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"’") HE GREAT MARSH lics on the Essex coast between the village of

Chelmbury and the ancient Saxon ni,'.-ut-::-ﬁnluni; hamler of Wickaeldroth
It is one of the last of the wild places of England, a low. far-reaching
expanse of grass and reeds and |1,a|f—-.u|,-|nrr],:nf meadowlands ending in

the great nlnngi and mud flats and udal pools near the restless sea

Tidal creeks and estuaries and the crooked. meandering arms of many
little rivers whose mouths lap ar the edge of the ocean cur through the
sodden land thar seems to nse and fall and breathe with the recurrence
of the duly ndes. It 1s desolate, urterly lonely, and made lonelier by the
calls and eries of the wildfow] that make their homes in the marshlands
and saltings — the waldgeese and the gulls, the teal and widgeon, the
redshanks and curlews that pick their way thnuugh the udal |:1ﬂu|i.
Of human habitants there are none, and none are seen. with the
occasional exceprion of a wild-fowler or native oyster-fishermen, who
sull ply a trade already ancient when the Normans came 1o Hastings.
Greys and blues and soft greens are the colours, for when the skies are
dark in the long winters, the many waters of the beaches and marshes
reflect the cold and sombre colour. But sometimes, with sunrise and
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Hard by one of the winding arms of the little River Aelder runs the
embankment of an old sea wall, smooth and solid, without a break, a
bulwark to the land against the encroaching sea. Deep into a salung
some three miles from the English Channel it runs, and there turns
north. At that corner its face 15 gouged, broken and shattered. It has
been breached, and at the breach the hungry sea has already entered and
taken for its own the land, the wall, and all that stood there.

At low water the blackened and ruptured stones of the ruins of an
abandoned lighthouse show above the surface, with here and there, like
buoy markers, the top of a sagging fence-post. Once this lighthouse
abutted on the sea and was a beacon on the Essex coast. Time shifted

land and water, and its usefulness came to an end.
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Lately it served again as a human habitation. In it there lived a lonely
man. His body was warped, but his heart was filled with love for wild and
hunted things. He was ugly to look upon, but he created great beaury.
It is about him, and a child who came to know him and sce beyand the
grotesque form that housed him to what lay wathin, that this story is rold.
It 1s not a story that falls -r.ml].-' and !mmﬂhl'_r INLo sequendce., It has
E."t'l"ﬂ F]r"frl‘k! f-rulll Hl.JlIF MIUrEcs ]HI.I I'.'I'Lln'l mJ.H}' Pfulj]t' &m: l.".lf It
Cmes 1N ".!Ir I-“l'lll U.F- I-I'Jg"ll'ﬂ-[!- l'-llﬂn men ‘“-'I'I-U Im..lkl.'d qu.lﬂ ‘ITJ“EE ﬂnd
'l"l”].-l.'lll SCENCS. I'-Hr II'lf' L% o | h]:‘i fl.."l"-l'd iLs i n J."d !-Pl"r:l.i[l Il'll- nrplfd
blanket over the site, and the great white bird with the black-tipped
puions that saw it all from the lwginnmg to the end has returned to the

dark, frozen silences of the northlands whence it came.
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