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29.

Walking Tour Of Sussex

20-30 JULY, 1827

MS, St. Andrews University Library, MS 1499. Mill’s companions on this trip were
George John Graham (1801-88) and Horace Grant (1800-59), both close associates of
his in the late 1820s, collaborating in his study and debating groups, and
accompanying him on walks through London as well as in the countryside. Grant was
also a colleague of Mill’s in the Examiner’s Office of the East India Company,
1826-45. As not published in Mill’s lifetime, not listed in his bibliography.

20th July 1827

This morning I commenced a short tour of the Sussex coast in company with Graham
and Grant. [ was taken up at Leatherhead by a Chichester coach which proceeded
through Bookham, Effingham, East Horsley, Clandon and Merrow. The road skirts
the foot of the Ranmer hills, of which however the ascent on the north is so gradual
that little is visible of their peculiarities except an occasional chalk pit. To the right,
although we had the advantage of a clear horizon and a blue sky chequered with
flying white clouds, by far the best weather for surveying the country, we could
perceive nothing remarkable for the first eight miles except a black ridge of high land
which must lie near Cobham,1 but of which, although I have often observed it from
Ranmer common, I do not know the name. N.B. I have since discovered that it does
lie just beyond Cobham—and is called St. George’s Hill.2 Towards Guildford
however the distant country to the right becomes less monotonous, and a long ridge of
high hills presents itself in front, which must extend from Farnham to Bagshot or
beyond. After passing through the cheerful old town of Guildford, and crossing the
Wey, we turned to the left, and entered into the valley which extends from that place
to Godalming. We left the vale of Albury, and the beautiful hills which almost close
the mouth of it, to the westward, and pursued our course between a low rather tame
range of hills on the right, and a series of higher and more abrupt insulated hills
covered with oak copse on the side next us, and prettily feathered at the top. Through
this country we proceeded to Godalming, an old and very ill paved town, much less
clean and well built than Guildford, but apparently of the same date, that is to say, the
best houses built about the reign of Charles II, the others about that of Queen
Elizabeth.3 The place, I believe, is chiefly remarkable for its pleasant situation, and its
bread, which we were told is the best in England: but this will not be easily credited
by any person who has lived at Dorking. After Godalming the country rises for a time,
and the road passes over some high sandy ground, leaving to the left the last of the
range of sand hills which commence with Boars hill and end at Godalming. In
ascending the sand hill a fine view opens behind of the ridge called the Hog’s back,
which extends from Guildford to Farnham. In gradually descending into the plain of
Sussex, we passed to the right, the high and peculiarly shaped elevation of Hindhead,
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which seems composed of several lofty eminences, some of them conical, united
together by short ridges, and a little farther we passed the still higher eminence called
Blackdown hill, which rises gradually from the foot of Hindhead, passes into a long
ridge and ends abruptly towards the south like Leith hill. The vegetation and general
cast of these hills, which are all of sand, very much resembles in appearance the sand
hills near Dorking. The smaller occasional elevations and diversified appearance of
the well wooded country through which we were passing, added to the occasional
glimpses which we caught of Leith hill and the whole of that high range of country,
rendered this drive one of the most agreeable which I ever experienced. After
Blackdown hill there is an almost continued series of sand hills to the right, not
connected into a ridge, but, like the Leith hill range, entirely separate. We skirted
Lord Egremont’s park4 for about two miles, which seemed as far as we could
observe, to have nothing remarkable about it except its size, and arrived at Petworth, a
very old ill built town, with narrow and winding streets, like many other old towns
upon a hill. We could perceive that the arrival of a coach from London was a rare sort
of event (although occurring every day) by the number of people whom it drew to the
windows to observe us.—For some distance before Petworth we could perceive
distinctly before us the range of the South Downs, which we easily recognized by the
waving lines, characteristic of chalk hills. On leaving Petworth we could see and
distinguish clearly two great ranges of chalk hills, the one extending far westward into
Hampshire, but eastward only a short distance, the other appearing to rise somewhat
farther south than the termination of the first, and extending far to the east. After
descending from Petworth, we perceived, in the valley of the little river Rother,
almost the first meadows we had seen: the country thus far being entirely woodland or
corn, the corn much less advanced than we had found it between Leatherhead and
Guildford, probably because the country was more inclosed and shaded by trees and
hedgerows. After crossing the Rother, we commenced ascending the western branch
of the South Downs. The view to the north, in ascending, is among the most delightful
I ever beheld. Not only, to the east, we could perceive the whole series of sand hills
from Dorking to Godalming, but in the direction of Hindhead and Blackdown the
country was thickly studded with beautiful sand hills, extending nearly as far as the
celebrated Selborne. On reaching the top of the hill, we perceived that this chain is
composed of two complete ridges, one to the north, the other to the south, with a long
valley of considerable elevation between them. In this remarkable valley lies the
village or hamlet of Waltham and it wants nothing but water, the usual deficiency in
chalk hills, to be perfectly lovely. The descent from the further ridge is gradual,
through a thick but very beautiful copse. The plain of Sussex lay before us, the Downs
behind, the sea most visibly to our left at the distance of about eight miles. From these
hills our road lay over a dead level to Chichester, which we reached about four
o’clock. While our dinner was preparing we walked into the cathedral, which is small,
and not very well arranged for architectural beauty in the interior, being too much
filled up, but on the outside it is one of the most elegant buildings of the sort which I
have seen. Chichester, which is not a very pretty or well built town, has nothing
remarkable except its cathedral and the cross, as it is called, I suppose from being
situated where two roads cross, for it bears no resemblance whatever to that figure,
but is a fine specimen of the oldest Gothic architecture, as the cathedral is (if 1
mistake not) of the latest.—After dining at the Dolphin, we walked to Bognor, over a
dull and dreary flat, and arrived at that watering place just in time to perceive its

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 7 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/261



Online Library of Liberty: The Collected Works of John Stuart Mill, Volume XXVII - Journals and
Debating Speeches Part II

extreme ugliness both in what pertains to nature and art. We put up at the Claremont
hotel, preferring the name as well as the look of the building to a new house of much
larger dimensions under the pompous title of The Hotel.

21st

In the morning before breakfast we walked out and looked at the town, which in
situation possesses as few advantages as a place on the sea side can have, and in
appearance, though an insignificant village, is full of abortive attempts to rival
Brighton. We walked westward a little way on the beach, which we found still duller
and more monotonous than the sea shore usually is. It is not indeed wholly destitute of
trees, but there are none of any great height, and both trees and hedges uniformly
grow away from the sea, so that the side of a hedge which is next the sea is as bare as
if all the leaves had been picked off, or as if it were winter on one side of the hedge
and summer on the other. This walk however afforded the Atriplex laciniata and
littoralis, Hordeum maritimum, Phleum arenarium and Beta maritima. On leaving
Bognor, we continued to follow the beach towards the east, which remained equally
dull and uninteresting, nor could we even walk upon it with any comfort, since even
the sand which the sea left behind it in retiring was scattered all over with shingle.
Corn however grows quite down to the seaside, but is far less advanced towards
ripeness than we had found it farther north. The sole ornament of this coast is the
Glaucium luteum or horn poppy, which grows in immense abundance among the
shingle. The only grasses which abound are the Triticum repens, which is perfectly
glaucous by the sea side, and Hordeum maritimum, which grows in such profusion as
almost to form a bed. We found in this morning’s walk the Poa maritima, Medicago
sativa, Apium petroselinum and graveolens, Scirpus maritimus, and Conium
maculatum: the latter we had also found near Chichester. It is remarkable that I have
never seen this plant in Surrey though very common all over Sussex. After passing
two or three stations of the preventive service,5 and meeting one of the men in almost
every two miles, but seeing scarcely any ships, as those which come down the
Channel put further to the southward in order to turn Beachy Head, and Selsea point,
we discovered the river Arun by the vessels which we perceived in it. We crossed it
by a ferry, and perambulated the town of Little Hampton which appears to be wholly
built of the flints picked up on the seashore; pointed and in a few of the best houses
faced with brick; but flint composes the side and back walls even of these, and almost
the whole of a curious new church which they have recently erected at this place in
rather better taste than has been usual lately. It is more unpretending than Bognor, and
therefore less ugly; but there is nothing positively pretty about it except the little
gardens in front of the cottages, which in general are exceedingly well stocked with
flowers. This town I believe is becoming a place of some resort as what is called a
watering place, though surely no place can be less suited for acquiring health than the
low lands at the mouth of a tide river, overflowed every spring tide. We walked from
this place to Arundel by the coach road, which we found more cheerful and
diversified as well as fortunately shorter than the road from Chichester to Bognor.
When, on climbing the hill beyond Leominster, we caught the first view of Arundel,
its castle and park on the opposite hill, and of the South Downs to the north, separated
from it only by a narrow valley, we were extremely struck by the sight—A town on a
hill is always striking when seen from the opposite hill, but here the fine Gothic
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building which overlooks the town, one of the few specimens remaining of the perfect
Gothic castle, and the park behind rising above it, and spreading itself over a high
ridge of chalk hills, renders the view when it first breaks upon the approaching
traveller, one of the most striking conceivable. On stopping at the immense inn called
the Norfolk arms, we were much annoyed by discovering that we were too late to see
the Castle that day, and that the next day, Sunday, it could not be seen. We however
climbed the hill, and first looked at the church, which is built in the cathedral shape,
with the steeple in the middle: and the interior, at least that half of it which is in front
of the organ, is considerably finer than that of Chichester cathedral. The other half,
which is the Gothic of a considerably earlier period, is, it seems, the burial place of
the Fitz Alans, earls of Arundel; it was destroyed by Oliver Cromwell (so at least we
were told by the woman who shews the church) and has never been restored till now,
when the present duke of Norfolk is about to repair it.6 We could perceive nothing
remarkable in the interior of it except some curiously carved woodwork. An owl has
her nest in the inside, which is indeed a fit place for her. On leaving the church, from
the roof of which I should first say that we had a very fine view of the surrounding
country, it being at the very top of the hill on which Arundel stands,—we skirted the
park for a short distance, reserving a fuller view of it for the next day. We passed
through some beautiful hanging beech woods on the sides of a very deep dell; from
which issues a copious stream as clear as that of Carshalton, and saw a chalk cliff of
considerable height, which affords shelter to a number of jack daws. Near the base of
this cliff we found the Dipsacus pilosus. The valley below Arundel, through which the
Arun flows, is perfectly flat, and filled with meadows which must I should think be
overflowed in winter, if not every spring tide, for they are scarcely to appearance,
above the level of the sea. The hills which inclose it are low and tame below Arundel,
above that town the valley gradually narrows, and the hills which contain it are high,
being on one side the hill on which the castle and park are situated, on the other the
downs which descend southward from the range of hills commonly called the South
Downs. There is a gap in those hills through which the Arun flows, very similar in
appearance to the gap between Box Hill and Norbury. The termination of the western
range very much resembles that of Norbury Park, but there is nothing to the east so
striking as Box Hill.

22nd Sunday

This day set in rainy at an early hour, but after having remained at Arundel till eleven
o’clock, seeing some appearances of its clearing up, we pursued our journey through
Arundel Park. The road from Arundel to London passes through the park, and by far
the greatest portion of it lies west of that road, but this part is not open to the public,
though it appears equally ornamented with the rest. We traversed that part of it which
lies east of the road and nearest to the valley of the Arun. This covers both sides of an
extremely deep dell, such as is not unfrequently observed in chalk hills. A ridge rises
from the valley to a considerable height, then turns round and descends again parallel
to itself leaving a dell between. Other dells run up from the principal dell to the two
ridges, particularly on the eastern side: we followed the west. At the very bottom of
the dell, issues from under the chalk the beautiful body of water which I mentioned in
my journal of yesterday: above which, on the side next the town, is the tall hanging
wood of beeches also mentioned in the same journal. We ascended to the summit of
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the ridge, the whole of which is composed of a beautiful turfy down with here and
there a beech copse, and issued out through a castellated gate (for about Arundel
everything is castellated) upon the broad open downs. Here we met the London road,
which we followed across the downs and a little way down the hill, and should
doubtless have enjoyed the prospect extremely, had not the rain here begun to
increase. To the west of it, extends a fine open down towards Dale Park (Mr. John
Smith’s new acquisition)7 and Eartham: and we could now clearly perceive that the
western range of the South Downs, which we crossed at Waltham, instead of dropping
down over the valley of the Arun, merely turned round and descended gradually by
the ridge we had now ascended, after the manner of chalk hills to Arundel where it
stops, having nothing but low insignificant hills towards the sea. We returned to the
Park Gate where a road turns off to Steyning. By this road we descended gently, by a
pretty woody slope, into the valley of the Arun, and put into a little village named
Houghton to wait for fair weather: but as we saw no signs of improvement in the sky,
we crossed the Arun, which, we could perceive, continues to wind through the same
flat low lying meadows to the north of the Downs, as it does to the south,—and
leaving the coach road to Steyning, ascended the Downs. The rain soon after set in
with such violence, and the clouds descended so thick upon the summits of the
highest hills, that I can give but an indifferent account of the Downs or of the
surrounding country between the valleys of the Arun and of the Addur.8 But we could
plainly see that the Downs at first consisted, as at Waltham of two ridges, with a
valley between them, but much more bare of trees; afterwards of three ridges, a series
of curious round-ended eminences seeming to rise in the middle of the valley, which
seemed about the same time to widen, and the southernmost ridge to slope away
towards the sea. We could perceive indistinctly through the mist, as we walked along
the northernmost ridge, that many of those furzy dells, so frequent in chalk hills, came
up the side of the ridge from the intermediate valley. We could see little of the plain
except sundry churches and commons and fields just at the base of the hills, and
frequently not even that. We crossed the ravine through which the road from London
to Worthing mounts upon the downs and after passing a round hill* covered with
wood which either was a camp, or is laid out in imitation of one. At length, after some
difficulty in finding our way through the clouds we arrived on the hill above Steyning,
to which we descended through cornfields, and at which we arrived perfectly
drenched. We were taken good care of by the old people at the White Horse, at which
we put up.

