The     Geographical Characteristics

of  some  British  Regions in  the

Novels  of  English  Writers
(«Географические  характеристики некоторых Британских регионов в  произведениях Английских писателей»)
The  description  of  Great  Britain’s  nature  meets  in  many  novels  of  English  writers. Though  the  role  of  a  landscape  in  the  novels  of  different  authors  is  not  identical ( sometimes  only  the  names  of  cities, rivers, mountains) but  even  from  these  avaricious  mentions  we  can  get  useful  information  about  geographical  position  of  the  country, its  nature and  weather. To our  mind  it  is  possible  to  divide the  island Great  Britain  into  several  areas  which  description we  find  in  the  novels  of  English  writers.

               The South  of  England

The   northern  border  of  the  area  begins  a little  to  the  north  of  Bristol in  the  West  and  goes up  to  London and  a  mouth  of  the  Thames. Along  the  southern  coast  of  England are North, South and West Downs Due to chalky  ground  the  grass is  dense  and  soft  here. A   lot of kitchen gardens  and  orchards  supply the south of  England  with fruit and  vegetables. The single large  industrial city Bristol is in  the  south-west. It  is an  important transatlantic  port. There  is  a  university, the  aircraft  constructing and tobacco industry in  the  city. Besides  the  ports  Plymouth, Portsmouth, Hastings and, of  course, Dover. There  are many  resorts  in  the  south part  of England.  The actions  of  many  novels are  set  in  the  south  part of  England: 

1. John  Galsworthy ‘The  Forsyte  Saga’

2. Charles  Dickens ‘ The  Posthumous  Papers  of the  Pickwick  club’, ‘ David  Copperfield’, ‘ Bleak House’ 

3. Herbert  George  Wells ‘ The  First  Men on  the  Moon’

4. Richard Blackmore ‘ Lorna  Doone’

5. Robert  Louis  Stevenson ‘Treasure Island’

6. Thomas  Hardy ’ Tess  of  the d’Erberville’
        The  last  three  novels  are  under  our  observation. 

            Richard   Blackmore  

           ‘ Lorna  Doone’

The Southwest of England is described in ‘Lorna Doone’, a romantic novel of Richard Blackmore. The description of these places is given in chapters. These are the description of mountains, valleys and roads. The scene is laid in Exmore, a vast uncultivated stretch of forest and high stony moorland near the coast of the Bristol Channel. In those days herds of deer and wild horses (called ponies) roamed over Exmore. The wastelands were used as pastures for sheep, and it was only in the sheltered and fertile valleys that farming was carried on. While working with the novel ‘Lorna Doone’ we have made up the geographical glossary with notes and explanations.
Glossary

Oare -a  small  parish  in  North  Somerset. 

Somerset-a  country  in  the south-west  of  England.
Exmoor- extensive  hilly  moors  in  the  north-western  part  of  the  country  of  Somerset.
Tiverton-a  town  in  Devon.
Devon-one  of  the  largest  countries  in  England, situated  in  the  south-west  and  bordered  by somerset, Dorset, the  English  Channel  and  Cornwall.
Watchett(now spelt Watchet)-a small fishing town in Somerset on the shore of British Channel, about five miles east of Dunster. The distance between Dulverton and Watchet is about fifteen miles
Dulverton-a town  in  Somerset  on  the  road  from  Tiverton  to  Lynmouth.

Dunkery Beacon Hill- the highest hill in Somerset,about five miles from the coast

Porlock-a  small  market  town  on  the  somerset  coast, situated  almost  directly  under  Dunkery  Beacon  hill.
The Lynn  stream(properly  called  the West  Lynn)- the  river  that  has  given  its  name  to  the  small  villages  of  Lynmouth  and  Lynton  on  the  Devonshire  coast.
Bagworthy  (now spelt Badgeworhty)-a district in the wildest part of Exmoore, where the boundary between Somerset and Devon approaches the sea
The  Bagworthy  stream( on  the  Badge-worthy  water)-the  local  name  for  the  East  Lynnriver  at  the part  where  it  flows  through  the  Doone  Valley.
The  Doone  Valley-is  situated  between  somerset  and  Devon  in  the  extreme  north-western  corner  of  Devon  and  extends  of  the  Somerset  border  on  the  east.
Cornwall – the country in Cornwall, situated at the extreme southwest trip of England and bordering on Devon. The land is rocky and little cultivated. Cornwall was long famous for its mines.
Dunster- a small old market town in Somerset, situated on the road from Porlock to Bridgewater

Bristowe – the old spelling of Bristol.
The Tower of London –  a massive stone fortress on the north bank of the Thames, east of the city itself. In the 11th – 19th centuries it was mainly used as a prison where important state prisoners were held. The Tower is now a kind of museum visited by tourists and sightseers.
Lincoln’s Inn  – on e of the oldest law corporations in London. In the 17th century the territory occupied by Lincoln’s Inn was on the north-western outskirts of the capital. 

