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the milkiness

N EARLY SPRING DAY, touched with the very lightest
v mist, 1 took a favourite journey of mine, Starting from
rth Downs in , where the great be&chs‘:s
vast wood called the King d (so called because
+ VIIT hunted there) magnificently dominate the chalk,
velled the fifty miles across the wide weald of Kent and
e Erlﬂhmn, a few miles to the east of which you get
first w}nmpae of the South Downs, utterly bare and
ng, as they did on that tenderly misty day, not at all

e great grey whales washed up from the sea.
tween these two Rhar@i\‘ contrasting ranges of hills there
spread of countryside that has, for me, an abiding magic.
ceaculr, marked by no dramatic distinguishing feature
s those of Lakeland, Wales, the Pennines or Scotland,
ertheless has a great power of evocanion. It uplifts; it
4 great sense of space; it is a perfect piece of English
wade pastoral. Woo pamam uilag;f: greens, corn-
ﬂp-gezfdem rehards & elde, lirtle streams
ilages pm«ct:eﬁ:hmm m ines, roadside hedse-
nd dﬂxﬁ"‘i irmh-dmkt& in spring mth pr:mrm&a, anem-
ke hn xxhnl%: infn-
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THE LOLNTRY VAN

causes me greater irritation; far from accepting it o
remotely true I marvel, year after year, at the incomp
heritage that is still ours.

Also in spring, a friend of mine set out on the same pi
age (I use the word advisedly because that is how this j¢
always seems to me), taking with him two visitors fmm
America. For some time these two people gazed on Eng
April with speechless enchantment. They drank in €
brilliance of its many greens like two weary desert tray
coming upon a blessed oasis. The very existence of such gs
ness was irself a miracle. But presently, in turn, 1t prov
an amazed question. ‘Why,’ they wanted to know, “do
allow the cattle to eat the crops?” When told that the
were in fact grass they fell back into silence aﬂfain,
amazed at frl:md than ever.

Much thfmgil I dislike ‘the moral of the story is’ I can
here resist the temptation to say that | &tre:mgiv suspe
J.E‘ too many of those who assert that we are rapidly losing

side do not, 2las, use their eves very much. No evide
existed on that silvery spring morning as I crossed the reg
ring apmen of landscape which everywhere afford two-
views of the Weald's lovely 3“1miuEﬁutaar_‘»m3 that any purt o
least rhat wide stretch of mx-tnml was in danger of demis
decay. The full glory of true spring was still some six wee
away (W, H. Hudson said that the English countryside in
ably looked at its most superb on or about May the ghtee
—note the date well). The true magic of the green that hs
amazed the visitors from South America }nd not yet buﬂi
but the gold had

of .;rEEama :«mgularﬁ}' el
¢, 80 much an tha the B

deﬁﬂﬁnt 1gamar the Si}ver}f h
everywhere appeared to undergo a miracle of enlargeme

/ ej gain i the hrai
. 5. 0 "h- erz-ﬁntd as if with higuid sun
"i?w:aum "E thntl”h all thie was anl w, There s turther
ending into the downland of West Sus
d Hm“np*;h%rﬂ :imi on in tshire that is in some way
certain § ; perhaps even more beautiful. This 13
Soh Countey s marvellously described by Edwi ard Thomas,




Senth Dopas, |
Drghion. Leonand aut o) ton

the same country that inspired Gilbert White to say "
have now travelled the Sussex Downs for apwar{ls of |
vears, yet 1 still investieate that chain of majestic mouns
with Fresh admuraien e
heauties each time 1 trave
to speculate, time and time again, what |
: erennial fascination of the 5
skies and ‘the
fed downs’.
Over into Wiltshire this maj
cantive '
GV mIBTE RIDE
from which vou can look out, in all di
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MILEIN OF MAY-T

¢ all, evoking a great sensc of mystery that is also
{v haunting.
i« Chichester, around Goodwood, the do nbnd 18
%her richer, the hills no longer sparsely clad, and as I
fiem and drink them in 1 become excusably nostalgic.
nd over again, during the grimmest days of the war,
ame hills were a salve and a comfort to me. Whenever |
<natch an hour or two from my Air Force duties I walk-
Ut them, restlessly watching for spring to come and then
ally revelling in the full balm of summer. I did not then
that the house we ased as our officers’ mess, Sho ywyke
. was owned by a member of a family named Waods,
s a relative of Gilbert White’s by marriage. The garden
thouse acted as a salve too and one of its more memorable
mething | had never secn hetire and have never
ince: a pergola of wisteria, a kind of curtained tunnel, all
and gloriously mauve and purple in May. So sharply
ed is the memory of it that the thousands of mauve and
& crocuses I see at this moment from my window are
ore vivid.
ery year I make 2 pilgrimage acr¢ these stretches of
Yand too, always marvelling, as I do on my journeyings
% the Kent and Sussex Weald. not that these lovely b
are being filched from us but that they are wirtually

geless, the eternal miracle of them renewed every year, 5o

When spring agamn cloties them in its infinite greens, s
roses, its bluebells, it i ' 9 f
ilver too, shine so like ma
and yews, and fAinally the oo
something [ wrote about the iy
I think of it as the symbol

& heritage we happily ¢
Hed it “the risen cream of

 of May-time”.




	Coversheet72
	c187o



