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4 THE NEW CLARION June 10, 1933

And there it was, unmistakable, pri-
mitive, a clear gulley-track cutting
through the wood on the slope, I set foot
on it and began to walk towards Canter-
bury with g strange pleasure. The wild
anemones were like a light shower of
SNOwW under the treeg. The bluebells were
just showing colour.

Having starteq for Canterbury 1 went
on. It was g bilgrimage I hag made be-
fore. Now I began to feel some reluc-

desecrated England, my wild and solital-‘y
places next to the towns ang speed-
tracks,

OF the Hig’lway in Kent
It may have been the Dit-shaft wheels
standin_g out black against the clear

L d :
Spring sky that created an illusion, but
rste J I had an impression suddenly that I was
OO p ; in the North country. The hills are barer
is no impression or richne-ss angd
By H E B d‘tes grandeur. The beople are miners, The

5 bleak, the woods are solid rectangular
ET'S go into the country! Itis the with wild rock-roses. There are no vil-

g plantations, set tg break the wind, like
SUMMEr cry of clty dwellers and lages. They lie down below—Westwell, Lthe belts of beeches iri the higher Cots-
office prisoners. Certainly it seemeqd Eastwell, Hothfield, Lenham—un_der the wolds,
to be the Cry of all England ag I set off shelter of the hills and trees,_hhmr squat Was this Kent, the garden of England?
irom Charing Gross and out of London Iﬁ?fm chgrcl:tuwers looking squarer Back in the woods by the Pilerims’ Way
along the Folkestone Roag on an early still from ahove. i i i =
springg Sunday to fing my unknown Kenfz,.r You could walk all day, for miles, in ;:; eﬁadtygeﬁ‘e?ghg??ﬁa gv;artgl 'Sg?e;uﬁp
The big white arterial road ~was black these great woods. It is really like a i fesslon of ﬁorthemliness it was bit:
With ten thousang southbound cars. Diece of Rhineland forest, with the thick t,erllj cold. The wind came p{ercmgly off
I chose the day and the road deli- straight pines and the bare floor of th yc ast' and I was glad to stop and
berately. The day because I wanteq to  slippery bine-needies, except that there £ ‘;0 . little square bleak-looking
See how close to erowds 1 could £ind the s no river below, only the vast expanse &9 ll‘n 5 a " theqroa datds tang aori
pnknown and deserted places: the road  of the Weald pastures and orchards, the Du‘;‘ff' ouse: by
because I wanted to brove that the fields’ SPring green and the orchards Myself,

§ ; There was g little, sharp-faced, grey-
wildest and loveliest bits of England white mists of blossom. i fppa
often lie only half 5 ‘mile from the It wag a cloar sunny day, and I caleu- eyed woman ;ﬂﬁge'h&i 1ghg,d a.nt;m.:- Ane:;;g
modern highway.  Iated T could see forty miles. The bare fire burning in the big hob-grate. 8!

It is an hour and a-half’s ride from South Downs were visible, almost; ag it Wa‘sv}ﬁ;g th%Ng;th angcglf?%%goht;ﬁ:
Charing Cross t0  Charing. Every blue as the bluehells Just beginning to Sspoke da"' or gmb? e iwth i
MOLOrist Who has been from London to come out by the roadside, It Was a mag- bar E’a.s - 1?‘%;“3 cfeh’airs e
Dover knows that Breat modern rpad nificent sight: to be able.to see almost, Scm? ed ?ath e‘; S%lé e o Ll
running along for miles at the Toot of the whole of Southern Kent and Some, \SHDLY, koo eist le N n};em ublic-
the North Downs, of Sussex in one glance. ! pay forﬂ?lgag viets%me% L 'strax;fed &

Charing is olg and a little forlorn And in a moment it Nas Solc iﬁus.‘ses t,hacoa.s?- ] i
The new road has by-passed it leaﬁné moved up and over the crest of the hills e Sou Ii. erid abiiat Ias tEoubE
the old street winding emptily up the 3and the view vanished. I felt suddenly e oD K ugﬂl;e e. The place hagd
hill, with 1ts fine o1 inns empty and for inStead that I was in Scotland; .on the wanting to talk with m s olt)enéss
sale:. Walkers ang archsologists know OtHer side the nill dropped down ra alenly Samate e :

i g : sheer two hundred feet, a wild gorge of “Is it always so coId__up here? ” I said. -
o because of it youtn Rostel and the weathered chalk overgrown with brisps  « It is cold,” she admitted, ;
ruined archiepiscopal Palace that is now as thick as my arm, and wild clematis " But always? i

part of ?hfarq;dnearl ]tfllze churen, a Jovely Vines that looped over sycamores IiLe . “It's colder a little farther along ‘he
g?éﬁqg”g in ‘Ee wv;?Is. OWers and ferns - tropical ereepers. It'was an astonishing  rodd,” she fold me, - " We're sheltered

T change. At the foot of the gorge the here. I think We may have show, don’t
And fust 2s thousands of el St L dense as a forest. They yous”

thinned again on the opposite’ slope, Snow! I stood over the fire and let

showing the white chalk seams at in- the heat soak ingo my body while She

e i 'f;thecoll'ﬁ,withﬁheir‘-

couple of' hundyeg ‘Yards from the tenvals fokd e b e o

gzrowded‘:road,.‘ i o . . a3 Dlece of untouched . ‘England, an hanger, and their vast pumps which

+ How- many’ motorists' trouble, as elemental ‘bit ‘of Iand that- looked as if DUmMp perpetually: af, an. underground

did, torfolpw: one-of the little;.nsvhite-, it had ‘not ‘changed . for twg - or three riyer. When I came outside to the foa

hundred years, berhaps even for four or again t‘h%i’nd swept down ab me
ch

s

five_hundred years, " sines the time of he unpr: ed hillside, And a @ )
Gligticeys =" L8 8 G .- - two Iater show.did fanl ig
The time of Chaucer Lrealised sud- two inches! I wond
nly that T must h deet almost  house and the Htke s

1, to-

It was just what T had set out to find: egig names, Snowdown -and - Bettes- .
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