURN TARRANT, MARLBOROUGH, AND CIRENCESTER,
TO GLOUCESTER.

Berghelere, near Newbury, Hants,

October 30, 1821, Tuesday (Evening).
Foc that you might cut with a knife all the way from London
to Newbury. This fog does not wet things. It is rather
a smoke than a fog. There are no two things in sds world ;
and, were it not for fear of Six-Acts! (the *wholesome
“restraint” of which I continually feel) I might be tempted
to carry my comparison further; but, certainly, there are
no two things in #ks woerld so dissimilar as an English
and a Long Island autumn.—These fogs are certainly the
white couds that we sometimes see aloft. I was once upon
the Hampshire Hills, going from Soberton Down to Petersfield,
where the hills are high and steep, not very wide at their
base, very irregular in their form and direction, and have,

1 These * Six-Acts™ were & series of repressive measures, passed in
1819, called by some “ the gagging bills.” Their object seemed to be, to
strangle all freedom in the subject and in the press. Lord Chief-Justice
Denman stigmatized them as *the six bills which went to overthrow
all that was valuable in the Constitution.,” Buckle (in his History of
Civilisation) describes England “ as being ruled at that time by a system of
absolute terror ; spies were paid, witnesses suborned, and juries packed.
The Habeas Corpus Act was continually suspended, and no opponent of
the Government Was safe,”

VOL. L A
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of course, deep and narrow valleys winding about between
them. In one place that 1 had to pass, two of these valleys
were cut asunder by a piece of hill that went across them
and formed a sort of bridge from one long hill to another. A
little before I came to this sort of bridge I saw a smoke flying
across it; and, not knowing the way by experience, I said
to the person who was with me, “there is the turnpike road
¢ (which we were expecting to come to;) for, don’t you see the
¢“dust?” The day was very fine, the sun clear, and the
weather dry. When we came to the pass, however, we found
ourselves, not in dust, but in a fog. After getting over the
pass, we looked down into the valleys, and there we saw the
fog going along the valleys to the North, in detached parcels,
that is to say, in clouds, and, as they came to the pass, they
rose, went over it, then descended again, keeping constantly
along just above the ground. And, to-day, the fog came by
spells. It was sometimes thinner than at other times; and
these changes were very sudden too. So that I am convinced
that these fogs are dry clouds, such as those that I saw on the
Hampshire-Downs. Those did not wef me at all; nor do
these fogs wet anything, and I do not think that they are by
any means injurious to health.—It is the fogs that rise out of
swamps, and other places, full of putrid vegetable matter, that
kill people. These are the fogs that sweep off the new settlers
in the American Woods. I remember a valley in Pennsylvania,
in a part called Wysihicken. In looking from a hill, over this
valley, early in the morning, in November, it presented one of
the most beautiful sights that my eyes ever beheld. It was a
sea bordered with beautifully formed trees of endless variety
of colours. As the hills formed the outsides of the sea, some
of the trees showed only their tops ; and, every now-and-then,
a lofty tree growing in the sea itself, raised its head above
the apparent waters, Except the setting-sun sending his
horizontal beams. through all the variety of reds and yellows
of the branches of the trees in Long Island, and giving, at the
same time, a sort of silver cast to the verdure beneath them, I
have never seen anything so beautiful as the foggy valley of



Journal : London to Berghclere. 3

the Wysihicken, But, I was told, that it was very fatal to the
people ; and that whole families were frequently swept off by
the “ fall-fever.”—Thus the smell has a great deal to do with
health. There can be no doubt that Butchers and their
wives fatten upon the smell of meat. And this accounts for
the precept of my grandmother, who used to tell me to dite my
bread and smell to my cheese ; talk, much more wise than that
of certain old grannies, who go about England crying up
“the blessings” of_paper-money, taxes, and national debts.!
The fog prevented me from seeing much of the fields as I
came along yesterday ; but, the fields of Swedish Turnips that I
did see were good ; pretty good ; though not clean and neat
like those in Norfolk. The farmers here, as everywhere else,
complain most bitterly ; but they hang on, like sailors to the
masts or hull of a wreck. They read, you will observe,
nothing but the country newspapers ; they, of course, know
nothing of the cause of their *bad times.” They hope “the
“times will mend.” If they quit Business, they must sell their
stock ; and, having thought this worth so much money, they
cannot endure the thought of selling for a third of the sum.
Thus they hang on; thus the landlords will first turn the
,farmers’ pockets inside out; and then their turn comes. To
i\finish the present farmers will not take long. There has been

1 This ghnse was attributed to Judge Bailey, Baron of the Exchequer.
The first Sir Robert Peel contended that the National Debt was no burden
1o the nation, because the people owed it to themselves. The National
Debt of the United Kingdom has arisen along with the supremacy of
Parliament and the pecessity for a standing army. Accordingly, it was
when Parliament triumphed in the Revolution Settlement (1689) that
the National Debt began. The first regular loan consisted of the capital
of the newly created Bank of England, amounting to £1,200,000 in 1693.
This loan to the Government was in fact the price paid by the bank for its
privileges :—

After the Battle of Waterloo the National Debt

amounted to + « « « « =« /885000000

The Crimean War addedtoit . . . . . xg,ooo,ooo

At the present time it amountsto . . . . 725,689,336
The magnitude of the National Debt is steadily decreasing frum year
to year by saving up, through taxation, from the expenditure of the
country, i )
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stout fight going on all this morning (it is now ¢ o’clock)
between the sun and the fog. I have backed the former, and
he appears to have gained the day; for he is now shining
most delightfully.

— Came through a place called a “park” belonging to Mr.
MONTAGUE, who is now adroad ; for the purpose, I suppose, of
generously assisting to compensate the French people for
what they lost by the entrance of the Holy Alliance Armies
into their country.! Of all the ridiculous things I ever saw in
my life, this place is the most ridiculous. The house looks
like a sort of church, in somewhat of a gothic style of building,
with ¢rosses on the tops of different parts of the pile. There
is a sort of swamp, at the foot of a wood, at no great distance
from the front of the house. This swamp has been dug out
in the middle to show the water to the eye; so that there is a
sort of river, or chain of diminutive lakes, going down a little
valley, about 500 hundred yards long, the water proceeding
from the soak of the higher ground on both sides. By the sides
of these lakes there are little flower gardens, laid out in the
Dutch manner; that is to say, cut out into all manner of
superficial geometrical figures. Here is the grand en petit, or
mock magnificence, more complete than I ever beheld it
before. Here is a fountain, the bason of which is not four
feet over, and the water spout not exceeding the pour from a
tea-pot. Here is a dridge over a river of which a child four
years old would clear the banks at a jump. I could not have
trusted myself on the bridge for fear of the consequences to
MR. MONTAGUE; but I very conveniently stepped over the river,
in imitation of the Colossus. In another part there was a
lion's mouth spouting out water into the lake, which was so

1 Reference is here made to a league which was entered into on 26th
September 1815, between Austria, Russia, and Prussia (after the fall of
Napoleon), nominally to regulate the relations of the States of Christendom
by the principles of Christian charity, but really for the purpose of
repressing all revolutionary tendencies. Most of the other European
nations acceded to it, and the treaty was made public on February 3,
1816. Subsequently both England and France seceded from it, and its
action was justly regarded with great suspicion by English statesmen.
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much like the vomiting of a dog, that I could almost have
pitied the poor Lion. -In short, such fooleries I never before
beheld ; but, what I disliked most was the apparent impiety
of a part of these works [of refined taste. I did not like the
crosses on the dwelling-house ; but, in one of the gravel walks,
we had to pass under-a gothic arch, with a cross on the top
of it, and, in the point of the arch, a niche for a saint or a virgin,
the figure being gone through the lapse of cepturies, and the
pedestal only remaining as we so frequently see on the out-
sides of Cathedrals and of old Churches and Chapels. But,
the good of it was, this gothic arch, disfigured by the hand of
old Father Time, was composed of Scotch fir wood, as rotten
as a pear ; nailed together in such a way as to make the thing
appear, from a distance, like the remnant of a ruin! I
wonder how long this sickly, this childish, taste is to remain?
I do not know who this gentleman is. I suppose he is some
honest person from the ’Change or its neighbourhood ; and
that these gothic arches are to denote the antiguity of kis origin /
Not a bad plan; and, indeed, it is one that I once took the
liberty to recommend to those Fundlords who retire to be
country-squires. But I never recommended the Crucifixes /
To be sure the Roman Catholic religion may, in England,
be considered as a gentieman's religion, it being the most
ancient in the country; and, therefore, it is fortunate for a
Fundlord when he happens (if he ever do happen) to be of
that faith. .

This gentleman, may, for anything that I know, be a
Catholic ; in which case I applaud his piety and pity his taste,
At the end of this scene of mock grandeur and mock anti-
quity I found something more rational ; namely, some hare
hounds, and, in half an hour after, we found, and I had the
first hare-hunt that I had had, since I wore a smock-frock !
We killed our hare after good sport, and got to Berghclere in
the évening to a nice farm-house in a dell, sheltered from
every wind, and with plenty of good living; though with no
gothic arches made of Scotch-fir |
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October 31.  Wednesday.

A fine day. Too many hares here; but, our hunting was
not bad; or, at least, it was a great treat to me, who used,
when a boy, to have my legs and thighs so often filled with
thorns in running after the hounds, anticipating with pretty
great certainty, a “waling” of the back at nightt We had
grey-hounds a part of the day; but the ground on the hills is
so Ainty, that I do not like the country for coursing. The
dogs’ legs are presently cut to pieces.

Nov, 1.  TAursday.

Mr. Buobn! has Swedish Turnips, Mangel-Wurzel, and
Cabbages of various kinds, transplanted. All are very fine
indeed. It is impossible to make more satisfactory experi-
ments in fransplanting than have been made here. But, this
is not a proper place to give a particular account of them. I
went to see the best cultivated parts round Newbury; but I
saw no spot with half the “feed ” that I see here, upon a
spot of similar extent.

Hurstbourn Tarrant, Hants,
Nov. 2. Friday.

This place is commonly called Uphuséand,® which is, I think,
as decent a corruption of names as one would wish to meet
with. However, Uphusband the people will have it, and Up-
husband it shall be for me. I came from Berghclere this
morning, and through the park of Lorp CARNARVON, at High-
clere. Itisa fine season to look at woods. The oaks are

! Mr Budd was for many years Clerk of the Peace for the county of
Berks, Mr. Cobbett’s work, ‘‘ The Woodlands,” is dedicated to him.

2 Now called Hurstbourne-Tarrant, from *bourn,” a stream (the river
‘Test running throu%h the village) ; and ‘‘hurst,” a wood, through which
the river trends. It is about six miles from Andover. This village is
frequently alluded to in this work, on account of the low rate of wages
there, and the miserable condition in which Cobbett found the farm
labourers. Formerly there was an abbey in the neighbourhood,
called the Abbey of Tarrant, from which the village partly derives its
name,
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still covered, the beeches in their best dress, the elms yet
pretty green, and the beautiful ashes only beginning to turn
off. This is, according to my fancy, the prettiest park that I
have ever seen. A great variety of hill and dell. A good
deal of water, and this, in one part, only wants the colours of
American trees to make it look like a ¢ creck ;™ for the water
runs along at the foot of a steepish hill, thickly covered with
trees, and the branches of the lowermost trees hang down into
the water and hide the bank completely. I like this place
better than Fonthill, Blenkeim, Stowe, or any other gentleman’s -
grounds that I hawe seen. The Aowse I did not care about,
though it appears to be large enough to hold haif a village.
The trees are very good, and the woods would be handsomer
if the larches and firs were durnt, for which only they are fit.
The great beauty of the place is the Jofty downs, as steep, in
some places, as the roof of a house, which form a sort of
boundary, in the form of a part of a crescent, to about a third
part of the park, and then slope off and get more distant, for
about half another third part. A part of these downs is
covered with trees, chiefly beech, the colour of which, at thig
season, forms a most beautiful contrast with that of the down
itself, which is so green and so smooth! From the vale in
the park, along which we rode, we looked apparently almost
perpendicularly up at the downs, where the trees have ex-
tended themselves by seed more in some places than others,
and thereby formed numerous salient parts of various forms,
and, of course, as many and as variously formed glades.
These, which are always so beautiful in forests and parks, are
peculiarly beautiful in this lofty situation, and with verdure so
smooth as that of these chalky downs. Our horses beat up a
score or two of hares as we crossed the park ; and, though we
met with no gothic arches made of Scotch fir, we saw something
a great deal better ; namely, about forty cows, the most beau-\

_tiful that I ever saw, as to colour at least. They appear to be

of the Galway breed. They are called, in this country, Zord
Carnarvon’s breed. They have no horns, and their colour is
a ground of white, with black or red spots, these spots being
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from the size.of a plate to that of a crown piece; and some of
them have no small spots. These cattle were lying down
together in the space of about an acre of ground: they were
in excellent condition, and so fine a sight of the kind I never
saw. Upon leaving the park, and coming over the hills to
this pretty vale of Uphusband, I could not help calculating
how long it might be, before some Jew would begin to fix his
eye upon Highclere, arnd talk of putting out the present owner,
who, though a Whig, is one of the best of that set of politi-
cians, and who acted a manly part in the case of our deeply-
injured and deeply-lamented Queen.! Perhaps his Lordship
thinks, that there is no fear of the Jews as to Aim. But does
" he think, that his tenants can sell fat hogs at 7s. 6d. a score,
and pay him more than a third of the rent that they have paid
him while the debt was contracting? I know, that such a
man does not lose his estate at once ; but, without rents, what
is the estate? And that the Jews will receive the far greater
part of his rents is certain, unless the interest of the Debt be
reduced. LoORD CARNARVON told a man, in 1820, that Ae
did not like my politics. But, what did he mean by my politics ?
I have no politics but such as he ought to like. I want to do
away with that infernal sysfem which, after having begga.redg
and pauperised the Labouring Classes, has now, according to
the Report (made by the Ministers themselves to the House

1 The author here refers to Queen Caroline, consort of George IV. The
king had long been segnmted rom her, and she had resided on the Con-
tinent. On 5th July 1821, Lord Liverpool brought a bill into Parliament
to deprive her of the rights and title of Queen, and to dissolve the marriage.
She was most ably defended by Brougham, Denman, Williams, and Lush-
ington. There was so strong a popular feeling aroused in her favour, that
the Government ultimately abandoned the proceedings. On the coronation
of the King (1gth July 1821), she determined to participate in the ceremony,
and at a very early hour she went to Westminster Abbey and demanded
admittance, but she was refused, and the mob in her train assumed a
threatening attitude. The Queen’s health gave way, and she died at
Hammersmith on 7th August 1821. The author espoused the cause of the
unfortunate Queen very warmly. He went to meet her on her entry into
London, and he wrote for her the celebrated letter, which she sent to the
King *intact” as she received it.
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of Commons,!) plunged the owners of the land themselves into
a state of distress, for-which those Ministers themselves can
hold out no remedy! To be sure I labour most assiduously
to destroy a system of distress and misery ; but, is that any
reason why a Lord should dislike my politics? However,
dislike or like them, to them, to those very politics, the Lords
themselves must come at last. And that I should exult in this
thought, and take little pains to disguise my exultation, can
surprise nobody who reflects on what has passed within these
last twelve years. If the Landlords be well; if things be -
going right with them ; if they have fair prospects of happy
days ; then what need they care about me and my golitics,; but,
if they find themselves in “ déstress,” and do not know how to
get out of it; and, if they have been plunged into this distress
by those who “ dislike my politics,” is there not some reason
for men of sense to hesitate a little before they condemn those
politics? If no great change be wanted; if things could
remain even; then, men may, with some show of reason, say
that I am disturbing that which ought to be let alone. But, if
things cannot remain as they are; if there must be a great
change ; is it not folly, and, indeed is it not a species of idiotic
perverseness, for men to set their faces, without rhyme or
reason, against what is said as to this change by me¢, who have,
for nearly twenty years, been warning the country of its danger,
and foretelling that which has now come to pass, and is coming
to pass? However, I make no complaint on this score.
People disliking my politics “ neither picks my pocket, nor

1 The report to which reference is here made was upon agricultural dis-
tress. The commercial condition of England at the time, was most un-
satisfactory. War ex had vastly increased the taxes; the hoarding
of money by the people (in their dread of an invasion) led to a suspension
of cash payments. k notes were made a legal tender, except to the
army and navy. The monetary pressure which prevailed when the author
made these remarks was especially felt by the owners and occupiers of
land and by their dependents, and he had good reason to contrast, the then
existing depression, with the prosperity which prevailed prior to the French
Revolution. His strictures, however, on paper money (which occur here
and elsewhere in this work) must be received with considerable qualifi-
cation,
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“breaks my leg,” as JEFFERSON ! said by the writings of the
Atheists. If they be pleased in disliking my politics, I am
pleased in liking them ; and so we are both enjoying our-
selves. If the country want no assistance from me, I am quite
sure that I want none from it.

Nov. 3. Saturday.

Fat hogs have lately sold, in this village, at 7s. 6d. a score
(but would hardly bring that now), that is to say, at 4§d. a
pound. The hog is weighed whole, when killed and dressed.
The head and feet are included ; but so is the lard. Hogs
fatted on peas or barley-meal may be called the very best
meat that England contains. At Salisbury (only about 20
miles off) fat hogs sell for ss. to 4s. 6d. a score. But, then,
observe, these are dasry Aogs, which are not nearly so good in
quality as the corn-fed hogs. But, I shall probably hear more
about these prices as I get further towards the West. Some
wheat has been sold at Newbury-market for ,£6 a load (40
bushels) ; that is, at 3s. a bushel. A considerable part of the
crop is wholly unfit for bread flour, and is not equal in value
to good barley. In not a few instances the wheat has been
carried into the gate, or yard, and thrown down to be made
dung of. So that, if we were to take the average, it would
not exceed, I am convinced, §s. a bushel in this part of the
country ; and the average of all England would not, perhaps,
exceed 4s. or 3s. 6d. a bushel. However, Lord Liverpool
has got a bad karvest at last | That remedy has been applied |
Somebody sent me some time ago, that stupid newspaper,
called the Morning Herald, in which its readers were re-
minded of my “ false prophecies,” 1 having (as this paper said)
foretold that wheat would be at fwo shillings a bushel before

1 Jefferson was the third President of the United States. On entering
upon the presidency in 1800, he reduced the Government to a republican
simplicity, made but few removals, and resolutely refused to appoint any of
his own relatives to office, saying “that he could find better men for every
place than his own connections.” He was a Democrat in theory and
practice. He held “that the world is governed too much, and that
that Government is best, which governs least.”
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Christmas. These gentlemen of the “ respectadle part of the
¢ press ” do not mind lying a little upon a pinch, [See Walter's
“ Times ” of Tuesday last, for the following : ¢ Mr. Cobbett
“ has thrown open the front of his house at Kensington, where he
% proposes to sell meat at @ reduced price’”] What I said was
this : that, if the crop were good and the harvest fine, and
gold continued to be paid at the Bank, we should see wheat
at four, not two, shillings a bushel before Christmas. Now,
the crop was, in many parts, very much blighted, and the
harvest was very bad indeed ; and yet the average of England,
including that which is destroyed, or not brought to market at
all, will not exceed 4s. a bushel. A farmer told me the other"
day, that he got so /ittle offered for some of his wheat, that he
was resolved not to take any more of it to market; but to
give it to hogs. Therefore, in speaking of the price of wheat,
you are to take in the unsold as well as the sold ; that which
fetches nothing as well as that which is sold at high price.—I
see, in the Irish papers, which have overtaken me on my way,
that the system is working the Agriculturasses in “the sister-
“kingdom ” too ! The following paragraph will show that the
remedy of a bad harvest has not done our dear sister much
good. “A very numerous meeting of the Kildare Farming
¢ Society met at Naas on the 24th inst., the Duke of Leinster in
¢ the Chair ; Robert de la Touche, Esq., M.P., Vice-President.
% Nothing can more strongly prove the BADNESS OF THE
«“ TIMES, and very unfortunate state of the couniry, than the
¢ necessity in which the Society finds itself of discontinuing its
« premiums, from tts preseni wanis of funds. The best members
¢ of the farming classes have got so much in arrear in their sub-
“ scriptions that they have declined to appear or to dine with
¢ their neighbours, and general depressiondamps the spirit of the
“most industrious and Astkerto prosperous cultivators.,” You are
,mistaken, Pat ; it is not the #mes any more than it is the sazs.
Bobadil, you know, imputed his beating to the planets. * planet-
“stricken, by the foot of Pharaoh !”—*“No, Captain,” says Well-
don, “indeed it was a s/Zk” It is not the #imes, dear Pat- /
rick : it is the Government, who having first contracted a great
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debt in depreciated money, are now compelling you to pay the
interest at the rate of three for one. Whether this be right or
wrong, the Agriculturasses best know : it is much more their
affair than.it is mine ; but, be you well assured, that they are
only at the beginning of their sorrows. Ah! Patrick, whoever
shall live only a few years will see a grand change in your
state | Something a /ittle more rational than * Catholic Eman-
¢ cipation ” will take place, or I am the most deceived of all
mankind.—This Ded# is your best, and, indeed, your only
Jriend. It must, at last, give the THING! a sAake, such as it
never had before.—The accounts which my country newspapers
give of the failure of farmers are perfectly dismal. In many,
many instances they have put an end to their existence, as the
poor deluded creatures did who had been ruined by the South
Sea Bubble % I cannot help feeling for these people, for whom
my birth, education, taste, and habits give me so strong a par-
tiality. Who can help feeling for their wives and children,
\Jhurled down headlong from affluence to misery in the space
of a few months! Become all of a sudden the mockery of
those whom they compelled, perhaps, to cringe before them !
If the Labourers exult, one cannot say that it is unnatural.
If Reason have her fair sway, I am exempted from all pain
upon this occasion. I have done my best to prevent these
calamities. Those farmers who have attended to me are safe
while the storm rages. My endeavours to stop the evil in
time cost me the earnings of twenty long years! I did not

1 This is the contemptuous epithet, which the author sarcastically applies
continually in this work, to the system of the prevailing Government.

8 The South Sea Bubble Scheme originated in 1711, with the view to
restore public credit, and to pay off the National Debt. In 1720 the Com.
pany proposed to take upon themselves the whole of the National Debt
(amounting to upwards of £30,000,000), on being guaranteed by the
Government § per cent. per annum for seven and a-half years, An Act
was passed (April 7th in that year) securing the acceptance of that offer.
The shares suddenly rose to fabulous prices, but as suddenly collapsed 3
for the Directors of the Company, and even some Government officials of
note (connected with them), were discovered to have been guilty of the
deepest villany and fraud, and most of them were subsequently imprisoned
or otherwise punished.
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sink, no, nor bend, beneath the heavy and reiterated blows of
the accursed system, which I have dealt back, blow for blow ;
and, blessed be God, I now see it 7e2// It is staggering about
like a sheep with water in the head : turning its pate up on
one side : seeming to listen, but has no hearing : seeming to
look, but has no sight : one day it capers and dances : the next
it mopes and seems ready to die.

Nov. 4. Sunday.

This, to my fancy, is a very nice country. Tt is continual
hill and dell. Now and then a ckasn of hills higher than the
rest, and these are downs, or woods. To stand upon any of
the hills and look around you, you almost think you see the
ups and-downs of sea in a keavy swell (as the sailors call it)
after what they call, a gale of wind. The undulations are
endless, and the great variety in the height, breadth, length,
and form of the little hills, has a very delightful effect.—The
soil, which, to look oz it, appears to be more than half flint
stones, is very good in quality, and, in general, better on the
tops of the lesser hills than in the valleys. It has great
tenacity ; does not wash away like sand, or light loam. It is
a stiff, tenacious loam, mixed with flint stones. Bears Saint-
foin well, and all sorts of grass, which make the field on the
hills as green as meadows, even at this season ; and the grass
does not burn up in summer.—In a country so full of hills
one would expect endless runs of water and springs. There
are none : absolutely none. No water-furrow is ever made in'
the land. No ditches round the fields. And, even in the
deep valleys, such as that, in which this village is situated,
though it winds round for ten or fifteen miles, there is no run
of water even now. There is the de7 of a brook, which will
run before spring, and it continues running with more or less
water for about half the year, though, some years, it never
runs at all. It rained all Friday night; pretty nearly all day
yesterday ; and to-day the ground is as dry as a bone, except
just along the street of the village, which has been kept in a
sort of stabble by the flocks of sheep passing along to and from



14 Journal : Hurstbourn-Tarrant.

Appleshaw fair. In the deep and long and narrow valleys,
such as this, there are meadows with very fine herbage and
very productive. The grass very fine and excellent in its
quality. It is very curious, that the soil is much skallower
in the vales than on the hills. In the vales it is a sort of
hazle-mould on a bed of something approaching to gravel ;
but, on the hills, it is stiff loam, with apparently half-flints, on
a bed of something like clay first (reddish, not yellow) and
then comes the chalk, which they often take up by digging a
sort of wells ; and then they spread it on the surface, as they
do the clay in some countries, where they sometimes fetch it
many miles and at an immense expense. It was very common,
near Botley, to chalk land at an expense of sixteen pounds
an acre-———The land here is excellent in quality generally,
unless you get upon the highest chains of hills. They have
frequently 40 bushels of wheat to the acre. Their barley is
very fine; and their Saint-foin abundant. The turnips are,
in general, very good at this time ; and the land appears as
capable of carrying fine crops of them as any land that I have
seen. A fine country for sheep: always dry: they never
injure the land when feeding off turnips in wet weather; and
they can lie down on the dry; for the ground is, in fact,
never wet except while the rain is actually falling. Sometimes,
in spring-thaws and thunder-showers, the rain runs down the
hills in torrents ; but is gone directly. The flocks of sheep,
some in fold and some at large, feeding on the sides of
the hills, give great additional beauty to the scenery.—The
woods, which consist chiefly of oak thinly intermixed with
ash, and well set with underwood of ash and hazle, but mostly
the latter, are very beautiful. They sometimes stretch along
the top and sides of hills for miles together; and, as their
edges, or outsides, joining the fields and the downs, go wind-
ing and twisting about, and as the fields and downs are naked
of trees, the sight altogether is very pretty.—The trees in
the deep and long valleys, especially the Elm and the Ash, are
very fine and very lofty ; and, from distance to distance, the
Rooks have made them their habitation.—This sort of country,
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which, in irregular shape, is of great extent, has many and
great advantages. Dry under foot. Good roads, winter as
well as summer, and little, very little expense. Saint-foin
flourishes. Fences cost little. Wood, hurdles, and hedging-
stuffl cheap. No shade in wet harvests. The water in the
wells excellent. Good sporting country, except for coursing,
and too many flints for that.—What becomes of all the
water? There is a spring, in one of the cross valleys that
runs into this, having a bason about thirty feet over, and
about eight feet deep, which they say, sends up water once in
about 30 or 40 years; and boils up so as to make a large
current of water.—Not far from UPHUSBAND the Wansdske
(I think it is called) crosses the country. SIR RicHARD CoLT
HoARE has written a great deal about this ancient boundary,
which is, indeed, something very curious. In the ploughed
fields the traces of it are quite gone ; but they remain in the

woods, as well as on the downs. X

Nov. 5. Monday.

