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Preface 
 
 

 In the year 1940 the children of this school were evacuated to 

Yarkhill Court, near Hereford. There they enjoyed the security and 

beauty of the countryside, but at the same time were tormented by 

anxiety. Most of their fathers were fighting. Their mothers were 

braving the battle of London. The children were encouraged to write 

war poems because it was hoped that this would help them to deal 

with their fears, which were coming out in aggressive war games. 

Thus a poetry group sprang up composed of boys and girls between 

the ages of 8 and 14, who read and wrote poetry together. 

 

 The more varied the group (the ages of the children and the 

quality of their writing was very diverse) the greater the inspiration, 

for group work of this kind has a value that is the direct outcome of 

the polarity of its members. 

 

 Since this time it has been the school's endeavour to keep this 

group spirit alive, and it may well be that the poems and stories 

written by the children today are still drawn from that original 

source. 

 

 This magazine contains a selection of their creative work 

during the last sixteen years. The reader should not expect and 

certainly will not find the sustained quality of writing usual in 

literary journals. At the same time he will find work that is already 

art (although, of course, it has less technique than adult art); much 

more will be found in its workshop stage-writing that is in the 

process of becoming art. It is on this aspect of the poems and stories 

that the magazine lays stress and it is, therefore, less finished,  
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but more direct and revealing than its adult equivalent. Thus, 

selection proved comparatively simple. First of all, work was chosen 

which seemed accomplished, then work which was original or ex- 

citing; finally, work which came from the heart. 

 

 It is hoped that these poems and stories will be read not only 

by the parents and the children themselves, but also by that wider 

circle of educators who believe in this form of art. Over 50 years 

ago, the painter Cizek discovered child art and opened the door 

wide for a new approach to education, which not only trained the 

mind but also took into account the vast and hitherto largely  

ignored forces of the unconscious. The creative power, the inno-

cence and unknowing profundity to be found in these poems and 

stories are perhaps the outcome of an education which no longer 

allows these deeper forces to be restricted by adult conscious one-

sideness. 

 

       ELISABETH PAUL 

July 1956      JON SILKIN 
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STORIES 
 

THE OLD BRIGADE 
 

 The old  br igade consis ted of  two horse-drawn f ire  tenders  and three 
very old  and worn f iremen,  who also  looked af ter  two very old  and worn 
horses.  
 
 The old  br igade had only been cal led out  once th is  year ,  and i t  was 
a lready December.  
 
 The f iremen went  around with a  frozen look and dreaded the fact  that 
some one might call  them out.  
 
 Suddenly some one rang the  old  peel  bel l .  One of  the  f i remen went  to 
the door ,  while  the o ther  two harnessed the horses .  Then the horses  t r ied to  
pul l  the f ire  tenders,  but  a las  they would  not  budge.  So that  n ight  they had to 
turn away the las t  f ire  cal l  and because the horses  could not  move the f ire  
tenders  (and even if  they had,  they couldn ' t  have moved i t  far) ,  the o ld  f i re  
br igade was closed down.  
 

A N T H O N Y  S P E A R M A T  a g e  1 2  
 
 
 

AT THE BOTTOM OF A WELL 
 

 The sun was br ight  and the  a ir  smel t  of  ear ly  spr ing.  The f ragrant  
f lowers  were l ike r ich  carpets  a t  my feet .  Under  the ta l l ,  green t rees I  ran,  
the cuckoo singing gai ly af ter  a  long,  cold  winter .  
 
 Suddenly I  was fal l ing  down,  down,  down.  The air  now no longer  
smell- ing of  the f lowers  and the clean spr ing,  but  of  wet  ear th  sucking in  the 
water  af ter  a  heavy shower.  I  s topped fa l l ing  and,  as  my eyes became 
accustomed to the dark,  I  saw high walls  s t re tching far  above me,  and 
looking up I  saw a  smal l  c i rc le of  blue that  dazzled my eyes  af ter  the 
dimness  of  th is  hole.  The walls  were  covered with  patches  of  dr ipping moss.  
A ra t  scut t led by my feet  and a  toad jumped out  f rom behind a  s tone.  Then I  
real ised where I  was-at  the bot tom of  a  wel l!  
 

