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INTRODUCTION xvii

I am writing in my study on a heather-
clad hill-top. When I raise my eye from

my sheet of foolscap, it falls upon miles and
miles of broad open moorland. My window
looks out upon unsullied nature. Every-
thing around is fresh and pure and whole-

some. Thrdugh the open casement, the
scent of the pines blows in with the breeze

from the neighbouring firwood. Keen airs
sigh through the pine-needles. Grasshop-

pers chirp from deep tangles of bracken,
The song of a skylark drops from the sky
like soft rain in summer; in the evening, a
nightjar croons to us his rhonotonously
passionate love-wail from his perch on the
gnarled boughs of'the wind-swept larch that
crowns the upland. But away below in the

valley, as night draws on, a lurid glare red-
dens the north-eastern horizon. It marks
the spot where the great wen of London
heaves and festers. Up here on the free
hills, the sharp air blows in upon us, limpid
and clear frorn a thousand leagues of open
ocean ; down there in the crowded town, it
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