A white frost this morning. The hills round about beauti-
ful at sun-rise, the rooks making that noise which they always
make in winter momings. The Starlings are come in large
flocks ; and, which is deemed a sign of a hard winter, the
Fieldfares are come at an early season. The haws are very
abundant ; which, they say, is another sign of a hard winter.
‘The wheat is high enough here, in some fields, “to hide a
hare,” which is, indeed, not saying much for it, as a hare
knows how to hide herself upon the bare ground. But it is,
in some fields, four inches high, and is green and gay, the
colour being finer than that of any grass.—The fuel here is
wood. Little coal is brought from Andover, A load of
faggots does not cost above 10s. So that, in this respect, the
labourers are pretty well off. The wages here and in Berkshire,
about 8s. a week ; but, the farmers talk of lowering them.—
The poor-rates heavy, and heavy they must be, till taxes and
rents come down greatly.—Saturday and to-day Appleshaw
sheep-fair. The sheep, which had taken a rise at Weyhillfair,

.
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have fallen again even below the Norfolk and Sussex mark.
Some South-Down Lambs were sold at Appleshaw so low as
8s. and some even lower. Some Dorsetshire Ewes brought
no more than a pound; and, perhaps, the average did not
exceed 28s. I have seen a farmer here who can get (or could
a few days ago) 28s. round for a lot of fat Southdown Wethers,
which cost him just that money, when they were lambs, 720
Jyears ago/ 1t is impossible that they can have cost him less
than 24s. each during the two years, having to be fed on
turnips or hay in winter, and to be fatted on good grass.
Here (upon one hundred sheep) is a loss of £120and £14in
addition at five per cent. interest on the sum expended in the
purchase ; even suppose not a sheep has been lost by death
or otherwise.—I mentioned before, I believe, that fat hogs
are sold at Salisbury at from §s. to 4s. 6d. the score pounds,
dead weight.—Cheese has come down in the same proportion.
A correspondent informs me that one hundred and fifty Welsh
Sheep were, on the 18th of October, offered for 4s. 6d. a head,
and that they went away unsold! The skin was worth a shill-
ing of the money! The following I take from the Zyne
Mercury of the 3oth of October. ¢ Last week, at Northawton
“fair, Mr. Thomas Cooper, of Bow, purchased three milch
“cows and forty sheep, for £18, 16s. 6d.!” ‘The skins, four
years ago, would have sold for more than the money. The
Hampshire Journal says, that, on 1st November (Thursday)
at Newbury Market, wheat sold from 88s. to 24s. the Quarter.
This would make an average of §6s. But, very little indeed
was sold at 88s., only the prime of the old wheat. The best
of the new for about 48s., and, then, if we take into view the
great proportion that cannot go to market at all, we shall not
find the average, even in this rather dear part of England, to
exceed 32s., or 4s. a bushel. And, if we take all England
through, it does not come up to that, nor anything like it. A
farier very sensibly observed to me yesterday, that, “if we
“had had such a crop and such a harvest a few years ago,
* good wheat would have been £50aload;” thatis tosay, 25s.
a bushel! Nothing can be truer than this. And nothing can
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be clearer than that the present race of farmers, generally
speaking, must be swept away by bankruptcy, if they do not,
in time, make their bow, and retire. There are two descrip-
tions of farmers, very distinct, as to the effects which this
change must naturally have on them. The word jfarmer
comes from the French, fermier, and signifies renter.  Those
only who rent, therefore, are, properly speaking, farmers.
Those who till their own land are yeomen ; and, when I was
a boy, it was the common practice to call the former farmers
and the latter yeomen-farmers. These yeomen have, for the
greater part, been swallowed up by the paper-system, which
has drawn such masses of money together. They have, by
degrees, been dought out. Still there are some few left ; and
these, if not in debt, will stand their ground. But all the pre-
sent race of mere renters must give away, in one manner or
another. They must break, or drop their style greatly ; even
in the latter case, their rent must, very shortly, be diminished,
more than two-thirds. Then comes the Landlord’s turn ; and,
the sooner the better.—In the Maidstone Gazette 1 find the
following :— * Prime beef was sold in Salisbury market, on
% Tuesday last, at 4d. per lb., and good joints of mutton at
“ 34d. ; butter 11d. and 12d.per 1b.—In the West of Cornwall,
¢ during the summer, pork has often been sold at 23d. per 1b.”
—This is very true; and what can be better? How can
Peel’s Bill, work in a more delightful manner? What nice
“ general working of events!” The country rag-merchants !
have now very little to do. They have no discounts. What
they have out, they o - it is so much dedt: and, of course,
they become poorer, and poorer, because they must, like a
mortgager, have more, and more, to pay as prices fall. This
is very good ; for it will make them disgorge a part, at least,
of what they have swallowed, during the years of high prices
and depreciation. They are worked, in this sort of way : the
Tax-Collectors, the Excise-fellows, for instance, hold their

! The author in this work sarcastically styles Bank notes ‘‘ rags,” and
Bankers, and other financiers, * rag-merchants,”
VOL. L B
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sittings, every-six weeks, in certain towns about the country.
They will receive the country rags, if the rag-man can find,
and will give security, for the due payment of his rags, when
they arrive in London. For want of such security, or of some
formality of the kind, there was a great bustle in a town in this
county, not many days ago. The Excise-fellow demanded
sovereigns, or Bank of England notes. Precisely how the
matter was finally settled, I know not ; but the reader will see,
that the Exciseman was only taking a proper precaution ; for,
if the rags were not paid in London, the loss was his?

Marlborough,
Tuesday noon, Nov. 6.

I left Uphusband this morning at nine, and came across to
this place (20 miles) in a post-chaise. Came up the valley of
Uphusband, which ends at about 6 miles from the village, and
puis one out, upon the Wiltshire downs, which stretch away
towards the West and South-west, towards Devizes and towards
Salisbury. After about half-a-mile of down, we came down
into a level country; the flints cease, and the chalk comes
nearer the top of the ground. The labourers along here,
" seem very poor indeed. Farm houses, with twenty ricks
round each, besides those standing in the fields; pieces of
wheat 50, 60, Or 100 acres in a piece ; but, a group of women
labourers, who were attending the measurers, to measure their
reaping work, presented such an assemblage of rags as I
never before saw, even amongst the hoppers at Farnham, many
of whom are common beggars. I never before saw country
people, and reapers too, observe, so miserable in appearance as
these. There were some very pretty girls, but ragged as colts,
and as pale as ashes. The day was cold too, and frost hardly
off the ground; and their blue arms and lips, would have
made any heart ache, but that of a seat-seller or a loan-jobber.
A little-after passing by these poor things, whom I left cursing,
as I went, those who had brought them to this state, I came
to a group of shabby houses upon a hill. While the boy was
‘watering his horses, I asked the ostler the mame of the place;
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and, as the old women say, “you might have knocked me
down with a feather,” when he said “ Great Bedwin.” The
whole of the houses are not intrinsically worth a thousand
pounds. There stood a thing, out in the middle of the place,
about 25 feet long and 15 wide, being a room stuck up on
unhewed stone pillars about 10 feet high. It was the Town
Hall, where the ceremony of choosing the fwo Members is
performed. “ This place sends Members to parliament, don't
it?” said I to the ostler. “Yes, Sir.” “ Who are Members
now?? “1 dorn't kmow, indeed, Sir.”—I have not read the
Henriade of Voltaire for these thirty years ; but, in ruminating
upon the ostler’s answer ; and in thinking how the world, yes,
the whole world, has been deceived as to this matter, two lines
of that poem came across my memory :

Représentans du peuple, lés Grands et le Roi :
Spectacle magnifique ! Source sacrée des lois 1?

The Frenchman, for want of understanding the THING as
well as I do, left the eulogium incomplete. I therefore here
add four lines, which I request those who publish future
editions of the Henriade to insert in continuation of the above
eulogium of Voltaire:

Représentans du peuple, que celui-ci ignore,
Sont fait & miracle pour garder son Or !
Peuple trop heureux, que le bonheur inonde !
L’envie de vos voisins, admiré du monde ! 3

The first line was suggested by the ostler; the last by the
words which we so very often hear from the bar, the bench,
the seats, the pulpit and the throne. Doubtless my poetry is
not equal to that of Voltaire ; but, my rhyme is as good as
his, and my reason is a great deal better.—In quitting this

1 The Author adds, in his first edition of this work, ¢ I will not swear to
the very words; but this is the meaning of Voltaire: ¢ Representatives of the
people, the Lords and the King: ¢ Magwificent spectacle! Sacred source
of the Laws 1’”

2 # Representatives of the people, of whom the people know nothing,
must be miraculously well calculated to have the care of their money!
Oh! People too happy ! overwhelmed with blessings | The enry of your
neighbours, and admir.d by the whole world!”
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villanous place we see the extensive, and uncommonly ugly
park and domain, of LorD AYLESBURY, who seems to have
tacked park on to park, like so many outworks of a fortified
city. I suppose here are 5o or 100 farms of former days,
swallowed up. They have been bought, I daresay, from time
to time; and it would be a labour very well worthy of reward
by the public, to trace to its source, the money by which
these immense domains, in different parts of the country,
have been formed '—MARLBOROUGH, which is an ill-looking
place enough, is succeeded, on my road to SWINDON, by an
extensive and very beautiful down about four miles over.
Here nature has flung the earth about in a great variety of
shapes. The fine short smooth grass, has about nine inches of
mould under it, and then comes the chalk. The water that
runs down the narrow side-hill valleys is caught, in different
parts of the down, in basins made on purpose, and lined with
clay apparently. This is for watering the sheep in summer;
sure sign of a really dry soil; and yet the grass never
parches upon these downs. The chalk holds the moisture,
and the grass ig fed by the dews in hot and dry weather.—At
the end of this down, the high-country ends. The hill is
high and steep, and from it, you look immediately down into
a level farming country; a little further on, into the dairy-
country, whence the North-Wilts cheese comes ; and, beyond
that, into the vale of Berkshire, and even to Oxford, which
lies away to the north-east from this hil.—The land
continues good, flat, and rather wet, to Swindon, which is
a plain country town, built of the stone which is found
at about six feet under ground about here.—I come on
now towards Cirencester, through the dairy-country of North
Wilts,

8 Cirencester,
Wednesday (Noon), 7 Neo.
1 slept at a dairy-farm house at Hannington, about eight
miles from Swindon, and five on one side of my road. I
passed through that villanous hole, Cricklade, about two
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hours ago; and, certainly, a more rascally looking place I
never set my eyes on. I wished to avoid it, but could get
along no other way. All along here the land is a whitish
stiff loam upon a bed of soft stone, which is found at various
distances from the surface, sometimes two feet .and some-
times ten. Here and there a field is fenced with this stone,
laid together in walls without mortar, or earth, All the
houses and out-houses are made of it, and even covered
with the thinnest of it formed into tiles. The stiles in the
fields are made of large flags of this stone, and the gaps in
the hedges, are stopped with them.—There is very little
wood all along here. The labourers seem miserably poor.
Their dwellings are little better than pig-beds, and their looks
indicate, that their food is not nearly equal to that of a pig.
Their wretched hovels are stuck upon little bits of ground on
the road side, where the space has been wider than the road
demanded. In many places they have not two rods to a
hovel. It seems as if they had been swept off the fields by a
hurricane, and had dropped and found shelter under the
banks on the road side! Yesterday morning was a sharp
frost ; and this had set the poor creatures to digging up their
little plats of potatoes. In my whole life I never saw human
wretchedness equal to this: no, not even amongst the free
negroes in America, who, on an average, do not work one
day out of four. And, this is ‘“prosperity,” is it? These,
Oh, Pitt! are the fruits of thy hellish system! However,
this Wiltshire is a horrible county. This is the county that
the Gallon-loaf man belongs to.! The land all along here is
good. Fine fields and pastures all around; and yet the
cultivators of those fields so miserable! This is particularly
the case on both sides of Cricklade, and in it too, where
everything had the air of the most deplorable want.—They
are sowing wheat all the way from the Wiltshire Downs to
Cirencester ; though there is some wheat up. Winter-Vetches

1 Referring to Mr. John Bennett, at that time M.P. for South Wilts, who
had stated that the “gallon.loaf” wasa sufficiency for the maintenance of
farm labourers, the poor-law allowance generally being 7d. perday for the
labourer, and a gallon-loaf per week for each of the rest of the family,
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are up in some places, and look very well.—The turnips of
both kinds, are good all along here.—I met a farmer going
with porkers to Highworth Market. They would weigh, he
said, four score and a half, and he expected to get %s. 6d.
a score. I expect he will not. He said they had been fed
on barley-meal; but I did not believe him. I put it to his
honour, whether whey and beans had not been their food. He
looked surly, and pushed on.—On this stiff ground, they grow
a good many beans, and give them to the pigs with whey ;
which makes excellent pork for the ZLondoners; but which
must meet with a pretty hungry stomach to swallow it in
Hampshire. The hogs, all the way that I have come, from
Buckinghamshire, are without a single exception that 1 have
seen, the old-fashioned black-spotted hogs. Mr. BLOUNT at
Uphusband has one, which now weighs about thirty score,
and will possibly weigh forty, for she moves about very easily
vet. This is the weight of a good ox; and yet, what a little
thing it is compared to an ox! Between Cricklade and this
place (Cirencester) I met, in separate droves, about two thou-
sand Welsh Cattle, on their way from Pembrokeshire to the
fairs in Sussex. The greater part of them were heifers in calf,
They were purchased in Wales at from £3 to 44, 10s.
ecach! None of them, the drovers told me, reached £s.
‘These heifers used to fetch, at home, from £6 to 48, and
sometimes more. Many of the things that I saw in these
droves did not fetch, in Wales, 25s. And, they go to
no fsing market! Now, is there a man in his senses who
. believes that this THING can go on in the present way?
However, a fine thing, indeed, is this fall of prices! My
“ cottager ” will easily get his cow, and a young cow too, for
less than the 45 that I talked of. These Welsh heifers
will calve about May ; and they are just the very thing for a
cottager.
Gloucester,
Thursday (morning) Nov. 8.
In leaving Cirencester, which is a pretty, large town, a
pretty, nice town, and which the people call Cifiter, I camne
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up hill into a country, apparently, formerly a down or common,
but now divided into large fields by stone walls. Any thing
so ugly I have never seen before. The stone, which, on the
other side of Cirencester, lay a good way under ground, here
lies very near to the surface. The plough is continually bring-
ing it up, and thus, in general, come the means of making the
walls that serve as fences. Any thing quite so clieerless as
this I do not recollect to have seen ; for, the Bagshot country,
and the commons between Farnham and Haselmere, have
heath at any rate ; but these stones are quite abominable, The
turnips are not a fiftteth of a crop like those of Mr. Clarke at
Bergh-Apton in Norfolk, or Mr. Pym at Reigate in Surrey, or of
Mr. Brazier at Worth in Sussex. I see thirty acres here, that have
less_food upon them than I saw the other day, upon half an acre
at Mr. Budd’s at Berghclere. Can it be good farming, to
plough and sow and hoe thirty acres, to get what may be got
upon half an acre? Can that half acre cost more than a tenth
part as much as the thirty acres? But, if I were to go to this
thirty-acre farmer, and tell him what to do to the half acre,
would he not exclaim with the farmer at Botley : * What! drow
“away all that 'ere ground between the Jains/ Jod’s Blood I"—
With the exception of a little dell about eight miles from Cititer,
this miserable country continued, to the distance of ten miles,
when, all of a sudden, I looked down from the top of a high
hill into tAe vale of Gloucester /! Never was there, surely, such
a contrast in this world ! This hill is called Burlip Hill; it
is much about a mile down it, and the descent so steep as to
require the wheel of the chaise to be locked ; and, even with
that precaution, I did not think it over and above safe, to sit
in the chaise ; so, upon Sir Robert Wilson’s principle of taking
care of Number One, 1 got out and walked down. From this
hill you see the Morvan Hills in Wales. You look down into
a sort of disk with a flat bottom, the Hills are the sides of the
dish, and the City of Gloucester, which you plainly see, at
seven miles distance from Burlip Hill, appears to be not far
from the centre of the dish. All here s fine; fine farms; fine
pastures ; all inclosed fields ; all divided by hedges ; orchards
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a plenty ; and I had scarcely seen one apple since I left Berk-
shire.—GLOUCESTER is a fine, clean, beautiful place; and,
which is of a vast deal more importance, the labourers’ dwell-
ings, as I came along, looked good, and the labourers them-
selves pretty well as to dress and healthiness. The girls at
work in the fields (always my standard) are not in rags, with
bits of shoes tied on their feet and rags tied round their ankles,
as they had in Wiltshire.

JOURNAL: FROM GLOUCESTER, TO BOLLITREE IN HEREFORD-
SHIRE, ROSS, HEREFORD, ABINGDON, OXFORD, CHELTEN-
HAM, BERGHCLERE, WHITCHURCH, UPHURSTBOURN, AND
THENCE TO KENSINGTON.

Bollitree Castle, Herefordshire,
Friday, 9 Nov. 1821.

T got to this beautiful place (Mr. WiLLiaM PALMER’S) yes-
terday, from Gloucester. This is in the parish of Weston,
two miles on the Gloucester side of Ross, and, if not the first,
nearly the first, parish in Herefordshire upon leaving Glouces-
ter to go on, through Ross to Hereford.—On quitting Glouces-
ter I crossed the Severne, which had overflowed its banks and
covered the meadows with water.—The soil good but stiff.
The coppices and woods very much like those upon the clays
in the South of Hampshire and in Sussex ; but the land better
for corn and grass. ‘The goodness of the land is shown by
the apple-trees, and by the sort of sheep and cattle fed here.
The sheep are a cross between the Ryland and Leicester, and
the cattle of the Herefordshire kind. These would starve in
the pastures of any part of Hampshire or Sussex that I have
ever seen.—At about seven miles from Gloucester I came to
hills, and the land changed from the whitish soil, which I had
hitherto seen, to a red brown, with layers of flat stone of a
reddish cast under it. Thus it continued to Bollitree. The
trees of* all kinds are very fine on the hills as well as in the
bottoms.—The spot where I now am, is peculiarly well sitw-
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ated in all respects, The land very rich, the pastures the
finest, I ever saw, the trees of all kinds, surpassing upon an
average, any that I have before seen in England. From the
house, you see, in front and winding round to the left, a lofty
hill, called Penyard Hill, at about a mile and a half distance,
covered with oaks of the finest growth ; along at the foot of
this wood are fields and orchards continuing the slope of the
hill, down for a considerable distance, and, as the ground lies
in a sort of ridges from the wood to the foot of the slope, the
hill-and-dell is very beautiful. One of these dells with the
two adjoining sides of hills, is an orchard belonging to Mr.
PALMER, and the trees, the ground, and every thing belonging
toit, put me in mind of the most beautiful of the spots in the
North of Long Island. Sheltered by a lofty wood ; the grass
fine beneath the fruit trees; the soil dry under foot, though
the rain had scarcely ceased to fall ; no moss on the trees:
the leaves of many of them yet green ; every thing brought my
mind to the beautiful orchards near Bayside, Little Neck,
Mosquito Cove, and Oyster Bay, in Long Island. No wonder
that this is a country of cider and perry; but, what a shame
it is, that here, at any rate, the owners and cultivators of the

»soil, not content with these, should, for mere fashion’s sake,

I
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waste their substance on wine and spérits/ They really de-
serve the contempt of mankind and the curses of their
children.—The woody hill mentioned before, winds away to
the left, and carries the eye on to the Forest of Dean, from
which'it is divided by a narrow and very deep valley. Away
to the right of Penyard Hill lies, in the bottom, at two miles
distagee, and on the banks of the river Wye, the town of Ross,
over ‘which we look down the vale to Monmouth, and see the
Welsh hills beyond it. Beneath Penyard Hill, and on one of
the ridges before mentioned, is the parish church of Weston,
with some pretty white cottages near it, peeping through the
orchard and other trees; and coming to the paddock before
the house, are some of the largest and loftiest trees in the
country, standing singly here and there, amongst which is
the very largest and loftiest walnut tree, that I believe I
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ever saw, either in America or in England. In short, there
wants nothing but the autumnal clours of the American
trees to make this the most beautiful spot I ever beheld.—I
was much amused for an hour after daylight this morning in
looking at the dowuds, rising, at intervals, from the dells on
the side of Penyard Hill, and flying to the top, and then over
the Hill. Some of the clouds went up in a roundish and
compact form. Others rose in a sort of string or stream,
the tops of them going over the hill before the bottoms
were clear of the place whence they had arisen. Sometimes
the clouds gathered themselves together, along the top of the
hill, and seemed to connect the topmost tree$ with the sky.
—1I have been to-day to look at Mr. PALMER’s fine crops

" of Swedish Turnips, which .are, in general, called ¢ Swedes.”

These crops having been raised according to my plan, I feel,
of course, great interest in the matter. The Swedes occupy
two fields: one of thirteen, and one of seventeen acres.
The main part of the seventeen-acre field was drilled, on
ridges, four feet apart, a single row on a ridge, at different
times, between 16th April and 29th May. An acre and a
half of this piece was #ransplanted on four-feet ridges zoth
July. About half an acre across the middle of the field
was sown droad-cast 14th April.—In the thirteen-acre field
there is about half an acre sown éroad-cast on the 1ist of
June; the rest of the field was #ransplanted ; part in the first
week of June, part in the last week of June, part from the
12th to 18th July and the rest (about three acres) from

21st to 23rd July. The drilled Swedes in the seventeen- -

acre field, contain full 23 tons to the acre; the transplanted

. ones in fhat field, 15 tons, and the broad-cast not exceeding 10

tons, Those in the thirteen-acre field which were transplanted
before the z1st July, contain 27 if not 30 tons; and the rest
of that field about 17 tons to the acre. The broad-cast piece
here (half an acre) may contain 7 tons. The shortness of my
time will prevent us from ascertaining the weight by actual
weighings ; but, such is the crop, according to the best of
my judgment, after a very minute survey of it in every part

J R —
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of each field.—Now, here is a little short of 8oo tons of
food, about a fifth part of which consists of #ps; and, of
course, there is about 640 tons of bu/b. As to the zalue
and uses of this prodigious crop I need say nothing; and, as
to the time and manner of sowing and raising the plants for
transplanting, the act of transplanting, and the after cultiva-
tion, Mr. PALMER has followed the directions contained
in my “ Year's Residence in America ;” and, indeed, he is
forward to acknowledge, that he had never thought of this
mode of culture, which he has followed now for three years,
and which he has found so advantageous, until he read that
work, a work which the Farmer's Journal thought proper to
treat as a romance—Mr. PALMER has had some cabbages of
the large, drum-head, kind. He had about three acres, in
rows at four feet apart, and at little less than three feet
apart in the rows, making #n thousand cabbages on the three?’
acres. He kept ninety-five wethers and ninety-six ewes (large
fattening sheep) upon them for five wecks all but two days,
ending in the first week of November. The sheep, which
are now feeding off yellow turnips in an adjoining part of
the same field, come back over the cabbage-ground and
scoop out the stumps, almost to the ground in many cases.
‘I'his ground is going to be ploughed fur wheat immedi-
ately. Cabbages are a very fine awfumn crop; but it is thew
Swedes on which they must rely for the spring, and on
housed or stacked Swedes too; for they will rof in many of
our winters, if leit in the ground. I have had them rot
myself, and I saw, in March 1820, hundreds of acres rotten
in Warwickshire and Northamptonshire. Mr. PALMER greatly
prefers the fransplanting to the drilling. It has numerous -
advantages over the drilling; greater regularity of crop,
greater certainty, the only surze way of avoiding the A,
greater crop, admitting of two months later preparation of
land, can come affer velches cut up for horses (as, indeed,
a part of Mr. PALMER’s transplanted Swedes did), and
requiring less labour and expense. I asserted this in my
% Year's Residence;” and Mr. PALMER, who has been very
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particular in ascertaining the fact, states positively, that
the expense of transplanting is not so great as the hoeing
and setting out of the drilled crops, and not so great
as the common hoeings of broad-cast. This, I think, settles
the question. But, the advantages off the wide-row culture
by no means confine themselves to the green and root
crop; for, Mr. PALMER drills his wheat upon the same ridges,
without ploughing, after he has taken off the Swedes. He
drills it at eight dnches, and puts in from eight to ten gallons
to the acre. His crop of 1820, drilled in this way, averaged
40 bushels to the acre; part drilled in November, and
part so late as February. It was the common Lammas
wheat. His last crop of wheat is not yet ascertained ; but,
it was better after the Swedes than in any other of his land.
His manner of taking off the crop is excellent. He first
cuts off and carries away the Zgps. Then he has an imple-
ment, drawn by two oxen walking on each side of the ridge,
with which he cuts off the fap root of the Swedes without
disturbing the land of the ridge. Any child can then pull
up the bulb. Thus the ground, clean as a garden, and in
that compact state which the wheat is well known to like,
is ready, at once, for drilling with wheat. As to the uses to
which he applies the crop, tops as well as bulbs, I must
speak of these hereafter, and in a work of a description
different from this. I have been thus particular here, be-
cause the ZFarmer's Journal treated my book as a pack of
lies. I know that my (for it is mine) system of cattle-food\
husbandry will finally be that of e/ England, as it already i 1s

" that of America; but, what I am doing here is merely i in

self-defence against the slanders, the malignant slanders, of
the Farmer's Journal. Where is a Wlu'g lord, who, some
years ago, wrote to a gentleman that “ 4 would have-
nothing to do with any reform that Cobbett was engaged in?”
But, in spite of the brutal Jowrnal/, farmers are not such
fools as this lord was: they will not reject a good crop,
because they can have it only by acting upon my plan;
and this lord will, I imagine, yet see the day when he will
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be less averse from having to do with a reform in which
% Cobbett” shall be engaged.

old Hall,
Saturday night, Nov. 10.