S A R A H  S H E P H E A R D  a g e  1 1  
 
 
 

THROUGH THE PRISON WINDOW 
 

 Hidden in  a  mass of  hard  grey s tone was a  small  window. I t  was 
recessed and only a  th in  ray of  sun pierced through i ts  forbidding black bars  
onto  the s tone f loor  inside.  I t  was cool  there  and bare,  not  l ike  the busy 
s t reet  outs ide,  where the hot  sun rebounded off  the scorching road,  and 
where,  t i red  and hot ,  people  rushed past  the window without not icing i t .  
Nobody knew that  that  window was there save one,  and he was ta l l  and th in ,  
with  large,  b lue eves and a  dark  complexion.  He always turned an eye 
towards i t  when he passed,  and every t ime he caught  s ight  of  the small  s l i t  in 
the wal l  he remembered the small  square room with  the four  th ick walls 
surrounding i t ,  and the cold  f loor  underneath  the shor t  wooden bench.  Then 
he would  turn  away again  and cont inue on his  way.  Today,  he thought as  he 
passed i t ,  "  i t  i s  cool  in  there- i t  is  a lways cool  in  there ,"  and the sweat  
poured down his  cheek.  
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GOING UPSTREAM 
 

The gong sounded across  the s i lent  waters .  The ship 's  chugging could  even 
be fel t  on  deck.  1  was s tanding looking back down the great  Amazon with  the 
rhythm of  the engine in  my bones.  1  observed the s lowly passing mudbanks,  
the  trees  hanging over  the  r iver  and the  c lear  moon in  a  c lear  sky.  The ship 's  
propel lor  churned the muddy water  l ike  th ick cream,  while  the  bow cut  the  
s luggish  surface.  I  turned round to  meet  someone whom I  thought  was 
approaching me,  but  only the spiders  on the ra i l ings and the passengers 
p laying cards fur ther  up the  deck could  be seen.  I  walked s lowly up the deck 
brushing away the many cobwebs in  my path.  The l ights  of  the cabins  
dazzled my eyes and for  a  moment I  wai ted,  breathing in  the th ick humid air .  
Then with  a  few quick s teps I  reached the passengers  p laying cards.  I  jo ined 
in  for  a  few rounds but  I  rarely won.  The captain  in  h is  smart  b lack long-
s leeved jacket  cheat ing a l l  the  t ime and laughing l ike  a  hyena,  and the  fa t  
woman in  her  r ich  beaut ifu l  shawl,  who a lways drank too much,  had been 
good company for  me t i l l  now. But  now I  was th inking of  my family wai t ing 
for  me at  Iqui tos .  After  I  lef t  the group of  merry card-playing passengers ,  I  
mounted the few iron s teps  to  the br idge.  The bosun was s teer ing the ship,  
h is  large brown eyes peer ing in to the dark-  
ness  ahead.  His  hands worked busi ly turning the  wheel ,  while  he  explained to 
me how much fur ther  i t  was and at  what t ime we should  get  there .  I  sat  down 
by him looking in to the jungle  on both s ides .  The tarpaul in f lapped 
annoyingly above our  heads.  He made a  gesture  for  me to  t ie  i t  down 
proper ly.  I  d id  so.  We sat  there  s i lent ly  watching the r iver  appear ing out  of  
the jungle  in  f ront  of  us .  
 
 Suddenly a  wind blew up,  rain  came down in  sheets .  I  ran  for  my 
cabin  and entered with  a  cloud of  bugs and spiders .  My l ights  were  dimmed 
with  swarms of  moths  a l l  t rying to get  nearer .  I  rushed out  again  and passed 
down the narrow deck to  the  captain 's  cabin.  There  the captain  and I  watched 
through a  por thole  the r is ing water  and the menacing trees  torn  down by the 
r iver .  The captain  shouting to  be heard  (for  the ra in  beat  heavi ly on the roof)  
said  with  a  smile  on his  face,  "  We wil l  arr ive  on t ime,  th is  weather  won ' t  
las t ."  
 