23rd

After raining till a late hour this morning it ceased raining and began to shew
symptoms of clearing up, but we felt by no means certain of a fine day when we left
Steyning. Steyning, though a borough, is an exceedingly small place, and, as we had
some reason to know from the difficulty we found in obtaining certain articles which
we wanted, a place of very inconsiderable commerce. It is a mean looking place too,
in its interior, though looking tolerably well when seen from the high grounds above
it: nor is there any thing remarkable in its appearance, except that the public footpath
on one side of the street is planted in several places with flowers, sometimes under the
walls of the houses, sometimes on the side next the street; which gives it a very pretty
and cheerful appearance. Steyning lies at the entrance of another of the valleys, which
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intersect the range of the South Downs: this is the valley of the Addur, one of the little
rivers which rise in the plain of Sussex, and which would be inconsiderable and
perhaps pretty if the tide did not come up them and render them navigable and ugly.
This valley is also called Shoreham gap, from the two Shorehams, which lie the one
near, the other close upon, the mouth of the Adur. This valley, at Steyning, is well
cultivated and contains some fine cornfields; it continues pretty for some distance
below. It gradually narrows, and we soon perceived that the round hill with the wood
upon it, which we observed yesterday, is in reality the boundary of Shoreham gap,
although we had to follow a long receding ridge beyond it before we came to the spot
where the plain appears to narrow itself into a valley, and where Steyning
stands.—On leaving Steyning we pursued for some distance the Shoreham and
Brighton road, turning aside only to view the ruins of Bramber castle, which lies close
to Steyning, and which must have been strong from the steep though not high
elevation on which it stands, though now looking very like any other ruin. Parts of the
outer wall, and one of the walls of a single tower, are all that now remain. The road
passes through the village of Bramber, which is rather extensive. It then crosses the
Adur, and soon after leaves the valley, and crosses over part of the eastern hill, to
save, as [ imagine, one of the sinuosities of the valley or perhaps to be out of all
danger from floods on the low ground. We also left the valley, but did not climb the
hill in the same direction: We ascended to the top of the downs, of which this point is
called Beeding hill; and could from its summit perceive almost the whole of the gap
from Steyning to the sea, with the mouth of the Adur, the town of New Shoreham
close upon the sea, in the eastern angle formed between it and the Adur, and the
whole series of hills or downs which compose the western céteau of the gap,
commencing from the round wooded hill, or camp, so often mentioned, and
terminating not far from the sea: for the downs, as we had suspected yesterday, spread
themselves out in the direction of the sea, and came much nearer to it in the direction
of Shoreham, than they were near Arundel, though gradually becoming lower as they
approached it in so much that we could for a considerable distance see the sea over
the top of them, from the hill where we stood. The horizon in that direction was
enveloped in thick and heavy clouds so that the rising of the sea (which like any other
plain of course seems to rise when seen from a height) was completely confounded
with the clouds: and to me at least, who am unused to sea views, and could not at first
justly estimate the extent of the visible horizon where unlimited by any thing except
the convexity of the earth, it appeared as if the more distant of the vessels which we
perceived were actually sailing at a great altitude in the clouds. On the side of the gap
on which we now were, as well as on the other, and indeed still more than on the
other, the downs now spread themselves out towards the sea, so as entirely to lose the
character of a ridge, except on the northern side, and might be considered a range of
hills, rising very abruptly on one side, sloping very gradually on the other, and
intersected on that side in a direction perpendicular to the ridge by several
prodigiously long dells, cultivated in the lower part and bare in the higher. Had it been
our object to arrive as expeditiously as possible at the place where we intended to
abide for the night, we should have kept on the ridge of the hills; but wishing to look
down towards the coast, we proceeded diagonally across the downs, nearly in the
direction of Brighton and soon perceived, in addition to the port of New Shoreham at
the mouth of the Adur, the town of Old Shoreham on the same side of the river higher
up, the village of Lower Lancing beyond the river on the coast, and the town of
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Worthing still further to the west, which was enveloped in a sea fog, though on the
heights we were free from clouds, except over our heads. As we rose over the top of
the descending ridge on which we were, and looked down into a long deep dell or
ravine, which extended to Brighton, we could perceive that that place, a considerable
part of which we could now see, became enveloped in like manner in a sea fog, which
was moving rapidly to the north east and after leaving Brighton ascended to the
heights beyond us to the east, to which we were about to proceed, and which we
observed enveloped in fog as we sat on the ridge where we were. We at length
summoned courage and descended the ravine, on the sides of which was a large
quantity of South Down sheep, the black faced breed, of which we observed always
two or three flocks within sight during the whole of this day’s walk. After we had
crossed this ravine and ascended the opposite hill, we found that we had the same
process to repeat, a second ravine lying in our way, which also abutted at Brighton.
This time we did not cross the ravine, but went round it, as it was filled and covered,
at the spot where we were, with a very large field of beautiful oats. Having gone
round another ravine in a similar manner, and been rewarded with nothing but two
specimens of the Ophrys aranifera, and a fine view of Brighton; for the downs here
are extremely tame, and appear to be still tamer immediately above that town; we
ascended to the main ridge, from which we obtained a splendid view of the plain of
Sussex bounded on the north by the Surrey sand hills and to the west by Blackdown
hill and Hindhead, both of which we could most distinctly perceive, as well as the
high range of the Western South Downs from Waltham to Arundel gap, and the
Eastern from Arundel gap to Shoreham gap, including the camp so often mentioned,
which served us as a landmark during a great part of this day’s walk. The air, which
during the early part of the morning had been oppressively sultry, now became fresh
and clear; we had a fine breeze on the heights, and the weather after being for a long
time dubious, became now (about two o’clock) decidedly fine, and sunny, though
with some clouds, which, and the clearness of the air after yesterday’s rain, rendered
our view of the plain, which we scarcely lost sight of during the rest of the day, still
finer than its inherent beauties of themselves sufficed to make it.—After proceeding a
short way along the ridge, we perceived at the foot of the hills the village of Poynings,
close to the road from Brighton to Horsham and Dorking; and a ravine in front of us,
through which that road ascends the downs. In order to cross this ravine, we
descended a very steep declivity on our right, and ascended beyond it into the higher
part of the ravine in question, from which, when we looked back, we perceived that
the declivity we had climbed and that which we had descended formed the two sides
of one of those dells which so often run up into chalk hills, but I never saw one in
which the hilly sides were so bold or the bottom more neatly cut out. I have since
learned that this is the celebrated Devil’s Dyke. We ascended the eastern side of the
ravine, from the summit of which we could now not only perceive the tower on Leith
hill,9 with the whole of that range of sand hills, but also the ridge of chalk hills which
terminates at Box hill, the slope of Denbies, and the Dorking gap together with the
chalk pits above Reigate. At a considerable distance south of these but considerably
north of the South Downs, we observed a range of tolerably high sand hills stretching
from West to East, which we supposed to be the range of St. Leonard’s forest. We
saw more and more of this as we gradually left the Surry10 hills behind us to the left.
We soon came to another ravine and accordingly descended the side of it on which we
were, in a sloping direction, towards the village of Pyecombe in the ravine. The
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downy slope of this hill was covered with the Genista tinctoria and Rosa spinosissima,
but of the latter we could discover only one specimen in flower, the remainder having
gone by: The lower part of the descent lay through corn fields, in which, as in all
other places which we have observed in our tour, the corn appeared fine. Two
Brighton roads meet at the little village of Pyecombe; the road through Reigate and
Crawley, and that through Red Hill and Cuckfield. We crossed these roads, and
ascended, by a gentle slope, the other side of the ravine, from which all the remainder
of our day’s march lay on the summit of the hill. We perceived that the downs here
returned to their original form of a double ridge with an irregular valley between; at
least this was the form in which they appeared to us, though beyond the south ridge
they probably spread themselves out towards the sea. The north ridge, a little beyond
the last ravine, turns short round to the south towards the other, dropping down into
the valley however, before it meets it; which accounts for the apparent termination of
the South Downs at this point when seen from the hills about Dorking. We here took
our last view of the Surry hills, which we now saw with extreme distinctness as well
as Hindhead but Blackdown hill and the western range of the South Downs, though
perfectly visible, were greatly obscured by a white glaring haze. At this point, we
were in the centre of a vast amphitheatre bounded by hills on almost all sides. We
could see far beyond Petworth, to the west, as far as the country about Hailsham to the
east, as far as Dorking to the north, and to the south the Downs, and an immense
extent of sea, appearing like a range of high hills. We seemed about as far elevated
above the plain, as we appear when on the top of Leith hill, and this ridge is probably
as high above its base as Leith hill, though not so high above the sea. We soon came
in sight of another large gap in the Downs, the valley of the Ouse, which we could
trace quite down to its mouth, and to the tall cliffs about Newhaven and Seaford: this
gap being wider and less sinuose than those of the Arun or Adur. Chalk hills, though
much lower than those on which we were, seemed to rise beyond the gap and extend
themselves a short way at the entrance of the valley in the same line with those which
we were upon: but what [ have before called the southern range of the South Downs
rose up on the eastern side of the Ouse into high bold hills, very steep toward the
north and sloping towards the sea. We crossed another Brighton road, that through
Godstone, and proceeded along the ridge above Plumpton (a village and estate on the
plain) enjoying all the way a most delightful prospect, in which the verdure and
brightness of the plain contrasted charmingly with the dreariness of the Downs, now
somewhat obscured by clouds; until at last these hills dropped down, and so did we,
into the valley of the Ouse in which the large town of Lewes lay before us, and in this,
after crossing another of the roads from London to Brighton, viz. that by Lewes,
(which, curiously enough, crosses a hill instead of coming up the valley, and enters at
the further end of the town instead of the nearer) we took up our residence for the
night at the Star Inn. In the evening we strolled out to take a view of the town, which
is very considerable, having three churches and a principal street full a mile in length.
It is, great part of it, on the slope of a hill, and is one of the neatest and most cheerful
country towns I ever saw, as its valley is one of the most richly cultivated. We
observed late this evening a meteorological phenomenon not, I believe, very
uncommon, but well worthy of notice; very heavy clouds hanging over the hill, and
blown continually over the edge of it by a brisk wind, but dissipated and entirely
disappearing immediately after.
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24th

We commenced the business of this morning by visiting the Castle, which is an old
building on the highest point of the town, only partially preserved, but not in ruins,
Mr. Kemp (who holds it of the three Lords of Lewes)11 having fitted it up to be
inhabited by the person who shews it, and occasionally for a night by himself. What
remains of it is chiefly two watchtowers, one of which we ascended and looked down
from the roof of it upon the valley of the Ouse, the town of Lewes and the
surrounding hills. The woman who shewed the place pointed out to us seven churches
instead of three, as | had supposed; all of them in the town, or suburbs connected with
it. At the foot of the hill is an Infant School, which we inspected: it is a general
school, there being a Church of England one beside; | was therefore glad to perceive,
among the patrons and benefactors of this school the families of all the candidates for
Lewes at the last election, a Mr. Kemp, Mr. Donovan and Sir John Shelley.12 It
seems an extremely well managed school and the ideas given to the children are rather
less exclusively religious than is frequently the case at these schools. We left Lewes
by an extensive suburb called Cliff, on the opposite side of the river, and commenced
climbing the hill above it, which is one of the chalk hills which I mentioned in my
journal of yesterday as lying nearly in a line with those about Plumpton, though
decidedly farther to the south. From the ridge of this hill we descended into a ravine
which runs up into the hill in the manner so often described. The bottom of the hill,
which was rather highly cultivated, afforded us several specimens of a somewhat rare
plant, the Papaver hybridum. We went up the ravine for some distance, and at last
ascended the other of the ridges which include it; we then mounted up to the top of
the ridge, from which we observed, from a seat which had been generously placed
there, the surrounding country. We found that the hills on which we then were,
entirely ceased immediately beyond the hill where we were sitting. The plain which
bounded them appeared flat, dull, and uninteresting, mostly covered with water
meadows without hedges, hedgerows, or trees of any kind. To the south, between us
and the bold ridge of hills mentioned in yesterday’s journal lay a valley richly laid out
in corn fields like the valleys at Dorking, though of little extent, opening on one side
into the valley of the Ouse, on the other into the plain. To the west lay the valley of
the Ouse itself, which is the ugliest gap we have yet fallen in with. The Ouse, like all
rivers artificially made navigable, looks like a mere canal: the valley is as flat as a
deal table; a quality which adds beauty to a valley when the hills which bound it are
bold and abrupt, but spoils it when, as in this case, they ascend gradually and tamely.
The whole valley is filled with water meadows, which are inclosed by ditches instead
of hedges or trees; and though more than a dozen small villages lay in sight, none of
them were quite in the valley, but all of them a little, though a very little way up the
hill, shewing that the valley is frequently flooded, indeed I should think that spring
tides must almost overflow it. We descended into the little valley to the south, where
after passing the village of Glynd, and crossing one or two meadows of extremely
coarse herbage, we fell in with the Glynd river, an ugly muddy canal-like stream,
which falls into the Ouse, and into which the tide was running with great force. We
crossed this river and the valley and then ascended the range of bold hills which
extend, as I have before observed, towards the east, and which though so far south of
the hills we yesterday traversed, are here the outermost ridge of the whole chain. Our
object was, to make for the cliff above Newhaven, which we had observed from the
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Plumpton hills the day before. We could now plainly perceive Newhaven at the mouth
of the river and as the downs spread out towards the sea, exactly as they appeared to
do above Brighton, sloping extremely, and being intersected by dells which run up
from the sea to the very top of the ridge, we thought that by following one of these
dells we should reach the sea more agreeably than in any other way. We did not
however go into the bottom of the dell, but followed it about half way up its western
side. At first we encountered down, then furze, then down again for a short distance,
and then ground which had been ploughed up and allowed to go out of culture, like
that on Box hill; the first land of the sort which we had seen. We here found the
Marrubium vulgare. We then met with some barley, also the first we had seen on the
downs, all the corn which we had hitherto met with being either wheat or oats. The
barley however seemed as fine as the other grains which we had met with in this
country. We now descended by a chalky field-side into the ravine, which here turns
away somewhat to the east; and perceiving a village in the bottom lower down,
although the path to Newhaven seemed to lie further to the right we pursued the
ravine. We found some fine wheat in the bottom, and a large field of lucerne; which
we met with not unfrequently during the rest of this day’s walk and the deep green of
which among these dry hills was highly ornamental. The hamlet of Norton, through
which we now passed, is a wretched looking place, with the exception of one rather
large cottage with a moderately large and richly stocked flower garden round it. We
next skirted an immense barley-field—I should state that all the corn fields are
uninclosed throughout the whole of the Downs. Here we again found the Papaver
hybridum; and the edges of this and of all the other barley fields in the neighbourhood
abound with the Caucalis nodosa. At the extremity of this field, and a little lower
down than Norton, was the village of Bishopstone, which contained a church and
some ugly but not poor-looking farm houses and barns. We continued to follow the
valley quite down to the seaside. In the meadows at the bottom of it, south of
Bishopstone, we saw some rather fine trees. At Bognor, and on the Downs from
Poynings to Lewes, the trees were stunted, and grew away to the north east in a very
marked manner; being the direction opposite to the sea, and to the prevailing wind.
But here, being sheltered in that direction, the trees grew tolerably well. The dell is
bounded to the west by the cliff already mentioned, above Newhaven: this we
therefore missed. After searching a sort of bog or place of reeds in the bottom of the
valley which was covered with Scirpus maritimus and Apium graveolens (wild
celery) and in which we found the Samolus valerandi and Oenanthe pimpinelloides,
we crossed the road which runs along the coast from Hastings to Brighton, and
mounted a little sandy cliff over the sea, to the east, where we saw the Salvia
verbenaca and our old friend the horn-poppy. Beyond this was a rather high chalk
cliff immediately above the sea, which we climbed, and enjoyed the magnificent
spectacle of the ocean spread out under our feet. The sky being now clear with a few
clouds interspersed, we saw the sea of a deep blue intermixed with patches of white,
which is its finest state. At the foot of this cliff was the old borough of Seaford, a
rather shabby looking place, surrounded however by fine cornfields: we passed
through it, and descending to the beach, found the Statice armeria, or common thrift,
which we also saw in great abundance on the cliffs during all the remainder of our
walk. Here we saw one of the Martello towers, put up to frighten Bonaparte: 13 it
seemed about ten feet high, and cut the most ridiculous figure imaginable. We
climbed the next cliff, which was rather higher than the preceding, and from which we
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could perceive that the whole coast was skirted by such cliffs to Beachy Head, which
is the southernmost point of Sussex, unless Selsea near the western border be farther
south. From this hill we could perceive another gap in the hills, having a river in it
and terminating in the small haven or bay termed Cuckmere haven. We descended the
hill, and forded the stream, which, among the shingles, had not more than a foot of
depth; much water being lost in the stones from which it oozes out here and there. We
were rewarded by finding the Crambe maritima, or sea-cale a short way up the
adjoining cliff. We ascended the cliff, and found that the coast from this point to
Beachy Head resembled on a large scale a number of graves laid side by side, so
regular and frequent were the ascents and descents. We met with stations of the
preventive service every two or three miles and with the men themselves almost every
half mile. This coast yielded to us a grass which I believe to be the Hordeum pratense;
but a more striking object was the sea, rolling beneath us at a depth of from 200 to
300 feet, and a more interesting one was the flights of seagulls hovering and sporting
about the cliffs; we admired the extreme beauty of their flight, in which their wings
scarcely appear to move. Almost as soon as we had passed over Beachy Head, the
summit and extremity of the highest of these grave-like promontories, the coast turns
off almost at right angles, having sloped E.S.E. almost from Shoreham, and turning
now almost directly N.E. Here the downs suddenly cease, and the flats commence:
and though it was now nearly dark, we could perceive the town of Eastbourne a little
way beyond the foot of the hill to which place we descended, and in which (at the
New Inn) we took up our quarters for the night.