Went to Hereford this morning. It was market-day. My
arrival became known, and, I am sure, I cannot tell how. A
sort of bus got about. I could perceive here, as I always have
elsewhere, very ardent friends and very bitter enemies; but
all full of curiosity. One thing could not fail to please me
exceedingly : my friends were gay and my enemies gloomy -
the former smiled, and the latter, in endeavouring to screw
their features into a sneer, could get them no further than the
half sour and half sad; the former seemed, in their looks to
say, “Here he is,” and the latter to respond “Yes, ——
him !”—I went into the market-place, amongst the °
farmers, with whom, in general, I was very much pleased. If
I were to live in the county two months, I should be acquainted
with every man of them. The country is very fine, all the
way from Ross to Hereford. The soil is always a red loam
upon a bed of stone. The trees are very fine, and certainly
winter comes later here than in Middlesex. ~Some of the
oak trees are still perfectly green, and many of the ashes as
green as in September.—In coming from Hereford to this
place, which is the residence of Mrs. PALMER and that of her
two younger sons, Messrs. PuiLip and WALTER PALMER, who,
with their brother, had accompanied me to Hereford; in
coming to this place, which lies at about two miles distance
from the great road, and at about an equal distance from
HereeoRD and from Ross, we met with something, the sight
of which pleased me exceedingly : it was that of a very pretty
pleasant-looking lady (and yowng too) with two beautiful chil-
dren, riding in a little sort of chaise-cart, drawn by a7 ass, which
she was driving in reins. She appeared to be well known to
my friends, who drew up and spoke to her, calling her Mrs.
Lock, or Locky (I hope it was not Lockkart) or some such
name. Her husband, who is, I suppose, some young farmer
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of the neighbourhood, may well call himself Mr. Zucky ; for,
to have such a wife, and for such a wife to have the good
sense to put up with an ass-cart, in order to avoid, as much as
possible, feeding those cormorants who gorge on the taxes, is
a blessing that falls, I am afraid, to the lot of very few rich
farmers. Mrs. ZLock (if that be her name) is a real practical
radical.  Others of us, resort to radical coffee and radical tea;
and she has a radical carriage. This is a very effectual way
of assailing the THING, and peculiarly well suited for the
practice of the fermale sex. But, the self-denial ought rot to
be imposed on the wife only: the husband ought to set the
example: and, let me hope, that Mr. Lock does not indulge
in the use of wine and spirits, while Mrs. Lock and her
children ride in a jack-ass gig; for, if he do, he wastes, in
this way, the means of keeping her a chariot and pair. If
there be to be any expense not absolutely necessary ; if there
be to be anything bordering on extravagance, surely it ought
to be for the pleasure of that part of the family, who have the
least number of objects of enjoyment ; and, for a husband to
indulge himself in the guzzling of expensive, unnecessary, and
really injurious drink, to the tune, perhaps, of so or 100
pounds & year, while he preaches economy to his wife, and,
with a face as long as my arm, talks of the low price of corn,
and wheedles her out of a curricle, into a jack-ass cart, is not
only unjust but unmanly.

Old Hall,
Sunday night, 11 November.

We have ridden to-day, though in the rain for a great part
of the time, over the fine farm of Mr. PHILIP PALMER, at this
place, and that of Mr. WALTER PALMER, in the adjoining
parish of PENcoyD. Every thing here is good, arable land,
pastures, orchards, coppices, and timber trees, especially the
elms, many scores of which approach nearly to a hundred
feet in height., Mr. PHILIP PALMER has four acres of Swedes
on four-feet ridges, drilled on the zrth and 14th of May.
The plants were very much injured by the /£y ; so much, that
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it was a question, whether the whole piece ought not to be
ploughed up. However, the gaps in the rows were filled up
by transplanting ; and the ground was twice ploughed between
theridges. The crop here is very fine ; and, I should think that
its weight could not be less than seventeen tons to the acre.—
Of Mr. WALTER PALMER’s Swedes, five acres were drilled, on
ridges nearly four feet apart, on the 3d of June; four acres on
the 15th of June; and an acre and a half transplanted (after
vetches) on the 15th of August. The weight of the first is
about twenty tons to the acre ; that of the second not much
less; and that of the last even, five or six tons. The first
two pieces were mauled to pieces by the fly ; but the gaps
were filled up by transplanting, the ground being digged on
the tops of the ridges to receive the plants. So that, per-
haps, a third part, or more of the crop is due to the frans-
planting. As to the last piece, that transplanted on the 15th
of August, after vetches, it is clear, that there could have been
no crop without transplanting ; and, after all, the crop is by no
means a bad one. It is clear enough to me, that this system
will finally prevail all’ over England. The *loyal,” indeed,
may be afraid to adopt it, lest it should contain something of
“radicalism.” Sap-headed fools! They will find sometbing[
to do, I believe, soon, besides railing against radicals. We
will din * radical” and * national fasth” in their ears, till they
shall dread the din, as much as a dog does the sound of the
bell that is tied to the whip.

Bollityee,
Monday, 12 Nov.

Returned this moming and rode about the farm, and also
about that of Mr. WINNAL, where I saw, for the first time, a
plough going without being kald. The man drove the three
horses that drew the plough, and carried the plough round at
the ends; but left it to itself the rest of the time. There was
a skim couiter that turned the sward in under the furrow ; and
the work was done very neatly. This gentleman has six acres
of cabbages, on ridges four feet' apart, with a distance of thirty
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inches between the plants on the ridge. He has weighed one
of what he deemed an average weight, and found it to weigh
fifteen pounds without the stump. Now, as there are 4320
upon an acre, the weight of the acre is Aty Zons all but 400
pounds! This is a prodigious crop, and it is peculiarly well
suited for food for sheep at this season of the year. Indeed
it is good for any farm-stock, oxen, cows, pigs: all like these
loaved cabbages. For hogs in yard, after the stubbles are
gone ; and before the tops of the Swedes come in. What
masses of manure may be created by this means? But, above
all things, for skeep to feed off upon the ground. Common
turnips have not half the substance in them, weight for weight.
Then, they are in the ground; they are dJir#y, and, in wet
weather the sheep must starve, or eat a great deal of dirt.
This very day, for instance, what a sorry sight is a flock of
fatting sheep upon turnips ; what a mess of dirt and stubble !
The cabbage stands boldly up above the ground, and the sheep
eats it all up without treading a morsel in the dirt. Mr. WiN-
NAL has a large flock of sheep feeding on his cabbages, which
they will have finished, perhaps, by January. This gentleman
also has some * radical Swedes,” as they call them in Norfolk.
A part of his crop is on ridges fize feet apart, with fawo rows on
the ridge, a part on four feet ridges with one row on the ridge.
I cannot see that anything is gained in weight, by the double
rows. I think, that there may be nearly twenty tons to the
acre. Another piece Mr. WINNAL transplanted after vetches.
They are very fine ; and, altogether, he has a crop that any one,
but a “loyal” farmer might envy him. This is really the radical
system of husbandry. Radical means, belonging to the root ;
going o the roof. And the main principle of this system (first
taught by Zw//)! is, that the roof of the plant is to be fed by
deep tillage, while it is growing ; and, to do this we must have
our wide distances. QOur system of husbandry is happily illus-

! The author of a work on husbandry. Mr. Loudon (the eminent botan-
ist) speaks of Tull asa novel but eccentric teacher, and says that the Scotch
were the first to discover the merits of his system,
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trative of our system of politics. Our lines of movement are
fair and straightforward. We destroy all weeds, which, like tax-
eaters, do nothing but devour the sustenance that ought to feed
the valuable plants.  Qur plants are all we// fed,; and our nations
of Swedes and of cabbages present a happy uniformity of enjoy-
ments and of bulk, and not, as in the broad-cast system of Cor-
ruption, here and there one of enormous size, surrounded by
thousands of poor little starveling things, scarcely distinguish-
able by the keenest eye, or, if seen, seen only to inspire a con-
tempt of the husbandman. The Norfolk boys are, therefore,
right in calling their Swedes Radical Swedes.

Bollitree,
Tuesday, 13th Nov.
Rode to-day to see a grove belonging to MRrs. WESTPHALIN,
which contains the very finest trees, oaks, chesnuts, and askes,
that I ever saw in England. This grove is worth going from
london to Weston to see. The Lady, who is very much be-
loved in her neighbourhood, is, apparently, of the o/2 sckool ;

and her house and gardens, situated in a beautiful dell, form,

I think, the most comfortable looking thing of the kind that I
ever saw. If she had known that I was in her grove, I dare say
she would have expected it to blaze up in flames; or, at least,
that I was come to view the premises previous to confiscation !

I can forgive persons like her; but I cannot forgive the Par. -

sons and others who have misled them! Mrs, WESTPHALIN,
if she live many years, will find, that the best friends of the
owners of the land are those who have endeavoured to produce
such a reform of the Parliament as would have prevented the
ruin of tenants.—This parish of WESTON is remarkable for
having a Rector, w/ho las constantly resided for twenty years !
1 do not believe that there is an instance to match this in the
whole kingdom. However, the “reverend” gentlemen may
be assured, that before many years have passed over their

1 This estate subsequently came into the ponesuon of Mr. Baring (after.
wards Lord Ashbunc?n). y e

VUL. L C



34 Journal : Bollitree.

heads, they will be very glad to reside in their parsonage
houses.}

Bollitree,
Wednesday, 14tk Nov.

Rode to the Forest of Dean, up a very steep hill. The
lanes here are between high banks, and on the sides of the
hills, the road is a rock, the water having, long ago, washed
all the earth away. Pretty works are, I find, carried on here,
as is the case in all the other pudlic forests! Are these things
always to be carried on in this way? Here is a domain of
thirty thousand acres of the finest timber-land in the world,
. and with coal-mines endless! Is this worth nothing? Can-
. not each acre yield ten trees a year? Are not these trees
worth a pound a piece? Is not the estate worth three or four
hundred thousand pounds a year? And does it yield anytking
o the public, to whom it belongs? But it is useless to waste
one’s breath in this way. We must have a r¢form of the Pariia-
ment: without it, the whole thing will fall to pieces.—The only
good purpose that these forests answer, is that of furnishing
a place of being, to labourers’ families on their skirts; and
here their cottages are very neat, and the people look hearty
and well, just as they do round the forests in Hampshire.
Every cottage has a pig or two, These graze in the forest,
and, in the fall, eat acorns and beech-nuts and the seed of the
ash ; for, these last, as well as the others, are very full of oil,
and a pig that is put to his shifts, will pick the seed very nicely
out from the husks. Some of these foresters keep cows, and
all of them have bits of ground, cribbed, of course, at different
times, from the forest3: and to what better use can the ground

1 The rector (to whom reference is here made) was Dr. Nott, who was a

t pluralist. He was on one occasion advertised for, by a parishioner
ftrh&e‘ﬂock being anxious to find their shepherd), and to their amazement he
was discovered to be residing abroad. . . . . The words in italics are a sar-
castic allusion to the evils of non-residence, now happily of rare occurrence,
3 Originally every manor had its common land, or waste, over which the
tenants of the manor had the right to turn their beasts or to gather fuel.
Similar rights were probably substantially enjoyed by the other inhabitants
of the parish. The earlier form of enclosure was by the lord of the manor
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be put? I sawseveral wheat stubbles from 40 rods to 10 rods.
I asked one man how much wheat he had from about 10 rods.
He said more than two bushels. Here is bread for three
weeks or more, perhaps; and a winter’s straw for the pig be-
sides. Are these things nothing? The dead limbs and old
roots of the forest give fue/ ; and how happy are these people,
compared with the poor creatures about Great Bedwin and
Cricklade, where they have neither land nor shelter, and where
I saw the gitls carrying home bean and wheat stubble for fuel !
Those countries, always badly furnished with fuel, the desolat-
ing and damnable system of paper-money, by sweeping away
small homesteads, and laying ten farms into one, has literally
strigped of all shelter for the labourer. A farmer, in such
cases, has a whole domain in his hands, and this, not only-
to the manifest injury of the public at large, but in ggen
violation of positive law. The poor forger is hanged; but,
where is the prosecutor of the monopolising farmer, though
the /Jaw is as clear in the one case as in the other? But,

against the commoners, but subject to the restriction, of leaving enough com-
mon land, to satisfy the requirements of the commoners. e later form
of enclosure was by Lords and Commons together, generally under authority
of special Acts of Parliament, or (later still) of the General Enclosure Acts.
Under these a vast amount of common land was inclosed. This inclosure
was supported on the ground of being conducive to agricultural interests.
Modern legislation, however, would seem to lean against inclosure. The
area of corn is no longer so important, while inclosure seems to conflict
with public health and recreation. The Act of 1865 forbids further in-
closure within the metropolitan area. The recent decision in the * Epping
Forest™ case has reserved for the gublic the greater part of what had
formerly been a Royal Forest. The Commons Acts of 1876 and 1879 allow
the Land Commissioners to regulate common land, recreation grounds,
and field gardens, and also put restrictions on inclosure of spaces with-
in the neighbourhood of large towns; and likewise contain provisions
for the allotment of garden-plots for the labouring classes, but these allot-
ment provisions do not seem to have been hitherto very successful. With
regard to Forests and Crown Lands, King William II1. so impoverished the
Crown by making grants to various subjects, that an Act was
(1 Anne c. 7, s. 5) making void all grants or leases of Crown lands for a
riod exceeding thirty-one years or three lives. Crown lands and Royal
orests, in the beginning of this reign, were surrendered by the Crown
to the State, and are now managed for the benefit of the nation. The
revenues of these lands (amounting in 1883 to £380,000) form part of the
Consolidated Fund.
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it required this infernal system to render every wholesome
regulation nugatory ; and to reduce to such abject misery a
people famed in all ages for the goodness of their food and
their dress. There is one farmer, in the North of Hampshire,
who has nearly eight thousand acres of land in his hands ; who
grows fourteen hundred acres of wheat and two thousand acres
of barley! He occupies what was formerly 40 farms!! Is it
any wonder that paupers sncrease? And is there not here cause
enough for the increase of posr, without resorting to the

o > P .
TS gfctrmes of the barbarous and impious MALTHUS and his

sistants, the feelosofers of the Edinburgh Review, those eulo-
gists and understrappers of the Whig-Oligarchy? “ This
“farmer has done nothing wnlawful,” some one will say. I
say he has ; for there is a law to forbid him thus to monopolise
land. But, no matter; the laws, the management of the affairs
of a nation, ought to be such as to prevent the existence of the
templation to suck monopoly. And, even now, the evil ought
to be remedied, and could be remedied, in the space of half a
dozen years. The disappearance of the paper-money would
do the thing in time ; but this might be assisted by legislative
measures.—In returning from the forest we were overtaken by
my son, whom I had begged to come from London to see this
beautiful country. On the road.side we saw two lazy-looking
fellows, in long great coats and bundles in their hands, going
into a cottage. “What do you deal in?” said I, to one of
them, who had not yet entered the house. ¢ In the medical
way,” said he. And, I find, that vagabonds of this description
are seen all over the country with fea-Jicences in their pockets.
‘They vend fea, drugs, and religious tracts. The first to bring

1 It is generally admitted that low wages are associated with large,
rather than with small farms, and hence the latter contribute more to the
benefit of the labourers. The advocates of peasant proprietorships enter-
tain similar views, with this difference, however, viz,, that the small farms
(which they maintain are so well adapted for calling out the energies of
the occupiers) must be freehold, and not leasehold. It is the ‘magic of
property,’ which secures the prosperity, not the smallness of the holding.
Small holdings, however, must not be confounded with minute sub-
divisions of property.
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the body into a debilitated state; the second to finish the
corporeal part of the business; and the third to prepare the
spirit for its separation from the clay! Never was a system
so well calculated as the present to degrade, debase, and
enslave a people! Law, and, as if that were not sufficient,
enormous subscriptions are made; every thing that can be
done, is done, to favour these perambulatory impostors in their
depredations on the ignorant. While every thing that can be
done, is done, to prevent them from reading, or from hearing of,
any thing that has a tendency to give them rational notions,
or to better their lot. However, all is not buried in ignor-
ance. Down the deep and beautiful valley between Penyard
Hill and the Hills on the side of the Forest of Dean, there
runs a stream of water. On that stream of water there is a
pager-mill. In that paper-mill there is a set of workmen.
That set of workmen do, I am told, fake the Register, and
have taken it for years! It was to these good and sensible
men, it is supposed, that the ringing of the bells of Weston
church, upon my arrival, was to be ascribed ; for, nobody that
I visited, had any knowledge of the cause. What a subject for
lamentation with corrupt hypocrites! That even in this
secluded spot, there should be a leaven of common sense !
No: all is not enveloped in brute ignorance yet, in spite of
every artifice that hellish Corruption has been able to employ ;
in spite of all her menaces and all her brutalities and cruelties.

0ld Hall,
Thursday, 15 Nov.

We came this morning from Bollitree to Ross-Market, and,
thence, to this place. Ross is an old-fashioned town ; but it is
very beautifully situated, and, if there is little of fizery in the
appearance of the inhabitants, there is also little of misery. Itis
a good, plain country town, or settlement of tradesmen, whose
business is that of supplying the wants of the cultivators of
the soil. It presents to us nothing of rascality and roguish-
ness of look, which you see on almost every visage in the
borough-towns, not excepting the visages of the women. I can
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tell a borough-town from another upon my entrance into it, by
the nasty, cunning, leering, designing look of the people; a
look between that of a bad (for some are good) Methodist
Parson, and that of a pickpocket. I remember, and I never
shall forget, the horrid looks of the villains in Devonshire and
Cornwall. Some people say, “O, poor fellows/ It is not
“thesy fault” No? Whose fault is it, then? The miscre-
ants who bribe them? True, that these deserve the halter
(and some of them may have it yet); but, are not the takers
of the bribes agually guilty ? If we be so very lenient here, pray
let us ascribe to the Devi/ all the acts of thieves and robbers:
so we do ; but we Aang the thieves and robbers, nevertheless.
It is no very unprovoking reflection, that from these sinks of
atrocious villany come a very considerable part of the men to
fill places of emolument and trust. What a clog upon a
Minister to have people, bred in such scenes, forced upon
him! And why does this curse continue? However, its
natural consequences are before us; and are coming on pretty
fast upon each other’s heels. There are the landlords and
farmers in a state of absolute ruin : there is the Debt, pulling
the nation down like as a stone pulls a dog under water. The
system seems to have fairly wound itself up; to have tied
itself hand and foot with cords of its own spinning !—This is
the town to which PoPE has given an interest in our minds by
his eulogium on the “Man of KRoss,” a portrait of whom is
hanging up in the house in which I now am.—The market at
Ross was very du/l. No wheat in demand. No buyers. It
must come down. Lord Liverpool’s remedy, a bad harvest, has
assuredly failed. Fowls 2s. a couple; a goose from 2s. 64. to
3s. ; a turkey from 3s. to 35. 64. Let a turkey come down
to a shilling, as in France, and then we shall soon bé to
rights,

Friday, 16 Nov.
A whole day most delightfully passed a hare-hunting, with
a pretty pack of hounds kept here by Messrs. Palmer. They
put me upon a horse that seemed to have been made on pur-
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pose for me, strong, tall, gentle and bold; and that carried
me either over or through every thing. I, who am just the
weight of a four-bushel sack of good wheat, actually sat on his
back from daylight in the morning to dusk (about nine hours),
without once setting my foot on the ground. Our ground
was at Orcop, a place about four miles distance from this
place. We found a hare in a few minutes after throwing off ;
and, in the course of the day, we had to find four, and were
never more than ten minutes in finding. A steep and naked
ridge, lying between two flat valleys, having a mixture of
pretty large fields and small woods, formed our ground. The
hares crossed the ridge forward and backward, and gave us
numerous views and very fine sport.—I never rode on such
steep ground before ; and, really, in going up and down some
of the craggy places, where the rains had washed the earth
from the rocks, I did think, once or twice of my neck, and
how Sidmouth would like to see me.—As to the crwelty, as
some pretend, of this sport, that point I have, I think, settled,
in one of the Chapters of my “ Year's Residence in America.”
As to the expense, a pack, even a full pack of harriers, like
this, costs less than two bottles of wine a day with their
inseparable concomitants. And, as to the #me thus spent,
hunting is inseparable from early rising; and, with habits of
early rising, who ever wanted time for any business ?

Oxford,
Saturday, 17 Nov,

We left OLp HaLL (where we always breakfasted by candle
light) this morning after breakfast; returned to Bollitree;
took the Hereford coach as it passed about noon; and came
in it through Gloucester, Cheltenham, Northleach, Burford,
Whitney, and on to this city, where we arrived about ten
oclock. I could not leave Herefordshire without bringing
with me the most pleasing impressions. It is not for one to
descend to particulars in characterising one’s personal friends ;
and, therefore, I will content myself with saying, that the
treatment I met with in this beautiful county, where I saw not
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one single face that I had, to my knowledge, ever seen before,
was much more than sufficient to compensate to me, personally,
for all the atrocious calumnies, which, for twenty years, I have
had to endure; but where is my country! a great part of the
present hideous sufferings of which, will, by every reflecting
mind, be easily traced to these calumnies, which have been
made the ground, or pretext, for rejecting that counsel by
listening to which those sufferings would have been prevented ;
where is my country to find a compensation !—At Gloucester
(as there were no meals on the road) we furnished ourselves
with nuts and apples, which, first a handful of nuts and then
an apple, are, I can assure the reader, excellent and most
wholesome fare. They say, that nuts of all sorts are unwhole-
some ; if they had been, I should never have written Registers,
and if they were now, I should have ceased to write ere this;
for, upon an average, I have eaten a pint a -day since I left

-home. In short, I could be very well content to live on nuts,

milk, and home-baked bread.——From Gloucester to Chelten-
kam the country is level, and the land rich and good. The
fields along here, are ploughed in ridges about 2o feet wide,
and the angle of this species of roof is pretty nearly as sharp
as that of some slated roofs of houses. There is no wet
under; it is the top wet only that they aim at keeping from
doing mischief.— Cheltenkam is a nasty, ill-looking place, half
clown and half cockney. The town is one street about a
mile long ; but, then, at some distance from this street, there
are rows of white tenements, with green balconies, like those
inhabited by the tax-eaters round London. Indeed, this
place appears to be the residence of an assemblage of tax—
eaters. These vermin shift about between London, Chelten-
ham, Bath, Bognor, Brighton, Tunbridge, Ramsgate, Mar-
gate, Worthing, and other spots in England, while some of
them get over to France and Italy: just like those body-ver-
min of different sorts, that are found in different parts of the
tormented carcass at different hours of the day and night, and
in different degrees of heat and cold.

Cheltenham is at the foot of a part of that chain of hills,
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which form the sides of that diss which I described as re-
sembling the vale of Gloucester. Soon after quitting this
resort of the lame and the lazy, the gormandising and guzzling,
the bilious and the nervous, we proceeded on, between stone
walls, over a country little better than that from Cirencester
to Burlip-hil.—A very poor, dull, and uninteresting country
all the way to Oxford.

Burghclere (Hants),
Sunday, 18 Nov.

We left Oxford early, and went on, through Adingdon
(Berks) to Market-Iisley. It is a saying, hereabouts, that,
at Oxford, they make the living pay for the dead, which is
precisely according to the Pitt-System. Having smarted on
this account, we were afraid to eat again at an Inn; so we
pushed on through Ilsley towards Newbury, breakfasting
upon the residue of the nuts, aided by a new supply of
apples buught from a poor man, who exhibited them in his
window. Ibspired, like Don Quixote, by the sight of the
nuts, and recollecting the last night’s bill, I exclaimed :
“ Happy ! thrice happy and blessed, that golden age, when
‘““men lived on the simple fruits of the earth and slaked their
“thirst at the pure and limpid brook ! when the trees shed
“their leaves to form a couch for their repose, and cast
“their bark to furnish them with a canopy! Happy age;
“when no Oxford landlord charged two men, who had
“dropped into a common coach-passenger room, and who
“had swallowed three-pennyworths of food, ‘four shillings
““<for feas, and ‘eighteen pence for eco/d meat, ‘two shillings
“ ¢ for moulds and fire’ in this common coach-room, and *five
¢ ¢shillings for deds!’” This was a sort of grace before
meat to the nuts and apples; and, it had much more merit
than the harangue of Don Quixote; for he, before he began
upon the nuts, had stuffed himself well with goat’s flesh and
wine, whereas we had absolutely fed from the breakfast-
table and blazing fire at Oxford. — Upon beholding the
masses of buildings, at Oxford, devoted to what they call
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“learning,” I could not help reflecting on the drones that
they contain and the wasps they send forth! However,
malignant as some are, the great and prevalent characteristic
is folly: emptiness of head; want of talent; and one
half of the fellows who are what they call educafed here,
are unfit to be clerks in a grocer's or mercer's shop.—
As I looked up at what they called Unsversity Hall, 1 could
not help reflecting ‘that what I had written, even since I left
Kensington on the 29th of October, would produce more
effect, and do more good in the world, than all that had, for
’a hundred years, been written by all the members of this
University, who devour, perhaps, not less than a milion
pounds a year, arising from property, completely at the dis-
posal of the “ Great Council of the Nation ;” and I could not
help exclaiming to myself: “Stand forth, ye big-wigged,
“ ye gloriously feceding Doctors! Stand forth, ye 7ick of that
« church whose poor have had given them @ Aundred thousand
“ pounds a year, not out of your riches, but out of the faxes,
“raised, in part, from the sa/t of the labouring man!
“Stand forth and face me, who have, from the pen of my
“leisure hours, sent, amongst your flocks, a hundred
“thousand sermons in ten months! More than you have
“all done for the last half century!”—I exclaimed in vain.
1 dare say (for it was at peep of day) that not a man of
them had yet endeavoured to unclose his eyes.—In coming
thro’ Abingdon (Berks) I could not help thinking of that
great financier, Mr. John Maberly, by whom this place
has, I believe, the honour to be represented in the Collective
Wisdom of the Nation.—In the way to Ilslev we came
across a part of that fine tract of land, called the Vale of
Berkshire, where they grow wheat and beans, one after
another, for many years together. About three miles before
we reached Ilsley we came to downs, with, as is always the
case, chalk under. Between Ilsley and Newbury the country
is enclosed; the land middling, a stony loam ; the woods
and coppices frequent, and neither very good, till we came
within a short distance of Newbury. In going along we



Journal: Burghclere. 43

saw a plece of wheat with cabbage-leaves laid all over it
at the distance, perhaps, of eight or ten feet from each
other. It was to catch the slugs. The slugs, which commit
their depredations in the night, creep under the leaves in
the morning, and by turning up the leaves you come at
the slugs and crush them, or carry them away. But, besides
the immense daily labour attending this, the slug, in a field
sowed with wheat, has a clod to creep under at every foot,
and will not go five feet to get under a cabbage-leaf. Then
again, if the day be wer, the slug works by day as well as by
night. It is the sun and drought that he shuns, and not the
light. Therefore the only effectual way to destroy slugs is, to
sow lime, in dust, and nof slaked. The slug is wet, he has
hardly any skin, his s/ime is his covering ; the smallest dust of
hot lime kills him ; and a few bushels to the acre are sufficient.
You must sow the lime at dusk ; for then the slugs are sure to
be out. Slugs come after a crop that has long afforded a -
great deal of shelter from the sun ; such as peas and vetches.
In gardens they are nursed up by strawberry beds, and by
weeds ; by asparagus beds; or by anything that remains for a
long time to keep the summer-sun from the earth. We got
about three o'clock to this nice, snug little farm-house, and
found our host, Mr. Budd, at home.