 He turned round and was lost  in  heaps of  baggage that  f i l led  his  
room. I  s trut ted  happi ly back to  my passage,  te l l ing other  travel lers  the good 
news on the way.  
 
 I  s lept  that  n ight  with  the drumming of  ra in  in  my ears  and an exci ted  
moth on my nose.  With  the morning came the sun,  the parrots  chat ter ing 
gai ly f rom the t ree  tops,  the mud banks al ive with  crocodi les  and al l igators .  
The captain was in  good spir i ts .  The ship  turned a  sharp bend and the last  
long s tre tch of  water  lay in  f ront  of  us .  As the motor  raced quicker  and the 
jungle  passed by faster ,  I  made out  the huts  and people  of  Iqui tos .  The ship 
pounded forward,  noise  could  be heard,  and in  the middle  of  nat ives  shout ing 
and waving I  saw my son,  h is  brown eyes af lame with  happiness .  The ship 
s lowed down and soon the eager  men on land had i t  t ied up and ready to be 
unloaded.  I  helped the  fa t  lady with her  many parcels  as  far  as  the  gangway 
and soon I  was descending with  a wink in  my eye for  the  captain .  I  entered 
the mass of  people  wait ing for  us .  When my foot  was on shore my son ran 
forward and jumping in to my arms yel led:  "Hi ,  Pop.  What was i t  l ike?  "  
 
 I  put  h im back on his  feet  and gave him one of  my parcels ,  held  his 
t iny warm hand and soon we were lost  in  the crowd of  merry nat ives  nois i ly 
meet ing each other  and walking off  to  their  homes beside the Amazon.  
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A JAMAICAN IN LONDON 
 
 

 Slowly the tra in crawled across  the Midlands,  the ra in  beating at  the  
windows and pat ter ing on the roofs  of  the carr iages as ,  with  a  whis t le ,  the 
s low moving serpent  swung round the corner  and in to  a  tunnel .  A few 
minutes  la ter  i t  emerged in to  the  hard  beat ing ra in  again  to  plod s lowly on 
to  London.  
 
 The t ra in  was crammed ful l  of  people .  There  were  a t  leas t  ten 
people  in  each carr iage and the corr idors  were b locked.  Ful l  of  hot ,  
sweat ing,  bad tempered people  al l  longing to  get  home,  to  reach their  
dest inat ion.  Not  a l l  the  people ,  however ,  were going home;  there were 
many country men going up to  the b ig  ci ty  to  sel l  their  wares ,  foreign 
people  who were going up to  "  s ight-see "  and have a  good look at  St .  
Paul ' s  Cathedral ;  but  most  s tr ik ing out  of  a l l  these people  were the 
Jamaicans.  They were al l  going up there to  get  a  job .  Every one at  home 
said  how many jobs  there were in  London,  everyone had said  how the 
people  were so  nice  and so  kind-hear ted  -so  sure ly these  ta l l ,  supple men 
would  very soon be r ich  and be able  to  f ly  back to  Jamaica to  their  wives 
and chi ldren.  
 
 One man in par t icular  s tood out  among a l l  the  other  men.  He was 
extremely ta l l  and had very s tr ik ing and sharp features.  His  skin was a  
golden brown and he was smil ing,  in  a  k ind,  benevolent  way at  a  small  
white  g ir l  who kept  on pers is t ing in  a  very monotonous voice,  "  Me wanna 
sweet ie  Mummy, Mummy me wanna sweet ie ."  
 
 

*                *             *  
 
 
 At  9  p .m.  the tra in  a t  las t  s lowed down at  Euston Stat ion.  The 
Jamaicans al l  got  out  of  the t ra in ,  none of  them having any luggage except 
a  small  leather  bag,  and s tood on the platform hesi ta t ing where to  go.  
Gradual ly they al l  drew together  and s tar ted ta lk ing.  They didn ' t  
understand th is  s t range,  wet ,  muddy cl imate,  for  a l though in  Jamaica i t  
ra ined,  i t  d id  not  dr izzle  incessant ly l ike th is .  Soon they al l  drew away and 
walked off ,  lost  in  the endless  hurry and bust le  of  London.  That  was,  they 
al l  drew away except the ta l l ,  smil ing Jamaican.  He s t i l l  s tood on the 
pla tform,  his  smile  gone and a  puzzled f rown on his  face .  He did not  
understand,  he d idn ' t  understand one th ing.  I t  was queer  but  i t  seemed as  if  
he  had expected to  f ind the s treets  l ined with  gold  and a  not ice up saying " 
Welcome Jamaicans."  
 