25th

Our perambulations in the South Downs were now finished, and the remainder of our
walk lay through a comparatively flat country. We first went down to the sea. The
village or small town of Eastbourne is about three quarters of a mile from the beach:
the principal houses of entertainment for visitants are at the hamlet of South Bourne
on the beach. The two together compose a tolerably pretty town, at least when
compared with most of the other watering places on the Sussex coast. The vicinity of
the South Downs and of Beachy Head is of itself sufficient to give this place a
decided superiority, as far as regards situation, over such a place as Bognor. Here too
there are trees, of tolerable magnitude, and not growing away from the sea, as we had
observed in most other places, because the open side is here to the south east, and the
place is sheltered from the prevailing, or South-west wind, by Beachy Head and the
adjacent downs. We proceeded along the Pevensey road, between the sea and the
South Downs, that is to say, their eastern boundary: for, as I have already mentioned,
the chain, considered in regard to its length, drops here, but considered in its breadth it
extends of course northward to the eastern extremity of the bold hills which
commence south of Lewes. To our right now lay a long row of Martello towers, and
the shingles of the beach, which are here extremely wide, and thickly covered with
horn-poppy, echium, cynoglossum, and other common plants. To the left lay
watermeadows divided from one another by ditches; in some of which the hay-harvest
was not yet concluded. These ditches afforded the Hydrocharis morsus ranae, Typhya
angustifolia or minor, Sparganium simplex, Cicuta virosa, Sagittaria sagittaefolia;
they also abounded in the Butomus umbellatus and Scirpus maritimus. After two or
three miles of this sort of country, the road lying over a dead flat, we came among
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some little sand hills, on which there were cornfields, but the corn, though every
where fine, not much advanced for the season. We soon reached Pevensey, a shabby
looking town of no great size, containing the ruins of a large castle, placed as those
buildings usually are, on a little eminence; and surrounded by a moat. The greater part
of the outer enceinte is preserved, and much of the walls of the keep: but in other
respects it was just like any other ruin. On its walls we gathered the Anethum
foeniculum, a fennel. On leaving Pevensey, we crossed, for several miles, a tract of
country resembling Romney marsh, that is to say, composed of watermeadows
intersected by ditches. The grass appeared good, and the cattle upon it, which were
chiefly bullocks, the finest I had ever seen. But indeed all which we had seen since we
left Lewes were of the same kind. Some are red, others black, and both superb
animals of their kind. In this and the neighbouring country they appear to employ
chiefly bullocks for draught, and even for ploughing. The ditches here afforded the
Scirpus lacustris. On leaving the marsh, we passed through the little village of
Wartling, and turning to the left, made for Herstmonceux park. This park, which is in
itself nothing extraordinary is, however, rather pretty for such a spot. It lies on several
little heathy sandhills. But the remarkable feature in it is the old castle of
Herstmonceux, which is in excellent preservation. We could perceive by its lying in a
bottom instead of being situated upon an eminence, as well as by its being built of
brick instead of stone, and by the stile of its architecture, that, although imitated from
the Gothic, it is of a date greatly posterior to the feudal times. We were accordingly
told by the person who shews it, that it was built in the reign of Henry VI, although
there is a wall standing in it of a much earlier date. The outer walls are almost perfect,
and some of the inner ones: even some of the timbers still subsist, in good condition.
In fact, it was inhabited till about sixty years ago, when it was dilapidated in order to
build the present Herstmonceux house. It derived its odd name, according to the man
who shews it, from the names of its founder, Mr. Herst, and a subsequent possessor
named Monceux.14 Altogether it is the best worth seeing of any castle we have
inspected in this tour. On leaving Herstmonceux, we approached the sand hills which
we had seen from Plumpton downs and taken for the St. Leonard’s forest range, but
which in fact commence about Uckfield and end at Hastings, as we could now plainly
perceive. The approaches to the main range of sand hills, though merely common
place pretty country, with gentle sandy slopes and corn fields, appeared delightful to
us after the dull flats which we had just crossed. We passed through the village of
Boreham, on the road from Lewes to Battel15 and Hastings, which road we followed
for some time, and found the Linum angustifolium under a hedge by its side. We
however soon left this road, and turning off to the left, crossed a bottom, ascended a
pretty high sandy ridge, and descending into the valley beyond, came to Ashburnham
park. This park, for the beauty of its trees and the pretty manner in which the ground
is laid out, is really one of the best which I have seen, but it appeared still finer to us,
who came from among water meadows and ditches. The house, of which the
architecture is chaste though not without ornament, had the merit of appearing solid
and at the same time light. It belongs to the Earl of Ashburnham, who is I believe
descended from Ashburnham the attendant of Charles 1,16 and they shew various
relics of that monarch at the place, but we could not see it, as part of the family was
there. Having ascended from the bottom in which we were, by a beautiful dell among
trees, forming part of the park, we found ourselves on the top of the main ridge of
these sand hills, and soon came in sight of Battel, a pretty though not large town, on
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the same ridge. Having dined at the George Inn, finding that there was nothing to be
seen at Battel (for the Abbey is shewn only on Mondays) we walked to Hastings. It
was nearly dark when we set out but we had light enough to see the exterior of the
Abbey, the front of which though not symmetrical appeared to us a very fine
specimen of that branch of the Gothic architecture. The part which is inhabited is
comparatively modern, but the uninhabited part has been prevented from falling into
ruins by judicious repairs.

26th

Hastings is, as all know, a very old town and the greater part of it has the appearance
of one, the streets being paved, but narrow, and the houses high. The part which lies
immediately on the beach is the only part which has the appearance of a watering
place, and this has not the tawdry appearance of watering places in general: the
houses are large and well built, and the place appears to have no greater pretensions
than it is able to support. It is a great fishing place, and we saw abundance of fishing
vessels in the harbour. Compared with most watering places, the country about
Hastings is certainly fine, there being some tolerably pretty sand slopes, though not
equal to those about Battel, and some very bold sand stone cliffs on both sides of the
town. We went to the base of the first cliff west of the town, on which the ruins of the
castle stand, and then ascended the first cliff to the east of which we explored both the
summit and the base, as well as part of the base of the second cliff, and a little woody
dell between them. As cliffs, they are not equal to the chalk cliffs about Beachy Head,;
but being of a different composition, viz. sandstone, intermixed with large lumps of a
stone appearing to bear a great resemblance to clay slate, they were worth seeing even
after those which were so much finer in themselves. The vegetation is, of course, of a
character very different from that of the South Downs and so many rare plants are set
down in the neighbourhood of Hastings, that we expected a rich harvest. We found
the Sedum anglicum on sand rocks in the dell already spoken of, and the Crithmum
maritimum (samphire) on the second cliff, together with a tall grass probably the
Festuca rubra; but could find none of the plants peculiarly attributed to Hastings. 1
should however state that the cliffs are absolutely covered with Statice armeria and
Linum angustifolium; but these we had found previously and they were therefore of
less value to us. From Hastings (at the Swan Inn) we proceeded by one of the London
coaches to Lamberhurst, on the border of Kent, through a very hilly and sandy
country, rather pretty but containing nothing extraordinary and differing in nothing
from any other sand hills except in the multitude of hop gardens which we met with as
we approached Kent. From Lamberhurst we walked across, through the same sort of
country to Tunbridge Wells, continually looking for Waterdown forest in a part of the
country where it was laid down in our map of Sussex, but where it really is not and
passing through some pretty woods in the domain of Bayham Abbey belonging to
Lord Camden,17 which woods we took for Waterdown forest until we were informed
of the contrary.

27th

We employed the greater part of this day in seeing the country and the various sights
in the neighbourhod of Tunbridge Wells. This place, though nearly as large as
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Dorking, has no church, being in three different parishes and in two counties, Kent
and Sussex. It is a straggling place scattered about on the two slopes and in the bottom
of a broad sandy dell. One side (the north side) of the dell constitutes the common, on
the top of which, as we are informed by the guide book, there are magnificent rocks,
containing caverns which remind one of that of the robbers in Gi/ Blas.18 We walked
to those rocks in the morning, and found that there were some tolerably large blocks
of sandstone lying about on the top of the hill, out of the bottom of some of which a
little sand had been dug. After amusing ourselves for some time with this piece of
humbug, we returned to breakfast at the Royal Kentish Hotel and after breakfast
proceeded to the westward up the valley in which Tunbridge Wells is situated. The
country about Tunbridge Wells is composed of sandy ridges and dells, tolerably well
wooded, and on the whole decidedly pretty, though by no means striking to any one
who has seen the beautiful parts of Surrey. This valley we found to be among the
prettiest parts of it. We followed the valley for about a mile, till we arrived at what are
called the High Rocks, that is to say a long ledge of perpendicular sand stone rocks
intersected by natural fissures, and from forty to seventy feet high. These rocks, being
ornamented and in some measure shrouded by trees, have very much the appearance
of real mountain scenery, and appeared to us worthy of the praise which they
copiously received in the guide book.19 This spot belongs to the Earl of
Abergavenny, and has been somewhat altered from its native wildness by artificial
ornaments, but sparingly, and in good taste. On the damp and shady parts of the rocks
we found the celebrated Tunbridge fern or Hymenophyllum tunbridgense; and in the
cornfields above them as well as in some other places included in this day’s walk we
found a beautiful purple variety of the Viola tricolor, or heart’s ease, which Forster in
his Flora Tunbridgensis conjectures to be a peculiar species.20 After inspecting these
rocks in some detail, we looked at some other rocks in the same valley—for large
blocks of sandstone lie about, sometimes scattered and sometimes in ledges, in
various places about Tunbridge Wells, and we then reascended the north side of the
valley to Rusthall common, on the top of the hill, where a number of curiously shaped
blocks lie about, one of them called the Toad Rock, because in shape it somewhat
resembles a toad sitting on a stone. We now kept on the top of the hill for some
distance towards the west, in the direction of East Grinstead, but left that road at
Langton Green, whence we redescended into the valley, here spread out into a plain,
crossed a large open warren belonging to Lord Abergavenny in the low and boggy
parts of which we found the Abama ossifraga (Narthecium ossifragum of Smith)21 in
great abundance, and entered into Waterdown forest. This forest belongs to Lord
Abergavenny, and is beautifully laid out almost in the stile of a pleasure ground. It is
intersected in all directions by broad grassy drives, one of them extending for nearly a
mile along the base of a ledge of rocks, almost as pretty though not so high as the
High Rocks already described. A large portion of this forest consists entirely of birch.
We wandered through almost every part of it, (for it is much reduced in extent since it
was a royal chase), enjoying the beauty of the spot and searching for some of the
numerous rare plants said by Forster in his Flora Tunbridgensis to grow there: but
though we purchased the book on purpose to assist us we met with no success in our
search for the plants. On leaving the forest by the eastern side, we experienced
another disappointment by finding that Eridge Castle and Park, belonging to the same
nobleman, and mentioned in the Guide Book as a great shewplace, was not to be
shewn.22 We were now on the direct road from Lewes to Tunbridge Wells, and by
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this road we returned to the latter place, where we took a cold bath in the chalybeate
water of the place. The baths are situated close to the Parade, which is well furnished
with shops, and, for a watering place, tolerably pretty and cheerful. The rest of the
town, village, or hamlet (call it which you will) is dull and watering-place-like
enough. After dinner we walked six miles across the country to Tunbridge23 an ugly
old town consisting of one street, about a mile in length, situated on the Medway and
contriving two bridges over as many branches of that river (two of them considerable
streams) from which multitude of bridges it derives it name Town of bridges, or
Tunbridge. We stopped at the Crown Inn.

28th

We commenced the operations of this day by seeing the Castle, one of the best
preserved and most curious specimens of that sort of building which we had seen in
our tour. Of the outer enceinte a very small portion is preserved, but the high part, or
citadel, remains almost entire and consists of a high quadrangular tower, with circular
turrets at the four corners, nearly equalling in diameter the breadth of the building.
Figure 1 exhibits the base of the building, Figure 2 its appearance when seen on its
broad side, Figure 3 when seen on the narrow.

Figure 1

Figure 1

Figure 2

Figure 2

Figure 3

Figure 3
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It is now joined to a more modern, and inhabited mansion, but continues to be
exhibited to those who visit the place. On leaving Tunbridge, we pursued the
Maidstone road, through an uninteresting country enough, as far as Hadlow, where we
turned off to the left, crossed several fields, and a park of no particular beauty, and
then came to the range of sand hills which begins at Reigate and runs parallel to the
chalk hills of Surrey and Kent. From these beautifully wooded hills we discovered the
chalky range of which Box hill and the Ranmer hills form a part: It now lay directly
before us and we could perceive that it does not stop at Wrotham but merely opens
into a gap similar to that at Dorking and lets through the Medway just as the other lets
through the Mole. Our distance from Rochester through this gap would appear not to
have been great. After allowing the Medway to pass through it, the range of chalk
hills rises again, but changes its direction: instead of running from west to east, as it
does from Guildford to Wrotham, it turns into a direction considerably south of east,
and we could perceive it slanting away to so great a distance, that on comparing the
face of the country as we perceived it with the map of Kent, we had no doubt that it
runs a little north of Ashford, leaves Romney marsh to the south, and joins the sea
about Folkestone; and that the chalk cliffs from Folkestone to Dover, and even those
north of Dover, are formed by these hills, as those of Seaford and Beachy Head are
formed by the South Downs.—Having viewed this interesting range of hills for some
time, we crossed the valley, and began ascending the chalk hills, taking in our way the
ugly village of Wrotham. The view from the summit of the chalk hills is extensive,
but far less diversified and interesting than that which may be perceived from the
parts of this range nearest to Dorking, or even to Godstone and Reigate. We however
proceeded by field paths along the summit of the hill, and did not redescend into the
valley until we came nearly opposite to Sevenoaks, which, as we could not see it from
the hill, we had some difficulty in finding. It lies a little way up the range of sand hills
which still continues to run parallel, or nearly parallel, with the great chalky range:
and the town is situated near the head of the Darent, and almost opposite to another
gap in the range of chalk hills, through which that river flows to empty itself into the
Thames. In the little that we could perceive of the declivity of the chalk hills towards
the north, it appeared gradual, but not spreading out into Downs as between Dorking
and Reigate, or as the range of the South Downs does between Shoreham and
Newhaven. The width of the ridge, at this point, seemed about equal to what it is near
Oxted. In beauty of appearance, whether at the summit, or as seen from the plain, it
was somewhat inferior to the part above Godstone, still more to that above Dorking.
We stopped at the Rose and Crown, Sevenoaks, and while dinner was preparing, we
inspected Knole Castle and Park, the old residence of the Dorset family.24 The park is
one of the very best which I have seen, the beauty of the trees, and the disposition of
the ground, being taken together: though I have perhaps seen others which excel it in
either of those qualities considered separately. The castle seems of an age posterior to
that in which castles were built for defence; I should say somewhat older than
Herstmonceux. The internal arrangement and the furniture, of a great part of it, is
carefully kept in the same state as formerly: two miles of rooms, which were fitted up
for James I and II respectively when on certain occasions they honoured Knole Castle
with their presence are still retained precisely in the same state in which they were left
by those monarchs.25 The old bedroom-furniture is curious because it is old, and this
is one of the principal curiosities of the place. Another is a large collection of pottery
etc. from Herculaneum, in a state of preservation, both as to the vessels themselves
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and the designs upon them, which is truly surprising. There is also a collection of very
ancient china. But the most interesting, to many spectators, of all the sights to be seen
at this place, is the extensive and fine collection of pictures, both by the ancients and
modern masters. [ am so indifferent a judge of painting, that I will not venture to say
any thing of their merits, though I was greatly struck with several pictures. A rarer
and to me a more interesting characteristic of this collection was, its containing
portraits of almost all persons who have distinguished themselves in English history,
whether as public or literary characters, whether as statesmen, poets, orators or
philosophers.—In the evening, we walked along the valley to Westerham through the
large villages of Riverhead, Sundridge and Brasted, and here, at the King’s Arms, we
remained for the night.

29th

This day we concluded our tour by walking from Westerham to Dorking, through
Godstone (where we breakfasted), Bletchingly, Nutfield and Reigate. Our course lay
between the chalky and the sandy ranges during the whole of our course, and we were
now upon ground which was familiar to me. We remained at Dorking the rest of the
day.

30th
My two friends returned to town this morning and I myself in the afternoon. I subjoin

an account of the expenses of our tour for the information of myself and others on
future occasions:
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£s d
Our fare by the coach from London to Chichester 25 -
Coachman and Guard (3s.6d + 1s) 4 6
Dinner and waiter at Chichester 116
Bill, waiter, chambermaid and boots at Bognor 1 4 -
Seeing the church at Arundel 1 -
Boy for directing us to the park -6
Bill etc. at Arundel 1 142
Luncheon at Houghton 13
Bill etc. at Steyning 1 210
Luncheon at Dyke House near Poynings 13
Bill etc. at Lewes 1 117
Luncheon at Seaford 29
Seeing the Castle and Infant School at Lewes 1 6
Bill etc. at East Bourne 1 132
Seeing Hurstmonceux 1 -
Luncheon at Wartling 2 2
Dinner at Battel 146
Bill etc. at Hastings 1 76
Fare to Lamberhurst by the Hastings coach, including coachman1 6 -
Luncheon at Lamberhurst - 10
Bill etc. at Tunbridge Wells 2 193
Seeing the High Rocks l -
Baths at Tunbridge Wells 7 6
Bill etc. at Tunbridge 1 06
Seeing Tunbridge Castle 1 -
Luncheon at Wrotham 1 4
Seeing Knole Castle 2 6
Bill etc. at Sevenoaks 102
Bill etc. at Westerham 114
Breakfast at Godstone 6 -

207 7
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30.