Burghclere,
AMonday, 19 Nov. '
A thorough wet day, the only day the greater part of which
I have not spent out of doors, since I left home.

Burghelere,
Tuesday, 20 Nov.
With Mr. Budd, we rode to-day to see the Farm of Zull, at
Shalborne, in Berkshire. Mr. Budd did the same thing with
Arthur Young twenty-seven years ago. It was a sort of
pilgrimage ; but, as the distance was ten miles, we thought it
best to perform it on horseback. We passed through the
parish of Highdlere, where they have enclosed commons, worth,
as tillage land, not one single farthing an acre, and never will
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and never can be. As a common it afforded a little picking
for geese and asses, and, in the moory parts of it, a little fuel
for the labourers. But, now it really can afford nothing, It
will all fall to common, again by degrees. This madness, this
blind eagerness to gain, is now, I hope, pretty nearly over.}
—At East Woody, we passed the house of a Mr. Goddard,
which is uninhabited, he residing at Bath.—At West Woody
(Berks) is the estate of Mr. Sloper, a very pretty place. A
beautiful sporting country. Large fields, small woods, dry
soil. What has taken place here, is an instance of the work-
ings of the system. Here is a large gentleman’s house. But,
the proprietor /Zefs s (it is, just now, empty), and resides in a
Jarm house and farms his own estate. Happy is the landlord,
who has the good sense to do this, in time. Thisis a fine
farm, and here appears to be very judicious farming. Large
tracts of turnips; clean land; stubbles ploughed up early ;
ploughing with oxen ; and a very large and singularly fine flock
of sheep. Every thing that you see, land, stock, implements,
fences, buildings; all do credit to the owner; bespeak his
sound judgment, his industry and care. All that is wanted
here is, the radical husbandry ; because that would enable the
owner to keep three times the quantity of stock, However,
since I left home, I have seen but very few farms that I should
prefer to that of Mr. Sloper, whom I have not the pleasure to
know, and whom, indeed, I never heard of, till I saw his farm.
At a village (certainly named by some awthor) called Jnkpen,
we passed a neat little house and paddock, the residence of a
Mr. Butler, a nephew of Dr. Butler, who died Bishop of
Oxford, and whom I can remember hearing preach at Fam-
ham in Surrey, when I was a very very little boy. I have his

1 Here the author again reprobates the system of enclosure of common
lands, although in his time the system was much favoured by thinkers
such as Bentham, as well as by many able politicians. Modern opinion, how-
ever, scems to have come round again to the author’s views. So greatly
was the enclosure of common lands carried out in the author’s time, that
from 1792 to 1820, there were no less than 2287 Bills passed, for that pur.
pose, the number of bills increasing in each session, with the increasing
price of corn,
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features and his wig as clearly in my recollection, as if I had seen
them but yesterday ; and, I dare say I have not thought of
Doctor Butler for forty years before to-day. The “loyal” (O,
the pious gang !) will say, that my memory is good as to the face
and wig, but bad as to the Doctor’s Sermons. Why, I must

confess that I have no recollection of them ; but, then, do I’

not make Sermons myself } At about two miles from Inkpen
we came to the end of our pilgrimage. The farm, which was
Mr. Zulls; where he used the first drill that ever was used ;
where he practised his husbandry; where he wrote that book,
which does so much honour to his memory, and to which the
cultivators of England owe so much; this farm is on an open
and somewhat bleak spot, in Berkshire, on the borders of
Wiltshire, and within a very short distance of a part of Hamp-
shire. The ground is a loam, mixed with flints, and has the
chalk at no great distance beneath it. It is, therefore, free
from we?; needs no water furrows; and is pretty good in its
nature. The house, which has been improved by Mr. Blandy,
the present proprietor, is still but a plain farm-house. Mr.
Blandy has lived here thirty years, and has brought up ten
children to man’s and woman’s estate. Mr. Blandy was from
home, but Mrs. Blandy received and entertained us, in a very
hospitable manner.—We returned, not along the low land, but
along the top of the downs, and through the Iord Carnar-
von’s park, and got home after a very pleasant day.

Burghclere,
Wednesday, 21 Aov.

We intended to have a hunt; but the fox-hounds came
across and rendered it impracticable. As an instance of the
change which rural customs have undergone, since the hellish
paper-system has been so furiously at work, I need only
mention the fact, that, forty years ago, there were five packs
of foxhounds and fen packs of karriers kept within fen miles of
Newbury ; and that now, there is one of the former (kept, too,
by subscription) and none of the latter, except the few couple of
dogs kept by Mr. Budd! “So much the better,” says the
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shallow fool, who cannot duly estimate the difference between
a resident native gentry, attached to the soil, known to every
farmer and labourer from their childhood, frequently mixing
with them in those pursuits where all artificial distinctions are
lost, practising hospitality without ceremony, from habit and
not on calculation ; and a gentry, only now-and-then residing
at all, having no relish for country-delights, foreign in their
manners, distant and haughty in their behaviour, looking to
the soil only for its rents, viewing it as a mere object of specu-
lation, unacquainted with its cultivators, despising them and
their pursuits, and relying, for influence, not upon the good
will of the vicinage, but upon the dread of their power. The
war and paper-system has brought in nabobs, negro-drivers,
generals, admirals, governors, commissaries, contractors, pen-
sioners, sinecurists, commissioners, loan-jobbers, lottery-dealers,
bankers, stock-jobbers ; not to mention the long and black /st
in gowns and three-tailed wigs. You can see but few good
houses, notin possession of one or the other of these. These,
with the Parsons, are now the magistrates. Some of the cne
sequences are before us ; but they have not all yet arrived. A
taxation that sucks up fifty millions a year, musf produce a new
set of proprietors every twenty years or less; and the proprie-
tors, while they last, can be little better than tax-collectors to
the government, and scourgers of the people.—I must not quit
Burghclere without noticing Mr. Budd’s redical Swedes and
other things. His is but miniature farming; but it is very
good, and very interesting. Some time in May, he drilled a
piece of Swedes on four feet ridges. The fly took them off.
He had cabbage and mangel-wurzel plants to put in their
stead, Unwilling to turn back the ridges, and thereby bring
the dung to the top, he planted the cabbages and mangel-
wutzel on the ridges where the Swedes had been drilled. This
was done in June, Late in July, his neighbour, a farmer
Hulbert, had a field of Swedes that he was hoeing. Mr Budd
now put some manure in the furrows between the ridges, and
ploughed a furrow over it from each ridge. On this he planted
Swedes, taken from farmer Hulbert’s field. Thus his planta-
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tion consisted of rows of plants fwe feet apart. The result is a
prodigious crop. Of the mangel-wurzel (greens and all) he
has not less than twenty tons to the acre. He can scarcely
have less of the cabbages, some of which are green savoys as
fine as I ever saw. And of the Swedes, many of which weigh
from five to nine pounds, he certainly has more than twenty
tons to the acre. So that here is a crop of, at the very least,
Jorty tons to the acre. This piece is not much more than half an
acre ; but, he will, perhaps, not find so much cattle food upon
any four acres in the county. He is, and long has been, feed-
ing four milch cows, large, fine, and in fine condition, upon
cabbages sometimes, and sometimes on mangel-wurzel leaves.
The butter is excellent. Not the smallest degree of bitterness
or bad taste of any sort. Fine colour and fine taste. And
here, upon not three-quarters of an acre of ground, he has, if
he manage the thing well, enough food for these four cows to
the month of May! Can any system of husbandry equal
this? What would he do with these cows, if he had not this
crop? He could not keep one of them, except on hay. And
he owes all this crop to transplanting. He thinks, that the
transplanting, fetching the Swede plants and all, might cost
him ten or twelve shillings, It was done by women, who had
never done such a thing before. —However, he must get in his
crop before the hard weather comes ; or my Lord Carnarvon’s
hares will help him. They have begun already; and, it is
curious, that they have begun on the mangel-wurzel roots.
So that, hares, at any rate, have set the seal of merit upon this
root.

Whitchurch,
Thursday (night), 22 Nov.
We have come round here, instead of going by Newburysn
consequence of a promise to Mr. BLounT at Uphusband, that
I would call on him on my return. We left Uphusband by
lamp-light, and, of course, we could see little on our way.
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Kensington,

Friday, 23 Nov.
Got home by the coach. At leaving Whitchurch we soon
“passed the mill where the Mother-Bank paper ismade 1! Thank
God, this mill is likely soon to want employment! Hard
by is a pretty park and house, belonging to “’Sguire” Portal,
the paper-maker. The country people, who selddm want
for sarcastic shrewdness, call it “ Rag Hall” /—I perceive
that they are planting oaks on the “wastes,” as the Agricul-
turasses call them, about Hartley Row ; which is very good ;
because the herbage, after the first year, is rather increased
than diminished by the operation ; while, in time, the oaks
- arrive at a timber state, and add to the beauty and to the
real wealtk of the country, and to the real and solid wealth of
the descendants of the planter, who, in every such case, merits
unequivocal praise, because he plantsfor his children’s children.2
—The planter here is LApy MiLDMAY, who is, it seems, Lady
of the Manors about here. It is impossible to praise this act
of her's too much, especially when one considers her agge. I
beg a thousand pardons! I do not mean to say that her
Ladyship is o/d ; but she has long had grand-children. If her
Ladyship had been a reader of old dread-death and dread-devil
Johnson, that teacher of moping and melancholy, she never
would have planted an oak-tree. If the writings of this time-
! serving, mean, dastardly old pensioner had got a firm hold of
, the minds of the people at large, the people would have been

1 The village in which this paper mill stands, is Laverstoke, prettily
situated on the River Test. The paper for the Bank of England is stiil
manufactured there, and the ownership of the mill remains in the Portal
family, who have lived in the neighbourhood since the 17th century.

* Admiral Collingwood (in his published correspondence) refers in 1807
to the importance of oak-planting. “What I am most anxious about (he
says) is the plantation of oak in the country. We shall never cease to be a
great people while we have ships, and we cannot have ships without timber.”
Such sentiments are a curious commentary on the great gulf which sepa.
rates 1807 from 1884. Nothing could illustrate this better than to behoid
(what can be seen in Portsmouth Harbour any day), viz,, a modern iron
turret-ship, lying side by side with the ancient “Victory.”
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bereft of their very souls. These writings, aided by the charm
of pompous sound, were fast making their way, till light, reason,
and the French revolution came to drive them into oblivion;
or, at least, to confine them to the shelves of repentant, mar-
ried old rakes, and those of old stock-jobbers with young wives
standing in need of something to keep down the unruly ebul-
litions which are apt to take place while the * dearies” are
gone hobbling to ’Change. “ After pleasure comes pain,”
says Solomon ; and, after the sight of Lady Mildmay's truly
noble plantations, came that of the clouts of the “ gentlemen
cadets” of the “ Royal Miiitary College of Sandhurst!”
Here, close by the road-side, is the drying-ground. Sheets,
shirts, and all sorts of things were here spread upon lines
covering, perhaps, an acre of ground! We soon afterwards
came to “ York Place” on “ Osnaburg Hill” And, is there
never to be an end of these things? Away to the left, we see
that immense building, which contains children béreedsng up to
be military commanders! Has this plan cost so little as two
millions of pounds? I never see this place (and I have seen
it forty times during the last twenty years) without asking my-
self this question : “ Will this thing be suffered to go on ; will
this thing, created by money rassed by loan ; will this thing be
upheld by means of taxes, while the snterest of the Debt is reduced,
on the ground that the nation is unable to pay the interest in full ?
Answer that question, Castlereagh, Sidmouth, Brougham, or
Scarlett.

KENTISH JOURNAL : FROM KENSINGTON TO DARTFORD,
ROCHESTER, CHATHAM, AND FAVERSHAM.

Tucsday, December 4, 1821,
Eklserton Farmn, near Faversham, Kent.
This is the first time, since I went to France, in 1792, that
I have been on this side of Shooter’s Hill. The land, gener-
ally speaking, from Deptford to Dartford is poor, and the

surface ugly by nature, to which ugliness there has been
YOL. L D
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made, just before we came to the latter place, a considerable
addition by the inclosure of a common, and by the sticking
up of some shabby-genteel houses, surrounded with dead
fences, and things called gardens, in all manner of ridi-
culous forms, making, all together, the bricks, hurdlerods
and earth say, as plainly as they can speak, “ Here dwell
vanity and poverty.” This is a little excrescence that has
grown out of the immense sums which have been drawn
from other parts of the kingdom, to be expended on Bar-
racks, Magazines, Martello-Towers, Catamarans, and all the
excuses for lavish expenditure, which the war for the Bour-
bons gave rise to. All things will return; these rubbishy
flimsy things, on this common, will first be deserted, then
crumble down, then be swept away, and the cattle, sheep,
pigs and geese will once more graze upon the common,
which will again furnish heath, furze, and turf for the
labourers on the neighbouring lands. — After you leave
Dartford the land becomes excellent. You come to a
bottom of chalk, many feet from the surface, and when that
is the case, the land is sure to be good: no e at bottom,
no deep ditches, no water furrows, necessary; sufficiently
moist in dry weather, and no water lying about upon it
in wet weather for any length of time. The chalk acts as
a filtering-stone, not as a sieve, like gravel, and not as a
dish, like clay. The chalk acts as the soft stone in Hereford-
shire does; but it is not so congenial to trees that have
tap-roots. — Along through Gravesend towards Rochester
the country presents a sort o ¢ardc:.ug scene. Rochester
(the Bishop of which is, o ‘aiciy was, fax Collector fos
London and Middlesex), is a sicaii but crowded place, lying
on the south bank of the brautiful ‘iedway, with a rising
ground, on the other side of tie city. Stroud, which you
pass through, before you come to - bridge, over which
you go to enter Rochester: Avwicter itself, and Chatham,
form, in fact, one main street of abou! two miles and a half
in length.—Here I was got into the :ccnes of my cap-and-
feather days! Here, at betwcen siatven and seventeen, I
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enlisted for a soldier. Upon looking up towards the fortifica-
tions and the barracks, how many recollections crowded
into my mind! The girls in these towns do not seem to be
so pretly as they were thirty-eight years ago; or, am I not
so quick in discovering beauties as I was then? Have
thirty-eight years corrected my taste, or made me a hypercritic
in these matters? Is it that I now look at them with
the solemnness of a * professional man,” and not with the
enthusiasm and eagerness of an ‘‘amateur?” I leave these
questions for philosophers to solve. One thing I will say
for the young women of these towns, and that is, that I
always found those of them that I had the great happiness
to be acquainted with, evince a sincere desire to do their
best to smooth the inequalities of life, and to give us
“brave fellows,” as often as they could, strong beer, when
their churlish masters, or fathers, or husbands, would have
drenched us to death with small.  This, at the outset of
life, gave me a high opinion of the judgment and justice of
the female sex; an opinion which has been confirmed by
the observations of my whole life.—This Chatham has had
some monstrous gexs stuck on to it, by the lavish expenditure
of the war. These will moulder away. It is curious enough
that I should meet with a gentleman in an inn at Chatham,
to give me a picture of the house-distress in that enormous
wen, which, during the war, was stuck on to Portsmouth,
Not less than fifty thousand people had been drawn to-
gether there! These are now dispersing. The coagulated
blood is diluting and flowing back through the veins.
Whole streets are deserted, and the eyes of the houses
knocked out by the boys that remain. The jack-daws,
as much as to say, “ Qur turn to be inspired and to teach is
come,” are beginning to take possession of the Methodist
Chapels. The gentleman told me, that he had been down to
Portsea to sell half a street of houses, left him by a relation ;
and that nobody would give him anything for them further
than as very cheap fuel and rubbish! Good God! And
is this *prosperity?” Is this the “ prosperity of the war?”
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Have I not, for twenty long years, been regretting the
existence of these unnatural embossments; these white-
swellings, these odious wens, produced by Corruption and
engendering crime and misery and slavery? We shall
see the whole of these wens abandoned by the inhabitants,
and, at last, the cannons on the fortifications may be of
some use in battering down the buildings.—But, what is
to be the fate of the great wen of all? The monster, called,
by the silly coxcombs of the press, “the metropolis of the
empire?” What is to become of that multitude of towns
that has been stuck up around it? The village of Kingston
was smothered in the town of Portsea; and why? Because
taxes drained from other parts of the kingdom, were brought
thither.

, The dispersion of the wen is the only real difficulty that
I see in settling the affairs of the nation and restoring it to
a happy state. But, dispersed it mus? be ; and, if there be
half a million, or more, of people to suffer, the consolation
is, that the suffering will be divided into half a million of
parts.  As if the swelling out of London, naturally pro-
duced by the Funding System, were not sufficient; as if
the evil were not sufficiently great from the inevitable
tendency of the system of loans and funds, our pretty
gentlemen must resort to positive institutions to augment
the population of the Wen! They found that the in-
crease of the Wen produced an increase of thieves and
prostitutes, an increase of all sorts of diseases, an increase
of miseries of all sorts; they saw, that taxes drawn up to
one point produced these effects ; they must have a * geniten-

1 To all sudden aggregations of dwellings, to a city or town, the
author spplied the term * Wen,” for he antici{:ted danger to the
communit‘vfrom any great increase of population. ndon was therefore
the great Wen. Similar sentiments have been also entertained by other
wrilers, ¢.£., Sismondi (the eminent Italian historian) speaks of ancient
Rome as possessing ‘‘a parasite population,” while Mercier (in his
lableau de Paris, Published just before the Old French Revolution)
calls Paris ‘“a wen.’
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fiary,” 1 for instance, to check the evil, and that they must
needs have in the Wen! So that here were a million of
pounds, drawn up in taxes, employed not only to keep the
thieves and prostitutes still in the W#en, but to bring up to the
Wen workmen to build the Penitentiary, who and whose
families, amounting, perhaps to thousands, make an addition
to the cause of that crime and misery, to check which is the
object of the Penitentiary! People would follow, they must
follow, the million of money. However, this is of a piece
with all the rest of their goings on. They and their pre-
decessors, Ministers and House, have been collecting together
all the materials for a dreadful explosion ; and, if the explosion
be not dreadful, other heads must point out the means of
prevention.

Wednesday, § Dec.

The land on quitting Chatham is chalk at bottom; but,
before you reach Sittingbourne, there is a vein of gravel and
sand under, but a great depth of loam above. About Sitting-
bourne the chalk bottom comes again, and continues on to
this place, where the land appears to me, to be as good as it
can possibly be. Mr. WiLLiaM WALLER, at whose house I
am, has grown, this year, Mangel-Wurzel, the roots of which
weigh, I think, on an average, twelve pounds, and in rows,
too, at only about thirty inches distant from each other. In
short, as far as soi/ goes, it is impossible to see a finer country
than this. You frequently see a field of fifty acres, level as a
die, clean as a garden, and as rich. Mr. Birkbeck need not have
crossed the Atlantic, and Alleghany into the bargain, to look
for land o0 rich to bear wheat ; for here is a plenty of it. In

! The Millbank Penitentiary is said to have been originally suggested
by Jeremy Bentham. It is cusious to note, that most of his suggestions,
with regard to the punishment of offences, seem to be in the course
of adoption. One of them, viz, the admission of the evidence of
the accused in criminal cases, forms the outline of a Bill now before
Parliament (1884). In all Bentham’s political writings, the leading
principle is expressed by the phrase, ‘‘the greatest happiness of the
greatest number.”
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short, this is a country of hop-gardens, cherry, apple, pear and
filbert orchards, and quickset hedges. But, alas! what, in
point of deauty, is a country without woods and lofty trees!
And here there are very few indeed. I am now sitting in a
room, from the window- of which I look, firs#, over a large and
level field of rich land, in which the drilled wheat, is finely
come up, and which is surrounded by clipped quickset hedges
with a row of apple trees running by the sides of them; nex,
over a long succession of rich meadows, which are here called
marshes, the shortest grass upon which will fatten sheep or
oxen ; zext, over a little branch of the salt water which runs
up to Faversham ; deyond that, on the Islc of Sheppey (or Shep-
way), which rises a little into a sort of ridge that runs along it ;
rich fields, pastures and orchards lie all around me ; and yert,
I declare, that I, a million times to one, prefer, as a spot to /ize
on, the heaths, the miry coppices, the wild woods and the
forests of Sussex and Hampshire.

Thursday, 6 Dec,

“ Agricultural distress” is the great topic of general conver-
sation. The Webd Hallites! seem to prevail here. The fact
is, farmers in general read nothing but the newspapers ; these,
in the Wen, are under the control of the Corruption of one
or the other of the fattions; and, in the country, nine times
out of ten, under the control of the parsons and landlords,
who are the magistrates, as they are pompously called, that 1s
to say, Justices of the Peace. From such vehicles what are
farmers to learn? They are, in general, thoughtful and sensible
men ; but, their natural good sense is perverted by these pub-
lications, had it not been for which, we never should have seen
“a sudden transition from war fo peace” lasting seven years,
and more sudden in its destructive effects at last than at first.2:

1 Reference is here made to Mr. Webb Hall, and his adherents, who as-
cribed agricultural distress to the importation of foreign corn. These views
may be said to be reflected, in the present day, by the advocates of Fair
Trade, and Reciprocity.

* The sentence in italics, is the language of Lord Liverpool when ace
counting for the distress of the country in 1822,
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Sir Edward Knatchbull and Mr. Honeywood are the members
of the “Collective Wisdom” for this county. The former
was, till of late, a Zax-Collector. I hear, that he is a great advo-
cate for corn-bills / 1 suppose he does not wish to let people
who have Zeases, see the bottom of the evil. He may get his
rents for this year ; but it will be his last year, if the interest
of the Debt be not very greatly reduced. Some people here
think, that corn is smuggled in even now! Perhaps it is, upon
the whole, best that the delusion should continue for a year
longer; as that would tend to make the destruction of the
system more sure, or, at least, make the cure more radical.

Friday, 7 Deec. lz}/fw/

I went through Faversham. A very pretty little town, and >~
just ten minutes’ walk from the market-place up to the Dover ! /
turnpike-road. Here are the powder-a_faxrs that Mr. HuME
so well exposed. An immensity of buildings and expensive
things. Why are not these premises let or sold? However,
this will never be done, until there be a reformed pariiament.
Pretty little VaN,! that beauty of all beauties ; that orator of
ail orators ; that saint of all saints ; that financier of all finan.-
ciers, said that, if Mr. HUME were to pare down the expences
of government to /ss wish, there would be others, ¢ the Hunts,
¢ Cobbetts, and Carliles, who would still want the expence to
*be less.” I do not know Aoz Jow Mr. Hume would wish to
go; but, for myself I say, that if I ever have the power to do
it, I will reduce the expenditure, and that in quick time too,
down to what it was in the reign of Queen Anne; that is to
say, to less than is now paid to tax-gatherers for their labour
in collecting the taxes; and, monstrous as VAN may think the
idea, I do not regard it as impossible, that I may have such
power ; which I would certainly not employ, to do an act of
snjustice to any human being, and would, at the same time,
maintain the throne in more real splendour, than that, in which

1 Allusion is here made to the Rt. Honble. Nicholas Vansittart, Chane
cellor of the Exchequer ; he was afterwards made Lord Bexley,
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it is now maintained. But, I would have nothing to do with
any VANs, except as door-keepers or porters.

Saturday, 8 Dex.

Came home very much pleased with my visit to Mr.
WALKER, in whose house I saw no drinking of wine, spirits,
or even beer; where all, even to the little children, were up
by candle-light in the morning, and where the most perfect
sobriety, was accompanied by constant cheerfulness. Kes?
is in a deplorable way. The farmers are skilful and intelligent,
generally speaking. But, there is infinite corruption in Kent,
owing partly to the swarms of West Indians, Nabobs, Com-
missioners, and others of nearly the same description, that
have selected it, for the place of their residence ; but, owing
still more to the immense sums of public money that have,
diiring the last thirty years, been expended in it. And, when
one thinks of these, the conduct of the people of Dover,
Canterbury, and other places, in the case of the ever-lamented
Queen, does them everlasting honour. The fruwi? in Kent is
more select than in Herefordshire, where it is raised for ¢yder,
while, in Kent, it is raised for sale in its fruit state, a great
deal being sent to the Wen, and a great deal sent to the
North of England and to Scotland. The orchards are beautiful
indeed. Kept in the neatest order, and indeed, all belonging
to them excels anything of the kind to be seen in Normandy ;
and, as to apples, I never saw any so good in France as those
of Kent.! This county, so blessed by Providence, has been
cursed by the System in a peculiar degree. It has been the
receiver of immense sums, raised on the other counties. This
has puffed its rents to an unnatural height ; and now that the
drain of other counties is stopped, it feels like a pampered
pony, turned out in winter, to live upon a common. Itisinan
extremely “unsatisfactory state,” and has certainly a greater

) ¢« This is moderate praise (remarks the previous editor) on our cider
orchards, for the modern Normans make a cider which Englishmen
would despise, while some Worcestershire and Herefordshire men, boast
of their perry having passed for very good champagne.”
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mass of suffering to endure, than any other part of the king-
dom, the Wens only excepted. Sir EDWARD KNATCHBULL,
who is a child of the System, does appear to see no more of
the cause of these sufferings, than if he were a baby. How
should he? Not very bright by nature: never listening but to
one side of the question ; being a man who wants high rents
to be paid him; not gifted with much light, and that little,
having to strive against prejudice, false shame, and self inter-
est, what wonder is there, that he should not see things in their
true light?

NORFOLK AND SUFFOLK JOURNAL.

Bergh-Apton, near Norwich,
Monday, 10 Dec. 1821,

From the Wen to Norwich, from which I am now distant
seven miles, there is nothing in Essex, Suffolk, or this county,
that can be called a 4#/l. Essex, when you get beyond the
immediate influence of the gorgings and disgorgings of the
Wen ; that is to say, beyond the demand for crude vegetables,
and repayment in manure, is by no means a fertile county.
There appears generally to be a bottom of c/ay ; not soff chalk,
which they persist in calling clay in Norfolk. I wish I had
one of these Norfolk men, in a coppice in Hampshire or
Sussex, and I would shew him what cay is. Clay is what
pots, and pans, and jugs, and tiles, are made of ; and not soft,
whitish stuff, that crumbles to pieces in the sun, instead of
baking, as hard as a stone, and which, in dry weather, is to be
broken to pieces, by nothing short of a sledge-hammer. The
narrow ridges, on which the wheat is sown ; the water furrows;
the water standing in the dips of the pastures; the rusty iron-
like colour of the water, coming out of some of the banks ; the
‘deep ditches ; the rusty look of the pastures; all show, that
here is a bottom of clay. Yet there is gravel too ; for the oaks
do not grow well. It was not till I got nearly to SuDBURY
that I saw much change for the better. Here the bottom of
chalk, the soft dirty-looking chalk, that the Norfolk people call
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clay, begins to be the bottom, and this, with very little excep-

tion (as far as I have been) is the bottom of all the lands, of these
two fine counties of Suffolk and Norfolk. —SuDBURY has some
fine meadows near it on the sides of the river Stour. The
land all along, to Bury Saint Edmund’s is very fine; but no
trees worth looking at. Bury, formerly the seat of an Abbot,
the last of whom, was, I think, hanged, or somehow put to
death, by that matchless tyrant, Henry VIIL, is a very pretty
place ; extremely clean and neat: no ragged or dirty people
to be seen, and women (young ones I mean) very pretty and
very neatly dressed.—On this side of Bury, a considerable dis-
tance lower, I saw a field of Rape, transplanted very thick, for,
I suppose, sheep feed in the spring. The farming all along to
Norwich, is very good. The land clean, and everything done
in a masterly manner.