Exford – a small town in Somerset on the river Exe, about half-way between Porlock and Dulverton.
Norwich – the country town of Norfolk, situated about 115 miles north of London, in the 17th century Norwich was one of the largest towns in England, rivaling the capital itself  in size and importance.
Exeter – the country town of the Devonshire.

Plymoth – the largest town in the West Country; the distance between the two towns is only about forty miles, but the road lies across the wildest and hilliest part of the peninsula.

Bodmin – a small town in Cornwall.

Okehampton – a small town situated in the heart of Devon.

The way of Bath and Reading – this is known as the Great West Road, and is still one of the chief highways in England. The city of Bath is a country town of Somerset and is situated on the river Avon, about 12 miles south-west of  Bristol. In the 17th and 18th centuries Bath was the most populous city in the West of England, and the favourite pleasure resort of the London aristocracy. Reading – the country town of Berkshire, is now an important manufacturing centre on the Thames, 36 miles from London. Kensington is now the heart of London.
Whitehall –  formerly a royal palace in Westminster, on the north bank of the Thames; now the seat of the main government offices.
Charing Cross –  a district in Westminster, no in central London, but at that time situated on the western outskirts of the capital.

Black Barrow Down-  a ridge of high ground now known as the Blackdown Hills.

Chapter  III,p18

…The  beacon  now  lighted  up  the  hills  and  valleys  all  around, and  most  of  all  the  rocky  mouth  of  the  narrow  valley  below  me, where  the  horsemen  passed  the  silence, not  looking  round…

Chapter  IV,pp 20-21

…dear  father  had  been  killed  by  the  Doones  of  Bagwothy  while  riding  home  from Porlock  marked  on  Saturday  evening…

She  was  standing  at  the  head  of  a  deep  green  valley-a  perfect  oval  between  the  mountains-with  walls  of  rock  standing round  it, eighty or  a  hundred  feet  high. By  her  side  a  little  river  ran  out  from  underground   and  fell  into  the  valley. Trees  and  grass  grew  on  its  banks, and  further  down, on  either  side  of  the  river, were  houses, built  of  stone  and  set  as  if  the  river  were  meant  to  be  street between  them

Chapter  VII, p.31

…Yet, a  good  piece  of  the  Lynn  stream  comes  through  our farm-yard, and  our  pretty  meadows  lie  on  either  side  of  this  stream…

About  2  miles  below our  farm, the  Bagwothy  stream  runs  into  the  Lynn and  makes  a  real  river  of  it. There  are plenty  of  fish  in  the  river  down  there.

 p.33

The  sun  was  falling  fast  behind  the  brown hill-tops  and  every  moment  the  water  got  colder  and  colder, till  I  was  ready  to  cry, when  suddenly  I  came  to  an  opening  in  the  bushes, where a  great  black  pool lay  in  front  of  me, white  with  foam  at the  sides.

Chapter IX p.42

…when  a  great  deal  of  rain  had  fallen, and  the  water  of  the  Lynn  stream  had  risen  several  feet, that  the  ducks  in  the count yard  suddenly  made  a  terrible  quaking.

Chapter  X p.53

The  weather  was  very  mild  that  winter, and  scarily  and  snow  fell. The  nights  were  very  dark, as  though  there  were  very  dark, as  though  there  were  no  stars in  the  sky, and  all  day  long  and  mists  were  rolling  over  the  hills. The  moorland  was  full  of  many  kinds  of  birds, but  it  was dangerous  for  any  man  to  go  shooting  because the  bog  was  so  thick.

Chapter  XI p.63

Between  the  two  rides  lay  a bright  green  valley, a  perfect  oval, with  a  winding  river  at  the  bottom  of  it, and  steep  black cliffs  like  walls  all  round. It looked as  if  no  frost  could  enter, nor  cold  finds  blow  there. Even  now  it  was  bright  with  sunshine  whenever  the  clouds  lifted.

Chapter XXIV p.127

As the road approached the entrance, it became straighter and stronger, like a channel cut from rock. Not a tree of bush was left to shelter a man from bullets.