Walking Tour Of Berkshire, Buckinghamshire, Oxfordshire,
And Surrey

3-15JULY, 1828

MS, Yale University Library, John Stuart Mill Papers, Box 2, MS 350. On this tour
Mill’s companions, in addition to Horace Grant, who had also accompanied him on
the previous tour (see No. 29), were Francis Edward Crawley (1803-32), and Edwin
Chadwick (1800-90), the latter a close associate of Mill’s from this time throughout
life. Chadwick and Grant left Mill and Crawley on 14 July to return to London. As not
published in Mill’s lifetime, not listed in his bibliography.

Thursday 3rd July 1828

Set out from town this morning with Crawley, Chadwick, and Grant, on a tour to the
Stoken-Church and Chiltern Hills. We set off from the Black Lion, Water Lane, by a
Reading coach, which leaves that inn at half past eight, and which we chose as well
for its early hour, as because it possesses the privilege of driving through Windsor
Great Park. The road as far as Staines Bridge is tame and common place enough but
becomes interesting immediately on entering Surrey. The river to the right, St. Ann’s
Hill to the left, Cooper’s Hill and the high ground of Windsor Park in front, compose
a pretty enough ensemble. Shortly after passing through the neat town of Egham, we
left the great western road, and ascending a hill to the right, came upon some high flat
ground intersected by waste and plantations, not like any thing which I ever remember
to have seen. We passed through Englefield Green, a pretty village surrounding a
common, and composed chiefly of gentlemen’s houses and gardens, and we shortly
after entered the Great Park. This is composed of a large tract of sand hill, gradually
sloping down toward the Castle and Town, and forming in its descent some
exceedingly fine broken ground, the whole (with the exception of some copse and
shrubbery about the Royal Cottage of which we could but just see the chimnies over
the trees) beautifully laid out in the forest stile with large trees and glades. Our road
led us along the brow of the hill, and afforded us numerous shifting views of the
castle and town, which are situated on a hill at the northern extremity of the Great
Park. The castle is at the top of the hill; the town on its side, and like all towns so
situated, very striking. We saw it, first by occasional glimpses through the trees, then
in full view, then down the fine avenue called the Long Walk, of which it formed a
magnificent termination. The Park, with the exception of this Walk and some other
avenues, has completely the air of a forest, with the common deer and the red deer
with their noble antlers moving about it or reposing themselves. When we left the
Park, we descended the hill, and found ourselves in a corn country the greater part of
which was to appearance newly inclosed, and had indeed been taken in from Bagshot
Heath at no very long interval. It appeared to yield tolerably good corn, and there
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were some fir plantations on it, but these were less good, the quantity of other trees
intermixed and profiting by their shelter not being sufficient. We left Ascot Race
Course to our left, within sight, and rejoined the Bath Road at the village of Bracknel,
a place on a hill, which, as we observed in most of the places which we passed
through, resembled more a town in the West of England, than those near London, the
houses being smaller and less ornamented, and the general appearance of the place not
so neat. The truth is that we were now out of the range of the houses and white
cottages of persons living in London and passing a day or two days of the week in the
country. The ground near us continued for some distance further, to be nearly of the
same character as before, but it gradually became more woody, and at the approach to
Oakingham a fine view opened to the left. Bagshot Heath appeared to form a fine long
ridge dropping suddenly down at its western extremity near Sandhurst, and two round
hills appeared between it and Oakingham, one of them nearly bare, the other with a
large tree or clump of trees at the top, bearing a considerable resemblance in shape to
the round volcanic hills of Cette and Agde on the coast of Languedoc.1 One of these
hills I remember is called Edgeborough Hill—and from one of them, but I forget
which I have when living near Sandhurst College,2 looked down upon
Oakingham.—The town of Wokingham or Oakingham, like the village of Bracknel,
has more the appearance of a West of England town than of one in the south eastern
counties. In the outskirts, the houses are shabby enough: in the centre there is a large
open market place, on which several good houses look out, although rather in the old
stile, and one of them (that of the surgeon) so like an inn, that we looked about us for
the sign. From Oakingham to Reading it is a common-place corn country, not ugly,
nor very beautiful. We crossed the Loddon, celebrated in Pope’s Windsor Forest,3
and about three o’clock arrived at Reading, seeing to our right the valley of the
Thames, and the beautiful chalk hills beyond. Reading is an exceedingly large country
town, with a considerable number of long wide streets, neatly built, and apparently of
rapidly increasing size, long rows of new houses in the London stile appearing on the
different avenues to the town. We here met M. d’Eichtal, the friend of Eyton Tooke,4
who being at Newbury had ridden over to meet us, and who guided us over the town.
We went down to the old bridge at Caversham about a mile from the town, and
explored the chalk pits and hills on the other side of the river: We found no plants, but
had a magnificent view of the river and its valley. The valley is filled with beautiful
meadows very like those at Marlow: a range of chalk hills cultivated at the top comes
close to the river on the north side; on the south the hills are lower and more remote.
We found near the bridge a plant which I believe is the Myagrum sativum.—We
dined at the Horse and Jockey an inn quite at the extremity of the town in the road
towards Pangbourn5 and Wallingford:—and after dinner we took our leave of M.
d’Eichtal, and descending to the bridge, followed the towing path to Pangbourn. The
meadows, as [ have already observed, are exactly like those at Marlow, and the hay is
just cut, in some places not yet carried. The immediate fringe of the river is just
beginning to come into its highest beauty; the towing path is nothing more than a
pretty footpath through a meadow, and therefore takes away nothing from the beauty
of the scene. The river is broad, but quiet, and not very deep, as is proved by the
rushes and other weeds from which in some places no part of the channel is free. The
valley becomes presently deeper and closer; the hills on the left approach to the river,
leaving at last only a small strip of meadow between. The side of the hill on our left is
covered with a beautiful wood, and the chalk hills on the right become woody instead
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of cultivated. The river first approaches to the road, and comes so near that we could
see at the top of the hill, a house on the road, and could hear and see carriages on it.
The river then makes a bend to the right, and the towing path crosses for a short time
to the Oxfordshire side in order to avoid a pretty house and pleasure ground on the
declivity of the hill. At Mapledurham lock, one of the most beautiful spots on the
river, it again bends to the left, and the valley widens, being still filled with meadows.
The ridge of high chalk hills to the right now changes its character, becoming bare
and irregular, and resembling less the chalk hills of Surry6 than the descent from
Salisbury plain. It was almost dark when we arrived at Pangbourn, where we stopped
for the night, at the “George.”

4th

Having seen yesterday that there was much ground worth exploring on the north side
of the river, and wishing to pass another entire day in the vicinity of so beautiful an
object, we resolved to dine at Pangbourn and not proceed further than Streatley
tonight. We accordingly crossed the river by the wooden bridge which connects
Pangbourn with Whitchurch, and after passing through some meadows by the river
side, we commenced ascending the first woody hill in the direction of Reading. We
crossed the wood by a very beautiful path, and came to a deep dell, filled with corn
fields and woods, which with one or two fallow fields composed a mixture of light
green, dark green, and red, of extreme beauty. We found the corn fields quite full of
the Iberis amara, or candy tuft, which is here one of the commonest of all weeds.
Having crossed this dell, another small wood, and a beautiful sandy green, we came
out upon a high range of corn fields on the ridge of the hill, overlooking not
immediately the valley of the Thames though turned towards it, but a dell, the bottom
of which was mostly filled with wood, which ascended from the valley of the river
near Mapledurham, and turned round to the left. Over the declivity of this dell, which
was covered with fine wavy corn fields, we saw the chalk hills of Berkshire sloping
away to the south and beyond them a high range of bold sand hills shaped like those
of Leith Hill, which on enquiry we found to be called in this neighbourhood the
Hampshire hills, and the highest of them Scoddington Hill. We descended to
Mapledurham, a neat little village with a church, like all in this neighbourhood,
furnished with a square tower, of a tesselated appearance. We loitered for some time
in the beautiful meadows about the river, explored another woody hill something like
the wood of Denbies near Dorking, and returned by the bottom of the woody dell
before mentioned. After dining at Pangbourn, we proceeded to Streatley, for the first
two miles by water as the towing path crosses the river about half way, and it was
doubtful whether the ferry boat would be on the right side for us to push ourselves
over by the chain. On leaving Pangbourn we had to the left a fine steep bare chalk
hill, like those formed by the refuse of the chalk pits. The road from Pangbourn to
Streatley was close to the river, and at the foot of this hill. It is a road considerably
frequented, as we had reason to observe, having seen several stage coaches stop at
Pangbourn which go from Brighton to Oxford and Cheltenham through Reading and
Wallingford. To the right there were rich meadows and gentlemen’s houses between
the river and the hills. This continued for some time, with the exception that the hills
on the left approached the river, and then receded when the hills on the right
approached it, forming a fine line of beech wood, to which the last gleams of the
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setting sun gave a rich yellow colour. We here left the punt in which we had ascended
thus far, and took the towing path on the Oxfordshire side. The hills on the right now
receded and appeared gradually to drop down, while on the left they grew high and
steep, and came close to the river, leaving scarcely room for a pretty house and small
pleasure ground between the river and the steep part of the ascent. Near the end of
these hills are the villages of Goring and Streatley, the former on the north, the latter
on the south side of the river: we crossed by a ferry, and took up our abode at the
upper extremity of Streatley, which is a very neat village, and the main street of
which, by a gentle declivity, ascends the chalk hill.

5th

Before leaving Streatley, we climbed the hill above it, by an old road commanding a
magnificent view of the valley of the Thames down to Pangbourn and up almost to
Wallingford, as well as of the sloping sides of the Stoken Church Hills, on the other
side of the river, which commence at Chinnor and end here. The river in this place
runs nearly north and south. To the north of us on the Berkshire side we could
perceive no more than one elevated slope, with wood at the top and down on the side
next us, which joins a little higher up, the hill which we were upon. To our left, at the
top of the hill, was an extensive wood which covers the entire top of the hill
overhanging Streatley: We found a path which led us directly through it, and to the
edge of a dell running up from the valley of the river, filled with corn fields, and the
opposite side of it covered with a thick and extensive wood. In a field in this dell we
found a rare plant, the Bupleurum rotundifolium. We returned into the first wood, and
crossing it in another direction, came out on the crest of the hill directly above
Streatley, on what is called the High Down, a fine chalky and grassy slope like that of
Brockham Hill.—After breakfasting at the Bull, Streatley, we recrossed the river,
passed through the village of Goring, and commenced ascending the Stoken Church
hills, taking a fine view of the hills on the Berkshire side of the valley, as we
ascended. Turning off to the right from the direct road to Woodcote on the top of the
hill, we got into another of the woody dells which so beautifully run up from the
valley of the Thames into the chalk hills on both sides. By following this dell we
reached the top of the hill, and had a fine view to the east, in several places, seeing the
Hampshire hills in the distance, and the plain of Oxfordshire and Berkshire between,
with some hills which we imagined from their position to be those of Henley. We
pursued our course through corn fields and woods to Nettlebed, along the top of the
hill, which runs from S.S.W. to N.N.E. The summit of the range is tame enough, like
most table land, and it had even lost the character of chalk, being covered with clay to
a considerable depth. In ascending the hills, all the woods we had passed through
were of beech: but as we advanced they were of oak and beech, or oak alone. The
woods are the great beauty of this country. They are real woods, not copse, that is,
they are not cut down for fire wood, but allowed to grow into timber, though not to
any great age, nor are there as far as we could perceive, many very large or fine trees
among them. Towards Nettlebed, we had to cross some deep dells, which appear to
run up into the hills on the eastern side: which was the cause of our seeing Nettlebed
(which lies high on the top of the hill) long before we came near it. In one of the
woods we found that elegant and rare plant, the Pyrola media. We passed through the
hamlet of Woodcote and the village of Checkendon,7 but the last is the only place
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which can be mentioned as having any beauty, either in itself or its vicinity. We
stopped at the White Hart, Nettlebed, for the night, and in the evening walked down
the hill by the Oxford road towards Henley. It passes through a fine forest-like beech
wood, and on the whole the ascent to Nettlebed from Henley is far more beautiful
than any thing else which we have seen in its vicinity.

6th

On leaving Nettlebed, we still kept the line of the hills, crossing over occasionally
from one side of the ridge to the other, but in general keeping close to the side next
Oxfordshire, and descending as often as we could into the woods which skirt that side
of the hill. The summit of all these hills is clay, the foundation chalk, the sides are
consequently chalk, and the woods mostly of beech. We only had an occasional peep
of the plain until we came out upon the brow of the hill just above Watlington, a large
market town which does not appear to lie on any thoroughfare from London. The
plain as seen from this point, appeared a flat tract of corn land, with scarcely any
hedgerows, but studded with numerous villages surrounded by trees; like some parts
of France, particularly the Haute Normandie. There is on this part of the hill a park of
some extent, called Watlington Park, one corner of which we cut off by a footpath.
Here for the first time the sides of the chalk hill seemed to be bare and grassy, and the
plain to come quite up to the foot of the hill; a small range of low hills having
appeared at the last place where we observed the plain, to intervene between it and the
great range of hills. Just before we met the other Oxford road, by Beconsfield8 and
Wycombe, we passed above a projecting elbow of the hill, sloping gradually down
into the plain in a manner which need not be described to any person who has seen
chalk hills. On meeting the Oxford road we turned to the right, and followed it to
Stoken Church, a little village on the top of the hill, where we dined at the King’s
Arms. Before proceeding farther on our route I left my three companions at Stoken
Church, and went in quest of a place of some botanical celebrity called Penley
Hangings.9 I took the road towards Great Marlow, which passes through a most
delightful forest-like beech wood, by far the finest which I had yet seen on these hills.
By enquiring of the woman who keeps the first turnpike, I discovered that it was
necessary here to leave the road, and crossing a part of the above-mentioned wood,
and an extremely green and beautiful meadow to enter another and thicker wood, on
the side of a deep dell, one of the most secluded and romantic spots which I had seen
even in this country, and of which I had taken a fine view from the meadow through
which I had previously passed. Descending through this wood, which was enriched
with the finest vegetable productions of a chalky soil, by a path so steep as to be
almost precipitous, I came into a grass field less fertile than the other, but completely
embosomed in woods, and full of the Chlora perfoliata and other beautiful
creataceous plants. At the lower end of this field, which was still on the declivity was
the wood called Penley Hangings, which I was in search of, and which must be of
very considerable length, since I followed a path which led through it along the
bottom of the dell, for nearly a mile. I here found the Paris quadrifolia; and this with
the Linaria monspessulana (or repens) which I had found near Nettlebed in the
morning, formed all the botanical acquisitions of this day. The wood called Penley
Hangings appeared to cover one declivity of the dell entirely, and a small part of the
other, and is one of the finest beech woods in this country. I returned to Stoken
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Church nearly by the way I came from it, and we reached the brow of the hill by so
beautiful a path through fields and woods, that we may readily pronounce the
environs of Stoken Church to be very delightful. From one part of this path we had a
distinct view of what we had only seen by glimpses in our way from Goring; that the
range of the Stoken Church hills is a double range, having a valley in the midst, and a
narrower at first a lower line of chalk hills parallel to the other on the side next to
Henley. When we attained the summit, we had a splendid view of this immense plain,
illuminated by the horizontal sun, by which alone this country should be surveyed as
it casts long shadows, and by the contrast between gleams of bright yellow, and deep
shade; gives to the large expanse that variety which it would otherwise want. Another
and smaller elbow, feathered with wood to a considerable depth, here runs out into the
plain: this we crossed, keeping as near the edge as possible, and obtained in one part a
glorious peep of the fields close under the foot of the hill, through a very romantic
spot in the wood, where the trees being not so close together, left room for us to see
through them, and allowed gleams of sunshine to penetrate the leaves and illuminate
the fine chalky turf at their feet. We then issued out upon the bare top of the hill, and
came to the edge of it, where the range of the Stoken Church hills nearly drops down
to the ground, and the low hills which succeed it after forming a semicircular basin,
rise again into the higher and more beautiful range of the Chiltern Hills. Here we
stopped and surveyed on the one hand, the line of hills which we had passed, and
which formed a segment of a circle with the concave side turned towards the plain,
the elbow of the hill on the other side of the Oxford road being the other extreme
point: on the other hand, the beautiful jutting out elbows of the part of the hill we
were upon called Chinnor Hill, and the hill which follows it called Wain Hill, or as
the people of the country pronounce it Wynle Hill, a woody hill which recedes from
the other hills, and ends the Stoken Church range. The plain below us was the rich
vale of Aylesbury, bounded in the right half of the prospect by a series of low hills,
near the foot of which was Aylesbury itself: while a line of villages at the foot of the
hill, Rowant, Aston, Crowell, Chinnor, and Henton, running parallel with the hills,
and surrounded by trees, gave to this country something of the appearance of the plain
of the Garonne seen from the Frontin and Pompignan hills, with trees marking the
course of the river across it. We descended the hill, admiring the beautiful woods on
Wain Hill to our right, and a tongue of land which descends from it gradually and to a
great length, leaving the side towards us as nearly perpendicular as the Devil’s Dyke
near Brighton. It was now becoming dark, and we saw little in the remainder of our
route. We however crossed the brook which separates Oxfordshire from
Buckinghamshire, and passed through several villages in the semicircular basin of
which I have spoken already. The generality of the houses appeared far less neat and
elegant than at Pangbourn and Whitchurch, where every cottage had its pretty and
well-kept strip of flower garden, and had an appearance of neatness and modernness
about the whole building. Here, on the contrary, the cottages were hovels, and
appeared to be almost falling down. The churches are extremely large, for such
insignificant places, and in a very superior style of Gothic architecture: every church
which we saw, in this evening’s walk and that of the following day, with one
exception, were on the same model, having a Gothic, generally a square tower and a
large aisle, terminated by a smaller aisle. In every village, or close to it there was one,
and but one, very large house and grounds which reminded us of a French village and
the chateau of its seigneur, and no doubt originated the same way. We put up for the
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night at the old decayed town of Prince’s Risborough, at the foot of the first hill in the
Chiltern range, which hill is distinguished by an immense cross which is formed on it
by taking off the turf and leaving the chalk bare. We stopped at the Cross Keys.