Tuesday, 11¢h Dec.

MR. SAMUEL CLARKE, my host, has about 30 acres of Swedes
in rows, Some at 4 feet distances, some at 3o inches; and,
about 4 acres of the 4-feet Swedes, were transplanted. I have
seen thousands of acres of Swedes, in these counties, and here
are the largest crops that I have seen. The widest rows, are
decidedly the largest crops here. And the fransplanted,
though under disadvantageous circumstances, amongst the
best of the best. The wide rows amount to, at least 20 tons
to the acre, exclusive of the greens, taken off two months ago,
which weighed 5 tons to the acre. Then, there is the inter-
tillage, so beneficial to the land, and the small quantity of
manure, required in the broad rows, compared to what is re-
quired, when the seed is drilled or sown upon the level. Mr.
NICHOLLS, a neighbour of Mr, CLARKE, has a part of a field
transplanted on seven furn ridges, put in when in the other part
of the field drilled ; the plants were a fortnight old. He hasa
mych larger crop in the transplanted, than in the drilled part.
Butfif it had been a jfy-year, he might have kad none in the
drilled part, while, in all probability, the crop jn the trans-
planted part, would have been better than it now is, seeing that

-y
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a wet summer, though favourable to the hitting of the Swedes,
is by no means favourable to their attaining a great size of
bulb. This is the case this year, with all turnips. A great deal
of leaf and neck, but, not bulbs in proportion. The advan-
tages of transplanting are, fisf, you make sure of a crop in
spite of fly : and, second, you have six weeks, or two months
longer, to prepare your ground. And the advantages of wide
rows are, first, that you want only about half the quantity of
manure ; and, second, that you plough the ground two or three
times, during the summer.

Grove, near Holt,
Thursday, 13th Dec.

Came to the Grove (Mr. Withers’s), near Holt, along
with Mr. Clarke. Through Norwich to Aylsham and then
to Holt. On our road we passed the house of the late
Lord Sufficld, who married Castlereagh’s wife’s sister, who
is a daughter of the late Earl of Buckinghamshire, who
had, for so many years, that thumping sinecure of eleven
thousand a-year in Ireland, and who was the son of a
man, that under the name of Mr. Hobart, cut such a figure
in supporting Lord North, and afterwards Pitt, and was
made a peer, under the auspices of the latter of these two
heaven-born Ministers. This house, which is a very ancient
one, was, they say, the birthplace of Anne de Boleyne, the
mother of Queen Elizabeth. Not much matter: for she mar-
ried the king, when his real wife was alive, I could have
excused her, if there had been no marrying in the case; but
hypocrisy, always bad, becomes detestable, when it resorts to
religious ceremony as its mask. She, no more than Cranmer,
seems, to her last moments, to have remembered her sins
against her lawful queen. Fox’s  Book of Martyrs,” that
ought to be called ¢ the Book of Liars,” says that Cranmer,
the recanter, and re-recanter, held out his offending hand in
the flames, and cried out, *“ that hand, that hand !” If he had
cried out, Catherine ! Catherine/ 1 should have thought better
of him; but it is clear, that the whole story is a lie, invented
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by the protestants, and particularly by the sectarians, to white-
wash the character of this perfidious hypocrite, and double
apostate, who, if bigotry had something to do, in bringing him
to the stake, certainly deserved his fate, if any offences com-
mitted by man, can deserve so horrible a punishment.—The
present LORD SUFFIELD, is that Mr. EDWARD HARBORD, whose
fathet-in-law left him £ 500 to buy a seat in parliament, and who
refused to carry an address to the late beloved and lamented
Queen, because Major Cartwright and myself were chosen
to accompany him! Never mind, my Lord; you will grow
less fastidious! They say, however, that he is really good to
his tenants, and has told them, that he will take any thing that
they can give. There is some sense in this! He is a great
Bible Man ; and, it is strange that he cannot see, that things
are out of order, when Ass interference in this way can be at
all mecessary, while there is a Church that receives a tenth part
of the produce of the earth.—There are some oak woods here,
but very poor. Not like those, not near like the worst of
those, in Hampshire and Herefordshire. All this eastern
coast seems very unpropitious to trees of all sorts.—We passed
through the estate of a Mr. Marsin, whose house is near the
road, a very poor spot, and the first really poor ground I have
seen in Norfolk. A nasty spewy black gravel on the top of a
sour clay. It is worse than the heaths between Godalming
and Liphook ; for, while it is too poor to grow any thing but
heath, it is too cold to give you the chirping of the grasshopper
in summer. However, Mr. Marsin has been too wise to
enclose this wretched land, which is just like that which Lord
Carnarvon has enclosed in the parishes of Highclere, and
Burghclere, and which, for tillage, really is not worth a single
farthing an acre.—Holt is a little, old-fashioned substantially-
built market-town. The land just about it, or, at least, to-
wards the east, is poor, and has been lately enclosed.

Friday, 14¢th Dec.
Went to see the estate of Mr. Hardy at Leveringsett, a
hamlet about two miles from Holt. This is the first time that
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I have seen a vally in this part of England. From Holt you
look, to the distance of seven or eight miles, over a very fine
valley, leaving a great deal of inferior hill and dell within its
boundaries. At the bottom of this general valley, Mr. Hardy has
a very beautiful estate of about four hundred acres. His house
is at one end of it near the high road, where he has a malt-
house and a brewery, the neat and ingenious manner of man-
aging which I would detail if my total unacquaintance with
machinery did not disqualify me for the task. His estate
forms a valley of itself, somewhat longer than broad. The
tops, and the sides of the tops of the hills round it, and also
several little hillocks in the valley itself, are judiciously planted
with trees of various sorts, leaving good wide roads, so that it
is easy to ride round them in a carriage. The fields, the fences,
the yards, the stacks, the buildings, the cattle, all showed the
greatest judgment and industry. There was really nothing
that the most critical observer could say was owt of order.
However, the forest trees do not grow well here. The oaks
are mere scrubs, as they are about Brentwood in Essex, and
in some parts of Cornwall; and, for some unaccountable
reason, people seldom plant the ask, which no wind will
shave, as it does the oak.

Saturday, 15 Dec.

Spent the evening amongst the Farmers, at their Market
Room at Holt; and very much pleased at them I was. We
talked over the cause of the low prices, and I, as I have done
every where, endeavoured to convince them, that prices must
fall a great deal lower yet; and, that no man, who wishes not
to be ruined, ought to keep or take a farm, unless on a calcu-
lation of best wheat at 4s. a bushel and a best South Down ewe
at 15s. or even 12s. They heard me patiently, and, I believe,
were well convinced of the truth of what I said. I told them
of the correctness of the predictions of their great countryman,
Mr. PaINE,! and observed, how much better it would have

! If not wearisome to the reader, it may be well, to introduce a very brief
sketch of the various public characters to whom the author here alludes,
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been to take his advice, than to burn him in effigy. I endea-
voured (but in such a case all human powers must fail !) to'
describe to them the sort and size of the talents of the Stern-
path-of-duty man,? of the great hole-digger,? of the jester,* of

and this I will do, seriatim. Thomas Paine was an author, famous for his
connection with the American and French Revolutions. In 1776 he pub-
lished in America a pamphlet called “ Common Sense,” in which he main-
tained the cause of & colonies, against the mother country. It won for
him great popularity, and he was appointed by Congress, Secretary to the
Committee of Foreign Affairs. In 1791 he returned to England and pub-
lished “ The Rights of Man,” in answer to Burke’s *‘ Reflections upon the
French Revolution,” which reply, was vigorous and popular. In 1792 he
visited Paris, and was elected a Deputy to the National Convention. At
the trial of Louis XVI. he proposed (what would have done honour to
France, if it had been accepted), viz,, *‘the offer to the King of an asylum
in America,” by which he offended the extreme party ; and in 1793 Robes-
pierre caused him to be ejected from the Convention, and thrown into
prison. Here he wrote ¢ The Age of Reason,” against Atheism, and in
favour of Deism. After an imprisonment of fourteen months, he was released,
on the intercession of the American Government, and restored to his seat in
the Convention. Paine died in America in 1809. Cobbett extolled Paine’s
merits ‘“as a writer,” while he condemned his religious opinions. A pam-
phlet which Paine wrote, styled ‘“The Decline and Fall of the English
System of Finance,” in which he “distinctly foretold the bursting of the
paper-money bubble,” secured Cobbett’s enthusiasm, and induced him to
remove Paine’s bones to England, in order to emphasise the political views,
which he had so boldly expressed.

3 The Stem-Path-o -duty man refers to Lord Liverpool, who once stated
in Parliament * that the Ministry was resolved, to pursue the stern path of
duty.” The occasion of this expression was as follows :—In 1816 the
country was in a most disturbed state. Acts of violence were of daily
occurrence. Mills and frames were destroyed, and corn ricks and farm
implements burnt. At this crisis, Cobbett was urged to issue a public
address with the view to allay the public agitation. He replied, ““that it
was impossible to prove to the people what was not the cause of their
misery, without proving to them wAaf was the cause, and without pointing
out the remedy.” Accordingly he issued in November (in a cheap edition
of his ¢‘ Political Register ”’) an address to Journeymen and Labourers, in
which he explained, as the causes of the present misery, the oppressive
weight of the taxes, the evils of paper-money (in reducing the value of gold
and silver), and the enormous expenses of the late wars, which in a great
measure might have been avoided. The one remedy he proposed was *‘a
Reform of Parliament.” At the same time, he condemned the folly and
uselessness of violence, and urged the wisdom of pressing on Reform, in a
constitutional manner. So great was the enthusiasm with which this
address was received, that 44,000 copies were sold within the first month,
The Government, however, were paralysed with fear and alarm. They
adopted every available means for stopping the circulation of the address,
stemming the flood-gates of sedition (as they termed it), and even con-
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the Oxford-scholar,® of the loan-jobbers® (who had just made

sidered the expediency of cl:rosecutin the editor. With this idea in view,
Lord Liverpool announced in the House that the Ministr{owas resolved
“to pursue the stern path of duty.” The political career of Lord Liverpool
was entirely of a ‘“negative” character. He persisted in opposing every
change in the direction of religious or political liberty. The ““Pains and
Penalties Bill” against Queen Caroline, greatly increased his unpopularity.
Though his honesty of purpose was admitted beyond all question, he was
destitute of wide and genial sympathies, and his Home policy was at all
times, unfortunate and retrograde. In 1801 he was made Foreign Secre-
tary in Addington’s Ministry, and in 1804 he became Home Secretary in
Pitt’s administration, and acted as Leader of the House of Commons
until his elevation to the House of Peers.

3 “The great hole-digger” referred to Lord Castlereagh, who on a
certain occasion proposed to provide Government work (of an unremuner-
ative character) for the distressed unemployed labourers, which the author
compared with, digging holes one day and filling them up the next. The

eat work which marked his career was the union with Ireland, which he

rought about. As Chief Secretary, however, for Ireland in 1798, the
cruel part he adopted, for suppressing the rebellion, considerably damaged
his reputation. As the Leader of the Government in the Lower House, he
carried the Suspension of the Habeas Corpus Act, and the Gagging Bills,
measures, which will for ever stamp his name with infamy. He was also
one of the movers of the Bill for the prosecution of Queen Caroline in
1820, which was alone sufficient, to establish a bitter feud between him and
Mr. Cobbett. He died by his own hand in a fit of temporary insanity, on
August 12th, 1822,

¢ The term “‘ Jester "’ was apglied to Mr. Canning, who was a staunch
supporter of Pitt. 1796 he became UnderSeererary of State. In his
satirical paper, ‘‘ The Anti-Jacobin and Knuife-grinder,” he lashed the new
philosophy of the French Republicans. After the death of Lord Castle~
reagh he was called to the head of the Foreign Office. He maintained the
independence of England against the diplomacy of the Holy Alliance, and
infused a more liberal spirit into the Cabinet. Moreover, he gave a new
impetus to commercial affairs, by a gradual laying aside of the prohibitive

tem.

5 Sir Robert Peel is here styled “ The QOxford. Scholas,” because he was
educated at Oxford, taking a double first class. Afterwards he represented
the University in Parliament from 1818 to 1822, He commenced his poli-
tical life by adopting the strong Tory Yrinciples of his father. In 1811 he
became Under Secretary for the Colonies. From 1812 to 1818 he was
Secretary for Ireland, and displayed so strong an anti-Catholic spirit, that
the Irish nicknamed him * Orange Peel.” In 1819 he was Chairman of the
Bank Committee, and moved the Bill for the resumption of cash payments,
In 1822 he became Home Secretary, and reorganised the London Police
force, since popularly called * Peelers,” and * Bobbies.” In 1829 his views
were so far modified that he brought forward the ever-memorable Catholic
Emancipation Bill. In 1842 he introduced his “sliding scale,” for the im-

sition of a moderate duty on foreign cern. He also brought in an

ncome Tax of 7d. in the £ for three years, The potato disease in Ireland
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an enormous grasp), of the Oracle,” and so on. Here, as
every where else, I hear every creature speak loudly in praise
of Mr. Coke. 1t is well known to my readers, that I think
nothing of him as a pwblic man; that I think even his
good qualities an injury to his country, because they serve
the knaves whom he is duped by to dupe the people more
effectually; but, it would be base in me not to say, that
I hear, from men of all parties, and sensible men too, expres-
sions made use of towards him that affectionate children use
towards the best of parents, I have not met with a single
exception.

Bergh Apton,

Sunday, 16 De.
Came from Holt through Saxthorpe and Cawston. At the
former village were on one end of a decent white house, these

in 1845, followed by a frightful famine, rendered cheap corn a necessity, if
millions were not to starve. Cobden and his League redoubled their exer-
tions, and Peel (yielding to the inevitable) brought in a measure for the
total repeal of the Corn Laws, which was carried. He afterwards sup-
rted a measure, for the repeal of the Jewish disabilities, He was regarded
E; the working and middle classes generally with gratitude and respect.
He met with his death by being thrown from his horse, on 2d July 1850,
aged 62 years.
¢ The firm of Baring Brothers are here styled the “loan-jobbers.” It
has been for upwards of a century, one of the greatest commercial houses in
the world. Its founder was John Baring, a German, who carried on a
small business in Exeter, in the former half of the eighteenth century. Two
of his sons (Francis and John) established the house now in London.
Francis became a Director of the East India Company, and was a staunch
supporter of Pitt in the House of Commons. He took an active part in
the Bank Restriction Act of 1797. His son, Lord Ashburton, was President
of the Board of Trade in 1834, and was appointed Special Ambassador to
the United States in 1842 to settle the North-West Boundary question.
The firm has always been engaged, to a large extent, in the negociation of
national loans, and in exchange and money broking ; hence the * sobriguet.”
7 The term “Qracle ” is applied to-Bavid-Ricarda, who was a member
of the Stock Exchange. In 1810 he Froduced a great sensation by a pam-
hlet called “ The High Price of Bullion, a Proof of the Depreciation of
ank Notes,” in which he explained the principle of the metallic basis, and
the propensity that a paper currency always has to redundance, if it be not
in some measure restrained, by the operation of such a basis. This was
followed in 1817 by his principal work ‘ On the Princi{les of Political
Economy and Taxation.” He entered Parliament in 1818. In all matters
of trade and money, his speeches in the House had more weight than those
of any other member.
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words, *“ Queen Caroline; jfor her Britons mourn,” and a crown
over all in black. I need not have looked to see: I might
have been sure, that the owner of the house was a skoe-maker,
a trade which numbers more men of sense and of public spirit
than any other in the kingdom.—At Cawston we stopped at a
public house, the keeper of which had taken and read the
Register for years. I shall not attempt to describe the plea-
sure I felt at the hearty welcome given us by Mr. Pern and
his wife and by a young miller of the village, who, having
learnt at Holt that we were to return that way, had come to
meet us, the house being on the side of the great road, from
which the village is at some distance, This is the birth-place
of the famous Botley Parson,! all the history of whom we now
learned, and, if we could have gone to the village, they were
prepared to 7ing the bells, and show us the old woman, who
nursed the Batley Parson! These Norfolk baws? never do
things by halves. We came away, very much pleased with our
reception at Cawston, and with a promise, on my part, that, if
I visited the county again, I would write a Register there; a
promise which I shall certainly keep.

Great Yarmouth,
Friday (morning), 21s¢ Dec.

The day before yesterday I set out for Bergh Apton with

! The author seems to have been greatly at variance (at the time he
wrote ‘‘ Rural Rides”) with the Reverend Richard Baker, Rector of
Botley (to whom reference is here made). The present editor paid a visit
to Botley, very recently, and with the kind assistance of the much.respected
Rector (the Reverend Canon Morley Lee), discovered two aged parishioners

who distinctly remembered Mr. Cobbett. With reference to the disagree-

ments with Mr. Baker, one of the informants (whose father was the parish
clerk at the time) stated that the quarrels arose in consequence of the
Rector’s sermons, which were doubtless strongly political ; for Mr. Cobbett
had frequently told him in public “that he longtmo horsewhip him in the
pulpit for talking such nonsense.” This is at least evidence that Cobbett
attended the church services. Unhappily, the clergy generally, in those
days, violently opposed every attempt at Reform, and ap| on all sides
as anti-Cobbettites, writing tracts against ‘‘ disaffection,” and shouting him
down at public meetings. Such unjustifiable conduct made Cobbett their
enemy as long as he lived.

2 In Norfolk, éaws means boys or lads; while, maws means girls or

YOL. L E
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Mr. CLARKE, to come hither by the way of Beeles in Suffolk.
We stopped at Mr. Charles Clarke’s at Beccles, where we saw
some good and sensible men, who see clearly into all the parts
of the works of the * Thunderers,” and whose anticipations, as
to the “general working of events,” are such as they ought
to be. They gave us a humorous account of the ¢ rabble”
having recently crowned a Jack-ass, and of a struggle between
them and the ¢ Yeomanry Cavalry.” This was a place of
most ardent and blazing Joyalty, as the pretenders to it, call it ;
but, it seems, it now blazes less furiously ; it is milder, more
measured, in its effusions; and, with the help of low prices,
will become bearable in time. This Beccles is a very pretty.
place, has watered meadows near it, and is situated amidst
fine lands. What a system it must be to make people wretched
in a country like this! Could he be %eaven-born that invented
such a system? GAFFER GoocH’s father, a very old man, lives
not far from here. We had a good deal of fun about the
Gaffer, who will certainly never lose the name, unless he should
be made a Lord.—We slept at the house of a friend of Mr.
Clarke on our way, and got to this very fine town of Great
Yarmouth yesterday about noon. A party of friends met us
and conducted us about the town, which is a very beautiful
one indeed. What I liked best, however, was, the hearty wel-
come that I met with, because it showed, that the reign of
calumny and delusion was passed. A company of gentlemen
gave me adinner in the evening, and, in all my life, I never
saw a set of men more worthy of my respect and gratitude.
Sensible, modest, understanding the whole of our case, and
clearly foreseeing what is about to happen. One gentleman
proposed, that, as it would be impossible for all to go to
London, there should be a Provincial Feast of the Gridiron,! a,

3 This refers to what has been called “Cobbett’s gridiron prophecy.”
The author had predicted that it would be impossible to carry Peel’s Bill
of 1819, for the return to cash payments, and for the withdrawal of small
paper money from circulation ; and he wound up his prophecy with this
offer to Lord Castlereagh, viz., that if it Eroved untrue, his political oppo-
nents might lay him on a gridiron and broil him alive, while Lord Side



-~

Norfolk Journal: Norwick. 67

plan, which, I hope, will be adopted.—I leave Great Yarmouth
with sentiments of the sincerest regard for all those whom 1
there saw and conversed with, and with my best wishes for
the happiness of all its inhabitants ; nay, even the parsons not
excepted ; for, if they did not come to welcome me, they col-
lected in a group to sez me, and that was one step towards
doing justice to him, whom their order have so much, so foully,
and, if they knew their own interest, so foolishly slandered.

Bergh Apton,
22nd Dec. (night).

After returning from Yarmouth yesterday, went to dine at
Stoke-Holy-Cross, about six miles off ; got home at midnight,
and came to Norwich this morning, this being market-day, and
also the day fixed on for a Radical Reform Dinner, at the Swan
Inn, to which I was invited. Norwich is a very fine city, and
the Castle, which stands in the middle of it, on a hill, is truly
majestic. - The meat and poultry and vegetable market is beau-
tiful. Itis kept in a large open square in the middle, or nearly
so, of the City. The ground is a pretty sharp slope, so that
you see all at once. It resembles one of the French markets,
only Zkere the vendors are all standing and gabbling like parrots,
and the meat is lean, and bloody, and nasty, and the people
snuffy, and grimy, in hands and face, the contrary, precisely the
contrary of all which is the case, in this beautiful market at
Norwich, where the women have a sort of uniform brown great
coat, with white aprons and 4#s (I think they call them) going
from the apron up to the bosom. They equal in neatness (for
nothing can surpass) the market women in Philadelphia. —
The cattle-market is held on the hill by the castle, and many
Jairs are smaller in bulk of stock. The corn-market is held
in a very magnificent place, called Saint Andrew’s Hall, which
will contain two or three thousand persons. They tell me, that
this used to be a most delightful scene; a most joyous one;

mouth stirred the coals, and Canning stood by and laughed at his dying
groans. The author afterwards adopted the gridiron as his trade mark,
and suspended a gridiron over his honse, 183 Fleet Street.
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and, I think, it was this scene, that Mr. CURWEN described in
such glowing colours when he was talking of the Norfolk
farmers, each worth so many thousands of pounds. Bear me
witness, reader, that J never was dassled by such sights; that
the false glare never put my eyes out; and that, even then,
twelve years ago, I warned Mr. CURWEN of the 7esul/t/ Bear
witness to this, my Disciples, and justify the doctrines of him,
for whose sakes you have endured persecution. How different
would Mr. CURWEN find the scene now/ What took place at
the dinner has been already recorded in the Register; and I
have only to add with regard to it, that my reception at Nor-
folk was such, that I have only to regret the total want of power

to make those hearty Norfolk and Norwich friends any suitable

return, whether by act or word.

Kensington,
Monday, 24 Dec.

Went from Bergh Apton to Norwich in the morning, and
from Norwich to London during the day, carrying with me
great admiration of, and respect for, this county of excellent
Jarmers, and hearty, open and spirited men. The Norfolk
people are quick and smart in their motions and in their speak-
ing. Very neat and #»¥m in all their farming concerns, and
very skilful. Their land is good, their roads are level, and the
bottom of their soil is dry, to be sure; and these are great
advantages ; but, they are diligent, and make the most of every
thing. Their management of all sorts of stock is most
judicious ; they are careful about manure; their teams move
quickly ; and, in short, it is a county of most excellent culti-
vators.—The churches in Norfolk are generally large and the
towers lofty. They have all been well built at first. Many of
them are of the Saxon architecture. They are, almost all (I
do not remember an exception) placed on the Zighest spots to
be found near where they stand ; and, it is curious enough,
that the contrary practice thould have prevailed in Ay
countries, where they are generally found in valleys and in
low, sheltered dells, even in those valleys! These churches
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prove that the people of Norfolk and Suffolk were always a
superior people in point of wealth, while the size of them
proves, that the country parts were, at one time, a great deal
more populous than they now are. The great drawbacks on
the beauty of these counties are, their flatness and their want
of fine woods; but, to those who can dispense with these,
Norfolk, under a wise and just government, can have nothing
to ask more than Providence and the industry of man have
given.

LANDLORD DISTRESS MEETINGS.

For, in fact, it is not the farmer, but the Landlord and
JLarson, who want relief from the ¢ Collective.” The tenant’s
remedy is, quitting his farm or bringing down his rent to what
he can afford to give, wheat being three or four shillings a
bushel. This is his remedy. What should A¢ want high
prices for? They can do A#m no good ; and this I proved to
the farmers last year. The fact is, the Landlords and Parsons
are urging the farmers on, to get something done to give them
high rents and high tithes.

At Hertford thiere has been a meeting at which some sense
was discovered, at any rate. The parties talked about the
Jund-holder, the Debt, the faxes, and so on, and seemed to be
in a very warm temper. Pray, keep yourselves oo/, gentle-
men ; for you have a great deal to endure yet. I deeply regret
that I have not room to insert, the resolutions of this meeting.

There is to be a meeting at Battle (East Sussex) on the
3rd instant, at which 7 mean #0 be. I want to see my friends
on the South-Downs. To see how they look now.

[At a public dinner given to Mr. Cobbett at Norwich, on
the market-day above mentioned, the company drank the
toast of Mr. Cobbett and his “ Trash,” the name *twopenny
trash,” having being at one time applied, by Lord Castlereagh
to the Register. In acknowledging this toast Mr. Cobbett
addressed the company in a speech, of which the following is
a passage :]

¢ My thanks to you for having drunk my health, are great
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and sincere: but, much greater pleasure do I feel, at the
approbation bestowed on that Z7ask, which has, for so many
years, been a mark for the finger of scorn to be pointed
at, by ignorant selfishness, and arrogant and insolent power.
To enumerate, barely to name, all, or a hundredth part of,
the endeavours that have been made to stifle this ZrasZ,
would require a much longer space of time than that, which
we have now before us. But, gentlemen, those endeavours
must have cos¢ money ; money must have been expended in
the circulation of Anti-Cobbett, and the endless bale of
papers, and pampbhlets, put forth to check the progress of the
Trask; and, when we take into view the immense sums
expended in keeping down the spirit excited by the Z7ash,
who of us is to tell, whether these endeavours, taken
altogether, may not have added many millions to that debt,
of which (without any hint at a comcomitant measure) some
men have now the audacity, the unprincipled, the profligate
assurance to talk of reducing the interest. The Trash,
Gentlemen, is now triumphant ; its triumph we are now met
to celebrate; proofs of its triumph I myself witnessed not
many hours ago, in that scene where the best possible
evidence was to be found. In walking through St. Andrew’s
Hall, my mind was not so much engaged on the grandeur
of the place, or on the gratifying reception I met with;
those hearty shakes by the hand, which I so much like,
those smiles of approbation, which not to see with pride,
would argue an insensibility to honest fame: even these,
I do sincerely assure you, engaged my mind, much less
than the melancholy reflection, that, of the two thousand
or fifteen hundred farmers, then in my view, there were
probably #tkree-fourths who came to the Hall with aching
hearts, and who would leave it in a state of mental agony.
What a thing to contemplate, Gentlemen! What a scene is
here! A set of men, occupiers of the land ; producers of all
that we eat, drink, wear, and of all that forms the buildings
that shelter us; a set of men industrious and careful by
habit ; cool, thoughtful, and sensible from the instructions
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of nature: a set of men provident above all others, and
engaged in pursuits, in their nature, stable as the very earth
they till s to see a set of men like this plunged into anxiety,
embarrassment, jeopardy, not to be described; and when
the particular individuals before me were famed for their
superior skill, in this great and solid pursuit, and were
blessed with soil and other circumstances, to make them
prosperous and happy : to behold this sight, would have
been more than sufficient to sink my heart within me,
had I not been upheld by the reflection, that I had done
all in my power, to prevent these calamities, and that I
still had in reserve, that which, with the assistance of the
sufferers themselves, would restore them and the nation to
happiness.’