Chapter XXX p.156

At last I got my spy-hill(as I began to call it) and gazed down into the beautiful Doone Valley, which in summer looked like a vase of green, but was not showed up to half the height of the hills surrounding it, so that it looked like a huge white basin. Not a patch of grass was there, not a black branch of a tree, all was white.
Chapter XXXIII  p.166

First the dog vanished, and the hills once more became visible. And the sky began to look natural, after having worn for month a mask of heavy grey clouds. Then the south wind arose and the rain came, though cold, yet most refreshing to the skin and eyes.

p.176

The Lyn  river was roaring and foaming breaking whole tree-trunks on the rocks. The little wooden boot-bridge had been carried away a long ago.

A romantic novel of Richard Blackmore is set in late 17th century Exmoor in Badworthy Valley where many Blackmore Landscapes can still be found. The story is a romance in a gloomy countryside with mists which are rolling  over the hillin Devon in the South West of England. It’s too difficult to observe that Richard Blackmore describes  a green valley, a perfect oval between the mountains with walls standing round it, a little river, which runs out of underground and falls into the valley.
The writer draws our attention to the nature of the valley, he paints grass, bushes, small stone houses, where the horseman pass the silence not looking round with bright colours. All this helps us to feel a great sense of romance of the nature and understand the feelings of the main heroes.

Moreover, while reading, we get to know a great number of the names of rivers and lakes, towns, cities, regions, countries, small villages, which are interesting from the point of view of geography.
We can set our imagination free and see ourselves in the valley, covered with green grass, where the fog vanishes, the hills once more become visible and the sky begins to look natural, so it takes us to the centre of the action. Thus we see the importance of the description of these 

geographical places in the novel ‘’Lorna Doone’’.

‘Treasure  Island’

Robert  Louis Stevenson
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The  action  of  the  novel  by  Robert Louis  Stevenson ‘ Treasure Island’  occurs  in  one  of  the  bays  of  Bristol and in Bristol itself.

The  description  of  these  places  we  find on  pages  54,84,91,95,97,98,123,143,151,152,167,174,201,202,205,209…..

p.54

… I  approached  that  island in  my  fancy, from  every  possible  direction; I explored every  acre of  its  surface; I  climbed  a  thousand  times  to  that  tall  hill  they  call  the spy-glass, and  from  the  top  enjoyed  the  most  wonderful and  changing  prospects. Some  times  the isle  was  thick with savages, with  whom  we  fought, sometimes  full  of  dangerous  animals  that  hunted  us…

p.84

…this  is  a  sweet  spot, this  island- a  sweet  spot  for  a  lad to  get  ashore on. You’ll bathe, and  you’ll climb trees, and you’ll  get  aloft  on  them, hills  like a  goat  yourself…

p.91

The  place  was  entirely  land-locked, buried  in  woods, the  trees coming  right  down to  high-water  mark, the shores  mostly  flat, and the  hill-tops  standing  round  at a distance  in  a  sort  of  amphitheatre one  here, one  there. Two little  rivers, or, rather, two  swamps, emptied  out  into  this  pond, as  you  might call it; and  the  foliage  round  that  part of  the  shore  had  a  kind  poisonous  brightness.

p.95

Then I came  to  a  long  thicket  of  these  oak-like  trees-live, or evergreen, oaks, I heard  afterwards  they  should  be  called-which  grew  low  along  the  sand  like  brambles, the  boughs  curiously,  twisted, the  foliage  compact, like  thatch. The  thicket  stretched  down from the  top of  one  of  the sandy knolls, spreading and  growing  taller  as it  went  until  it  reached  the  margin  of  the  broad, reedy  fen, though  which  the  nearest  of  the little rivers  soaked  its  way into  the anchorage. The  marsh  was  steaming  in  the  strong  sun, and  the  outline  of  the  spy-glass  trembled  through  the  haze.

  p.97

The  rocks  of  the  spy-glass reechoed  it  a  score  of  times,                         the  whole  troop  of  march-birds  rose  again, darkening  heaven, with a  simultaneous  whirr, and long  after  that  death-yell  was  still  ringing  in my  brain, silence  had  re-established. Its  empire, and  only  the  rustle  of  the 

 re-descending  birds  and  boom  of  the  distant  surges  disturbed, the languor  of  the afternoon.

p.99

…had  got  into  a  part  of the  island  where  the  live-oaks  grew  more  widely apart, and seemed  more  like  forest  trees  in  their  bearing  and  dimensions. Mingled  with these  were  a  few  scattered  pines, some  fifty, some  near  seventy  feet  high. The  air , too, smelt  more  freshly  than  down  beside  the  march.

