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This royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle, 


This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 


This other Eden, demi-paradise, 


This fortress built by Nature for herself 


Against infection and the hand of war, 


This happy breed of men, this little world, 


This precious stone set in the silver sea, 


Which serves it in the office of a wall 


Or as a moat defensive to a house, 


Against the envy of less happier lands, 


This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England. 




 


William Shakespeare, Richard II 
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Old England is our home, and Englishmen are we; 


Our tongue is known in every clime, our flag in every sea. 



 


Mary Howitt, from 'Old England is Our Home' 
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This is a most beautiful day of English winter; clear and bright, with the ground a little frozen, and the green grass along the waysides at Rock Ferry sprouting up through the frozen pools of yesterday's rain. England is forever green. On Christmas day, the children found wall-flowers, pansies, and pinks in the garden; and we had a beautiful rose from the garden of the hotel grown in the open air. 




 


Nathaniel Hawthorne, Passages from the English Notebooks
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It was a beautiful afternoon. The sun shone upon the level fields, and they grew greener beneath the eye. Houses, village, all chearful people at work. 


 


Dorothy Wordsworth, Grasmere Journal 
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O, to be in England 


Now that April's there, 


And whoever wakes in England 


Sees, some morning, unaware, 


That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 


Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 


While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 


In England – now! 


And after April, when May follows, 


And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows! 


Hark, where my blossom'd pear-tree in the hedge 


Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 


Blossoms and dewdrops – at the bent spray's edge – 


That's the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over, 


Lest you should think he never could recapture 


The first fine careless rapture! 


And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 


All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 


The buttercups, the little children's dower – 


Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 





 


Robert Browning, 'Home Thoughts, from Abroad' 
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Very fine. Walk, Efford Copse, first primroses; the Island, blue, sweet air, thrushes. Dine-out. Stars – from some bird a sudden single gush of song: a night-warbler? 


 


William Allingham, A Diary 
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The land is a little land; too much shut up within the narrow seas, as it seems, to have much space for swelling into hugeness: there are no great wastes overwhelming in their dreariness, no great solitudes of forests, no terrible untrodden mountain-walls: all is measured, mingled, varied, gliding easily one thing into another: little rivers, little plains, swelling, speedily-changing uplands, all beset with handsome orderly trees; little hills, little mountains, netted over with the walls of sheep-walks: all is little; yet not foolish and blank, but serious rather, and abundant of meaning for such as choose to seek it: it is neither prison nor palace, but a decent home. 




 


William Morris, 'The Lesser Arts' 
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The happiness of London is not to be conceived but by those who have been in it. I will venture to say, there is more learning and science within the circumference of ten miles from where we now sit, than in all the rest of the world. 




 


Samuel Johnson 
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Methinks already from this chymic flame 


I see a city of more precious mould, 


Rich as the town which gives the Indies name, 


With silver paved and all divine with gold. 




 


Already, labouring with a mighty fate, 


She shakes the rubbish from her mounting brow, 


And seems to have renewed her charter's date, 


Which Heaven will to the death of time allow. 




 


More great than human now and more August, 


New deified she from her fires does rise: 


Hew widening streets on new foundations trust, 


And, opening, into larger parts she flies. 


 


John Dryden, from 'London After the Great Fire, 1666' 
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We scorned the foreign yoke, 


For our Ships were British Oak, 


And hearts of oak our men! 






 


Samuel James Arnold, from 'Death of Nelson' 
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It had come to pass that afternoon that Miss Morleena Kenwigs had received an invitation to repair next day, per steamer from Westminster Bridge unto Eel Pie Island at Twickenham: there to make merry upon a cold collation, bottled beer, shrub and shrimps, and to dance in the open air to the music of a locomotive band. 




 


Charles Dickens, Nicholas Nickleby 
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To other voices, other majesties, 


Removed this while, Peace shall resort again. 


But he was with us in our darkest pain 


And stormiest hour: his faith royally dyes 


The colours of our cause; his voice replies 


To all our doubt, dear spirit! heart and vein 


Of England's old adventure! his proud strain 


Rose from our earth to the sea-breathing skies. 
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