SUSSEX JOURNAL : TO BATTLE, THROUGH BROMLEY, SEVEN-OAKS,
AND TUNBRIDGE.

Battle,
Wednesday, 2_Jan. 1822,

Came here to-day from Kensington, in order to see what
goes on at the Meeting to be held here to-morrow, of the
“ Gentry, Clergy, Freeholders, and Occupiers of Land in
“the Rape of Hastings, to take into consideration the dis-
“tressed state of the Agricultural interest.” I shall, of
course, give an account of this meeting after it has taken
place.—You come through part of Kemt to get to Battle
from the Great Wen on the Surrey side of the Thames.
The first town is Bromley, the next Seven-Oaks, the next
Tunbridge, and between Tunbridge and this place you cross
the boundaries of the two counties.—From the Surrey Wen
to Bromley, the land is generally a deep loam on a gravel,
and you see few trees except elm. A very ugly country.
On quitting Bromley, the land gets poorer; clay at bottom ;
the wheat sown on five, or seven, turn lands; the furrows
shining with wet; rushes on the wastes, on the sides of the
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road. Here, there is a common, part of which has been in-
closed and thrown out again, or, rather, the fences carried
away.—There is a frost this moming, some ice, and the
women look rosy-cheeked. There is a very great variety
of soil along this road; bottom of yellow clay; then of
sand ; then of sand-stone; then of solider stone; then (for
about five miles) of chalk; then of red clay; then chalk
again; here (before you come to Seven-Oaks) is a most
beautiful and rich valley, extending from East to West, with
rich corn-fields and fine. trees; then comes sand-stone
again: and the hop-gardens near Seven-Oaks, which is a
pretty little town with beautiful environs, part of which
consists of the park of Xnowle, the seat of the Duchess of
Dorset. It is a very fine place. And there is another park,
on the other side of the town. So that this is a delightful
place, and the land appears to be very good. The gardens
and houses all look neat and nice. On quitting Seven-
Oaks you come to a bottom of gravel for a short distance, and
to a clay for many miles. When I say, that I saw teams
carting gravel from this spot to a distance of nearly fen miles
along the road, the reader will be at no loss to know what
sort of bottom the land has all along here. The bottom then
becomes sandstone again. This vein of land runs all along
through the county of Sussex, and the clay runs into Hamp-
shire, across the forests of Bere and Waltham, then across the
parishes of Ouslebury, Stoke, and passing between the sand
hills of Sowhampton and chalk hills of Winchester, goes
westward till stopped by the chalky downs, between Romsey
and Salisbury.—Tunbridge is a small, but very nice town, and
has some fine meadows, and a navigable river.—The rest of
the way to Battle presents, alternately, clay and sand-stone.
Of course, the coppices and oak woods are very frequent.
There is now-and-then a hop-garden spot, and now-and-then
an orchard of apples or cherries; but these are poor indeed,
compared with what you see about Canterbury and Maidstone.
The agricultural state of the country or, rather, the quality of
the land, from Bromley to Battle, may be judged of, from the *
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. fact, that I did not see, as I came along, more than thirty
acres of Swedes, during the fifty-six miles! In Norfolk I
should, in the same distance, have seen five hundred acres !
However, man was not the maker of the land; and, as to
human happiness, I am of opinion, that as much, and even
more, falls to the lot of the leather-legged chaps that live in,
and rove about amongst, those clays and woods as to the more
regularly disciplined labourers, of the rich and prime parts of
England. As “God has made the back to the burthen,” so
the clay and coppice people, make the dress to the stubs and
bushes. Under the sole of the shoe is fron: from the sole
six inches upwards is a high-low; then comes a leather bam
to the knee; then comes a pair of leather breeches; then
comes a stout doublet; over this comes a smock-frock ; and
the wearer sets brush, and stubs, and thorns, and mire, at
defiance. I have always observed, that woodland and forest
labourers, are best off in the main. The coppices give them
pleasant, and profitable work, in winter. If they have not so
great a corn-harvest, they have a three weeks’ harvest in April
or May; that is to say, in the season of barking, which in
Hampshire is called strigping, and in Sussex faying, which
employs women and children as well as men. And, then in
the great article of fue// They duy none. It is miserable
work, where this is to be bought, and where, as at Salisbury,

~the poor take by turns, the making of fires at their houses,
to boil four or five tea-kettles. What a winter-life must those
lead, whose turn it is not to make the fire! At Launceston in
Cornwall a man, a tradesman too, told me that the people in
general could not afford to have fire in ordinary, and that he
himself paid 34. for boiling a leg of mutton at another man’s
fire! The leather-legged-race know none of these miseries,
at any rate. They literally get their fuel “ by Aok or by crook,”
whence, doubtless, comes that old and very expressive saying,
which is applied to those cases, where people will have a thing,
by one means or another.
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Battle,
Thursday (night), 3 Fan. 1822,

To-day there has been a Meeting here of the landlords and
farmers in this part of Sussex, which is called the Rape of
! Hastings. ‘The object was to agree on a petition to parliament
\praying for relief/ Good God! Where is this to end? We
now see the effects of those rags which I have been railing
against for the last twenty years. Here were collected
together not less than 3oo persons, principally landlords and
farmers, brought from their homes by their distresses and by
their alarms for the future! Never were such things heard in
any country before ; and, it is useless to hope, for terrific must .
be the consequences, if an effectual remedy be not speedily
applied. The town, which is small, was in a great bustle
before noon; and the Meeting (in a large room in the prin-
cipal inn) took place about one o’clock. Lord Ashburnham
was called to the chair, and there were present Mr. Curteis,
one of the county members, Mr. Fuller, who formerly used to
cut such a figure in the House of Commons, Mr. Lambe, and
many other gentlemen of landed property within the Rape, or
district, for which the Meeting was held. Mr. Curteis, after
Lord Asburnham had opened the business, addressed the
Meeting.

Mr. Fuller then tendered some Resolutions, describing
the fallen state of the landed interest, and proposing to pray,
generally, for relief. Mr. Britton complained that it was
not proposed to pray for some specific measure, and insisted,

" that the cause of the evil was the rise in the value of money,
. without a corresponding reduction in the taxes.—A Com-
mittee was appointed, to draw up a petition, which was next
produced. It merely described the distress, and prayed
generally for relief. ~Mr. Holloway proposed an addition,
containing an imputation of the distress to restricted cur-
rency, and unabated taxation, and praying for a reduc-
tion of taxes. A discussion now arose upon two points:
first, whether the addition were admissible at all! and,
second, whether Mr. Holloway was qualified to offer it
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to the Meeting. Both the points having been, at last,
decided in the affirmative, the addition, or amendment,
was put, and Jsz; and then the original petition was
adopted.

After the business of the day was ended, there was a dinner
in the inn, in the same room where the Meeting had been
held. I was at this dinner; and Mr. Britton having proposed
my health, and Mr. Curteis, who was in the Chair, having
given it, I thought it would have looked like mock-modesty,
which is, in fact, only another 'term for hypocrisy, to refrain
from expressing my opinions, upon a point or two, connected
with the business of the day. I shall now insert a substan-
tially correct sketch of what the company was indulgent
enough to hear from me at the dinner: which I take from
the report, contained in the Morning Chronicle of Saturday
last. The report in the Chronicle has all the pith of what I
advanced relative to_the inutility of Corn Biils, and relative
10 the cause. _q[__[urtﬁer “declining prices ; two points of the
greatest importance in theniselves, and which I was, and
am, uncommonly anxious to press upon the attention of the
public.

The following is a part of the speech so reported :—

¢I am decidedly of opinion, Gentlemen, that a Corn Bill
of no description, no matter what its principles or pro-
visions, can do either tenant or landlord any good; and I am
not less decidedly of opinion, that though prices are now
low, they must, all the present train of public measures con-
tinuing, be yet lower, and continue lower upon an average of
years and of seasons.—As toa Corn Bill; a law to prohibit
"or check the importation of human food is a perfect

" novelty in our history, and ought, therefore, independent of
the reason, and the recent experience of the case, to be
received and entertained with great suspicion. Heretofore,
premiums have been given for the exportation, and at other
times, for the importation, of corn; but, of laws, to pre-
vent the importation of human food, our ancestors knew
nothing. And what says recent experience ? When the
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present Corn Bill was passed, I, then a farmer, unable
to get my brother farmers to join me, petitioned singly
against this Billl and I stated to my brother farmers, that
such a Bill, could do us no good, while it would not fail to
excite against us, the ill-will of the other classes of the
community ; a thought by no means pleasant. Thus has it
been. The distress of agriculture was considerable in
magnitude then; but what is it now? And yet the Bill
was passed; that Bill which was to remunerate, and pro-
tect, is still in force ; the farmers got what they prayed to
have granted them ; and their distress, with a short interval
of tardy pace, has proceeded rapidly increasing from that
day to this. What, in the way of Corn Bill, can you have,
Gentlemen, beyond absolute prohibition? And, have you
not, since about April, 1819, had absolute prohibition?
Since that time, no corn has been imported, and then, only
thirty millions of bushels, which, supposing it all to have
been wheat, was a quantity much too insignificant to pro-
duce any sensible depression in the price of the immense
quantity of corn, raised in this kingdom, since the last bushel
was imported. If your produce had fallen in this manner,
if your prices had come down very low, immediately after
the importation had taken place, there might have been
some colour of reason, to impute the fall to the importation ;
but it so happens, and as if for the express purpose of
contradicting the crude notions of Mr. Webb Hall, that
your produce has fallen in price, at a greater rate, in propor-
tion as time has removed you from the point of importation ;
and, as to the circumstance, so ostentatiously put forward
by Mr. Hall and others, that there is still some of the im-
ported corn unsold, what does it prove, but the converse of
what those Gentlemen aim at, that is to say, that the holders
cannot afford to sell it at present prices; for, if they could
gain, but ever so little by the sale, would they keep it wast-
ing, and costing money in warehousc? There appears with
some persons to be a notion, that the importation of corn is
a mew thing. ‘They seem to forget, that, during the last
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war, when agriculture was so prosperous, the porls were
always open: that prodigious quantities of corn were im-
ported during the war; that, so far from importation being
prohibited, high premsums were given, paid out of the taxes,
partly raised upon English Farmers, to induce men to import
corn. All this seems to be forgotten as much as if it had
never taken place ; and now the distress of the English farmer
is imputed to a cause which was never before an object of his
attention, and a desire is expressed, to put an end to a branch
of commerce, which the nation has always freely carried on.
I think, Gentlemen, that here are reasons quite sufficient to
make any man, but Mr. Webb Hall, slow to impute the present
distress to the importation of corn ; but, at any rate, what can
you have, beyond absolute efficient prohibition? No law, no
duty, however high ; nothing that the Parliament can do, can
go beyond this; and this you now have, in effect, as com-
pletely as if this were the only country, beneath the sky. For
these reasons, Gentlemen, (and to state more would be a
waste of your time and an affront to your understandings), 1
am convinced, that, in the way of Corn Bill, it is impossible
for the Parliament to afford you any, even the smallest, portion
of reiiefl As to the other point, Gentlemen, the tendency
which the present measures, and course of things, have to carry
prices lower, and considerably lower than they now are, and to
keep them for a permanency, at that low rate, this is a matter
worthy of the serious attention of all connected with the land,
and particularly of that of the renting farmer. During the war
no importations distressed the farmer. It was not till peace
came, that the cry of distress was heard. But, during the war,
there was a boundless issue of paper money. Those issues
were instantly narrowed by the peace, the law being, that the
Bank should pay in cash, six months after the peace should
take place. This was the cause of that distress which led to
the present Comn Bill. The disease occasioned by the pre-
parations for cash-payments, has been brought to a crisis by
Mr. Peel's Bill, which has, in effect, doubled, if not tripled,
the real amount of the taxes, and.violated all contracts for_
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time ; given triple gains to every lender, and placed every
borrower in jeopardy.’

Kensington, Friday, 4 Jan. 1822,

Got home from Battle. 1 had no time to see the town,
having entered the Inn on Wednesday in the dusk of the
evening, having been engaged all day yesterday in the Inn,
and having come out of it, only to get into the coach this
morning. I had not time to go even to see Battle Abbey, the
seat of the Webster family, now occupied by a man of the
name of Alexander! Thus they replace them ! Tt will take
a much shorter time than most people imagine, to put out all
the ancient families. I should think, that six years will turn
out all those who receive nothing out of taxes. The greatness
of the estate is no protection to the owner ; for, great or little,
it will soon yield him o rents; and, when the produce is
nothing in either case, the small estate is as good as the large
one. Mr. Curteis said, that the /and was immoveadle; yes ;
but the rents are not. And, if freeholds cannot be seized for
common contract debts, the carcass of the owner may.! But,
in fact, there will be no rents; and, without these, the owner-
ship is an empty sound. Thus, at last, the burthen will, as I
always said it would, fall upon the Jandowner; and, as the
fault of supporting the system, has been wholly his, the burthen
will fall upon the right dack. Whether he will now call in the
people to help him to shake it off is more than I can say;
but, if he do not, I am sure that he must sink under it. And
then, will zevolution No. I. have been accomplished ; but far,
and very far indeed, will that be from being the close of the
drama !—I cannot quit Battle without observing, that the
country is very pretty all about it. All hill, or valley. A
great deal of wood-land, in which the underwood is generally

1 This refers to a feature of the old law of debt, by which only half a
man’s freehold could be seized ‘“in execution.” Although under the law
of insolvency then existing the person of the debtor might be imprisoned
until dth;‘ debt was satisfied. In both these respects, the law has been
amende
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very fine, though the oaks are not very fine, and a good deal
covered with moss.  This shows, that the clay ends, before the
tap-root of the oak gets as deep as it would go; for, when the
clay goes the full depth, the oaks are always fine.—The woods
are too large, and too near each other, for hare-hunting ; and,
as to coursing, it is out of the question here. But, it is a fine
country for shooting, and for harbouring, game of all sorts.—1It
was rainy as I came home ; but the woodmen were at work.
A great many Akop-poles are cut here, which makes the coppices
more valuable than in many other parts. The women work
in the coppices, shaving the bark of the hop-poles, and, indeed,
at various other parts of the business. Tese poles are shaved
to prevent maggols from breeding in the bark, and accelerating
the destruction, of the pole. It is curious that the bark of
trees should generate maggots ; but it has, as well as the wood,
a sugary matter in it. The hickory wood in America sends
out from the ends of the logs when these are burning, great
,quantities of the finest syrup that can be imagined. Accord-
ingly, that wood breeds maggots, or worms, as they are usually
‘called, surprisingly. Our as4 breeds worms very much. When
the tree or pole is cut, the moist matter between the outer bark
and the wood, putrifies. Thence come the maggots, which
soon begin to eat their way into the wood. For this reason
the bark is shaved off the hop-poles, as it ought to be off all
our timber trees, as soon as cut, especially the ash.—Little
boys and girls, shave hop-poles, and assist in other coppice
work, very nicely. And, it is pleasant work, when the weather
is dry, over head. The woods, bedded with leaves as they
are, are clean and dry underfoot. They are warm too, even
in the coldest weather. When the ground is frozen several
inches deep in the open fields, it is scarcely frozen at all in a
coppicéj where the underwood is a good plant, and where it is
nearly. high enough to cut. So that the woodman’s is really a
pleasant life. We are apt to think that the birds, have a hard
time of it in winter. But, we forget the warmth of the woods,
which far exceeds anything to be found in farm yards. When
Sidmouth started me from my farm, in 1817, I had just planted
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my farm yard, round with a pretty coppice. But, never mind,
Sidmouth and I, shall, I dare say, have plenty of time and
occasion to talk about that coppice, and many other things,
before we die. And, can I, when I think of these things now,
21ty those to whom Sidmouth owed Ais power of starting me!
—But let me forget the subject for this time at any rate.—
Woodland countries are interesting on many accounts. Not
so much on account of their masses of green leaves, as on
account of the variety of sights, and sounds, and incidents, that
they afford. Even in winter, the coppices are beautiful to the
eye, while they comfort the mind, with the idea of shelter and
warmth. In spring, they change their hue from day to day,
during two whole months, which is about the time from the
first appearance of the delicate leaves of the birch, to the full
expansion of those of the ash; and, even before the leaves
come at all to intercept the view, what, in the vegetable crea-
tion, is so delightful to behold, as the bed of a coppice be-
spangled with primroses and blue-bells? The opening of the
birch leaves, is the signal for the pheasant to begin to crow,
for the blackbird to whistle, and the thrush to sing; and, just
when the oak-buds begin to look reddish, and not a day before,
the whole tribe of finches burst forth in songs from every
bough, while the lark, imitating them all, carries the joyous
sounds to the sky. These are amongst the means which Pro-
vidence has benignantly appointed to sweeten the toils, by
which food and raiment are produced; these the English
Ploughman could once hear, without the sorrowful reflection
that he himself was a pauper, and that the bounties of nature
had, for him, been scattered in vain! And, shall he never
see an end to this state of things! Shall he never have the
due reward of his labour! Shall unsparing taxation, never
cease to make him a miserable dejected being, a creature

. famishing in the midst of abundance, fainting, expiring with

hunger's feeble moans, surrounded by a carolling creation !

O! accursed paper-money! Is there a torment surpassing
the wickedness of thy inventor !
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SUSSEX JOURNAL: THROUGH CROYDON, GODSTONE, EAST-
GRINSTEAD, AND UCKFIELD, TO LEWES, AND BRIGHTON ;
RETURNING BY CUCKFIELD, WORTH, AND RED-HILL.

Lewes, Tuesday, 8 Fan., 1822.

Came here to-day, from home, to see what passes to-morrow
at a Meeting to be held here of the Owners and Occupiers of
Land in the Rapes of Lewes and Pevensey.—In quitting the
great Wen we go through Surrey more than half the way to
Lewes. From Saint George's Fields, which now arc covered
with houses, we go, towards Croydon, between rows of
houses, nearly half the way, and the whole way is nine
miles. There are, erected within these four years, two entire
miles of stock-jobbers’ houses on this one road, and the work
goes on with accelerated force! To be sure; for, the taxes
being, in fact, tripled by Peel's-Bill, the fundlords increase-in
riches ; and their accommodations increase—of course. What
an, at once, horrible and ridiculous thing this country would
become, if this thing could go on only for a few years!! And,
these rows of new houses, added to the Wen, are proofs of
growing prosperity, are they? These make part of the
increased capital of the country, do they? But, how is this
Wen to be dispersed ? I know not whether it is to be done
by knife or by caustic; but, dispersed it must be! And this
is the only difficulty, which I do not see the easy means of
getting over.—Aye ! these are dreadful thoughts! I know
they are ; but, they ought not to be banished from the mind;
for they will refurn, and, at every return, they will be more
frightful. The man who cannot coolly look at this matter is
unfit for the times that are approaching. Let the interest of the
Debt be once well reduced (and that must be sooner or later)

1 If such were the author’s fears on account of the growth of London in
1822, what would be his amazement, were he to see London at the present
day, extending, as it does, from E. to W. for upwards of 13 miles and
from N. to S. for upwards of 10 miles, and having a population, within
the area of the Metropolitan and City Police Districts, of nearly Five
miilions ?

VOL. L r
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and then what is to become of %a/f a million at least of the
people congregated in this Wen? Oh! precious “ Great Man
now no more !” Oh! “Pilot that weathered the Storm!”?
Oh! “ Heaven-born” pupil of Prettyman !|* Who, but He who
can number the sands of the sea, shall number the execrations
with which thy memory will be loaded | —From London to
Croydon is as ugly a bit of country as any in England. A
poor spewy gravel with some clay. Few trees but elms, and
those generally stripped up and villanously ugly.—Croydon is
a good market-town ; but is, by the funds, swelled out into a
Wen.—Upon quitting Croydon for Godstone, you come to
the chalk hills, the juniper shrubs and the yew trees. This is
an extension Westward of the vein of chalk which I have
before noticed (see page 72) between Bromley and Seven-
Qaks. To the Westward here lie Epsomm Downs, which lead
on to Merrow Downs and St. Margaret’s Hill, then, skipping
over Guildford, you come to the Hog's Back, which is still of
chalk, and at the West end of which lies Farnham. With the

1 This epithet is applied to Pitt, owing to his having beer. at the helm
of affairs during the French Revolutionary war.

% Prettyman had been Pitt’s private tutor, and was afterwards made Biske,
of Lincoln. The relations between the Author and the *‘ Heaven-born
minister ” had greatly changed of late. Upon Cobbett’s return to England
from America in 1800, he met Pitt at dinner at Windham’s house ( Wind-
ham being at that time Secretary of War). The meeting was a cordial one 3
indeed there seemed to be so much sympathy of views that Cobbett ex-

ressed his resolution to Pitt, to start a daily paper in support of the
Eovemment, but subsequent events led him to abandon the project.
Indeed, fiveyears later, we find that Cobbett, in his Political Register,charges
Pitt with having deserted his principles, and he points out the discrepancy
which existed between his profession and his practice. He explains that
the My, Pitt, whom he had once described as the  Heaven-born minister **
% was at that time the corner-stone of the Confederacy against Republican
France till the political balance of Europe was completely restored,” not
the “ My. Pitt who advised and upheld the peace of Amiens ;” moreover,
“that the Afr. Pst¢ whom he praised, was the M. Pszt who declared that
he would carry on war for any length of time without the creation of any
new debt, not the Mr. Pitf, who two years later justified the peace as
necessary, and created new debt to the extent of about £70,000,000
sterling. . .. . . .. The Author, however, somewhat overlooked the fact
that subsequent events had of necessity led Pitt to modify his opinions,
and moreover that his own views had undergone a considerable change
since he dined with the * Heaven-born minister’ at Secretary Windham’s.”
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Hog’s Back this vein of chalk seems to end; for then the
valleys become rich loam, and the hills sand and gravel till
you approach the Winchester Downs by the way of Alresford.
—Godstone, which is in Surrey also, is a beautiful village,
chiefly of one street with a fine large green before it and with
a pond in the green. A little way to the right (going from
London) lies the vile rotten Borough of Bleckingley ; but,
happily for Godstone out of sight. At and near Godstone the
gardens are all very neat; and, at the Inn, there is a nice
garden well stocked with beautiful flowers in the season. I
here saw, last summer, some double violets as large as small
pinks, and the lady of the house was kind enough to give me
some of the roots.—From Godstone you go up a long hill of
clay and sand, and then descend into a level country of stiff
loam at top, clay at bottom, corn-fields, pastures, broad hedge-
rows, coppices, and oak woods, which country continues till
you quit Surrey about two miles before you reach East-Grin.
stead. The woods and coppices are very fine here. It is the
genuine oa4-sofl ; a bottom of yellow clay to any depth, I dare
say, that man can go. No moss on the oaks. No dead tops.
Straight as larches. The bark of the young trees with dark
spots in it; sure sign of free growth and great depth of clay
beneath. The wheat is here sown on five-turn ridges, and the
ploughing is amongst the best that I ever saw.—At East-Grin-
stead, which is a rotten Borough and a very shabby place, you
come to stiff loam at top with sand stone beneath. To the
South of the place the land is fine, and the vale on both sides
a very beautiul intermixture of woodland and corn-fields and
pastures.—At about three miles from Grinstead you come to a
pretty village, called Forest-Row, and then, on the road to
Uckfield, you cross Ashurst Forest, which is a heath, with
here and there a few birch scrubs upon it, verily the most
villanously ugly spot I ever saw in England. This lasts you
for five miles, getting, if possible uglier and uglier all the way
till, atlast, as if barren soil, nasty spewy gravel, heath and
even that stunted, were not enough, you see some rising spots,
which instead of trees, present you with black, ragged, hideous
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rocks. There may be Englishmen who wish to see the coast
of Nova Scotia. They need not go to sea ; for here it is to the

" . life. If I had been in a long trance (as our nobility seem to

-have heen), and had been waked up hé¥e; Tshoild have begun
to look about for the Indians and the Squaws, and to have
heaved a sigh at the thought of being so far from England.—
From the end of this forest without trees you come into a
country of but poorish wettish land. Passing through the
village of Uckfield, you find an enclosed country, with a soil
of a clay cast all the way to within about three miles of Lewes,
when you get to a chalk bottom, and rich land. I was at
Lewes at the beginning of last harvest, and saw the fine farms
of the Ellmans, very justly renowned for their improvement
of the breed of South-Down sheep, and the younger Mr. John
Ellman not less justly blamed for the part he had taken ia
propagating the errors of Webb Hall, and thereby, however
unintentionally, assisting to lead thousands to cherish those
false hopes that have been the cause of their ruin. Mr. Ell-
man may say, that he #4ought he was right ; but if he had read
my New Year’'s Gift to the Farmers, published in the pre-
ceding January, he could not think that he was right. If he had
not read it, he ought‘ to have read it, before he appeared in
print. At any rate, if no other person had a right to censure
his publications, I 4ad that right. I will here notice a calumny,
to which the above visit to Lewes gave rise ; namely, that I
went into the neighbourhood of the Ellmans, to find out
whether they ill-treated their labourers! No man that knows
me will believe this. The facts are these: the Ellmans,
celebrated farmers, had made a great figure in the evidence
taken before the Committee. I was at WoRTH, about twenty
miles from Lewes. The harvest was begun. Worth is a
woodland country. I wished to know the state of the crops ;
for, I was, at that very time, as will be seen by referring to
the date, beginning to write my First Letter to the Landlords.
Without knowing anything of the matter myself, I asked my
host, Mr. Brazier, what good com country was nearest to us.
He said Lewes. Off I went, and he with me, in a post-chaise.
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We had 20 miles to go and 2o back in the same chaise. A
bad road, and rain all the day. We put up at the White Hart,
took another chaise, went round, and saw the farms, through
the window of the chaise, having stopped at a little public-
house to ask which were they, and having stopped now-and-
then to get a sample out of the sheaves of wheat, came back
to the White Hart, after being absent only about an hour and
a half, got our dinner, and got back to Worth before it was
dark ; and never asked, and never intended to ask, one single
question of any human being as to the conduct or character
of the Ellmans. Indeed the evidence of the elder Mr. Ellman
was so fair, so honest, and so useful, particularly as relating %
the labourers, that I could not possibly suspect him of being
a cruel or hard master. He told the Committee, that when
he began business, forty-five years ago, every man in the parish
brewed his own beer, and that now, not one man did it, unless
he gave him the malt! Why, here was by far the most valuable
part of the whole volume of evidence. Then, Mr. Ellman did not
present a parcel of estimates and God knows what ; but a plain
and honest statement of facts, the rate of day wages, of job
wages, for a long series of years, by which it clearly appeared
how the labourer had been robbed and reduced to misery,
and how the poor-rates had been increased. He did not, like
Mr. George and other Bull-frogs, sink these interesting facts;
but honestly told the truth. Therefore, whatever I might
think of his endeavours to uphold the mischievous errors of
Webb Hall, I could have no suspicion that he was a hard
master.

