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FELIX HOLT, THE RADICAL.

INTRODUUTION.

FIvR-AxD-THTRTY years age the glory had not yet departed
from the old coach-roads: the great roadside ions were atill
brillimnt with well-polished tankards, the smiling glances of
pretty barmaids, and the reparteca of jocoee ostlers; the mail
still aonoanced itself by the merry notes of the horn; the
hedge-oniter or the rick-thatoher might atill Imow the exaoct
hour by the unfailing yet etherwise meteorie apparition of the
poa-green. Tally-ho or the yellow Independent; and elderly
gentlemen in pony-chaises, quartering nervoualy to make way
for the rolling awinging awifiness, had not ceased to remark
that times were finely changed since they used to ses the
pack-horsee and hear the tinkling of their bella on this very
highway.

In those days thers were pocket boroughs, a Birmingham
unreprasented in Parliament and sompelled to make strong
representations out of ity unrepealsd coro-laws, thres-and-aix-
penny letters, & brawny and many-breeding pauperism, and
other departed evila; but there were some pleasant things toe,
which have also departed. HNon omnmin grandior efae gue
Jugiamus habet, saya the wise goddesa: you have not the bast
of it in all things, O youngsters! the elderly man haa his
enviable mamories, and not the least of them ia the memory
of s long journey in mid-gpring or antumn on the outside of &
stage-coach. Posterity may be shot, like a bullet through a
-tube, by atmoapherie pressure from Winchester to Newcastle:
that is & fine result to have amoang our hopes; but the alow
old-fashioned way of getting from one end of onr country to
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the other ia the better thing to have in the memory. The
tube-journey can never lend moch to picture and narrative;
it is a8 barren as an exclamatory (! Whereas the happy
outeide passenger seated on the hox from the dawn to the
gloaming gathered enough storiss of English lifs, enocugh of
English labors in town and country, enocugh aspects of earth
and sky, to meke episcdes for m mmodern Odyssey. Buppose
only that his journey took him through that central plain,
watared at ome extremity by the Aven, at the other by the
Trent. As thé morning stlvered the meadows with their long
linea of bushy willows marking the waber-courses, or burnished
the golden corn-rieke clustered near the long roofs of some
midland homestead, he saw the full-uddered cows driven from
their pasture to the early milking. FPorhaps it was the shep-
herd, head servant of tha farm, who drove them, his sheep-
dog following with & hesdless unoffimial air a8 of & beadle in
undress. The shepherd with a alow and slenching walk, timed
by the walk of grazing beasts, moved aside, as if unwillingly,
throwing out & monesyllabie hint to his ecattle; his glanee,
nooustomed to rest on things very near the earth, seemed to
lift itself with difienlty to the comchmen. Mail- or slage-
ooach for him belonged to that mysterious diatant system of
things called *Gover'ment,” which, whatever it might be,
was no business of his, auy more than the moet outlying
nebula or the ooal-sacks of the southern hemiaphere: his solar
gystem was the parigh; the meater's temper and the cagual-
ties of lambing-time wefe his region of storms, He ont hia
bread and bacon with his pocket-knife, and felt no bitterness
excapt in the matter of pauper laborers and the bad luck thak
sent contrarions seasons and the shesp-rot. He and his gowa
were goon left behind, and the homestead too, with ita pond
overhung by elder-trees, its untidy kitehen-gerden and ocone-
shaped yow-tres arbor. But sverywhera the bushy hedgerowa
waatad the land with their atraggling beauty, shrouded the
gragay borders of the pastures with eatkined hazels, and tossed
their long blaokberry branches on the corn-fields, Perhaps
they ware white with May, or atarred with pale pink dog-roses;
perhape the arohine were already nutting amongst them, or
gathering the plenteous crabs. It was worth the journey only
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to see those hedgerows, the liberal homes of wnmarketabls
beanty—of the purple-blossomed ruby-berried nightahade, of
the wild convolvolos olimbing and spreading in tendrilled
strength till it made a great curtain of pale-green hearts and
white trumpets, of the many-tubed honeyauckle which, in ita
moat delicate fragranes, hid o charm more subtle and pens-
trating than beanty. Even if it were winter the hedgercws
showed their coral, the scarlet haws, the desp-crimaon hips,
with lingering brown leavea to make 3 resting-place for the
jewsls of the hoar-frost. Snoh hedgercws were often na tall
as the laborers’ octtages dotted along the lanes, or clustered
into & small hamlet, theie little dingy windows telling, like
thiek-filmad eyes, of nothing buk the darkness within, The
passenger on the conch-box, bowled along shove such a ham-
lot, saw chiefly the roofs of it: probably turned ita back om
the road, and seemed to lie away from sverything but ita own
patoh of earth and sky, away from the perish church by long
fislds and green lanes, away from all interocurse except thak
of trampa. Tf e fase could be seen, it was most likely
dirty; but the diri was Protestant dirt, and the big, bold, gin-
breathing tramps were Proteatant tramps. There was no sign
of euperstition near, no orueiflx or image to indicats a mis-
guided reverenca: the inhebitants wem probably so free from
superstition that they were in much less awe of the parson
than of the overaser. Yet they were saved from the ex-
cesses of Protestantiam by not knowing how to read, and by
the shsence of hand-loome and mines to be the picnears of Dia-
sent: they were kept aafely in the wiz media of indifferencs,
gnd eould have registered themselves in the census by a big
black mark a8 members of tha Choreh of England.

