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322 FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO

our beings and of Nature, or as divine symbols of a

place and a beauty beyond our power to imagine.

I think it likely that when Dolben penned those

lines to the Snowdrop it was in his mind that this was

one of his mother's favourites. My mother had her

favourites too ; not the roses and carnations in our

gardens, but mostly among the wild flowers growing

the pampas-flowers which 1 never see in England.

But I remember them, and if by some strange chance

1 should find myself once more in that distant region,

I should go out in search of them, and seeing them

again, feel that I was communing with her spirit.

These memories of my mother are a relief to me in

recalling that melancholy time, the years of my youth

that were wasted and worse, considering their effect

and that the very thought of that period, which is to

others the fullest, richest, and happiest in l»te has

always been painful to me. Yet to it I am now obliged

to return for the space of two or three pages to relate

how I eventually came out of it.
, ^ ,

My case was not precisely like that of Cowper s

Castaway, but rather like that of a fugitive from his

ship on some tropical coast who, on swimming to the

shore, finds himself in a mangrove swamp, waist-deep

in mire, tangled in rope-like roots, straining frantically

to escape his doom.

I have told how after my fifteenth anniversary, when

I first began to reflect seriously on my future life, the

idea still persisted that my perpetual delight in Nature

was nothing more than a condition or phase of my

child's and boy's mind, and would inevitably fade out