p. 123

…I rose  to  my  feet, I  saw, some  distance  farter  down  the  spit, and  rising  from among low bushes, an   isolated rock, pretty  high, and  peculiarly  white  in  color. It  occurred  to  me  that  this  might  be  the white  rock  of  which Benn Gunn had  spoken…

p. 143 

The  sea  breeze, as thought  it had  the sooner  blown  itself  out  by  its  unusual  violence, was already  at  an  end; it had  been  succeeded  by  light, variable airs  from  the  south  and south-east, carrying  great  banks  of  fog; and  the  anchorage, under ice of skeleton Island, lay  still  and  leaden  as  when first  we  entered  it.

p.151

…North  of Haulbowline  Head, the  land  runs in a long way, leaving, a low  tide, a long  stretch  of  yellow  sand. To the north of that, again, there comes  another  cape-cape of the woods, as  it  was marked  upon the  chart-buried  in  tall  green  pines, which  descended to the  margin  of the  sea.

p.161

The  wind, serving us to  a  desire, now  hauled  into the west. We  could run so much the easier  from  the  north-east  corner  of  the  island  to  the  mouth  of  the  North  Inlet.

p.174

the  moon  was  climbing  higher  and  higher; its  light  began  to  fall  here  and  there  in  masses  through  the  more  open  districts  of  the  wood; and  right  in  front  of  me  a glow  of a  different  color  appeared  among  the  trees. It  was  red  and  hot, and now  and  again  it  was  a  little darkened-as  it  were  the  embers  of a  bonfire  smoldering.

p.201

…Now, right  before  us  the  anchorage  was  bounded  by  a  plateau  from  two to three  hundred  feet  high  adjoining  on the north  the sloping  southern  shoulder  of the spy-glass, and  rising  again  towards  the  south into  the  rough, cliffs  eminence  called  the  Mizzen-mast Hill. The top  of the  plateau  was  dotted  thickly  with  pine  trees  of  varying  height.

p.202

A6t  the  first outset, heavy, miry  ground  and  a  mattered, marsh  vegetation  greatly delayed  our  progress; but  by  little  and  little  the  hill, began to  steeper and  become  stony  under  foot, and  the  wood  to  change  its  character  and  to  grow  in a more  open  order. It  was, indeed, a  most  pleasant  portion  of  the  island  that  we  were now  approaching. A  heavy  scented  broom  and  many  flowering  shrubs  had  almost  taken  the  place  of  grass  Thickets  of  green  nutmeg-trees  were  dotted  here  and  there  with  the red  mingled  their  spice  with  the aroma  of  the  others. The air, besides, was  fresh  and  stirring, and this, under  the  sheer sunbeams, was  a  wonderful  refreshment  to  our  sences.

p.205

The  plateau  being  somewhat  tilted  towards  the west, this  spot  on  which  we  had  paused, commanded  a  wide  prospect  on  either  hand.

Before us, over  the tree-tops, we  beheld  the Cape  of  the  Woods  fringed  with  surf; behind; we  not  only  looked  down  upon  the  anchorage  and  skeleton  Island, but  saw clear  across  the  split  and  the  eastern  lowlands a  great  field  of  open  sea  upon the east. Sheer  above  us  rose  the  rose  the  spy-glass, here dotted  with  single  pines, there black  with  pceipices. There  was  no  sound  but  that  of  the  distant  breakers, mounting  from  all  round, and  the  chirp   of  countless  in  sects in  the  brush.

p.209

It was  fine  open  walking  here  upon the  summit; our  waylay  a little  downhill, for, as  I  have said, the plateau  titled  towards  the  west. The  pines, great  small, grew  wide  apart; and  even  between, the clumps  of  nutmeg  and  azalea, wide  open  spaces  baked  in  the  hot  sunshine…

The  third rose  nearly  two  hundred  feet  into  air  above  a  clump  of  Underwood; a giant  of  a  vegetable, with  a  red  column  as  big as a  cottage, and a  wide  shadow  around  in  which a company  could have  maneuvered. I  was  conspicuous  far  to  sea  both  on  the cast  and  west, and  might  have been  entered  as  a  sailing  mark  upon  the  chart.