7th

We walked to Wendover before breakfast, along the foot of the Chiltern hills, which
present to the plain a singularly irregular and diversified edge, shaped in some places
very oddly. We passed through or near a multitude of villages, each with its church
after the fashion of those mentioned yesterday. Many dells run up into the line of
hills, but of these I shall have occasion to speak more fully hereafter. Having arrived
at Wendover, we took up our headquarters there (at the Red Lion) for two or three
days. Wendover is an old town, situated at the northern entrance of a long valley
which intersects the Chiltern Hills from Amersham or “Agmondesham” on the other
side. It is of tolerable dimensions, though appearing very small when seen from the
high ground above it. The people seem poor and miserable, as is usually the case
where the British lace manufacture (as it is termed) exists—and here it exists
universally every female having her pillow and bobbins. We breakfasted at
Wendover, and then ascended Combe Hill, being the first hill of the range towards
Prince’s Risborough, and extending out into the plain, with a fine bare chalky down
on the declivity; and a beech wood on the top. Beyond this hill a dell runs up from the
plain, in the middle of which are the house and park of Chequers, formerly belonging
to Oliver Cromwell, now to Russell, the member of parliament for (I believe)
Bletchingly, who is descended from Cromwell in a female line.10 We went over the
house, which is in the stile of the period, both externally and internally—with
triangular roofs, battlements, strong sided window frames without sashes, cornices in
the same stile, oak floors and staircases, etc. Of the park we saw only the part next the
house reserving the lower and most celebrated part for another day. It contains fine
trees, and being surrounded by woody hills, it is pretty, although finer when seen from
Combe Hill than from the valley. Viewed from above the trees of the park being
prettily grouped, and backed by a rather thick wood of the same large trees, had a fine
effect. We ascended the dell, which above Chequers continues well wooded and
pretty but without anything very striking, to Hampden, the estate and house of the
celebrated John Hampden, and of his descendant the present Viscount Hampden.11
This is a very large old house, without much pretension to beauty, on the further side
of the dell. The ground about it is in the usual character of these hills, which in the
interior much resemble any other chalk hills, their peculiar beauty consisting in the
edge. We returned over Combe Hill, and in the evening ascended Halton Hill beyond
Wendover which projects from the range to a very great length towards the plain. It is
steep, with fine turf on the sides and beech woods on the top, commanding a fine view
of the plain, of the valley of Wendover, and of a dell which intersects the hills, from
the valley of Wendover towards Tring in Hertfordshire. I found no plants in this day’s
walks, although all the common vegetation of a chalky soil was most abundant.

8th

We set out from Wendover this morning to explore that part of the Chiltern Hills
which is beyond it. We took the road to Tring, which goes round the foot of Halton
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Hill (the further side of which is called Aston Hill). The bare part of this hill I have
described: Beyond the most projecting point it recedes and forms itself into a
magnificent amphitheatre of wood, at the other extremity of which it again projects
forward into the plain, and we here left the road, crossed a field or two, and climbing
the hill at the edge of the amphitheatre, found that it became again bare on the sides
and woody at and near the top. We skirted the wood to its further extremity and then
ascended to the top of the hill, from which we had an entirely new prospect. The
direction of the hills here changes—and as the elbow near Stoken Church had once
been the boundary of our prospect, and Chinnor Hill and Wain Hill afterwards, so
now Aston Hill became, as long as we continued on this side of it, the limit of our
view. The view from the top of this hill was the noblest we had yet seen. Another
valley here opens through the hills, and beyond this valley a long line of them again
projected forward into the plain, still further into it indeed than Aston Hill. The two
last of these were bare, steep, and sinuous, like the South Downs, and were terminated
by the Beacon Hill above Ivinghoe which was destined to be the extreme point of our
this day’s walk. We could distinctly perceive, at the foot of the last mentioned hill, the
little town of Ivinghoe and a great number of villages with their churches together
with several considerable pieces of water serving as feeders to the Grand Junction
Canal which passes through these hills by Tring and Berk Hampstead. There is a
Navigable Feeder which runs from Wendover to this canal, and conveys thither a
large quantity of water which rises from beneath the chalk. The low range of hills
which we had seen beyond Aylesbury, here comes nearer to the chalk hills, and we
perceived several little hills which seemed to possess considerable beauty, particularly
two bare round ones between Ivinghoe and Aylesbury. Having enjoyed this view for
some time, we quitted Aston Hill, an arm of which descends to a prodigious length
and with a very curious shape into the plain; and taking a footpath to the right through
the wood, we came out on one side of the woody dell described in my yesterday’s
journal as intersecting the hills from the valley of Wendover towards Tring. This dell
was extremely irregular and beautiful, covered with corn fields and woods with
occasional patches of bare open corn fields in the midst of the wood, and surrounded
by it on all sides. This opened into the valley of Tring, at which place we speedily
arrived. Tring is a considerable town, situate on the high road from London to
Aylesbury, in the gap of the hills above spoken of and in a long strip or tongue of
Hertfordshire which here runs up into Buckinghamshire from Berkhampstead almost
to Wingrave. The high hills about Tring form a sort of natural basin, overlooking that
town and its valley. We crossed the valley, the canal, and a fine large clear brook
which runs close to it, and crossing several fields and slight elevations, ascended a
chalk hill of considerable height, which, seen from Tring or from Aston Hill, appears
to be one of the range of hills projecting towards Ivinghoe but which in reality stands
out from them an insulated hill in the midst of this very wide gap or valley.—We
ascended this hill through a wood, one of its sides being wooded—we had seen no hill
as yet which had not an extensive beech wood somewhere; and skirting the ridge of it,
which projects as usual a considerable distance into the plain, we crossed the gap
which separates it from the two bare hills which we had seen from Aston Hill, and
ascended the first of these. I have called it bare and so indeed it was on the side next
us, and at the top being an extremely fine chalky turf, resembling the edge of the
South Downs toward the plain of Sussex—Its shape too resembled that of the South
Down range, in its sinuosities—but when we reached the top we found, that besides a
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large clump of trees in one spot, which serves as a landmark to a distance, the other
side of the hill was covered with a noble wood of full grown trees, the first which we
had yet seen of that character. Here for the first time on these hills we found box
growing. On the declivity turned towards the wood, was a thicket of box—and we
could perceive other similar thickets lower down. Beyond this hill was another gap or
valley, after which the range of chalk hills rose again, and pushed itself forward to a
great distance into the plain as before. These are in Bedfordshire, and are called the
Dunstable hills, from the town of Dunstable at the foot of them on the other side—the
vicinity of which was also indicated by the appearance of straw plaiting in the
cottages instead of the manufacture of “British lace.” These hills, at the end next us,
appeared somewhat triste, but those which projected farthest out into the plain were
bare, turfy, and shaped like Brockham hill, having much of the same sort of beauty,
and we should have desired to explore them, but that we probably saw them to greater
advantage from the opposite hill than if we had been upon them. We now crossed a
little bottom, much like those of the South Downs, which separated us from the
Beacon Hill, the highest and most projecting of all. Through this gap the Icknield
Way, an ancient British road which had run along the foot of the hills almost if not
entirely from Goring to this place, now cuts over the hill towards Dunstable. We
ascended the Beacon Hill or rather its higher summit, for it has two summits
connected by a waving line, and is the only absolutely bare hill which we had seen.
From this we saw not only over the descending arm of Aston Hill quite to Wain Hill
and Chinnor Hill beyond Prince’s Risborough, but far eastward into Bedfordshire, and
the considerable town of Leighton Buzzard in that county, due north of us at no great
distance. There is much beauty at this point in the plain itself, which besides the open
corn fields and villages surrounded by trees, offered a considerable variety of gentle
eminences, which although insignificant when seen from the high chalk hills, must be
sufficient to give no inconsiderable beauty to the details of the country. We descended
the Beacon Hill in order to return to Wendover by the foot of the hills; and passed
close to the town of Ivinghoe, the church of which though bearing a general
resemblance to the ordinary Gothic stile of the village churches in this neighbourhood
is still more beautiful, being in the cathedral stile, with two aisles crossing one another
in the middle and a steeple rising from the point of intersection. The road to
Wendover from this place, and the footpaths with which we occasionally varied it, are
extremely beautiful. Towards the foot of any range of high hills it is usually found
that the ground gradually rises to a considerable height, before the hills can be said to
commence; and this road, being an old road now very little used, was carried over
these eminences in order to avoid the plain, which must formerly have been a marsh
incapable of being crossed except on causeways. We had thus the pleasure of
overlooking the plain, and at the same time observing closely the beautiful and often
singular shape of the hills; and our satisfaction would have been unalloyed had not an
extremely heavy rain come on, accompanied with thunder, which had just time to
soak us thoroughly to the skin before we arrived at Wendover.

9th
We had intended this day to explore the line of hills between Wendover and Prince’s

Risborough, but were prevented by the rain, which continued all night and with very
slight intervals all day. This however did not altogether prevent us from taking
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exercise, though it induced us to confine ourselves to the roads. We took the road
towards London, which runs along a valley intersecting the hills in their widest part.
Two lines of hills, sometimes gradually sloping, sometimes precipitously ascending,
were on the right and left, and were not hid even by the thick clouds which covered
the whole sky. Rather more than three miles from Wendover on this road, is a village,
as it is termed, though it is fully as large as Wendover, called Great Missenden. It is
the prettiest village we had as yet seen in this district. A short distance before arriving
at this town, there rises in the valley a clear stream or brook of considerable size such
as 1s rarely seen in a valley bounded on both sides by chalk hills. Beyond Missenden
to the left a portion of the side of the hill, as well as of the valley, is inclosed, and
forms a park, in which stands a place called the Abbey, which could be seen from the
fields adjoining the road, and appears a handsome but not very large building. The
brook, or little river, the Misbourne as it is called, runs by the side of the road,
constantly increasing in size. It runs into the Coln some miles further. Had we
continued in the valley, we should have shortly reached the old town of Amersham or
Agmondesham, a place of considerable dimensions: But we turned off to the right a
short way before arriving at the village of Little Missenden, and entered into a pretty
lane, which winds over the hill. The soil, we here found to be sandy, and we were led
over a great variety of grounds over little commons and deep woody dells, never
seeing more than a hundred yards before us till we came out upon Wycombe Heath, a
piece of sandy table land, of no particular beauty of situation, about three miles from
High Wycombe. We returned by the way we came, and the rain now coming on
violently we were again soaked.—This road, being a high road (except the lane to
Wycombe Heath) is well made, as is the great Aylesbury road by Berkhampstead and
Tring: All the other roads which we have seen in this country are extremely bad. On
this account it is perhaps to be desired that the district should be a place of more
resort. Cockneys, though they destroy seclusion, have this advantage that they cause
increased traffic and consequently improved communications.—At the entrance of the
town on this side we passed to the right, the house and pleasuregrounds of Lord
Carrington, the patron of the borough.12 They are small and insignificant, and
probably are only valued by him because they happen to be combined with and
situated on the borough property. Missenden fortunately for itself is not a borough,
and therefore looks thriving and increasing in size. In Missenden there are new
houses, in Wendover none, or next to none; all appears old and decaying. There is but
one inn and one or two public houses in the place; a large house at the bottom of the
hill on which the town stands, was once an inn but is now deserted. A great quantity
of beautiful water comes up in different places close to the town, from under the
chalk, and supplies the navigable feeder

10th

We left Wendover finally this morning, and set out on the most delightful day’s walk
which we had hitherto experienced in this tour; whether the beauty of the country, or
the agreeable temperature produced by the bright sun and high wind, be considered.
Before proceeding further on our journey we resolved to explore the hills between
Wendover and Prince’s Risborough, and the dells which run up into the range of hills
within this space. I have already intimated that Chequers stands in one of these dells,
which is bounded towards Wendover by Combe Hill, towards Risborough by another
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long and high hill, which descends very gradually into the plain. I had not however
previously mentioned that at the embouchure of the dell, between these two hills rises
another hill, round and insulated, presenting a mount-like form to the plain, which like
the hill over Ivinghoe and no doubt for the same reason, is called Beacon Hill. This,
which is covered with the finest and most mossy turf [ have ever beheld, we ascended
from the village of Ellesborough at its foot, one of the numerous villages on the road
from Wendover to Prince’s Risborough. Between this hill and the furthermost of the
two hills between which it stands, we now perceived the finest hollow which we had
yet seen. It is a little ravine, flat at the bottom, and running up between two hill sides,
until stopped by the almost perpendicular ascent. I have known several such in the
Surrey chalk hills, especially about Box Hill, but never one so deep, and so long, or
with three of its sides so precipitous. The whole of the further declivity of this
beautiful hollow is covered with box, as thick as in the thickest part of Box Hill, and
interspersed with beech. On the other side, and at the extremity, the box and other
wood was not so thick, but left several spaces nearly bare and chalky. At the foot, and
in the flat part of the bottom, lay a fine green turfy lawn, which has received the well
merited name of Velvet Lawn. After going nearly round this beautiful hollow, we
descended into it, by a path through the box, and enjoyed it in its whole extent. We
then reascended the further side. That side of the hollow which is formed by the
Beacon Hill, descends to a flat grassy table, which gently rises at the further extremity
and forms a low grassy steep hill, on which there is an old Roman camp. The opposite
side forms itself into a variety of fantastic shapes, and slopes in several lines down to
the plain leaving several deep ravines between. The first of these is thickly wooded
with box and other wood; this is only separated by a single ridge from the Velvet
Lawn. Above it is a flat down of some extent spangled with flowers, which we
crossed and went down the side of the dell to some distance, and then crossing
another ridge, came to a ravine of a very different character. This is extremely bare
and stony both at the bottom and on the sides, although with occasional thickets here
and there. It is extremely deep, but rises rapidly, and divides itself, about the middle,
into two parts, leaving a round bare hill between them. A chalky path is practised in
the side of the hill we were upon, looking towards the ravine. We followed this path
until we came to the place where the ravine divides itself and forms a fork: Some
distance above this point we crossed one of the two divisions of the ravine, climbed
the intermediate bare hill, went round the other prong of the fork, and went down the
opposite ridge, which is covered with a mossy turf, to a round insulated eminence
which it forms at its extremity overlooking the plain. At this point we rested some
time, and took our last view of the Vale of Aylesbury, previously to departing for the
south. As this was the part of these hills in which I had observed the greatest variety
of plants, although none which to me, who have explored the Surrey chalk hills, were
rare or curious, I will enumerate the plants which a young botanist may expect to find
here: Buxus sempervirens, the staple of the county, Sedum acre, Hyosciamus niger,
Atropa belladonna, Reseda luteola and lutea, Conium maculatum (which I mention,
because though common in most places I have never seen it in the Surrey chalk hills)
these in the bare parts of the hill. In the turfy parts are the Orchis pyramidalis,
Epipactis ovata, Ophrys apifera, etc. In the woods, Hypericum hirsutum in immense
quantity, Valeriana officinalis, Cornus mas, etc.—From this point we saw the hill so
often mentioned, Chinnor Hill or Wain Hill, stretching out into the plain, with the
valley of Risborough passing through the hills on this side of it, bounded by the high
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and long hill called Risborough Hill, and between which and the hill we were on, was
another deep valley. We followed the edge of the hill we were on, cut off the corner
of'a wood, and came out on one side of this last mentioned valley; which is deep, and
extremely diversified and beautiful. Directly opposite to us lay Risborough Hill, the
same which, on its side next the plain, has inscribed on it the large white cross which
has been mentioned in a previous part of this journal. On the side next to us, it is an
irregularly wooded hill, with all the sinuosities of ridges and hollows, so common in
chalk hills—with tongues of land covered only with down, projecting out from the
wood, while the intervening dells, the side of the hill and even the declivity of these
tongues are covered with wood. The general effect of this is extremely
beautiful—while in the valley there was on a smaller scale as much diversity of hill
and dale as would have sufficed to form a prettily diversified country if the larger hills
had been taken away. We here met a road, which, after winding along the side of the
hill, and through a wood, conducted us to the bottom of the valley; which we found in
due time to be the same which we had crossed three days ago, in going from
Wendover to Hampden: and in fact it is a valley which intersects the hills, and divides
itself near Hampden into two parts, one of which is the valley of Chequers, and the
other, that into which we had now descended. In taking the field path to High
Wycombe, we now had an opportunity of again passing Hampden House, to which
we ascended by the path which we had before taken in descending from it, and which
I am thus enabled further to describe. The house stands on the top of the ridge on the
right hand, that is, west, and south, of the valley in which we were. There is no
immediate beauty of prospect from the house: Its ornament is a number of fine trees,
and some very rich meadows. We ascended the hill along a line of stately beeches;
and going round the further side of the house, saw some very fine cedars and limes.
The church of Great Hampden is close to the house, or rather to the solid and old
looking stables, which are in full view of the windows but shrouded by a belt of high
trees. Passing between the house and the stables, and between the house and the
church, we came out into a sort of park-like meadow: for park properly so called this
house does not possess: but in this meadow, which is one of the finest whether for
beauty or pasture which I ever beheld, is a long irregular avenue of the most
magnificent limes. We crossed this field and several others and coming to the edge of
the hill, beheld another deep valley: it was not however that of Risborough, but one
which either branches out of it, or does not go entirely through the hills but ends near
Hampden. We were now on the sand, and there was consequently a brook in the
valley, which in this high part was covered with brushwood and fern on both sides to
the very top, like the valley of Broadmoor on Leith Hill, to which it bears a great
resemblance. We could see the valley for the length of miles before us, winding down
towards the plain, among cornfields and woods, until stopped and closed by the high
chalk hill beyond Wycombe. We kept for some time the top of the hill which bounds
this valley on the left, and which forms part of Wycombe Heath. We then followed
the side of this same hill, by field paths and roads, and at last got into a road which
runs along the bottom, close to the brook before mentioned, which has here attained a
considerable size. In this manner we reached High Wycombe, a town embosomed in
hills, and decidedly larger and more thriving than any we had seen except Reading. It
is indeed a large and handsome place. It is bounded on the north by the hills which we
had now descended; on the south by the high chalk hill called Wycombe Hill, the
greater part of which is inclosed to form a beautiful park about a fantastic looking
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building called Wycombe Abbey. We dined at Wycombe (at the Crown) and within
sight of the church, with the beauty of which we were much struck. It is in a very
superior stile of Gothic architecture, containing many of the beauties peculiar to that
stile, without any frippery or meretricious ornament whatever. The steeple
especially—which is high, square and pointed like those of Westminster Abbey—is a
model which it were much to be wished that our stupid race of London architects had
consulted before they had deformed the capital with a race of new churches, the
ugliest surely which ever were built by man. This church is extremely old, but they
have restored two large windows and are repairing some other parts in a taste entirely
conformable to the original. We now took the direct road to Great Marlow, crossing
the chalk hill, and the table land at its summit, and descending gradually into the
valley. I was now upon ground familiar to me, and have therefore the less occasion to
be extremely particular in the description.

