


Newcastle dull and undramatic as we left York, over about the dullest
country in England, striking neither for build ofearth, nor
for beautyofdetail: as we passed between the forges ofDar­
lington the sun fairly rose and got confused strangely with
some ofthe tires of the ugly sheds there: it was one ofthose
landscapes in the sky, the sunrise was,with light clouds float­
ing far in advance ofthe gleamingwhite undersky, and aclear
green space down low in the horizon. North of Darlington
thecountrygets hilly, and is soon full ofcharader, with sharp
valleys cleft by streams everywhere; but it is most haplessly
blotched by coal, which gets worse and worse as you get to­
wards Newcastle, so wretched and dispiriting that one wants
togetout and backagain : Newcastle itselfhas been a tine old
town and very beautifully situated, but is now simply hor­
rible: there is a huge wasteofstation there,quiteworthyofit.

Thursday, July 6th, Berwick.
Leaving Newcastle the country gets cleaner, but is dull

enough till we strike the sea at Warkworth with a glimpse
ofa very beautiful old castle there; thence we go pretty much
by the seaside past the poetical-looking bay in which lies
Holy Island: a long horn runs far out into the sea there, and
near the end of it, all up the hill, is a little town that looks
very interesting from a distance: the country is all full of
sudden unexpeded knolls and dales, but is nowise moun­
tainous; it has plenty of charader: so on still along the sea
till we come to Berwick: there the Tweed runs into a little
harbour, nearly land-locked, and on the north of this lies a
piduresqueold town on the hillside with long bridgeofmany
pointed arches uniting it to the south bank, the said bridge
having its arches increasing in size as they get nearer the
north bank instead of in the middle as usual: I suppose be­
causethe scourofthe wateron that side made the waterdeeper,
and therefore bigger arches were wanted for the bigger craft
that could pass under them. We are all very tired by now,
noneofus havingsleptanything tospeakof: Faulkner Indeed
did get to sleep a little before Berwick, but I woke him up to
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Comment on Text
‘forges of Darlington’
Darlington was a manufacturing center, particularly for Britain’s railway industry. Here were made the locomotives and the steel rails they ran upon. Blake’s ‘satanic mills’and Dickens’ Coketown come to mind, as Morris reacts to ‘the fires of the ugly sheds’ at Darlington, and to the countryside further north, ‘most haplessly blotched by coal . . .simply horrible.’
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Comment on Text
Warkworth
Morris’s mood changes as they move north into ‘cleaner’ country and then at the seaside a ‘glimpse of a very beautiful old castle.’ Warkworth was a fortress site as early as the Norman Conquest, and massively rebuilt in the 16th century. The castle is mentioned in several scenes in Shakespeare’s Henry IV, Part 2, ‘a worm-eaten hold of ragged stone.’
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Holy Island
The monastery here, Lindisfarne, was sacked by Vikings in 793, and an entry in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle for that year, ‘Deliver us Oh Lord, from the fury of the Northmen,’ was well-known to every British schoolboy. But Morris, off to another island destination of those early rovers, chooses not to comment, except to say that it lies in a ‘poetical-looking bay.’ Morris, throughout the IJ, is prone to see the poetry in land and skyscapes.
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Berwick, border ballads
Morris’s descriptions of the long bridge here are precise and interesting and so too are his thoughts on seeing the countryside just north of Berwick: ‘very rich looking with fair hills and valleys’ with a ‘wonderfully poetical character about them; not a bit like one’s idea of Scotland, but rather like one’s imagination of what the backgrounds to the border ballads ought to be.’ Berwick, though north of the Tweed, is now part of England, and part of the ‘Debatable Land,’ site of many battles, skirmishes, feuds, from the 13th century until the boundary was established in 1552. It is a place rife with tradition and story, stirring tales that another famed British writer collected a few generations earlier. Scott’s three volume edition, Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, first appeared in 1802. Morris knew this ‘minstrelsy’ well. In an 1895 letter, he writes, to a German doctoral student, ‘I may say that I am fairly steeped in medievalism generally; but the Icelandic sagas, our own border ballads, and Froissart . . . have had as much influence over me as, or more than, anything else.’ (Kelvin, volume 4, p. 338). And he had planned, alas never finished, a Kelmscott Press edition of the Border Ballads. The links Morris makes here at Berwick between landscape and imagination seem significant, particularly as Morris embarks for Iceland, whose landscapes he’ll famously and uniquely describe. 




see it; for which rash aa I was rewarded with an instinaive Berwick
clout on the head.

So there we were in Scotland, I for the first time: north of
the Tweed the country soon got very rich-looking with fair
hills and valleys plentifully wooded. I thought it very beau­
tiful: we had left the sea now; but every now and then we
would pass little valleys leading down to it that had a most
wonderfully poeticalcharaaerabout them; not abit likeone's
idea of Scotland, but rather like one's imagination ofwhat
the backgrounds to the border ballads ought to be: to com­
pensate, the weatherwas exceedinglylike my ideaofScotland,
a cold grey half-mist half-cloud hanging over the earth.
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