The  pictures of  the  islands, wood, the  marshes, sandy  knolls, rivers  rocks, bushes, the sea are  interesting from  the  point  of  view  of  geography. Calling the  readers  attention  to  these  places Stevenson  shows  his  heroes  against  their  background. The  places, where  the  actions take  place, are  not  much  distinguished  greatly  from  each  other. The  spy-glass with  the most  wonderful and  changing prospects. A  sweet  spot  where  ‘ you’ll  bathe, and you’ll hunt  goats, you  will, and  you’ll get aloft on  them, hills like  a  goat  yourself’. The  effect is made   stronger among thicket oak-like trees-live,  or  evergreen  oaks. Mingled  with  these were  a  few  scattered pines, some  fifty, some seventy feet  high. The  readers  needn’t  to  set  their  imagination  free to  see  themselves  in the  bay. ‘The  sea breeze, as  though it  had  the  sooner, blown  itself  out  by  its  unusual  violence, was  already  at  the end; it  had  been  succeed  by light, variable airs  from  the  south  and  south-east’.  Believe  me or  not  you  feel  yourself  like  a  real  explorer  of  the  South  of England.

[image: image2.jpg]- Faporiture Ma ap

Mfter 3cott %/anfoe ’
% Gronin
ﬁmm{ Gastle’

4} Jaﬂe f,:}/re *

o Edinburgh Gharlotte Dronte

N East 347:1119/ 771] or (Co/eznije

> CNORTHERN,/.
IRE [ AND *Belfast
r\ szfzm Mrd:rwortf
5. M ‘
A by :gg[;ert 3cutﬁ.~y
S (

: ‘ i
REPESLICHE D™ $ s
it O F g \‘\“' i
IRELAND
Midlands East
Anglia
" ENGLAND
‘ i =3 ' ¥ w A; 7 '\’ - Thames
A ‘Crom'n' - Cardrﬁ j Lakdon

‘The Gitadel Bristl ¢ /mmu[
‘The stars [QOE&W Al
South

South East

o 22 ! e
?ij’ zggb'ert Touis Stevensen ‘Jreasure island’ 5 i BRghion

( &CFJT([ Blackmere Lorna Doone ' S L QZ&ﬁwn g'afmt/l:}/ :72@ Era:yte .fya
e Horbort Qeoye Wells T Thomas #an[ Toss of the & Chmberville'

‘The ﬁr.yt men on the JZ:on ’ Gharles (ﬁz’ck‘ens
‘The eﬁﬂfumou& f aper o f the :ﬁtfw‘ick‘ Club’




Thomas  Hardy

 ‘Tess  of  the   d’Emberville’

p. 18-20

…The  village  of  Marlette  lay  amid  to  the  north-eastern  on  durations  of  the beautiful  vale  of  Blackmore….had  been  an  operation  of  personal  care

p.84-85

A   bit  of  the  Chase-the  oldest  weed  in  England… Darkness  and  silence  ruled  everywhere around. Above  them  rose  the  primeval  yews  and  oaks  of  the  Chase, in  which  were  poised  gentle  roosting  birds  in  their  last  nap; and  about  them  stole  the  hopping  rabbits and  hares.

pp.154-155

The  hot  weather  of July  had  crept  upon  them  unawares  and  the  atmosphere  of  the  flat  vale  hung  heavy…this  morning  the sun  shone  out  all  the  more  brilliantly  from  deluge, and  the  air  was  balmy  and  clear.

pp.99-100

It  was  a  hazy  sunrise  in  August…they  were  every  one  put  top  death  by  the  sticks  and  stones  of  the  harvesters.

pp.114-116

She  went  through  Stourcastle  without  pausing…There  the  water flower  was  the  lily; the  crowfoot  here.

pp.161-162

Amid  the  oozing  fatness  and  warm  ferments  of  the  Froom  vale…

They  vale… they  could  hardly  stand  still  for  the  flies.

p.169

At  this  moment  of  the  morning  Angel  Clare  was  riding  along  a  narrow  lane… and  he  rode  down  towards  the  well-known  gate.

pp.207-208

Thus, during  this  October  month… that  there  was  a  bright  sunshine  elsewhere.

p.215

(November) The  meads  were changing  new…and  were  quite  extinct.

pp.296-298

(October)Thus  Tess  walks  on…it  was  the  English Channel  at  a  point  far  out towards  France.

pp.304-305

There  had  not  been  such  a  winter  for years…They  knew  that  it  meant  snow  and  in  the  night  snow  came.

pp.410-411

Clare  became  conscious  of  some  vast  erection  close  in  his  front(The  description  of  the  Stonehenge)

pp.414-416

The  city  of Winchester…but  it  was  visible  enough up  here.