 At  las t  the young man pul led  himself  together  and walked out  in to  
the dark ,  gr imy streets  of  London.  The sky was pi tch  black and there were 
no s tars  out .  Where was th is  great ly  famed,  wonderful  c i ty?  he asked 
himself .  
 
 Across  the road he saw in  the d im l ight  a  not ice up saying "  
Lodgings,  two good comfor table  rooms."  His  eyes  l i t  up ,  and he ran  across  
the road 
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and knocked on the door .  A woman dressed in  a  transparent  n ightdress  
cal led  from out  of  the upstairs  windows: "Oh for  God 's  sake!  What  in  the 
hel l  is  i t?  " 
 
 A t imid voice  from downstairs  answered back 
 
 "  I 've  come about  the lodgings.  How much is  i t  for  a  week?  I  would 
not  have to  s tay long."  
 "  Oh go and boi l  your  head,"  came back the rude answer,  and i t  was 
fo l lowed by the s lam of  a  window being shut .  
 
 The Jamaican was not  d iscouraged,  however ,  and af ter  wander ing  
about  for  half  an  hour  he cur led  up in  the garden of  an  old  bombed house 
and fel l  as leep.  He dreamt he was back in  the hot  boi l ing sun,  with the 
b lue sea,  and his  l i t t le  white  v i l la  h igh up on the cl iffs  with  the gai ly-
coloured birds  f lying round i t .  His  dream was shattered,  however ,  as  he 
was woken up by a  s t if led  giggle .  He opened his  eyes and saw two grimy,  
d ir ty  chi ldren both  g iggl ing with  fear  and awe.  When they saw he was 
awake,  they ran  away screaming to get  their  l i t t le  fr iends  to  come and see 
their  wonderful  f ind.  But  when they came back their  "  exhibi t  "  had gone.  
He was wander- ing up the road.  But  he was fr ightened th is  t ime,  and 
when a  dog ran  out  of  one of  the myster ious grey doors  and ran  at  the 
s t ranger ,  the Jamaican ran,  he ran  and ran  and suddenly found himself  in  
a  road ful l  of  t raf f ic  with people rushing past  and horns hoot ing.  
Suddenly the young Jamaican noticed outs ide a  newspaper  shop "  Do you 
want  a  job?  if  so  adver t ise  here  " ,  in  large red  le t ters  over  a  box of  
Spangles.  He went  ins ide  and to ld the  woman behind the counter  that  he 
would l ike  to  see  if  there  were  any jobs  vacant.  The woman answered 
somewhat  huff i ly ,  "  Oh no,  not  for  any of  your  lo t .  There are  never  any 
jobs for  you nowadays-"  then she broke off  as  a  l i t t le  g ir l  wanted to  buy 
three  Mars Bars.  
 
 The Jamaican wandered out  of  the shop disconsolately and for  the 
f irs t  t ime a  wave of  home-sickness  swept over  h im.  But he brushed i t  
away as  if  i t  were  an  annoying,  pers is tent  f ly ,  and walked on.  He glanced 
at  a  c lock and suddenly not iced i t  was 2.30.  He fel t  he was get t ing 
nowhere,  nowhere a t  a l l  and that  made him feel  bad.  I t  made him feel  he 
had wasted a l l  the  money he had careful ly saved for  ten  years  to  come 
here,  to  th is  supposedly wonderful  town.  But he walked on and found 
himself  in  a  park .  I t  was  a  dul l  p lace  to  him.  Very dul l .  I t  had no beauty 
and the trees  were p laced regular ly every f ive yards round the park.  In  
three-quar ters  of  an  hour  he reached the r iver .  Darkness  was beginning to  
fa l l  and rain  dr izzled  down,  but  the r iver  looked s trangely beaut ifu l  in  
the dusk and the man from the foreign land across  the sea l i f ted  h is  head 
proudly and walked on.  He would  f ind work,  he would  be r ich,  he  d idn ' t  
care  what people  thought  of  h im,  he was going to  accomplish  the mission 
he had set  out  on.  Slowly he walked away over  the wide grey r iver  in to  
the mists  of  London.   
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WAVING TREES 