11th

Marlow is a considerable town containing some good houses and one very broad and
neat street, with another long and somewhat ugly one perpendicular to it at the
extremity. It lies upon the Thames, which is here a broad and clear but not a rapid
river. No part of the valley of the Thames, except that from Streatley to Reading, can
be compared in beauty to the valley of Marlow: but as the hills are much less bold and
high than those which we had recently seen, we were not so much struck with this
country as | had been in 1821, or as it is probable we all should have been, if we had
taken it in an earlier part of our walk. The south side of the valley is formed by a very
long and steep, though not very high hill, which for about a mile is entirely covered
with wood saving in two places in each of which a field of oats peeps out. The river,
in a part of this line, runs immediately under this hill; in the remainder, it winds away
from it, having some fine meadows, and the little village of Bisham, between. These
meadows we crossed and reached the wood, which, as seen from the meadows, is one
of the finest objects in the neighbourhood. A broad excellent path is practised in the
hill very little above its foot, and runs along the whole line, until it joins a road which
comes over the hill and unites itself to the road from Marlow to Maidenhead and
London at Bisham. We here struck into the said road, which slopes up the hill, and
from one point (where one of the corn fields intervenes) commands a fine view of the
valley and the opposite hills from considerably east of Marlow, to a sudden bend of
the valley and river at a place called Newlock above Marlow, above which place the
hills bounding the river still higher up can be seen forming a fine and somewhat bold
line, over the tops of the gentler eminences near Newlock. Having reached the top of
the hill, we turned back, and explored the other extremity of Bisham wood, striking
into a path which runs between the river and the base of the hill under an old quarry,
and climbing to the top where it becomes bare, and takes the name of Winter Hill.
From the two views which we had taken of the opposite hills from these two elevated
points it appeared that, although ascending gradually and gently, they rise to no mean
height, and had, or, when seen from the opposite hill appeared to have, sufficient
boldness, to be endurable even after the Chiltern hills. The hill on which we were, as
it gradually descends towards Maidenhead, turns round to the right, the river here
making so great a bend, as to run in a retrograde direction almost parallel to itself. We
went down to the edge of this hill, (which abounds in that pretty plant the Dianthus
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armeria) from whence we saw the village of Cookham on the river, and beyond it the
long and fine line of wood appertaining to Hedsor and Clifden,13 which skirts the
river for a considerable distance, rising suddenly from it to some height. We crossed
the river at Cookham ferry, and followed the towing path as far as we could: for, after
passing directly under the foot of the beautiful hill and wood for a considerable
space—which from the beautiful bends in the wood, the clearness and tranquillity of
the river itself and two pretty houses and grounds on the opposite side, may be justly
held the finest spot on the Thames (and where 1 found the Helleborus foetidus and
Dipsacus pilosus)—it is at last stopped by the Clifden inclosure. Some of our party
however climbed over the palings, and explored several walks which are made in the
wood along the side of the hill, affording now and then a fine peep of the river,
meadows, and opposite hill: we then got over the palings at the other side, and
rejoining those of our friends who had remained without, struck into the lane which
leads up and along the hill to Clifden gate. In a chalky and grassy thicket by the side
of this lane, on the brow of the hill I found the Astralagalus glyciphyllos. We peeped
in at the gate, but could see little except the house, which consists oddly enough of
wings without a body, the centre part having been burnt down and not rebuilt. We
returned to Marlow by the villages of Woburn14 and Little Marlow, finding the
Borago officinalis by the way. In the road there is nothing remarkable; but we took a
path from Little Marlow which led us by the side of Westrop, a house and grounds
belonging to Sir George Nugent,15 with some very fine trees and particularly some
cedars, one of them the largest I think I ever saw.—In the evening we went up the
river by the towing path through beautiful meadows and passed Bisham Abbey on the
other side of the river (a place belonging at least in 1821 to Mr. Vansittart uncle of
Lord Bexley),16 and somewhat small considering its name, but Abbey is no
uncommon name for a country house in this part of England. We crossed the river
near the copper mills and somewhat commonplace but immense dwelling house of
Owen Williams, Mr. Grenfell’s partner and the patron of the borough of Great
Marlow.17 A little above this is Harleyford, belonging to Sir William Clayton,18 a
handsome old English brick house, with a very pretty park and woods, and a lawn
coming down close to the river, or rather to a non-navigated arm of it, which forms a
handsome appendage to the park and estate. A large willowy island intervenes
between this and the navigated arm, on which stands a house of a very different
appearance, called Lady-place, near Hurley, an extremely old and old looking manor-
house, with which some historical recollections are connected, as a vault or cellar
under it was the place of the secret meetings of the men who called over William II1
from Holland.19 Just above these two houses is the bend of the river at Newlock;
chiefly beautiful from a sort of chalk cliff of some length and height, sprinkled with
trees which occasionally hide it, and skirted with them almost all along the summit or
edge. At the foot of this cliff, close to the river, is a cottage, to which it is fashionable
among the Marlow people to come up by water and drink tea. We crossed the river,
ascended the cliff, and returned to Marlow by the Henley road, which passes through
a wood of full grown trees belonging to Harleyford, and descends several rather steep
declivities to Marlow. Rain came on in the evening, and we reached Marlow
somewhat wet.

12th
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We went to Newlock by the route by which we returned from it on the previous
evening, finding the Thlaspi arvense, or perfoliatum, in the way. We here crossed the
river and took the opportunity of a shower which rendered a place of shelter desirable,
to go over Lady-place and see it. This ancient priory (for such it was, having been
founded about the time of the Norman Conquest) is now, and has been for the last ten
years, entirely uninhabited, and is so much out of repair that it probably will never be
inhabited again—although indeed it is just about to be sold. There are an immense
number of rooms in it, most of them small, others very large and handsome, with oak
wainscots and floors, the walls and roofs often painted, in several different stiles and
tastes, with a very fine entrance hall and staircase. In a vault under the house, we saw
an inscription on the wall, to the effect stated in my journal of yesterday. Leaving this
place, we followed the winding of the river, and soon arrived at Medmenham Abbey,
the place where Wilkes and his Hell-fire Club held their celebrated orgies20 —it is a
very small place, not much larger than a large cottage, but a part of the wall formerly
belonged (as we were told on the spot) to an Abbey and the remainder which is
modern was built of the old materials. It is situated in an extremely beautiful part of
the river, and the hills round it, particularly on the Buckinghamshire side, come closer
to the river and are bolder and steeper and of a more beautiful shape than on the other
side of Newlock. At this place it is usual for parties to dine, and a room looking out
upon the river is kept on purpose for their accommodation—the place being
uninhabited, except by the woman who keeps it. From Medmenham we crossed the
river, and followed a very beautiful path, which keeps the side of the river for some
distance, and then crosses the hills on the Berkshire side in order to save a bend of the
river. We crossed Culham Court Park, passed the house, a large regular brick
mansion, and after passing through several fields amidst the rain, which pursued us
the greater part of the day, we struck into the London and Maidenhead road just
before it descends the steep chalk hill to Henley. On the declivity we found (as it is set
down in the books)21 the Linaria repens; but this is a common plant here, as [ found it
in several places about Streatley and Baseldon. We crossed Henley bridge and took
the towing path on the Oxfordshire side, to get a full view of the chalk hills on the
other, which here descend very precipitously towards the river, forming the grounds
of the celebrated Park Place—which consists of two elbows descending very steeply
from the hill to the river, with trees of many kinds very handsomely grouped thereon,
and the hollow between them covered with chalky turf. Beyond the furthest of these
elbows the side of the hill formed a wood chiefly composed of large trees, hanging
directly over the Thames, and skirted on the water’s edge by some very large white
looking trees which seemed to be willow, poplar and ash. We soon arrived at a place
where the towing path is stopped on the Oxfordshire side by the very pretty grounds
of an old house, which seven years before, when I was last there needed to be propped
up by buttresses, but we did not however approach near enough to it to see whether it
had made any further progress to decay. We now made the best of our way to the
turnpike road from Henley to Reading, which led us along the heights over the valley
of the Thames, with occasional glimpses of the river, and one fine view of Park Place
behind us, but no particular beauty of any other kind, and keeping along this road we
arrived at Reading, where the doubtfulness of the weather induced us to remain for
the evening.

13th
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Having a day to spare, and that day being very fine, we resolved to pay another visit
to Pangbourne and Streatley. We accordingly walked to the former place by the
towing path, as before described. The beauty of the scenery lost nothing by repetition;
on the contrary, we had never thought it so beautiful as now when we came to it from
the bolder scenery of the Chiltern Hills. At Pangbourne instead of going up to
Baseldon by water as before, we ascended the bare chalk hill, resembling those
formed by the refuse of the chalk pits, which as I formerly mentioned, overlooks the
river, with only the Oxford road between. Its summit forms a narrow strip of chalk
down: and if we had thought this hill fine when seen from the river, we thought the
river and adjacent objects still finer when seen from the hill. We could see not only
the country on the other side of the river up to the tops of the hills, but (by the aid of a
bend in the river and valley) the whole range of hills on the side where we were, first
woody, then bare, as far as Streatley High Down, to which we now directed our
course: We struck into a path in the side of the next hill, a thickly wooded one: the
path, near the lower edge of the wood, just overlooking the Oxford road, and
commanding a view through a narrow belt of trees into the valley, reminded us of the
long walks at Wotton. Beyond this hill we took one of the dells which run up into the
range of hills, and came out upon the table land, which is as uninteresting as any other
table land we had been on—but intersected by several woody dells, which we crossed
and at length came into the most beautiful of them all, the winding dell into which we
had looked down from the edge of the wood on Streatley Hill. We ascended this dell,
first at the bottom and next on its right-hand hill, till we came to the spot at which we
had issued out into the wood; commanding all the way, a continually changing
prospect of this beautiful dell, which from its depth, the frequent bends in its course,
the quantity of wood, and the beauty with which the wood is disposed in it, well
rewarded the time we spent in it and would be worthy of a more minute exploration.
We here entered the wood and came out as before on Streatley High Down, from
whence we descended not to the village but to the Oxford road, and went to
Pangbourne by that road, which passes through the pretty village of Baseldon,
between Baseldon Park and the river, which it constantly overlooks except where it is
obliged to turn the house and pleasureground of the right bank of the river mentioned
in a former part of this journal. We dined at Pangbourne, and returned to Reading in
the evening, partly by the towing path and partly by the road.

