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ADA MOORE'S STORY.

CHAPTER T.

THE HOME OF MY CRILDHOOTS,

I was Twen in Northumberlund, that deasr
 hosgpitable county, which Madmme de Stail
hug go prosaly maligned o the lotter pot
uf her ehefed oyeree S Corioge,”

Bat when did o French writer, or imndeed
any  foreigoer,  undersiaml or apovaate
either England or the English ¥

While they persiet i calling our Shake-
gpeare * the great Willinme, ™ md look upon
the being elected *f Lonl Mayor® s the
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2 ADA MAORE'S STORY.

oreatest dignity and as the highest honour
to which even aristocracy can aspire ; while
they aver that we breathe nothing bat fog—
that we never ser the sun—that our soil
vields neither fruits to vefresh, nor fowers
to sladden ns—and that we generally ter-
mimate owr dark lives by smeade, who ean
look for qustiee to Eugland frem the pens of
foreign writers ¥ Who can oppose Beason
to I'assion, or refute Prejedice by Tuth ?
It it 1s thus in iHE-f.i, no woriler that half
a century ago Madame de Stael drew 2o false
a picture of our grood old Border Lond.

Conld the brilliant awthor of ¢ Clorinne’
ever have: visited o counaty go rieh in noble
puing and historicsl remains, when she de-
chured that there was not s monunment of
anfiguity to be found S oor near #

1low come she to foroet Warloworth—
itg Uastle and itz Herentepe?  The former

mentioned by Shakespeare, whose Henry IV,



THE HOME P MY CHILTRHOOT o

spenks of it ps eyyn in his time *his
worm-caten Holl of Wark."”

Haod zhe never hegil of Dinstanlursh,
Bamboromgh, Aorpeth, ond  mony other
noble rwing of grand pleturcsgne beaaty omd
great antiguity *—all convicting Madame do
Btatil of igmorunce or injnstice !

To me the lorge feabares of hospitable
Northumbria are like those of o plam bt
lindly foee; amd here and there the landseape
dimples into beancy, like thet plan Kindly
fice when IE runles,

I was born inoa snug olil ped-Ailed vienrage,
whoese  front windows lnoked on the great
German Ocean. There was no other hobi-
tation wear, aml of ws et Moordell Viearage
it unght have been remarked, as Dr, Joln-
son &aid of the Dake of Northumberlzod
while living ot Alowick Costle, that our
next-door neighbour was the Kiug of Den-
Tark.
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W were sheltered on one side by o
plantatiom of dark SBecoteh firs, the foremost
of whiely, bent und etript by the prevailing
cast winds, seemed to my faney, when T was
a child, to resemble vagzed pilgrim: bowing
at the foot of the dear old chureh of Moor-
dell, which stood on a hill eloze by,

Amain, 08 =ome of thege tall dork pines
stomd on gronnd that sloped down to the sea,
they seemed to me like black nnd plumed
worriors of a giant vace, who, descending
the Tall to eneamp ou the sands below, had
suddenly been wvested and rosted to the
gpot by commated of the Storm Fiend, or
sone other potent apivit of the Border Land.

To the novih of owr degr old parsonage
come the sand-hills which border the coast
at this part, snd which are eovered by a
rank long  grags, oot unlike very fine
1tsbies,
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