But there were trim cheerful villagea too, with s neat or
handsome paraonage and gray churoh set in the midet; there
wad the plessant tinkle of the blackemith’s anvil, tho patient
cart-horees waiting at his door; the basket-maker peeling his
willow wands in the sunshine; the wheelwright putting the
last touch to a blue eart with red wheels; here and thers &
vottage with bright transparent windows showing pots full of
blooming balsams or geraniumas, and little gardena in front all
dooble daimies or dark wallflorers; at the well clean and
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gomely women carrying yoked buckets, and toward the free
school small Britons dawdling on, and handling their marbles
in the pockets of unpatched corduroys adorned with brass
buttong. The land arcund was rich and marly, great corn-
stacks stood in the tiek-yarde—for the rick-burnera had not
found their way hither; the homesteads were those of rich
farmers who paid no rent, or had the rare advantage of a
leass, and eould afford to keep their corn till prices had risen.
The cosch wonld be sore to overtake some of them on their
way to their outlying fislds or to the market-town, sitting
beavily on their well-groomed horses, or weighing down one
gide of sn olive-gresn gig. They probably thought of the
cosch with some contempt, a8 an accommodation for peaple
who had cot their own gigs, or who, wanting to travel to Lon-
don and gnch distant places, bBelonged to the trading and less
solid part of the nation. The passénger on the box could seo
that this waas the district of protuberant optimists, sure that
old England was the heat of all poasible countries, and that
if thera weare any fante which had not fallen nnder their own
ohservation, they were facts not worth observing: the district
of clean little market-towna without manufactures, of fat liv-
ings, an ariefocratin clergy, and low poor-rates. But as the
day wors on the sosne would shange: the land wonld begin to
be blackened with coal-pits, the rattle of hand-locmas to be
heard in hamleta snd villages. Hera ware powerful men
walking queerly with knees bent ontward from squatting in
the mine, going home to throw themaelves down in their hlack-
enad flannel and aleep through the daylight, then rise and
spend much of their hiph wages at the ale-house with their
fellows of the Benefit Club; here the pale eager faces of hand-
loom weavers, men and woamen, baggard from ritting up late at
night to finish the week’s work, hardly begun till the Wednes-
day. Everywhare the cottages and the small children were
dirty, for the languid motheza gave their atrength to the loom;
pious Dissenting women, pechaps, who took life patiently, and
thought that salvation depended chiefly on predestination, and
mot &t all on olesnliness. The pables of Dissenting chapels
now made a visible sign of religion, and of a meeting-place to
eounterbalance the ale-house, even in the hamlets; but if a