The  events  of  d’Emberville’s  are  going  against  the  changes  of  seasons. It’s  worth  calling  the  attention  of  the  reader  to  the  hot  weather  of July, the bright  sunshine  in  October. It’s  interesting  to  underline  that  there had  not  been  such  a  winter  for  years. On  the  pages  of  the  novel  we  can  find  the  description  of  English  Chanel, Stonehenge and Winchester.
       Northern England

Now  we’d  like  to  draw  your  attention  to  Northern England. The  Pennines  from  almost form  an  almost  continuous  stretch  of  high  land  from  the  Scottish  border  to the English  Midlands, a  distance  of  about  120  miles. The  highest  stretches  are  wide and rather  flat, with many  patches of  peat  and  much  heather  or  coarse  grass, forming  moorlands. Northern  England has  her ghylls(brook) and  dales. The Pennine  valleys  are  fully  provided  with  streams, most of  them hurrying quickly  down from  the moors  to  form  deep, slow  streams  on  the  plains. 

The Lake  District   lies  to the west  of  the  Pennines  in  countries  of  Cumberland, Westmoreland, and  Lancashire. The Lake District  is devided  from  the Pennines  by  the valleys of the  rivers  Eden  and  Lune. The  English  Lake  District is an  area  of spectacular  lakes  and mountains. On  sunny  days  the  blue  sky  and  marvelous  colour  of  woodland  are  reflected  in  the  clear  water  while  at  other  times  the  wind  with  sudden  gusts  beats  the  surface  of the lake  into  little  waves, clouds hang  over  hills  and  valleys. It’s  the  area  in  which  the poets Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge, William Wordsworth  and  Robert Southy  created  their  masterpieces. 

It  is not  surprising  that  the  poets  described  the  nature   of  this place. They  were  inspired by  natural  beauty. Certainly  no  one  has put  more  wonder  into  beautiful  melodic  verse  than  did  William  Wordsworth
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 Daffodils

I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud

That  floats  on  high  o’er  vales  and  hills,

When  all  at   once  I  saw  a  crowd,

A  host, of  golden  daffodils;

Beside  the  lake, beneath  the  trees,

Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze.

Continuously  as  the stars  that  shine

And  twinkle  on  the  Milky-Way,

They stretched  in  never-ending  line

Along  the  margin  of  a bay:

The  thousand  saw  I at   a glance,

Tossing  their heads  in  sprightly  dance.

The  waves  beside  them  danced; but  they 

Out-did   sparking  waves  in  glee:

The  poet  couldn’t  buy  be  gay,

In  such  a  jocund  company:

Gazed, and  gazed, but  little  throught

What  wealth  the  show  to me  had  bought:

For oft, when  on  my  couch  I  lie

In  vacant  or in  pensive  mood,

They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye

Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude;

And  then  my  heart  with pleasure  fills,

And  dances  with  the  daffodils.

                          Нарциссы

Один, как  облако белое,

Высоко  над  горами летал  я.

Увидел  поле  волшебное,
Золотые нарциссы  мне  весело  кивали.

В  тени  дерев, у озера

По  воле  ветра  танцевали

Светящиеся  маленькие  точки,
Как  звездочки  по Млечному  пути,

Навстречу  солнцу  распростерли  лепестки,
Любовь  и  радость  для  людей  несли.

Такую  красоту  я  видел  лишь во  сне,

На  них  никак  не  наглядеться  было  мне;

Волны  голубые, играя  одна  с  другой, 

Не  могли  цветы  золотые  своей  затмить  красотой.

В  такой  веселой  компании  все  мысли  прочь  летят-

Не  отвести  от  чуда  взгляд;

Они  со  мной  теперь  всегда,

Пуст я один, в  душе  тоска,

Мне  с  ними  горе  не  беда!
Спокоен  я, когда  их  вспоминаю,
И  снова  радость  жизни  обретаю,

За  их  чудесным  танцем  наблюдая.

The  poet  says  that  wandering  like a cloud, floating  above the  hills and  valleys, he  saw a  field  of  daffodils  near a lake.

The dancing  flowers  stretched  endlessly  along  the  shore  and  though  the    lake  danced  beside  the flowers, the  daffodils  outdid  the  water  in happiness. Every person  is  happy  in  such  a  wonderful  company of  flowers.