Lewis, Wednesday, 9 Jan. 1822.

The Meeting and the Dinner are now over. Mr. Davies
Giddy was in the Chair: the place the County Hall. A Mr.
Partington, a pretty little oldish smart truss nice cockney-
looking gentleman, with a yellow and red handkerchief round
his neck, moved the petition, which was seconded by Lord
Chichester, who lives in the neighbourhood. Much as I’had
tead of that great Doctor of virfual representation and Royal
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Commissioner of Inimitable Bank Notes, Mr. Davies Giddy, I
had never seen him before. He called to my mind one of
those venerable persons, who administer spiritual comfort to
the sinners of the “sister-kingdom ;* and, whether I looked at
the dress or the person, I could almost have sworn that it was
the identical Father Luke, that I saw about twenty-three years
ago, at Philadelphia, in the farce of the Poor Soldier. Mr.
Blackman (of Lewis I believe) disapproved of the petition,
and, in a speech of considerable length, and also of consider-
able ability, stated to the meeting that the evils complained
"of arose from the curremcy, and not from the smportation of
Joreign corn. A Mr. DONAVON, an Irish gentleman, who, it
seems, is a magistrate in this “disturbed county,” disapproved
of discussing any thing at such a meeting, and thought that
the meeting should merely state its distresses, and leave it to
the wisdom of parliament to discover the remedy. Upon
which Mr. Chatfield observed; “So, Sir, we are in a trap.
“ We cannot get ourselves out though we know the way.
 There are others, who have got us in, and are able to get
“us out, but they do not know how. And we are to tell
¢ them, it seems, that we are in the trap ; but are not to tell
‘ them the way to get us out. I don’t like long speeches,
“Sir; but I like common sense.” This was neat and pithy.
Fifty professed orators could not, in a whole day, have thrown
so much ridicule on the speech of Mr. Donavon.—A Mr.
Mabbott proposed an amendment to include all classes of the
community, and took a hit at Mr. Curteis for his speech at
Battle. Mr. Curteis defended himself, and I thought very
fairly. A Mr. Woodward, who said he was a farmer, carried
us back to the necessity of the war against France ; and told
us of the horrors of plunder and murder and rape that the
war had prevented. This gentleman put an end to my
patience; which Mr. Donavon had put to an extremely severe
test; and so I withdrew.—After I went away Mr. Blackman
proposed some resolutions, which were carried by a great
majority by show of hands. But, pieces of paper were then
banded about, for the voters to write their names on for and
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against the petition. The greater part of the people were
gone away by this time; but, at any rate, there were more
signatures for the petition than for the resolutions. A farmer
tn Pennsylvania having a visitor, to whom he was willing to
show how well he treated his negroes as to food, bid the
{ellows (who were at dinner) /o ask for a second or third cut of
tork §f they kad not enough., Quite surprised at the noveity,
but emboldened by a repetition of the injunction, one of them
did say, “ Massa, I wants another cut.” He had it; but, as

on as the visitor was gone away, “D— you,” says the
naster, while he belaboured him with the *cowskin,” “I'll
“make you know Aow # understand me another time ! ’—The
signers of this petition were in the dark while the show of
bands was going on ; but, when it came to signsng they knew
well what Massa meant! This is a petition to be sure; but,
it is no more the petition of the farmers in the Rapes of Lewes
and Pevensey than it is the petition of the Mermaids of Lap-
land.—There was a dinner after the meeting at the Star-Inn,
at which there occurred something rather curious regarding
myself. When at Battle, I had no intention of going to
Lewes, till on the evening of my arrival at Battle, a gentleman,
who had heard of the before-mentioned calumny, observed to
me that I would do well, not to go to Lewes. That very
observation made me resolve to go. I went, as a spectator,
¢o the meeting ; and I left no one ignorant of the place where
' was to be found. I did not covet the noise of a dinner of
Fom 200 to 300 persons; and, I did not intend to go to it;
but, being pressed to go, I finally went. After some previous
common-place occurrences, Mr. Kemp, formerly a member
for Lewes, was called to the chair; and he having given as a
coast,  the speedy discovery of a remedy for our distresses,” Mr.
Ebenezer Johnstone, a gentleman of Lewes, whom I had
never seen or heard of until that day, but who, I understand,
1s a very opulent and most respectable man, proposed my
health, as that of a person likely to be able to point out the
wished-for remedy.—This was the signal for the anset.
Immediately upon the toast being given, a Mr. Hitchins, a
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farmer of Seaford, duly prepared for the purpose, got upon the
table, and, with candle in one hand and Regisfer in the other,
read the following garbled passage from my Letter to Lord
Egremont :—* But, let us hear what the younger Ellman said :
¢ He had seen them employed in drawing beach gravel, as had
¢ been already described. One of them, the leader, worked
¢ with a bell about his neck.” Oh, the envy of surrounding
nations and admiration of the world! Oh, what a ‘glorious
¢ Constitution!” ¢Oh, what a happy country! Impudent
¢ Radicals, to want to reform a parliament,-under which men
¢ enjoy such blessings! On such a subject it is impossible
¢ (under Six-Acts) to trust one’s pen! However, this I will
¢ say ; that here is much more than enough to make me rejoice
¢in the ruin of the farmers ; and I do, with all my heart, thank
¢ God for it; secing, that it appears absolutely necessary that the
¢ present race of them should be totally broken up, in Sussex
‘at any rate, sn order to put an end 1o this crueity and insolence
‘towards the labourers who are by far the greater number ; and
¢ who are men, and a little betier men too, than such employers as
$ these, who are, in fact, monsters in human shape !’

I had not the Register by me, and could not detect the
garbling. All the words that I have put in Italics, this
HircHINS left out in the reading. What sort of man he must
be the public will easily judge.—No sooner had Hitchins
done, than up started Mr. Ingram, a farmer of Rottendean,
who was the second person in the drama (for all had been
duly prepared), and moved that I should be put out of the
room/ Some few of the Webb Hallites, joined by about.six
or eight of the dark, dirty-faced, half-whiskered, tax-eaters from
Brighton (which is only eight miles off) joined in this cry. I
rose, that they might see the man that they had to put out.
Fortunately for themselves, not one of them attempted to
approach me. They were like the mice that resolved that a
bell should be put round the cat’s neck !'—However, a con-
siderable hubbub took place. At last, however, the Chairman,
Mr. Kemp, whose conduct was fair and manly, having given
my health, I proceeded to address the company in substance
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as stated here below; and, it is curious enough, that even
those who, upon my health being given, had taken their hats
and gone out of the room (and amongst whom Mr. Ellman
the younger was one) came back, formed a crowd, and were
just as silent and attentive as the rest of the company !

[NOTE, written at Kensingfon, 13 Jan.—I must here, be-
fore I insert the speech, which has appeared in the Morning
Chronide, the Brighton papers, and in most of the London
papers, except the base sinking O/Z Z¥mes and thé brimstone-
smelling Zramper, or Traveller, which is, I well know, a mere
tool in the hands of two snap-dragon Whig-Lawyers, whose
greediness and folly I have so often had to expose, and which
paper is maintained by a contrivance which I will amply ex-
pose in my next ; I must, before I insert this speech, remark,
that Mr. Ellman the younger has, to a gentleman whom I
know to be incapable of falsehood, disavowed the proceeding
of Hitchins; on which I have to observe, that the disavowal,
to have any weight, must be public, or be made to me.

As to the provocation that I have given the Ellmans, I am,
upon reflection, ready to confess that I may have laid on the
lash without a due regard to mercy. The fact is, that I have
s0 long had the misfortune to be compelled to keep a parcel
of Badger-hided fellows, like SCARLETT, in order, that I am,
like a drummer that has been used to flog old offenders,
become Aeavy handed. 1 ought to have considered the
Ellmans as recruits and to have suited my tickler to the
tenderness of their backs.—I hear that Mr. Ingram of Rotten-
dean, who moved for my being turned out of the room, and
who looked so foolish when he had to turn himself out, is
an Officer of Yeomanry “ Gavaltry.” A ploughman spoiled !
‘This man would, I dare say, have been a very good husband-
man ; but the unnatural working of the paper-system has
sublimated him out of his senses. That greater Doctor, Mr.
Peel, will bring him down again.—Mr. Hitchins, I am told,
after going away, came back, stood on the landing-place (the
door being open), and while I was speaking, exclaimed, *“ Oh!
% the fools! How they open their mouths! How they suck
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it all in.”—Suck w/ka# in, Mr. Hitchins? Was it honey that
dropped from my lips? Was it flattery? Amongst other
things, I said that I liked the plain names of farmer and
husbandman better than that of qgriculturist; and, the pros-
pect I held out to them, was that of a description to catch
their applause ?—But, this Hitchins seems to be a very silly
person indeed.]

The following is a portion of the speech :—

The toast having been opposed, and that, too, in the extra-
ordinary manner we have witnessed, I will, at any rate, with
your permission, make a remark or two on that manner. If
the person who has made the opposition had been actuated
by a spirit of fairness and justice, he would not have confined
himself to a detached sentence of the paper from which he
has read ; but would have taken the whole together; for by
taking a particular sentence, and leaving out all the rest, what
writing is there that will not admit of a wicked interpretation ?
As to the particular part which has been read, I should not,
perhaps, if I had seen it ## prin#, and bad had time to cool a
little [it was in a Register sent from Norfolk], have sent it
forth in terms so very general as to embrace all the farmers of
this county ; but, as to those of them who put the &e/ round
the labourer's neck, 1 beg leave to be now repeating, in its
severest sense, every word of the passage that has been read.
—Born in a farm-house, bred up at the plough tail, with a
smock-frock on my back, taking.great delight in all the
pursuits of farmers, liking their society, and having amongst
them my most esteemed friends, it is natural that I should
feel, and I do feel, uncommonly anxious to prevent, as far as
I am able, that total ruin which now menaces them. But, the
labourer, was I to have no feeling for him? Was not he my
countryman too? And was I not to feel indignation against
those farmers, who had had the hard-heartedness to put the
bell round his neck, and thus wantonly insult and degrade the
class to whose toils they owed their own ease? The state-
ment of the fact was not mine; I read it in the newspaper as
baving come from Mr. Ellman the younger; he, in a very
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laudable manner, expressed his /orror at it; and was not I to
express indignation at what Mr. Ellman felt horror? That
Gentleman and Mr. Webb Hall may monopolize all the
wisdom in matters of political economy; but are they, or
rather is Mr. Ellman alone, to engross all the feeling too?
(It was here denied that Mr. Ellman had said the bell had
been put on by farmers.] Very well, then, the complained of
passage has been productive of benefit to the farmers of this
county ; for, as the thing stood in the newspapers, the natural
and unavoidable inference was, that that atrocious, that in-
human act, was an act of Sussex farmers,!

Brighton, Thursday, 10th Fan., 1822,

Lewes is in a valley of the Sowtk Downs; this town is at
eight miles distance, to the south south-west or thereabouts.
There is a great extent of rich meadows above and below
Lewes. The town itself is a model of solidity and neatness.
‘The buildings all substantial to the very outskirts ; the pave-
ments good and complete; the shops nice and clean; the
people well-dressed ; and, though last not least, the girls re-
markably pretty, as, indeed, they are in most parts of Sussex;
round faces, features small, little hands and wrists, plump
arms, and bright eyes. The Sussex men, too, are remarkable
for their good looks. A Mr. Baxter, a stationer at Lewes,
shewed me a farmer’s account book, which is a very complete
thing of the kind. The Inns are good at Lewes, the people
civil and not servile, and the charges really (considering the
taxes) far below what one could reasonably expect.—From
Lewes to Brighton the road winds along between the hills of
the South Downs, which, in this mild weather, are mostly
beautifully green even at this season, with flocks of sheep

1 This story of Cobbett’s may seem incredible in modern times, yet it
would appear that the practice was alluded to by some of the Poor Law
Commissioners, and on 2 Motion in the Upper House for an inquiry into
the state of the Countrv (March 18th, 1830), the Duke of Richmond said
¢4 that he had remonstrated against putting men to dranght-work like
horses in Sussex, with 2 man over them to drive them,”
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feeding on them.—Brighton itself lies in a valley cut across
at one end by the sea, and its extension, or Wen, has swelled
up the sides of the hills and has run some distance up the
valley.—The first thing you see in approaching Brighton from
Lewes, is a splendid /orse-barrack on one side of the road, -
and a heap of low, shabby, nasty houses, irregularly built, on
the other side. This is.always the case where there is a
barrack. How soon a Reformed Parliament would make
both disappear! Brighton is a very pleasant place. Fora
wen remarkably so. The Kremlin,! the very name of which
has so long been a subject of laughter all over the country,
lies in the gorge of the valley, and amongst the old houses
of the town. The grounds, which cannot, I think, exceed a
couple or three acres, are surrounded by a wall neither lofty
nor good-looking. Above this rise some trees, bad in sotts,
stunted in growth, and dirty with smoke. As to the “palace,”
as the Brighton newspapers call it, the apartments appear to
be all upon the ground floor ; and, when you see the thing
from a distance, you think you see a parcel of cradle-spits, of
various dimensions, sticking up out of the mouths of so many
enormous squat decanters. Take a/square box, the sides of
which are three feet and a half, anJ the height a foot and a
half. Take a large Norfolk-turnip, cut off the green of the
leaves, leave the stalks g inches long, tie these round with a
string three inches from the top, and put the turnip on the
middle of the top of the box. Then take four turnips of half
the size, treat them in the same way, and put them on the
corners of the box. Then take a considerable number of
bulbs of the crown-imperial, the narcissus, the hyacinth, the
tulip, the crocus, and others; let the leaves of each have

1 The name of the Russian Emperor’s palace at Moscow. The Pavilion,
thus styled the Kremlin, consists of a Marine Palace, a fantastic Oriental
structure, with domes, minarets, pinnacles, and Moorish stables.—It was
commenced, as a sea-side residence for the Prince of Wales, in 1784, and
was not completed until 1827.

It is now the property of the Corporation of Brighton, and with its
fine pleasure-garden of about 7 acres, is devoted to the recreation of the
inhabitants,
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sprouted to about an inch, more or less according to the size
of the bulb; put all these, pretty promiscuously, but pretty
thickly, on the top of the box. Then stand off and look
at your architecture. Thete! That’s “a Kremlin/” Only
you must cut some church-looking windows in the sides of
the box. As to what you ought to put szfo the box, that is a
subject far above my cut.—Brighton is naturally a place of resort
for expectants, and a shifty ugly-looking swarm is, of course,
assembled here. Some of the fellows, who had endeavoured
to disturb our harmony at the dinner at Lewes, were parading,
amongst this swarm, on the clifi You may always know
them by their lank jaws, the stiffeners round their necks, their
hidden or no shirts, their stays, their false shoulders, hips and
haunches, their half-whiskers, and by their skins, colour of
veal kidney-suet, warmed a little, and then powdered with
- dirty dust.—These vermin excepted, the people at Brighton
make a very fine figure. The trades-people are very nice in
all their concerns. The houses are excellent, built chiefly
with a blue or purple brick ; and bow-windows appear to be
the general taste. I can easily believe this to be a very
healthy place: the open downs on the one side and the
open sea on the other. No inlet, cove, or river; and, of
course, no swamps.—I have spent this evening very pleasantly
in a company of reformers, who, though plain tradesmen and
mechanics, know I am quite satisfied, more about the questions
that agitate the country, than any equal number of Lords.

Kensington, Friday, 11 January, 1822,

Came home by the way of Cuckfield, Worth and Red-Hill,
instead of by Uckfield, Grinstead and Godstone, and got into
the same road again at Croydon. The roads being nearly
parallel lines and at no great distance from each other, the
soil is nearly the same, with the exception of the fine oak
country between Godstone and Grinstead, which does not go
so far westward as my homeward bound road, where the land,
opposite the spot just spoken of, becomes more of a moor
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than a clay, and though'there are oaks, they are not nearly so
fine as those on the other road. The tops are flatter ; the side
shoots are sometimes higher than the middle shoot ; a certain
proof that the 7ap-roof has met with something that it does
not like.—I see (Jan. 15) that Mr. Curteis has thought it
necessary to state in the public papers, that /e had nothing to
do with my being at the dinner at Battle! Who the D—
thought he had? Why, was it not an ordinary; and had I
not as much right there as he? He has said, too, that Ae did
not know that I was to be at the dinner. How should he?
Why was it necessary to apprize him of it any more than the
porter of the inn? He has said, that he did not hear of any
deputation to invite me to the dinner, and “upon snguiry,”
cannot find that there was any. Have I said that there was
any invitation at all? There was; but I have not said so. I
went to the dinner for my half-crown like another man, with-
out knowing, or caring, who would be at it But, if Mr
Curteis thought it necessary to say so much, he might have
said a little more. He might have said, that he twice ad-
dressed himself to me in a very peculiar manner, and that I
never addressed myself to him except in answer; and, if he
had thought “inguiry” necessary upon this subject also, he
might have found, that, though always the first to speak or
hold out the hand to a hard-fisted artizan or labourer, I never
did the same to 2 man of rank or riches in the whole course
of my life. Mr. Curteis might have said, too, that unless I
had gone to the dinner, the party would, according to appear-
ances, have been very select: that I found him at the head of
one of the tables, with less than thirty persons in the room ;
that the number swelled up to about one hundred and thirty;
that no person was at the other table; that I took my seat at
it; and that that table became almost immediately crowded
from one end to the other. To these Mr. Curteis, when his
hand was in, might have added, that he turned himself in his
chair and listened to my speech with the greatest attention;
that he bade me, by name, good night, when he retired ; that
he took not a man away with him; and that the gentleman
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who was called on to replace him in the chair (whose name I
have forgotten) had got from his seat during the evening to
come and shake me by the hand. All these things Mr.
Curteis might have said ; but the fact is, he has been bullied
by the base newspapers, and he has not been able to muster
up courage to act the manly part, and which, too, he would
have found to be the wise part in the end. When he gave the
toast * more money and less taxes,” he turned himself towards
me, and said, * That is a toast, that I am sure, you approve of,
Mr. Cobbett.” To which I answered, “It would be made
s“good, Sir, il members of pariiament would do their duty.”—

appeal to all the gentlemen present for the truth of what I
say.—Perhaps Mr. Curteis, in his heart, did not like to give
my health. If that was the case, he ought to have left the
chair, and retired. Strasght forward is the best course ; and,
see what difficulties Mr. Curteis has involved himself in by
not pursuing it! I have no doubt that he was agreeably
surprised when he saw and heard me. Why not say then:
<« After all that has been said about Cobbett, he is a devilish
“ pleasant, frank, and clever fellow, at any rate.”—How much
better this would have been, than to act the part that Mr.
Curteis has acted.——The Editors of the *“ Brighton Chronide
“ and Lewis Express” have, out of mere modesty, I dare say,
falien a little into Mr. Curteis’s strain. In closing their
account (in their paper of the 1s5th) of the Lewis Meeting,
they say, that I addressed the company at some length, as
reported in their Supplement published on Thursday the roth.
And then they think it necessary to add; “For OURSELVEs,
“we can say, that we never saw Mr. Cobbett until the meeting
““at Battle.” Now, had it not been for pure maiden-like bash-
fulness, they would, doubtless, have added, that, when they
did see me, they were profuse in expressions of their gratitude
to me for having merely named their paper in my Register, a
thing, which, as I told them, I myself had forgotten. When,
too, they were speaking, in reference to a speech made in the
Hall, of “one of the finest specimens of oratory that has ever
“been given in any assembly,” it was, without doubt, out of
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pure compassion for the perverted taste of their Lewes readers,
that they suppressed the fact, that the agent of the paper at
Lewes sent them word, that it was useless for them to send
any account of the meeting, uniess that account contained
Mr. Cobbett’s speech ; that he, the agent, could have sold a
hundred papers that moming, if they had contained Mr.
Cobbett’'s speech; but could not sell one without it. I
myself, by mere accident, heard this message delivered to a
third person by their agent at Lewes. And, as I said before,
it must have been pure tenderness towards their readers that
made the editors suppress a fact so injurious to the reputation
of those readers in point of faste/ However, at last, these
editors seem to have triumphed over all feelings of this sort ;
for, having printed off a placard, advertising their Supplement,
in which placard no mention was made of me, they, grown
bold all of a sudden, took a painting brusk, and in large
letters, put into their placard, “Mr. Cobbett's Speeck at
“ Lewes ;" so that, at a little distance, the placard seemed to
relate to nothing else; and there was ‘“the finest specimen
“of oratory” left to find its way into the world under the
auspices of my rustic harangue. Good G—! What will
this world come to! We shall, by-and-bye, have to laugh at
the workings of envy in the very worms that we breed in our
bodies I—The fast-sinking Old Times newspaper, its cat-and-
dog opponent the New Times, the Courier, and the Whig-
Lawyer Tramper, called the “Traveller;” the fellows who
conduct these vehicles; these wretched fellows, their very
livers burning with envy, have hasted to inform their readers,
that “they have authority to state that Lord Ashburnham and
¢ Mr. Fuller were not present at the dinner at Battle where
“Cobbett’s health was drunk.” These fellows have now
“authority ” to state, that there were no two men who dined
at Battle, that I should not prefer as companions to Lord
Ashburnham and Mr. Fuller, commonly called ¢ Jack Fuller,”
seeing that I am no admirer of Jgf?y reserve, and that, of all
things on earth, I abhor a head like a drum, all noise and
emptiness. These scribes have also ‘authority” to state,
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that they amuse me and the public too by declining rapidly in
their sale from their exclusion of my country lectures, which
have only begun. In addition to this The Tramper editor
has “authority ” to state, that one of his papers of sth Jan.
has been sent to the Register-office by post, with these words
written on it: *“This scoundrel paper has taken no notice of
“ Mr. Cobbett’s speech.” All these papers have ‘authority ”
to state beforehand, that they will insert no account of what
shall take place, within these three or four weeks, at Hunting-
don, at Lynn, at Chickester, and other places where I intend
to be. And, lastly, the editors have full “authority” to state,
that they may employ, without let or molestation of any sort,
either private or public, the price of the last number that they
shall sell in the purchase of hemp or ratsbane, as the sure
means of a happy deliverance from their present state of
torment.

HUNTINGDON JOURNAL: THROUGH WARE AND ROYSTON, TO
HUNTINGDON.

Royston, Monday morning, 215t Fan., 1822.

Came from London, yesterday noon, to this town on my
way to Huntingdon. My road was through Ware. Royston
is just within the line (on the Cambridgeshire side), which
divides Hertfordshire from Cambridgeshire. On this road,
as on almost all the others going from it, the enormous Wen
has swelled out to the distance of about six or seven miles.
—The land till you come nearly to Ware, which is in Hert-
fordshire, and which is twenty-three miles from the Wen, is
chiefly a strong and deep loam, with the gravel a good dis-
tance from the surface. The land is good wheat-land ; but
1 observed only three fields of Swedish tumips in the 23
miles, and no wheat drilled. The wheat is sown on ridges of
great width here-and-there ; sometimes on ridges of ten, at
others on ridges of seven, on those of five, four, three, and

even two, feet wide. Yet the bottom is manifestly not very
VOL. L G
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wet generally ; and, that there is not a bottom of clay is clear
from the poor growth of the oak trees. All the trees are
shabby in this country; and the eye is incessantly offended
by the sight of pollards, which are seldom suffered to dis-
grace even the meanest lands in Hampshire or Sussex. As
you approach Ware the bottom becomes chalk of a dirtyish
colour, and, in some parts, far below the surface. After you
quit Ware, which is a mere market town, the land grows by
degrees poorer ; the chalk lies nearer and nearer to the sur-
face, till you come to the open common-fields within a few
miles of Royston. Along here the land is poor enough. It
is not the stiff red loam mixed with large blue-grey flints,
lying upon the chalk, such as you see in the north of Hamp-
shire ; but a whitish sort of clay, with little yellow flattish
stones amongst it; sure signs of a hungry soil. Yet this
land bears wheat sometimes.—Royston is at the foot of this
high poor land; or, rather in a dell, the open side of which
looks towards the North. It is a common market town.
Not mean, but having nothing of beauty about it ; and having
on it, on three of the sides out of the four, those very ugly
things, common-fields, which have all the nakedness, without
any of the smoothness, of Downs.