14th

This morning at five Grant left us for London and it may be as well to remark that a
coach leaves Reading at that hour, from Williams’s coach office, which reaches the
White Horse Cellar at 2 past 9 and the city at ten. We breakfasted at Reading, and
proceeded at nine o’clock by one of the London coaches to Oakingham,22 where
Chadwick also left us, going on to London. The remainder of our party, which was
now reduced to two, being Crawley and myself, resolved to take this opportunity of
exploring Bagshot Heath, and the range of high heathy hills between it and Farnham,
before he returned to London and I proceeded to join my family at Walton-upon-
Thames. We therefore left the coach, and took the road to Finchampstead, through a
flat commonplace country, and when we had arrived within sight of that place, turned
to the left and soon came upon Bagshot Heath, which in this part wears the most
dreary and desolate aspect conceivable. The immense tract of country called Bagshot
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Heath, is situated in three counties, Berkshire, Hampshire, and Surry: the Berkshire
part of it consists chiefly of wild irregular heathy hills, without any cultivated spots,
and consisting entirely of bog and waste, new planted here and there with small
groves of stunted Scotch firs. We soon came in sight of the two round hills mentioned
in my first day’s journal: The smallest of the two has a clump of trees on the top, and
is called, as I believe from recollection, Edgeborough Hill: this lies close to our route,
and we ascended it: from the summit we could see on two sides nothing but waste, on
a third (being that from whence we came) waste near at hand, and a tame cultivated
country beyond, bounded at a considerable distance by the Oxfordshire and
Buckinghamshire hills, of which, lying due north, we could easily distinguish those of
Marlow. On the remaining side, which was the west, we saw the valley of the
Blackwater river, which intersects the Bagshot heath hills from south to north,
forming a strip of cultivated land chiefly meadow, across this unprofitable
waste.—Some trees of no great size, scattered over it, contributed to render it not
absolutely ugly, which is the utmost that could be said for any part of our present
prospect. In this valley we saw the village of Yateley, and the valley almost to
Eversley, beyond which the western part of Berkshire towards Newbury seemed
gradually though tamely to rise to a considerable height. To the east, amid a dreary
waste, and sandhills of no very remarkable shape or appearance, was the other of the
two round hills before alluded to: This which I believe to be Crowthorn hill, is
considerably larger than Edgeborough, though not much higher. This also has a clump
of trees on the top but much smaller and less conspicuous than those on
Edgeborough—the sides also appear to be almost entirely bare, with no vegetation or
any thing except the gravelly sand, whereas the sides of Edgeborough are covered
with heath and furze, and various other of the plants commonly growing in the less
barren parts of this immense waste. We descended the hill, and continuing on our
former road, which here skirting the edge of the cultivated country, becomes a lane
bordered by very high hedges, we passed through the little village or hamlet of
Sandhurst, and soon came to the Military College, where I revived my old
recollections by wandering about the semi-cultivated ground in front of the College,
about the Governor’s house,23 and on the margin of the first lake—for the ponds on
the heath at this point are sufficiently large, and their banks sufficiently ornamented,
to deserve that name. We here came out upon the great Western Road, and struck into
it towards London. After passing the College, this road gradually ascends a long
heathy hill, passing to the right a knoll planted with wood, at the top of which there is
an old obelisk, a conspicuous landmark to the surrounding country. This hill forms
part of the long line of heathy hills called here Chobham Ridges, and subsequently
assuming the name of Romping Downs, which extends from a little to the north of
this place, to Ash between Guildford and Farnham, and which we now designed to
explore. At the top of this hill is the public house called the Jolly Farmer, better
known by its old name of the Golden Farmer. Here one of the Southampton roads, by
Farnham, separates itself from the Western road. Looking eastward, we could not see
Bagshot, which was hid by a corner of the hill, but could see an extensive portion of
the heath beyond it towards Egham with a high healthy hill (probably Virginia Water
Hill) in front of us, and the cultivated country to the left towards Windsor. On the
other side we saw down into the Hampshire part of Bagshot Heath on the other side of
the Blackwater: into the valley of which, we now gradually descended by the
Southampton road, leaving the Chobham ridges to our left, which have here a
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somewhat irregular and varied edge. We quitted this road at the village of Frimley,
near the Blackwater. This place contains some pretty ornamented houses, and though
not very beautiful, may be considered as one of the prettiest spots in this dreary
country. We crossed the Basingstoke canal, and ascending the Romping Downs, kept
on the top of them for two or three miles further. On the left we could see down into
the valley of Woking and Pirbright, almost the only ugly and commonplace district in
Surrey: but the healthy sandhill, at this edge, assumed a variety of pretty shapes, like
St. George’s Hill at the extremity adjoining Cobham.24 On the other side the hill
descends very gradually to the valley of the Blackwater, with long ugly heathy dells
running up through the hill to the very top: Of the valley itself we could see little or
nothing, and the hills beyond it in Hampshire were a mere barren heathy waste,
without any of that beauty of form which in some parts St. George’s Hill and even the
Romping Downs possess. To the south, however, as we approached the southern
extremity of the Downs, we could perceive the long chalky ridge called the Hog’s
Back, which extends from Guildford to Farnham, and which our present course would
nearly have bisected at right angles: and beyond it the ridge of sandy hill ending with
several irregular peaks, which is north of Hindhead, and which seen from St. George’s
Hill appears directly in the gap where Guildford stands. To the left of this we saw the
Guildford gap, and the line of Merrow and Effingham downs, with part of the great
Surrey sand hills (the Leith hill range) beyond them. The Romping Downs are
perhaps the barrenest tract in all Surrey (except Blackheath near Albury). It produces
scarcely any thing but heath—no fern grows there, and even in the boggy parts there
is not soil enough for any of the usual bog plants; nothing is to be seen in the water
but the bare black peat earth. Near the end of the hill we descended towards the east,
and passed through some miles of the tame common place country forming the valley
of Woking, Worplesdon, and Pirbright. There was nothing worthy of notice in this
space until we arrived within a mile of Guildford, where the declivity of the Hog’s
Back and other hills to the right, and Merrow Downs to the left, are interesting
enough. We remained at Guildford for the night.

15th

When we ascended the chalk hill above Guildford this morning, and still more when
we reached the top of Martha’s Chapel, although the view was not new to me, and
although I had recently come from the fine country described in this journal, the
valley of Godalming and the surrounding hills appeared to me more beautiful than
ever. There is so much variety in the arrangement of the hills one behind another, and
so much richness in the appearance of the country, studded with large full grown trees
instead of the woods of Oxfordshire and Buckinghamshire, with the bold ridges of
Hindhead and the peaked hill forming the background to the right, and the Leith Hill
range to the left, that the Chiltern hills are entirely eclipsed by it. I shall not describe
the vale of Albury, as it was familiar to me before. We dined at Dorking, whence
Crawley proceeded by coach to London: I accompanied him as far as Leatherhead,
when the chalky edge of the Norbury Park Hill appeared to me much finer than the
finest specimen I had seen in the Chiltern hills even of this which is the peculiar stile
of scenery of those hills. From Leatherhead I walked to Walton by Claremont Land,
and Esher. And here “ends this strange eventful history.”25
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I shall insert an account of our expenses in case we or any others should wish to go
this journey hereafter.

£s d
Reading. Coach to Reading 1 12—
Coachman —4 —
Bill, Waiters, etc. —146
Pangbourne. Bill, Waiters, etc. 21 —
Waterman to Baseldon —3 —
Streatley. Bill, Waiters, etc. 1 ——
Ferry (twice) —38
Nettlebed. Bill, Waiters, etc. 1 106
Stoken Church Bill, Waiters, etc. —126
Prince’s Risborough. Bill, Waiters, etc. —13—
8 112
Brought over26 8 112
Wendover. Seeing Chequers. —2 6
Bill, Waiters, etc. 5 11—
Marlow Different ferries —2 2
Bill, Waiters, etc. 336
Seeing Lady-Place —1 —
Lunch at Medmenham Abbey —2 —
Wycombe. Bill, Waiters, etc. —146
Pangbourne. Bill, Waiters, etc. — 19—
Waterman at Purley —1 —
Reading. Bill, Waiters, etc. 176
Oakingham. Fare from Reading —3 6
Lunch at the Jolly Farmer —1 6
Guildford. Bill, Waiters, etc. 116
Dorking. Bill, Waiters, etc. 6 6
Leatherhead. Fare from Dorking. —1 —
239 4

26l.e., from the previous page.
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31.

Walking Tour Of Yorkshire And The Lake District

JULY-AUGUST 1831

MS, Bodleian Library, MS Don.d.26. The entries are undated, but external evidence,
including the diaries of Dorothy Wordsworth and Henry Cole (1808-82), yet another
of Mill’s close friends at this time, makes it almost certain that Mill reached Leeds
from London on 8 July, and ended the tour at Kendal on 8 August. The inferred dates
are added in square brackets. Mill’s companion was Horace Grant, who had
accompanied Mill on his earlier walking tours (see Nos. 29 and 30). They were joined
on 30 July at the Queen’s Head Inn in Keswick by Henry Cole. Cole’s diary (MS,
Victoria and Albert Museum) of his part of the tour supplies information that adds to
Mill’s account; extracts are given in footnotes. Mill also gave Cole guiding
instructions for his continuation of his tour after Mill and Grant left him; these (also in
the Victoria and Albert) are given in the concluding footnote. As not published in
Mill’s lifetime, not listed in his bibliography.

[8 July, 1831]

It would be useless to attempt describing even the general features of a country which
was seen only through the windows of a mail coach. I was able to obtain a place on
the outside for an hour or two, during which I could perceive that the north of
England very much resembles any other country of gentle slopes, covered with corn
and pasture, and in which a very slight elevation enables you to see for many miles
round. It is not destitute of wood; but there is nowhere enough, either of timber or
even of coppice, to give a character to the landscape, except for very short distances.
When you enter Yorkshire, you are in a country of higher hills, and deeper valleys;
but the hills are in ridges, which rise and decline gradually, and usually support more
or less of that most insipid of all natural objects, table land. Here, too, you cannot see
very far in any direction without seeing smoke; and the towns, which are usually,
when seen from a distance, especially from an eminence, the finest points in a
landscape, were here nothing but foci of black smoke poured forth from lofty
chimnies rising like the masts of the ships in a well-filled dock. The towns, indeed,
when you passed through them, were well worth seeing. I had never before seen a
town three fourths of which consisted of manufactories, built in a stile half way
between a barrack and gaol. All the remainder of every town seemed to consist of
little ill-looking houses of artisans, with a few shops—few at least when compared
with the towns of equal size in the south of England. And every object was blackened
with smoke beyond what can be conceived by a person who has seen only London:
with the difference that in London the smoke is visible chiefly as one indivisible mass
of cloud or haze, but in these manufacturing places you could discern each separate
volcano boiling forth its odious contents, which continued distinguishable from the
rest for a considerable space. Nor was the town only infected by this plague; the
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whole of the environs were thickly sown with manufactories, each of which
contributed its share towards darkening the sky and giving noisomeness to the breath
which you inhale. There is generally in each town a quarter in which the houses are
better looking and are occupied apparently by the manufacturers, professional people,
and so forth: they usually have the good taste to chuse the upper part of the town (for
these towns are mostly upon a hill) but they cannot prevent the smoke from reaching
them and deforming their houses whether built of brick, as at Nottingham, or of stone
as in some of the Yorkshire towns. The only fine objects in these places are the
churches. In most of the towns there is one lofty edifice, built in the cathedral style,
and considerably ornamented, but with the ornaments kept in due subordination to the
general plan of the building which is simple. The taste of the neighbouring architects
seems to have been early formed on good models. The manufacturing towns which
we passed through were Nottingham, Mansfield, Chesterfield, Sheffield, Barnsley,
Wakefield, and finally Leeds. The general description already given will serve for
them all; the differences, whether in degree or in kind, are inconsiderable: but as
Leeds is the largest, and as the effect of its sooty atmosphere was aided by rather a
thick haze which met us there (the air having till then been delightfully clear) it was
there that we were enabled to study, under most favorable circumstances, the effect,
pictorially considered, of that imposing feature in a landscape, darkness.

[9th]

Having determined to take Bolton Priory and its beautiful neighbourhood in our way
to the Lakes, we were desirous of taking the stage coach which goes into Craven
through Otley and up Wharfedale, but as this did not set off till the afternoon, we
chose to go in the morning by the other road, to Steeton, which is the nearest point on
that road to the place of our destination. Before we were well out of the smoke of
Leeds and its environs, we came unawares upon a celebrated ruin, Kirkstall Abbey.
There is nothing striking in the situation; as a mere ruin it seemed fine, but the coach
carried us past it too rapidly to enable us to judge of any thing but the first
appearance. We proceeded up the valley of the Aire, and entered among hills which
gradually increased in height, and were tolerably steep, but made little figure in the
landscape; partly because there was nothing picturesque in their forms, and partly
perhaps because the valley was too wide in proportion to the height of the hills. Still,
we felt that we were approaching to a mountainous country, and the details were
frequently pretty. We passed through three more manufacturing towns; Bradford,
Bingley, and Keighley: all these are of stone, a coarse-grained sandstone, the
millstone grit of geologists, a most serviceable material certainly, since of it are made
houses, roofs, the inclosures of the fields, and the pavement of the streets. I cannot
compliment it with the possession of beauty proportional to the multitude of its uses:
it is like many men and women homely without being rustic: it takes away the charm
from the idea of a stone house, just as the baby-house rocks at Tunbridge Wells
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robbed my imagination of a rich fund of enjoyment,1 by breaking the association
which made me never look at a drawing of a rock without fancying myself in the
midst of lofty mountains. I have a special spite against this millstone grit. Not one of
the hills, so far as I could see, which were composed of it, was bold and precipitous in
form, or had the air of anything much above an overgrown molehill: to see even
ledges of rock, or projecting masses jutting out of a hill side, we had to wait till we
came into the limestone country. It is a great quality in a mountain as in a woman, to
carry herself well and to seem conscious of her whole height. These mountains, for
some of them might have claimed that rank if mere elevation could give it, seemed to
lie on their backs; stretched out at their lazy length, with their heads barely higher
than a long ugly ridge. Still this was far from an unpleasant journey, and the smaller
manufacturing places had an uncouth air, and afforded a contrast to the surrounding
scenery, which was not without its effect upon the imagination. At the little village of
Steeton we left the coach, as we had intended, and crossed over from the valley of the
Aire to that of the Wharfe. This we did by a long steep road, winding over the corner
of a long ridge called Rumble Moor. I say a ridge, but that which takes up the whole
space between these two valleys should rather be called two ridges, supporting
between them a dark, bleak, barren moorland. From the highest point of this road, we
saw over into Wharfedale, where the first object that struck us was a high prominent
hill, called Beamsley Haugh, which forms the eastern boundary of the valley to a
considerable distance, and is the most like a mountain of any elevation we had seen or
afterwards saw in this part of Craven. It had something like a peaked top, and did not
seem afraid to shew it, but overtopped and overlooked the adjacent hills with an air of
dignity. We descended into Wharfedale, and, by a very pretty rural lane among fields
and trees, reached Bolton Bridge where we put up at an excellent inn, kept by
excellent people, whom every person who likes to forget that he pays for his
entertainment, should make a point of visiting.

[10th]

In order to understand and feel what Wharfedale is, it is necessary to forget what is at
the top of the hills which form it, and to consider them merely as the walls of a valley.
Let the visitor beware of climbing any of the hills. He will find nothing but bleakness
and barrenness there, and will see nothing but bleakness and barrenness all around:
for the meadows, the woods, the winding hill sides, which are the charm of the valley
when you are in it, appear insignificant to one who looks down upon them from
above, and are then but a speck of fertility in an extensive waste, the desolate aspect
of which is for the most part unredeemed by anything imposing in form.

The lower part of the valley is closed, (as every fine valley should be closed by
something) by the above-mentioned Rumble Moor, which looks dark and steep, and
affords great variety of shade according to the position of the sun. Looking towards it,
you are overtopped to the left by Beamsley Haugh, with its sharp bold summit: to the
right the hills are tamer in themselves, but the lower part of them is clothed with wood
over which you see the green summits. If you now turn round, you see before you the
eminences which bound the valley gradually approaching to each other, but in
proportion as it narrows it becomes winding so that you cannot without ascending
some of the smaller eminences, see far into the narrow part of the valley. At the
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entrance there is a kind of natural amphitheatre, in which is situated the noble ruin
called Bolton Abbey, or more properly Bolton Priory, equally beautiful in itself and in
its situation.

The Whartfe, a mountain stream which rushes impetuously over a bed filled with large
masses of rock rounded by the waters, here winds round the base of a precipitous
declivity, of almost a pink colour, concave towards the river, and down which a
rivulet falls from a considerable height into the stream. The river may be crossed here
when the water is low, by about twenty blocks of stone arranged as stepping stones.
On the other side, or within the folds of the river, is a rich meadow scattered here and
there with stately trees, chiefly ash, sometimes in groups and sometimes single. In this
meadow, at about fifty or sixty feet from the river, stands the Priory: the extremity of
the nave pointing to the cliff, and stream. Behind the ruin, is another woody bank,
sufficiently high to shut out all the rest of the world, and give a feeling of the most
complete seclusion. Above, the hills approach nearer and nearer till they almost meet,
and both sides become more and more wooded; the lofty summits on the right
shewing themselves as a prominent part of every view until the woods become too
thick and lofty to allow them to be visible. This is the position of the Abbey: but it is
itself so prominent an object in all the finest views that for this reason if for no other it
would require a description. Fortunately it is easily described. Fancy a long Gothic
cathedral of the simplest kind, with nothing but the roof taken off; all the arches
which contained the windows being perfect; even the tracery, in many of them, little
or not at all injured; and the arch of the window at the farther extremity (that next the
river) towering above the rest, and shewing exactly what was the height of the roof:
one little turret-like ornament remaining on the right hand of this lofty arch, but the
corresponding one on the other side being wanting. The top of the wall on which the
roof rested is covered with brown grass and other weeds; some of the external
buttresses are overgrown with ivy, but the ruin is not hidden in it as is often the case.
In the interior of this part nothing seems wanting except the stone pillars carved in the
wall, the tops of which only are remaining. On the other side of the cross aisle, (of
which there are considerable remains) the ruin has been newly roofed, and is now
used as a church. We did not see the inside of this, but looked in at the entrance,
which is at the extremity furthest from the river. There is a double front; the inner one
could be seen, through the open doorway of the outer. Both are fine, but the carving
of the interior one is extremely delicate and in the most perfect preservation: it is well
delineated in Davis’s lithographic Views of Bolton Abbey.2 The old gateway (a
separate building) has been enlarged into a habitable house, and is used as a hunting
box by the Duke of Devonshire,3 to whom the Abbey and the adjacent woods (Bolton
Park, as it is very inappropriately termed) belong. Near the ruin are two very pretty
cottages, having an air of rustic seclusion, with their faces, however, very judiciously
averted from the ruin, which would suffer in appearance from the proximity, and from
which they are shut out by trees. One of them is the vicarage; the other is used by
friends of the Duke who come here to hunt or shoot.