The  novels of  Sir  Walter  Scott  lead  us  to  Scotland. With the  heroes  of  ‘Ivanhoe’, Rob Roy’ , ‘The Bride  of  Lammermoor’, ‘The  Monastery’, ‘Peveril  of  the  Peak’ 

We visit ancient  castles, see  the  Cheviot  Hills  which  have  been  the  scenes  of  war  and  bloodshed. And  of  course  we  feel  the wet  westerly  wind  bringing  mist and rain  from  the  ocean  that  partly causes  the lovely scenery. We  feel  drawn  into  the  atmosphere of the period  and very  soon become  convinced  that  life  in  the 12th  century  was such  as  we  see  it  on  the  pages  of  the  book. It is  worth  calling  the  attention of the  reader  that  action  of  some  chapters  of  the  novel  ‘Peveril  of the  Peak’  is  set  on  the  Island Man.
To  continue we’d  like  to  add  that  some  events  of the  novel  ‘Jane  Eyre’ by Charlotte Bronte  occur  in  Lowood  and  Kirkby in  the north  of England.
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         ‘Jane  Eyre’ 

       Charlotte Bronte
Chapter VI, p.82

During  January, February, and  part  of  March, the  deep  snows,

And  after  their  melting, the  almost  impassable  roads  prevented  our  stirring  beyond  the  garden  walls, except  to  go  to  church; but  within  these  limits  we  had  to  pass  an  hour  every  day  in  the open  air.

Sundays  were  dreary  days  in  that  wintry  season.

Chapter  IX, pp.101-102

Spring  drew  on: she  was  indeed  already  come; the  frosts  winter  had  ceased; its  snows  were  melted; its  cutting  winds  ameliorated. My wretched  feet, flayed  and  swollen  to  lameness  by  the  sharp  air  of  January, began  to  heal  and  subside  under  the  gentler  breathings  of  April; the  nights and  mornings  no  longer  by  their  Canadian  temperature froze  the very  blood in  their  veins;  we  could  now endure  the  play-hour  passed  in  the  garden… Flowers  peeped  out  amongst the  leaves; snow-drops, crocuses, purple  auriculas, and   golden-eyed  pansies.

How  different  had  this  scene    looked  when  I  viewed it  laid  out  beneath  the  iron  sky  of  winter, stiffened  in  frost, shrouded  with  snow!

April  advanced  to  May: a  bright, serene  May  it  was; days  of  blue  sky, placid  sunshine, and  soft  western  or  southern  gales  filled  up  its  duration. And    now  vegetation  matured  with  vigour; Lowood  shook  loose  its  tresses; it became  all  green, all  flowery; its    great  elm, ash,  and oak  skeletons  were  restored  to   majestic life; woodland  plants  sprang up  profusely  in  its  recesses, unnumbered  varieties of  moss  filled  its  hollows, and  its  made  a  strange  ground-sunshine  out  of  the  wealth  of  its  wild  primrose  plants.

pp.103-104

That  forest-dell, where  Lowood  lay, was  the  cradle  of  fog  and  fog-bred  pestilence.

May  shone  unclouded  over  the  bold  hills  and  beautiful  woodland  out  of  doors. Its  garden, too, glowed  with  flowers:  hollyhocks  has  sprung  up  tall  as trees, lilies  had  opened, tulips  and  roses  were in  bloom, the  borders  of  the  little beds  were  gay  with  pink  thrift  and  crimson  double  daisies; the  sweet-briars  gave  out, morning  and  evening, their  scent  of  spice  and  apples; and these  fragrant  treasures  were  all  useless  for  most  of  the  inmates  of  Lowood: except  to  furnish  now  and  then  a  handful  of  herbs  and  blossoms  to  put  in a  coffin.

But  I, and  the rest  who  continued  well,  enjoyed  fully  the  beauties  of  the  scene  and  season.

Chapter  XXIII, p. 316

A  splendid  Midsummer  shone  over  England:  skies  so  pure, suns  so  radiant  as  were  then  seen  in  long  succession, seldom  favour, even  singly, our  wave-girl  land. It  was  as  if   a  band  of  Italian  days  had  come  from  the  south, like  a  flock  of  glorious  passenger  birds,  and  lighted  to  rest  them  on  the  cliffs of  Albion. The  hay  was all  got  in; the  fields  round Thornfield  were  green  and  shorn;  the  roads  white  and  baked;  the  trees  were  in  their  dark  prime; hedge  and  wood, full-leaved  and  deeply  tinted, contrasted  well  with  the  sunny  hue  of  the  cleared  meadows  between.

Chapter  XXVI, p.377

A  Christmas  frost  had  come  at  midsummer; a  white   December

Storm  had  whirled  over  June; ice  glazed  the ripe  apples, drifts  crushed  the  blowing  roses;  on   hayfield   and  cornfield  lay  a  frozen  shroud:  lanes  which  last  night  blushed  full  of  flowers, to-day  were  pathless  with  untrodden  snow; and  the  woods, which  twelve  hours  since  waved  leafy  and  fragrant  as  groves  between  the  tropics, now  spread, waste, wild, and  white  as  pine-forested  in  wintry  Norway.