Huntingdon, Tuesday morning, 32nd Fan., 1822,

Immediately upon quitting Royston, you come along, for a
considerable distance, with enclosed fields on the left and
open common-fields on the right. Here the land is excellent.
A dark, rich loam, free from stones, on chalk beneath at a
great distance. The land appears, for a mile or two, to re-
semble that, at and near Faversham in Kent, which I have
before noticed, The fields on the left seem to have been en-
closed by act of parliament; and they certainly are the most
beautiful tract of ffe/ds that I ever saw. Their extent may be
from ten to thirty acres each. Divided by quick-set hedges,
exceedingly well planted and raised. The whole tract is
nearly a perfect level. The cultivation neat, and the stubble

-
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heaps, such as remain out, giving a proof of great crops of
straw, while, on land with a chalk bottom, there is seldom
any want of a proportionate quantity of grain. Even here,
however, I saw but few Swedish turnips, and those not good.
Nor did I see any wheat drilled; and observed that in many
parts, the broad-cast sowing had been performed in a most
careless manner, especially at about three miles from Royston,
where some parts of the broad lands seemed to have had the
seed flung along them with a shovel, while other parts con-
tained only here and there a blade ; or, at least, were so thinly
supplied, as to make it almost doubtful, whether they had not.
been wholly missed. In some parts, the middles only of the
ridges were sown thickly. This is shocking husbandry. A
Norfolk or a Kentish farmer would have sowed a bushel and
a half of seed to the acre here, and would have had a far
better plant of wheat.—About four miles, I think it is, from
Royston you come to the estate of Lord Hardwicke. You
see the house at the end of an avenue about two miles long,
which, however, wants the main thing, namely, fine and lofty
trees. The soil here begins to be a very stiff loam at top;
clay beneath for a considerable distance ; and in some places,
beds of yellow gravel with very large stones mixed in it. The
land is generally cold ; a great deal of draining is wanted ; and
yet the bottom is such, as not to be favourable to the growth
of the oak, of which sort I have not seen one Aandsome tree
since I left London. A grove, such as I saw at Weston in
Herefordshire, would here be a thing to attract the attention
of all ranks and all ages. What, then, would they say, on
beholding a wood of Oaks, Hickories, Chesnuts, Walnuts,
Locusts, Gum-trees and Maples in America '—Lord Hard-
wicke’s avenue appears to be lined with Elms chiefly. They
are shabby. He might have had ask; for the ash will grow
any where; on sand, on gravel, on clay, on chalk, or in swamps.
It is surprising that those who planted these rows of trees did
not observe how well the ash grows here! In the hedge-rows,
in the plantations, every where the ash is fine. The ash is the
Aardiest of all our large trees. Look at trees on any part of
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the sea coast. You will see them all, even the firs, lean from
the sea breeze, except the ash. You will see the oak skaved
up on the side of the breeze. But the ash stands upright, as
if in a warm woody dell. We have no tree that attains a
greater height than the ash; and certainly none that equals
it in beauty of leaf. It bears pruning better than any other
tree. Its timber is one of the most useful ; and as underwood
and fire-wood it far exceeds all others of English growth.
From the trees of an avenue like that of Lord Hardwicke, a
hundred pounds’ worth of fuel might, if the trees were ash, be
cut every year in prunings necessary to preserve the health
and beauty of the trees. Yet, on this same land, has his lord-
ship planted many acres of larches and firs. These appear to
have been planted about twelve years. If, instead of these
he had planted ash, four years from the seed bed and once
removed : had cut them down within an inch of the ground
the second iear after planting ; and had planted them at four
feet apart, he would now have had about six thousand ash-
poles, on an average twelve feet long, on each acre of land in
his plantation; which, at three-halfpence each, would have
been worth somewhere nearly forty pounds an acre. He
might now have cut the poles, leaving about 6oco to stand
upon an acre to come to trees; and, while these were grow-
ing to timber, the underwood would, for poles, hoops, broom-
sticks, spars, rods, and faggots, have been worth twenty-five
or thirty pounds an acre every ten years. Can beggarly stuff,
like larches and firs, ever be profitable to this extent? Ash
is timber, fit for the wheelwright, at the age of twenty years,
or less. What can you do with a rotten fir thing at that age?
This estate of Lord Hardwicke appears to be very large.
There is a part which is, apparently, in his own hands, as,
indeed, the whole must soon be, unless he give up all idea of
rent, or, unless he can ckoack off the fundholder or get again
afloat on the sea of paper-money. In this part of his land
there is a fine piece of Lucerne in rows at about eighteen
inches distant from each other. They are now manuring it
with burnt-earth mixed with some dung; and I see several
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heaps of burnt-earth hereabouts. The directions for doing this
are contained in my Year’s Residence, as taught me by Mr.
William Gauntlet, of Winchester.—The land is, all along
here, laid up in those wide and high ridges, which I saw in
Gloucestershire, going from Gloucester to Oxford, as I have
already mentioned. These ridges are ploughed back or down ;
but they are ploughed up again for every sowing.—At an
Ion near Lord Hardwicke’s I saw the finest parcel of dove-
house pigeons I ever saw in my life.—Between this place and
Huntingdon is the village of Caxton, which very much re-
sembles almost a village of the same size in Picardy, where I
saw the women dragging harrows to harrow in the corn.
Certainly this village resembles nothing English, except some
of the rascally rotten boroughs in Cornwall and Devonshire,
on which a just Providence seems to have entailed its curse.
The land just about here does seem to be really bad. The
face of the country is naked. The few scrubbed trees that
now-and-then nieet the eye, and even the quick-sets, are
covered with a yellow moss. All is bleak and comfortless ;
and just on the most dreary part of this most dreary scene,
stands almost opportunely, * Caxton Gibbet,” tendering its
friendly one arm to the passers by. It has recently been
fresh-painted, and written on in conspicuous characters, for
the benefit, I suppose, of those who cannot exist under the
thought of wheat at four shillings a bushel. —Not far from this
is a2 new house, which, the coachman says, belongs to a Mr.
Cheer, who, if report speaks truly, is not, however, notwith-
standing his name, guilty of the sin of making people either
drunkards or gluttons, Certainly, the spot on which he has
built his house is one of the most ugly that I ever saw. Few
spots have every thing that you could wish to find ; but this,
according to my judgment, has every thing that every man of
ordinary taste would wish to avoid.—The country changes
but little till you get quite to Huntingdon. The land is
generally quite open, or in large fields. Strong, wheat land,
that wants a good deal of draining. Very few turnips of any
sort are raised; and, of course, few sheep and cattle kept.
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Few trees, and those scrubbed. Few woods, and those small
Few hills, and those hardly worthy of the name. All which,
when we see them, make us cease to wonder, that this country
is so famous for fox-Aunting. Such it has, doubtless been, in
all times, and to this circumstance Huntingdon, that is to say,
Huntingdun, or Huntingdown, unquestionably owes its name ;
because down does not mean unploxghed land, but open and
unsheltered land, and the Saxon word is dun.—When you come
down near to the town itself, the scene suddenly, totally, and
most agreeably, changes. The Rsper Ouse separates Godman-
chester from Huntingdon, and there is, I think, no very great
difference in the population of the two. Both together do not
“make up a population of more than about five thousand souls.
Huntingdon is a slightly built town, compared with Lewes,
for instance. The houses are not in general so high, nor made
of such solid and costly materials. The shaps are not so large
and their contents not so costly. There is not a show of so
much business and so much opulence. But Huntingdon is
a very clean and nice place, contains many elegant houses,
and the environs are beautiful. Above and below the bridge,
under which the Quse passes, are the most beautiful, and by
far the most beautiful, meadows that I ever saw in my life.
The meadows at Lewes, at Guildford, at Farnham, at Win-
chester, at Salisbury, at Exeter, at Gloucester, at Hereford,
and even at Canterbury, are nothing, compared with those of
Huntingdon in point of beauty. Here are no reeds, here is
no sedge, no unevenness of any sort. Here are dowling-greens
of hundreds of acres in extent, with a river winding through
them, full to the brink. One of these meadows is the race
course ; and so pretty a spot, so level, so smooth, so green, and
of such an extent I never saw, and never expected to see.
From the bridge you look across the valleys, first to the West
and then to the East; the valleys terminate at the foot of
rising ground, well set with trees, from amongst which church
spires raise their heads here-and-there. I think it would be
very difficult to find a more delightful spot than this in the
world. To my fancy (and every one to his taste) the prospect
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from this bridge far surpasses that from Richmond Hill.—All
that I have yet seen of Huntingdon I like exceedingly. It is
one of those pretty, clean, unstenched, unconfined places that
tend to lengthen life and make it happy.

JOURNAL: HERTFORDSHIRE AND BUCKINGHAMSHIRE: TO ST.
ALBANS, THROUGH EDGEWARE, STANMORE, AND WATFORD,
RETURNING BY REDBURN, HEMPSTEAD, AND CHESHAM.

Saint Albans, Fune 19, 1822,

From Kensington to this place, through Edgware, Stanmore,
and Watford, the crop is almost entirely hay, from fields of
permanent grass, manured by dung and other matter brought
from the Wen. Near the Wen, where they have had the firs
haul of the Irish and other perambulating labourers, the hay
is all in rick. Some miles further down it is nearly all in.
Towards Stanmore and Watford, a third, perhaps of the grass
remains to be cut. It is curious to see how the thing regulates
itsell,. We saw, all the way down, squads of labourers, of
different departments, migrating from tract to tract; leaving
the cleared fields behind them and proceeding on towards the
work to be yet performed; and, then, as to the classes of
labourers, the mowers with their scythes on their shoulders,
were in front, going on towards the standing crops, while the
hay-makers were coming on behind towards the grass already
cut or cutting. The weather is fair and warm; so that the
public-houses on the road are pouring out their beer pretty
fast, and are getting a good share of the wages of these thirsty
souls. It is an exchange of beer for sweat ; but the tax-eaters
get, after all, the far greater part of the sweat; for, if it were
not for the tax, the beer would sell for three-halfpence a pot,
instead of fivepence. Of this threepence-halfpenny, the Jews
and Jobbers get about twopence-halfpenny. It is curious to
observe how the different labours are divided as to the nations.
The mowers are all English; the haymakers all" Jrish.
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Scotchmen toil hard enough in Scotland ; but when they go
from home, it is not to wwr&, if you please. They are found
in gardens, and especially in gentlemen’s gardens. Tying up
flowers, picking dead leaves off exotics, peeping into melon-
frames, publishing the banns of marriage between the “male ”
and “/female” blossoms, tap-tap-tapping against a wall with a
hammer that weighs half an ounce. They have backs as
straight and shoulders as square as heroes of Waterloo; and
who can blame them? The digging, the mowing, the carry-
ing of loads; all the break-back and sweat-extracting work,
they leave to be performed by those who have less prudence
than they have. The great purpose of human art, the great
end of human study, is to obtain ease, to throw the burden of
labour from our own shoulders, and fix it on those of others.
The crop of hay is very large, and that part which is in, is in
very good order. We shall have hardly any hay that is not
fine and sweet; and we shall have it, carried to London, at
less, I dare say, than 43 a load, that is 18 cwt. So that here
the evil of ““ over-production” will be great indeed!? Whether
we shall have any projects for taking hay into pawn is more
than any of us can say; for, after what we have seen, need we
be surprised, if we were to hear it proposed to take butter
and even milk into pawn? In after times, the mad projects
of these days will become proverbial. The Oracle and the
over-production men will totally supplant the March-hare—
This is, all along here, and especially as far as Stanmore, a
very dull and ugly country ; flat, and all grass-fields and elms.
Few birds of any kind, and few constant labourers being
wanted ; scarcely any cottages and gardens, which form one
of the great beauties of a country. Stanmore is on a hill;
but it looks over a country of little variety, though rich.
What a difference between the view here and those which
carry the eye over the coppices, the corn-fields, the hop-

1 In spite, however, of Cobbett’s satire, there can be no doubt that over-
production, has been frequently the cause of commercial depression,
although it contains in itself the specific for its own cure.
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gardens and the orchards of Kent! It is miserable land from
Stanmore to Watford, where we get into Hertfordshire.
Hence to St. Albans there is generally chalk at bottom with
ared tenacious loam at top, with flints, grey on the outside
and dark blue within, Wherever this is the soil, the wheat
grows well. The crops, and especially that of the barley, are
very fine and very forward. The wheat, in general, does not
appear to be a heavy crop; but the ears seem as if they would
be full from bottom to top ; and we have had so much heat,
that the grain is pretty sure to be plump, let the weather, for
the rest of the summer, be what it may. The produce
depends more on the weather, previous to the coming out of
the ear, than on the subsequent weather. In the Northern
parts of America, where they have, some years, not heat
enough to bring the Indian Corn to perfection, I have
observed that if they have about fifteen days with the
thermometer at sinmety, before the ear makes its appearance,
the crop never fails, though the weather may be ever so
unfavourable afterwards. This tallies with the old remark of
the country people in England, that “ Mgy makes or mars the
“wheat ;” for, it is in May that the ear and the grain are
Jormed.:
* Kensington, Fune 24, 1822,

Set out at four this morning for Redbourn, and then turned
off to the Westward to go to High Wycombe, through Hemp-
stead and Chesham. The wheat is good all the way. The
barley and oats good enough till I came to Hempstead. But
the land along here is very fine: a red tenacious flinty loam
upon a bed of chalk at a yard or two beneath, which, in my
opinion, is the very best corn /and that we have in England.
The fields here, like those in the rich parts of Devonshire,
will bear perpetual grass. Any of them will become upland
meadows. The land is, in short, excellent, and it is a real

11t is an old saying in the country, *that drought never brought
dearth into England,” and the author was accustomed to remark “that
wheat never wanted a drop of rain, from sowing until harvest.”



106 Journal: Hempstead.

com-country. The frees from Redburne to Hempstead are
very fine ; oaks, ashes, and beeches. Some of the finest of
each sort, and the very finest ashes I ever saw in my life.
They are in great numbers, and make the fields look most
beautiful. No villanous things of the fir-fride offend the eye
here. The custom is in this part of Hertfordshire (and, I am
told it continues into Bedfordshire) to leave a dorder round
the ploughed part of the fields to bear grass, and to make hay
from, so that, the grass being now made into hay, every corn
field has a closely mowed grass walk about ten feet wide all
round it, between the corn and the hedge. This is most
beautiful! The hedges are now full of the shepherd’s rose,
honeysuckles, and all sorts of wild flowers; so that you are
upon a grass walk, with this most beautiful of all flower
gardens and shrubberies on your one hand, and with the com
on the other. And thus you go from field to field (on foot or
on horseback), the sort of corn, the sort of underwood and
timber, the shape and size of the fields, the height of the
hedge-rows, the height of the trees, all continually varying.
Talk of pleasuregrounds indeed! What, that man ever in-
vented, under the name of pleasure-grounds, can equal these
fields in Hertfordshire > —This is a profitable system too; for
the ground under hedges bears little corn, and it bears very
good grass. Something, however, depends on the nature of
the soil : for it is not all land that will bear grass, fit for hay,
perpetually ; and when the land will not do that, these head-
lands would only be a harbour for weeds and couch-grass, the
seeds of which would fill the fields with their mischievous
race.—Mr. TuLL has observed upon the great use of head-
lands.—1It is curious enough, that these headlands cease soon
after you get into Buckinghamshire. At first you see now-and-
then a field wt/out a grass headland ; then, it comes to now-
and-then a field wizk one ; and, at the end of five or six miles,
they wholly cease. Hempstead is a very pretty town, with
beautiful environs, and there is a canal that comes near it,
and that goes on to London. It lies at the foot of a hill. It
is clean, substantially built, and a very pretty place altogether,
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Between Hempstead and Chesham the land is not so good.
I came into Buckinghamshire before I got into the latter
place. Passed over two commons. But still, the land is not
bad. It is drier; nearer the chalk, and not so red. The
wheat continues good, though not heavy; but the barley, on
the land that is not very good, is light, begins to look &iwe,
and the backward oats are very short. On the still thinner
lands the barley and oats must be a very short crop.—People
do not sow #xrnips, the ground is so dry, and I should think
that the Swede-crop will be very short ; for Swedes ought to be
up at least, by this time. If I had Swedes to sow, I would
sow them now, and upon ground very deeply and finely
broken. I would sow directly after the plough, not being
half an hour behind it, and would roll the ground as hard as
possible. I am sure the plants would come up, even without
rain. And the moment the rain came, they would grow
famously.—Chesham is a nice little town, lying in a deep and
narrow valley, with a stream of water running through it. All
along the country that I have come, the labourers’ dwellings
are good. They are made of what they call drick-nog (that is
to say, a frame of wood, and a single brick thick, filling up
the vacancies between the timber. They are generally
covered with tile. Not prefty by any means; but they are
good ; and you see here, as in Kent, Sussex, Surrey and
Hampshire, and, indeed, in almost every part of England,
that most interesting of all objects, that which is such an
honour to England, and that which distinguishes it from all
the rest of the world, namely, tAose neatly kept and productive
little gardens round the labourers houses, which are seldom
unornamented with more or less of flowers. We have only to
look at these to know what sort of people English labourers
are: these gardens are the answer to the Malthuses and the
Scarietts. Shut your mouths, you Scotch Economists ; cease
bawling, Mr. Brougham, and you Edinburgh Reviewers, till
you can show us something, not /i8s, but approaching towards
a likeness of Zkés /

The orchards all along this country are by no means bad.
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Not like those of Herefordshire and the north of Kent; but a
great deal better than in many other parts of the kingdom.
The cherry-trees are pretty abundant and particularly good.
There are not many of the merries, as they call them in Kent
and Hampshire ; that is to say, the little black cherry, the
name of which is a corruption from the French, merise, in the
singular, and merses in the plural. I saw the little boys, in
many places, set to keep the birds off the cherries, which re-
minded me of the time when I followed the same occupation,
and also of the toll that I used to take in payment. The
children are all along here, I mean the little children,
locked out of the doors, while the fathers and mothers are at
work in the fields. I saw many little groups of this sort; and
this is one advantage of having plenty of room on the outside
of a house. I mever saw the country children better clad, or
look cleaner and fatter than they look here, and I have the
very great pleasure to add, that I do not think I saw three
acres of pofatoes in this whole tract of fine country, from
St. Albans to Redbourn, from Redbourn to Hempstead, and
from Hempstead to Chesham.! In all the houses where I

1 Buckle, in his “ History of Civilization,” remarks “ that the population of
a country, though affected by many other circumstances, does undoubtedly
fluctuate with the supply of food . . . . that there is only one instance of
a great European people possessing a very cheap national food, viz, the
Irish. . . . that in Ireland the labouring classes have, for more than 200
years, been fed principally upon potatoes, which were introduced into that
country by Sir %Valter Raleigh in 1610. . . . that one acre of average
land, sown with potatoes, will support twice as many people as the same
quantity of land sown with wheat. That the consequence is, wherever
people live on potatoes, the population will (if other things are tolerably
equal) increase twice as fast as in a country where they live on wheat ; and
so it has actually occurred. Until a few years ago, the population of
Ireland was increasing (in round numbers) 3 per cent. ; while the popula-
tion of England (during the same time) was increasing only 14 per cent.
+ « « «» Theresult was that in these two countries the distribution of
wealth was altogether different. Even in England the growth of popu-
Jation is somewhat too rapid, and the labour market (being overstocked),
the working classes are not sufficiently paid for their labour. But their
condition is one of sumptuous splendour, compared with that, in which,
only a few years ago, the Irish were forced to live, and this evil condition
was the natural result of that cheap and abundant food, which encouraged
the people to so rapid an increase, that the labour market was constantly
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have been, they use the roasted rye instead of coffee or tea,
and I saw one gentleman who had sown a piece of rye (a
grain not common in this part of the country) for the express
purpose. It costs about three farthings a pound, roasted
and ground into powder.—The pay of the labourers varies
from eight to twelve shillings a-week. Grass mowers get
two shillings a-day, two quarts of what they call strong beer,
and as much small beer as they can drink. After quitting
Chesham, I passed through a wood, resembling, as nearly as
possible, the woods in the more cultivated parts of Long
Island, with these exceptions, that there the woods consist of
a great variety of trees, and of more beautiful foliage. Here
there are only two sorts of trees—beech and oak: but the
wood at bottom was precisely like an American wood : none
of that stuff which we generally call underwood : the trees
standing very thick in some places: the shade so complete
as never to permit herbage below : no bushes of any sort ; and
nothing to impede your steps but little spindling trees here
and there grown up from the seed. The trees here are as
lofty, too, as they generally are in the Long Island woods,
and as straight, except in cases where you find clumps of the
tulip-tree, which sometimes go much above a hundred feet
high as straight as a line. The oaks seem here to vie with
the beeches in size, as well as in loftiness and straightness.
I saw several oaks which I think were more than eighty feet
high, and several with a clear stem of more than forty feet,
being pretty nearly as far through at that distance from the
ground, as at the bottom ; and I think I saw more than one,
with a clear stem of fifty feet, a foot and a half through at that
distance from the ground. This is by far the finest plank

gorged.” Again (the same writer remarks in another place), *that the
terrible potato famine in Ireland (1846 and 1847) was owing to the
excess, to which its cultivation had been carried.” Moreover, he says,
¢ The results confirmed two great laws, viz, Ist, that plants long, and
almost exclusively, cultivated in any district are sure to fail at last; and
2nd, that the almost exclusive dependence of a people on one source, or
means of support, is unfavourable to their welfare, in respect to all their
interests.
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oak that I ever saw in England. The road through the wood
is winding and brings you out at the comner of a field, lying
sloping to the south, three sides of it bordered by wood and
the field planted as an orchard. This is precisely what you
see in so many thousands of places in America. I had passed
through Hempstead a little while before, which certainly gave
its name to the Township in which 1 lived in Long Island,
and which, I used to write Hampstead, contrary to the ortho-
graphy of the place, never having heard of such a place as
Hempstead in England. Passing through Hempstead I gave
my mind a toss back to Long Island, and this beautiful wood
and orchard really made me almost conceit, that I was there,
and gave rise to a thousand interesting and pleasant reflec-
tions. On quitting the wood I crossed the great road from
London to Wendover, went across the park of Mr. Drake,
and up a steep hill towards the great road leading to
Wycombe. Mr, Drake’s is a very beautiful place, and has
a great deal of very fine timber upon it. I think I counted
pretty nearly 200 oak trees, worth, on an average, five pounds
a-piece, growing within twenty yards of the road that I was
going along. Mr. Drake has some thousands of these, I dare
say, besides his beech; and, therefore, A¢ will be able to
stand a tug with the fundholders for some time. When I got
to High Wycombe, I found everything a week earlier than in
the rich part of Hertfordshire. High Wycombe, as if the
name was ironical, lies along the bottom of a narrow and
deep valley, the hills on each side being very steep indeed.
The valley runs somewhere about from east to west, and the
wheat on the hills facing the south will, if this weather con-
tinue, be fit to reap in ten days. I saw one field of oats that
a bold farmer would cut next Monday. Wycombe is a very
fine and very clean market town; the people all looking
extremely well ; the girls somewhat larger featured and larger
boned than those in Sussex, and not so fresh-coloured and
bright-eyed. More like the girls of America, and that is
saying quite as much as any reasonable woman can expect or
wish for. The Hills on the south side of Wycombe form a
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park and estate now the property of Smith, who was a banker
or stocking-maker at Nottingham, who was made a Lord in
the time of Pitt, and who purchased this estate of the late
Marquis of Lansdowne, one of whose titles is Baron
Wycombe. Wycombe is one of those famous things called
Boroughs, and 34 votes in this Borough send Sir John Dash-
wood and Sir Thomas Baring to the “collective wisdom.”?!
The landlord where I put up, “remembered” the name of
Dashwood, but had “forgotten” who the “other” was:
There would be no forgettings of this sort, if these thirty-
four, together with zAeir representatives, were called upon to
pay the share of the National Debt due from High Wycombe.
Between High Wycombe and Beaconsfield, where the soil is
much about that last described, the wheat continued to be
equally early with that about Wycombe. As I approached
Uxbridge I got off the chalk upon a gravelly bottom, and
then from Uxbridge to Shepherd’s Bush on a bottom of clay.
Grass-fields and elm-trees, with here and there a wheator a
bean-field, form the features of this most ugly country, which
would have been perfectly unbearable after quitting the neigh-
bourhoods of Hempstead, Chesham and High Wycombe, had
it not been for the diversion I derived from meeting, in all the
various modes of conveyance, the cockneys going to Ealing
ZFasr, which is one of those things which nature herself would
almost seem to have provided for drawing off the matter and
giving occasional relief to the over-charged Wen. I have
traversed to-day, what I think may be called, an average of
England as to corn-crops. Some of the best, certainly ; and
pretty nearly some of the worst. My observation as to the
wheat is, that it will be a fair and average crop, and extremely
early; because, though it is not a heavy crop, though the
ears are not long they will be full ; and the earliness seems to
preclude the possibility of blight, and to ensure plump grain.
The barley and oats must, upon an average, be a light crop.
The peas a light crop; and as to beans, unless there have

1 A satirical allusion to the Houses of Parliament,
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been rains where beans are mostly grown, they cannot be half
a crop; for they will not endure heat. I tried masagan beans
in Long Island, and could not get them to bear more than a
pod or two upon a stem. Beans love cold land and shade.
The earliness of the harvest (for early it must be) is always a
clear advantage. This fine summer, though it may not lead
to a good crop of turnips, has already put safe into store such
a crop of hay, as I believe England never saw before. Look-
ing out of the window, I see the harness of the Wiltshire
waggon-horses (at this moment going by) covered with the
chalk-dust of that county ; so that the fine weather continues
in the West. The saint-foin hay has all been got in in the
chalk countries, without a drop of wet; and when that is the
case, the farmers stand in no need of oats. The grass crops
have been large every where, as well as got in in good order.
The fallows must be in excellent order. It must be a sloven
indeed that will sow his wheat in foul ground next autumn ;
and the sun, where the fallows have been well stirred, will
have done more to enrich the land than all the dung-carts and
all the other means employed by the hand of man. Sucha
summer is a great blessing; and the only draw-back is, the
dismal apprehension of not seeing such another for many
years to come. It is favourable for poultry, for colts, for
calves, for lambs, for young animals of all descriptions, not
excepting the game. The partridges will be very early.
They are now getting into the roads with their young ones, to
roll in the dust. The first broods of partridges in England
are very frequently killed by the wet and cold ; and this is ong
reason why the game is not so plenty here, as it is in countries
more blest with sun. This will not be the case this year ; and,
in short, this is one of the finest years that I ever knew.

Wu. COBBETT.



Kensington to Uplusband. 113

RURAL RIDE, OF 104 MILES, FROM KENSINGTON TO UPHUSBAND;
INCLUDING A RUSTIC HARANGUE AT WINCHESTER, AT A
DINNER WITH THE FARMERS, ON THE 28TH SEPTEMBER.

Chikworth, near Guildford, Surrey,
. Wednesday, 25¢th Sept., 1822,

This morning I set off, in rather a drizzling rain, from
Kensington, on horseback, accompanied by my son, with an
intention of going to Uphusband, near Andover, which is
situated in the North West corner of Hampshire. It is very
true that I could have gone to Uphusband by traveliing only
about 66 miles, and in the space of about eight hours. But,
my object was, not to see inns and turnpike-roads, but to see
the country: to see the farmers at home, and to see the
labourers in the fields; and to do this you must go either on
foot or on horse-back. With a gig you cannot get about
amongst bye-lanes and across fields, through bridle-ways and
hunting-gates ; and to #ramp i is too slow, leaving the labour
-out of the question, and that is not a trifle.

We went through the turnpike-gate at Kensington, and
immediately turned down the lane to our left, proceeded on
to Fulham, crossed Putney-bridge into Surrey, went over
Barnes Common, and then, going on the upper side of Rich-
mond, got again into Middlesex by crossing Richmond-bridge.
All Middlesex is #gly, notwithstanding the millions upon
millions which it is continually sucking up from the rest of the
kingdom ; and, though the Thames and its meadows now-
and-then are seen from the road, the country is not less ugly
from Richmond to Chertsey-bridge, through Twickenham,
Hampton, Sunbury and Shepperton, than it is elsewhere. The
soil is a gravel at bottom with a black loam at top near the
Thames ; further back it is a sort of spewy gravel ; and the
-buildings consist generally of tax-eaters’ showy, tea-garden-like
boxes, and of shabby dwellings of labouring people who, in
-this part of the country, look to be about half Saint Giles's :
.dirty, and have every appearance of d