It is impossible by any description, to give a just idea of the immense variety of
aspects, under which the ruin and its surrounding trees are seen from different points
in the adjacent woody hills on both sides, with striking and ever varying effect. The
present, or some former proprietor of the woods, has selected, with singular judgment
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and taste, all the most striking points of view, has kept the trees from growing up in
front so as to hide the prospect, and has placed seats, of the most artless and
unobtrusive kind, at every place where the passer-by would desire to halt for a few
moments and look about him. This remark applies not only to the woods immediately
round the Abbey, but to the higher and narrower parts of the valley of the Wharfe.

The stream rushes down between two high and moor-like eminences, one of which,
called Barden Fell, appears to close the valley at that end. It then enters a narrow glen,
clothed with thick woods on both sides, and leaving little space at the bottom beyond
what is occupied by the bed of the river. This bed, of which the greater part is now
empty from the dryness of the season, is filled with masses and slabs of sandstone
rocks, which sometimes stand out as eminences far above the present level of the
river, and many of them must when it is higher be insulated by its waters. In tumbling
over these rocks the Wharfe forms miniature cascades, and every imaginable form of
rapids; and there is one spot, perhaps the most sequestered, and the most completely
closed in with woods and rocks, of them all, in which the stream flows rapidly down
in a sort of trough, four or five feet wide, which it has (apparently) cut for itself to a
considerable depth in the very substance of the rock. At several points in this space, it
would be easy to jump over the river: from which circumstance the spot has derived
the name of the Strid. It is related, that the catastrophe of a youth, the last scion of the
family to whom this property belonged, and who lost his life by attempting to jump
the Strid with a greyhound in a leash, was the circumstance which led to the
foundation of Bolton Priory, or, at least, its removal to this spot. Wordsworth has
made this legend the subject of one of his smaller poems; and Rogers has
commemorated it in his.4 It is also alluded to in Wordsworth’s “White Doe of
Rylstone,”5 the scene of which is laid in this neighbourhood. Rylstone is a small place
higher up the valley, at the foot of Barden Fell, which is also known by the name of
Rylstone Fell.

As the valley or glen winds round and round between its woody sides, the paths which
are judiciously cut through the wood along the sides of the hills afford an immense
variety of views; some extremely confined and secluded, nothing being seen except
part of the opposite hill and wood, and the bed of the torrent below: others allowing a
sight of a considerable portion of the valley, closed by so much of the great eminence,
Barden Fell, as the intervening woody hill would suffer to be visible. In these last, or
larger views, a prominent object is Barden Tower, the ruin of a building as little like a
tower as can well be conceived, which was formerly the residence of various noble
personages chiefly Cliffords, and among others, of the celebrated Anne countess of
Pembroke:6 parts of it I believe are still habitable; it is visible from a great distance, if
you are high enough; it is seated at the foot of Barden Fell, just where the wood ends
and the moor begins, and marks, as it were, the boundary between verdure and
desolation. The woods themselves would not be without great beauty, even if the
surrounding scenery were in no way remarkable. They have the beauty which uneven
rocky declivities planted with wood cannot fail to possess. The rocks occasionally
assume picturesque forms, and one in particular which stands close to the path bears a
close resemblance to a ruined turret and we at first imagined it to be one. Paths and
drives are cut through various parts of the wood: but we kept that which immediately
overhangs the torrent, and from which branches off to every point on the water’s
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edge, which is in any peculiar degree remarkable. I have spoken principally of the
right bank of the stream, that on which Barden Tower and the Priory stand. On the
other side the paths are all at a considerably greater elevation, and the river is rarely
visible from them, at least in the narrow part of the valley. A beautiful path on this
side the river leads up Posforth Ghyll. Ghyll is the name given in this country to a
narrow ravine in the side of a mountain. Both sides of this gorge are thickly wooded.
In one place the brook, or mountain stream, falls over an amphitheatre of rock and
forms a pretty, though not a very lofty waterfall, which people usually go to see. With
the rustic bridge immediately below, it certainly forms a pretty object for the painter.
The higher part of this ghyll, above the waterfall, is called the Valley of Desolation,
from the barren, uninviting aspect of the moor, no longer wooded, which it intersects
and in which it is finally lost. We did not track the stream up this valley, but contented
ourselves with looking down upon it from one of the heights which command both the
ravine and the vale. In this desolate tract which still forms part of what is called
Bolton Park, we were told (for we did not see it) that the indigenous red deer of the
country still survives; though now appropriated, and cooped up within inclosures.
There are other ghylls, or gorges, mostly clothed with wood, and which, with the
brooks they contain and by which probably they were originally hollowed out,
debouche into the valley of the Wharfe. All these seem pretty; one of them, near
Bolton Bridge, on the left bank of the river, we ascended for some distance and were
much pleased with.

The trees of Wharfedale are chiefly the ash, which abounds and is most healthy and
luxuriant; the oak; some sycamores (planted); and the wych elm, which is here very
abundant and fine, growing in all situations, and giving to the banks and roadsides a
peculiar character by its large and luxuriant foliage. There is some birch in the woods
of the narrow valley. A remarkable feature in the country is the immense abundance
and luxuriance of the wild roses, of which there are some rather uncommon species;
this however we observed throughout Yorkshire; but what we saw nowhere except in
Wharfedale was the profusion of honeysuckle, which grows every where, sometimes
climbing to the tops of very high trees, sometimes gracefully clustering round bushes
or near the stone inclosures, and covered with flowers which, especially in the
evening, positively perfume the air.

[11th]

Having staid at Bolton the remainder of the day on which we arrived, and the whole
of the succeeding day and night, we crossed the country the day after to Skipton to
meet the same coach by which we had come from Leeds. At Skipton we saw the
exterior of the castle; which is kept in repair, and inhabited. As far as a castle, and an
abbey, can resemble, its stile reminded me of Ford Abbey.7 These places strike the
imagination more (mine at least) when inhabited, than they do when in ruins; the
notion of living in a building a thousand years old, and built externally and internally
as they built in those days, heightens and vivifies one’s conceptions of the
peculiarities of the place. This castle is no sham antique, it was evidently built for
defence, and the parts which I think must have been added after the mode of warfare
which made a private house defensible had ceased, are in good keeping with the rest.
The building bulges out into two noble semicircular towers, and the remainder of the
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front projects forward at short intervals into a series of angles, and is terminated by a
kind of small wing. On the other side of the cylindrical projections is another small
wing, not separated from the towers by an intervening line of front: but this seems to
be uninhabited; the stone steps up to it have an untrodden air, being overgrown with
weeds. The whole is not more than one story high. The gateway, also old, has been
much repaired, though in the same stile, and the word Desormais is cut out, or built in
stone, over it: you see light between the letters. What was once the court yard is now a
very pretty grass plot, overlooking the town and the surrounding country.—We here
met our coach, and proceeded through Craven to Kendal. From Airedale where we
were, we first crossed over into Ribblesdale and then into the district through which
the rivers Wenning, Greta, and Lune, issue from the mountains. We can hardly be said
to have been among the mountains of Craven, (though we crossed some considerable
eminences); but we certainly passed under their bases, having several of the highest of
them very near to us on the right. They disappointed me much. They possess neither
grandeur, nor beauty. Even Ingleborough, the highest of them can only be called a
high hill, not a mountain. There is little of sharpness or boldness in their outline: their
summits rise so little above the rest of the ridge, and are thrown so far apart by its
immense length and breadth, that each hill seems a separate mass; they are never
clustered, nor crowded together, as in a really mountainous country. At Settle, the
entrance into Ribblesdale, we came upon limestone, which afforded us some
precipitous hill sides, and ledges of rock; but the upper part of the hills was still
composed of the millstone grit, and had the tameness which belongs to it. Not being
able to consider this district in the light of mountains, we could not help looking at it
in the light of moor: and as such, connecting it with the unpleasant notions of cold,
wet, barrenness, sameness, long tiresome journeys and losing our way. But if the view
towards the mountains was uninteresting, that towards the plains was far worse. The
descending ranges which formed the valleys of the different rivers, expand at the foot
of the hills into the tamest openings that you can possibly conceive: two lines of
eminences, never at the best remarkably bold, and now not even high, spread out their
arms, and embrace a little plain, cultivated indeed, but seeming to have been but lately
redeemed from moorland, retaining its pristine air and character of barrenness, and
sloping up and down and round about in every possible form of insipidity but none of
beauty or even prettiness. As we were passing Ingleborough it began to rain violently,
and for the remainder of the journey we saw little or nothing. We could however
perceive that after leaving Craven, the country remained hilly and became much
prettier; the eminences being not much less lofty, rather bolder in form, and the
country intermixed among them being far more richly cultivated and wooded. We
slept at Kendal which is a long, rather cheerful looking town, and started on foot the
next morning for the banks of Windermere.

[12th]

We took the direction of Bowness, a little village on the east bank of the lake, and
about the middle of it. Our road passed over gentle, and tolerably well wooded
declivities, frequently allowing a view into a broad valley on the right hand, the valley
of the Kent, or Kendal river: bounded again, on the further side, by the low, but
gradually heightening mountains of Kentdale and Long Sleddale. At other times, we
saw down to the left between heathy and craggy hills, towards the mouth of the same
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river. The stone inclosures began to be clothed with mosses, and mountain plants, but
in no great variety: and the limestone rock, alternating with clay-slate frequently
shewed itself in slabs and pointed masses on both sides of the road. At length, after
winding up a gentle woody ascent, we caught a first view of the mountains of
Coniston and Langdale: and from this moment we felt that we were at length in a real
mountainous country. Two or three bold high pointed mountains overlapping one
another with broad bases, commenced the chain on the left; to the right of these we
beheld a perfect sea of mountains, crowded together, yet distinctly individualized,
resembling some of the panoramic views of the Alps; all deeply shaded, and from the
position of the sun and the character of the fine light in which we saw them, wearing
that peculiar cloud-like appearance which makes it so difficult, in looking at distant
mountains, to believe that they belong to this earth. More bold, peak-like, and
precipitous than the rest, stood out the twin mountains called the Langdale Pikes, the
outline of which, extremely sharp and abrupt, and their position, which made us see
them distinctly separated from the mountains that seemed nearest to them, rendered
them the most commanding objects in a prospect which contained several elevations
higher than they. Nothing can be more various than the aspect of these mountains as
seen from different points. Their bases are united; the lower of the summits, which as
usually seen, appears on the left, is a real peak, that is a sharp triangular summit
descending rapidly on both sides. The higher of the two is not a perfect peak, being
broader, and looking as if the extreme top had been cut off; and it declines suddenly
indeed—not however to the valley at once, but to a ridge of considerable height and
some length. From the form of these two mountains, they sometimes seem to bend
over into the valley; at times the remoter and more perfect peak seems double: from
other points they look like two lions couchant, side by side, the two peaks being the
heads, the ridge of the higher mountain seeming the body of the nearer animal and
being supposed to hide that of the more distant: from other situations you fancy them
elephants, and you positively imagine that you distinguish their tusks: and I have seen
them when the nearer, and higher summit appeared of itself like a lion, but a lion
coiled up. These however were subsequent discoveries. From the Kendal road they
seemed nothing but two peaks, and noble ones of their kind; and as every fine
prospect should have some points more conspicuous than others, these were the most
conspicuous. We did not yet see the lake: but by going in at a gate to the right and
ascending a little above the road we caught a first view of a very small portion of it,
which then appeared dingy brown; but we saw it of at least twenty colours before the
day was at an end. Our journey now lay down hill; we were descending into the valley
of the lake, and before we had gone far, a turn of the road brought into view its finest
part. The bold lofty mountains of Coniston, which overtopped every thing
intervening, formed the background of the landscape: but in front of these, and
strikingly contrasted with them, was a high ridge or bank richly wooded with thick
plantations, which rose immediately from the margin of the lake. The space between
these and the hill on which we were was completely filled up by the beautiful
Windermere, or Winandermere, which stretched itself out to right and left, further
than we could see; terminated to the right, by the noble mountains of Langdale;
embosomed in hills which in any other district would have been thought bold and
striking, but which here, by their verdure and repose, set off the more sublime scenery
of the high mountains, which in turn added a new charm to their graceful elegance.
The lake, at the first glance, but at the first glance only, disappointed me in point of
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width. Seen from above, it looked like a magnificent river. Its length is certainly more
remarkable than its breadth, and the point at which we first saw it, was the narrowest
point. Yet on descending lower down, when the view threw off its map-like and bird’s
eye character, the distinctness with which we could discern the outlines of the
beautiful objects on the opposite bank of the lake, seemed to us an advantage in point
of beauty which we should have grudged to sacrifice for the effect of a more imposing
width. Lower down, and (still more) higher up, the lake widens, as it follows the
graceful sinuosities of the valley. Beautiful bays and recesses, and numerous
headlands projecting from the shore, deprive it of its river-like appearance and make it
look like what it really is, one of the finest of lakes. Bowness is a pretty little village
close to the bank, containing a large and well-appointed inn (where we put up for the
night) and several cottages surrounded with little gardens full of beautiful flowers:
this does not appear to be common in these parts, and we afterwards learnt from Miss
Wordsworth8 that it was all the work of one lady,9 who had not only introduced this
taste into the village but had inspired the people of the neighbourhood with such a
respect for it that they never meddle with a single flower, though they might easily
pluck them as they pass: a forbearance, which has not always been observed where
the taste for flowers is new. We passed the evening in sauntering about the margin of
the lake, bathing ourselves in the quiet enjoyment which tranquil water, but above all
a large mass of tranquil water in the midst of mountains, always pours over the mind.
At a point about the middle of the lake, a little below Bowness, where it is narrowed
by a promontory on the east bank which projects far into the water, that promontory is
connected by a ferry with the opposite side of the lake. We had been advised to cross
the ferry, and see the woods and the Station House, a little building erected by Mr.
Curwenl0 on the further side of the lake and commanding a beautiful prospect. This
we should have done, but a haze coming over the Langdale mountains, we resolved to
wait till the morrow for a finer view: the morrow came and with it a much thicker
haze, so that the mountains at the head of the lake were for a time completely
invisible: and not thinking it worth while to lose a day in waiting for a single view, we
resolved to proceed onward. Both in the evening and morning, however, but
especially in the evening, the home views of the lake with its wooded islands, which
most abound in this part of it, and the rich green of the opposite woody banks which
in any other neighbourhood might have passed for high hills, sufficed for our
enjoyment. We desired no more; and could have staid here a week with pleasure
under the certainty of seeing this, and nothing but this, every day.

[13th]

The road from Bowness to Ambleside lies, not on the margin of the lake, which is in a
great measure taken up by a succession of little parks and pleasure grounds; but a
little way up the adjacent hill, commanding occasional fine views of the lake and
opposite mountains, but more frequently traversing woods, or coppices. The banks of
Windermere are extremely well wooded, but mostly with planted wood: on the further
side, it seems to be chiefly fir: on the near side, the sycamore, not an indigenous tree,
and also the Scotch fir, so often occur in the woods which would otherwise seem to be
native, as to excite suspicion that the whole wood is an artificial plantation. Yet it is
said, and is probable, that formerly the banks of all the Lakes were thickly clothed
with indigenous timber trees.—About a mile, or somewhat more, from Bowness, we
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left the road by a gate on the left which opens upon Rayrigg bank, a little green
eminence immediately overlooking the lake, and commanding a fine view both
upward and downward. The haze was now sufficiently cleared off the mountains, to
enable us to see them tolerably well. The lake, in that direction, appeared a broad
sheet of water, while to the south we were struck by the air of perfect flatness and
smoothness, which a valley completely filled by a lake, necessarily possesses, and
which contrast so finely with the hills which rise immediately from the water’s edge.
These hills grow less elevated, and of a less marked character as they approach the
foot of the lake, but they are all graceful, and lofty enough not to appear insignificant
even in such noble company. At the extremity, or what seems such (for in reality the
lake makes another and final bend as it passes this point) the valley seemed to be
closed by a roundish hill, with something on the top of it which was probably one of
those piles of stones, not uncommonly erected on the summits of these mountains,
and known in the dialect of the country by the term Man. Whatever it was, no one
could have resisted the temptation of imagining it to be the abode of some unfortunate
being, placed as sentinel at the entrance of the mountain scenery; condemned
eternally to view the fair prospect to which he might never approach nearer, and
overlooking nothing on the opposite side but a dull and tame flat. Having proceeded
two or three miles further, and crossed the little stream called the Troutbeck, which
runs down from a steep ravine on the right, and falls into the lake, we diverged from
the road a little before reaching Low-wood Inn, to ascend a steep lane which crosses a
portion of the base of the adjoining eminence, into the same ravine. As we ascended,
we gradually attained the most glorious view of the mountains at the head of
Windermere, which we had yet enjoyed, or which c