Chapter XXVIII, p.409

Whitcross  is  no  town, nor  even  a  hamlet; it  is  but  a  stone  pillar set  up where four  roads  meet.

pp.410-411

There  are  great  moors  behind  and  on  each  hand  of  me; there  are  waves  of mountains  far  beyond  that  deep  valley  at  my  feet. The  population  here  must  be  thin, and  I  see  no  passengers  on these  roads.

I  touched  the  health:  it  was  dry, and  yet  warm  with  the  heat  of  the  summer-day. I looked  at  the  sky; it  was  pure: a  kindly  star  twinkled  just  above  the  chasm  ridge. The  dew  fell, but  with  propitious  softness; no  breeze  whispered.

p.413

All  the  valley  at  my  right hand was  full  of   pasture-fields, and  corn-fields, and  wood, and  a  glittering  stream  ran  zigzag  through  the  varied  shades  of  green, the  mellowing  grain, the  sombre  woodland, the  clear  and  sunny  lea.

The nature’s vivid description of Kirkbi and Lowood helps the readers to understand feelings and the state of Jane’s soul
e.g. ‘May shone unclouded over the bold hills and beautiful woodland out of doors. Its garden, too, glowed with flowers: hollyhocks has sprung up tall as trees, lilies had opened, tulips and roses were in bloom, the borders of the little beds were gay with pink thrift and crimson double daises; the sweet – briars gave out, morning and evening, their scent of spice and apples; and these fragrant treasures were all useless for most of the inmates of Lowood: except to furnish now and than a handful of herbs and blossoms to put in a coffin’.

                Wales

It  is  well  known.  When  we  enter  Wales, we  must  be  prepared  for  a  good  deal  of  rainy  weather, many  names  of  places  that  are  very  long  and  puzzling, and  a language  that  we  do  not  understand. There  are  very  many  castles  which  were  built  as  fortresses  by  the  English. Round  the  north  coast are  many beautiful  seaside  places. It’s  common knowledge  that  on  three  sides  Wales  is  washed  by  sea. There’s  the  Irish Sea  in  the  north,  St.  George’s  Channel  on  the  West and  Bristol  Channel  on  the south. Wales  is  therefore  called  a  peninsula, which  means  that it  is  an  island. Wales  is  a  very  mountainous  country.  Numerous  lakes, tarns  and  waterfalls  make  Wales  nature  unforgettable. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  novel  ‘ The  Citadel’ by  Archibald  Joseph  Cronin  we  see Andrew  Manson at  the  final stage of  his  journey  to  Blanelly, a  small  provincial town  in  South  Wales.

Andrew is  devoted  to  his  profession  and  greatly  excited  by  the  prospects  of  his  future post.  The  rainy  October  afternoon  and  the  dull bare  landscape, which  he  saw  through  the  window  of  the  train  could  not  spoil  his cheerful mood. 
Later  on  page  33  we  read ‘It  was  three  month  later, and  a  fine  March  afternoon…even  Blanelly (a  Welsh  town) was  beautiful.

Archibald  Joseph Cronin

‘The  Citadel’

pp. 3-4

Late  October  afternoon  in  the  year  1921… The  trees, seen  in  the  fading  light, were  gaunt  and  stunted  spectres.

p.33

I t  was three  month  later, and   a  fine  March  afternoon…  even  Blanelly(a Welsh  town) was  beautiful.

p.106

Thereafter  their  career  down  Ruthin… and  all, all  spangled  by  the  midclay  sun.

p.133

Winter  set  in  carly  and  unexpectedly…  but  in  the  end  they  came  to  eat  from  her  hand.

p.148

Christin  helped him  him…working  before  the  fine  coal  fire-it  was  an  advantage  of  the  district  that  they  never  lacked  anabudance  of  cheepcoal.

       Conclusion
In conclusion we would like to say that we’ve made an attempt to find and to analyze some places on the British Isles from the point of geography in the novels of English writers.

For these purpose we’ve read the following novels of English writers

Richard   Blackmore ‘Lorna Doone’

Robert Louis Stevenson ‘Treasure Island’

Thomas Hardy ‘Tess of the d’Erberville’

A. Cronin ‘The Citadel’

Ch. Bronte ‘Jane Eyre’

To achieve the aim and to show the importance  of geographical characteristics of different places in these books, we’ve made up a literature map with the names of the writers and the places where the actions take place.
Our general thesis is that the description of the location of these places and their natural plays  a great role for understanding the behavior and feelings of the main heroes and reflects the state of their soul.

Much has been said and written upon the problem, but we believe that our modest research will help the students at their lessons of English literature.

Summing up we hope that our project will give additional information to the students.
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