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beautiful sediment at the bottom <>f an enormo s bowl.

As I reached the Spaniards Road, a sharp shov r drove

suddenly out of the soi'h-west, and for a few minutes

the promise and contrast of the sky were bloti- ! out in

swirls of lowering grey. Then I saw that the norizon

was slashed with a yi How band, and presently the

curtain of rain was rolled up to discover the deeps of

clear sky filn ^d here and there with drifting scarves of

white. And with the return of the sun the distances

were wrapped in that wonderful veil of atmosphere

which sometimes transfigures the Heath, an almost

palpable atmosphere that is like thin, clear smoke; that

is like the bloom on a September plum. The nearer

v.'es in their dark greens and browns and scorched

yellows melted back across the valley into lavender grey,

and then into a sweet, warm blue ; and yet the depth of

the picture right back over the Middlesex hills had the

appearance of being an effect rather than the presenta-

tion of true uista;ice— I iiad a seiise that all this beauty

of line and mass an ^our was in some way composed,

as if I myself had .. something more wonderful

than any haphazar ' i' natural landscape i^ould

ever be.

And it may be that the thrill and eh*ion (>f that

feeling made me more susceptible to emoti \ .hen at

last, and reluctantly, I descended from my point of

vantage and made my way riong one of the raw brown
paths that wiriu among ti • bilver birch'js anc: lead out
to the Heath Extension, i ^inow that when I came in

sight of the Garden Suburb, grouped about its two
churches, I was ready to shout with joy, as if I hailed

some great achievement. It se med to me, then, that

these open roads and graceful hou s were so infinitely

more beautiful than the dying miseries of Gospel Oak.
In another mood I might have been critical, but then I
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