 
 

 Once there  was a  huge fores t  and al l  the  t rees  in  that  fores t  waved 

unusual ly  hard  al l  except  for  a  t iny l i t t le  p ine tree .  His  name was Tiddle .  But 

Tiddle  was  very sad because  he did  not  wave.  But one day an  angel  came in to 

the forest  and she saw how sad Tiddle was so  she touched him and Tiddle 

began to wave.  He l ived happi ly ever  af ter .  
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 The trees  are  waving gent ly  in  the  breeze pass ing by.  A smal l  r iver  is  

running below them.  They are  weeping wil lows dipping over  the  water .  I t  i s  

a  very lovely summer 's  day.  The r iver  is  running along very fast .  King-

f ishers  are  d ipping high and low.  Li t t le  b irds  are  s inging in  the wil lows.  I t  i s  

a l l  very nice and happy.  The birds  are  very happy s inging their  summer 

tunes.  

 
S U S A N  P A C K A R D  a g e  8  

 

 

 Once upon a  t ime there was an  old oak t ree with  thousands of  leaves.  

When a  breeze came al l  the  leaves  would wave and wave unt i l  the  breeze was 

gone.  But  in  the winter  there are  no leaves to  wave on the t rees  and to  make 

a  lovely rust l ing sound.  
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 I  love waving t rees ,  especial ly  weeping wil lows,  because they 've  got  

that  beaut ifu l  swingy feel ing.  When I  go  to  the pond on the common,  and 

when i t ' s  a  breezy day,  the trees  on the common look lovely.  In  Autumn you 

might  be walking under  a  lovely chestnut  t ree ,  when a  l i t t le  breeze would 

come along and push the branches and down would  come a shower  of  leaves 

f rom a waving tree.  
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NO BOUNDARY 
 

 The wind had a  cold  n ip,  but  there was a  br ight  orange sun in  the sky,  
even though i ts  rays  were not  warm. I t  had been a  beaut iful  summer,  but  now 
winter  was drawing in ,  and the Red Indians were out  on their  buffalo hunts ,  
col lect ing s tores  of  food for  the cold winter  months.  
 The large,  shaggy buffalos  roamed the American countryside.  A group 
of  men from the Pont iac Tr ibe were get t ing  ready to  go on a  buffalo  hunt .  
Their  spears  were sharp  and their  arrows were balanced to  ensure  an accurate  
shot .  
 The men had s tar ted  a t  dawn and i t  was  now mid-day.  Everyone fel t  
t i red and hungry,  but  suddenly the Indians became happier  because one of 
their  scouts  had s ighted a  herd  a  few miles  away.  The Indians  began to  creep 
through the long grass  to  where the buffalos  were peacefully  eat ing the grass  
which had been dr ied  by the hot  summer sun.  The wind,  which had been 
favour ing the Indians,  suddenly changed,  and the buffalos were warned of  
approaching danger .  They began to  move quickly to  escape.  Some of  the 
Indians shot their  arrows,  for  they wanted food for  the winter .  But  the arrows 
missed their  targets .  
 They tr ied  giving chase to  their  prey,  but  i t  was to  l i t t le  avai l ,  for  the 
buffalos  were soon out  of  th is  t r ibe 's  terr i tory.  If  they had entered the o ther 
terr i tory,  which did  not  belong to  them, they would surely have been ki l led,  
i f  caught.  
 The Indians  were  restr ic ted  to  their  land,  but  there were  no 
boundar ies  for  the buffalos .  

R A C H E L  I B B E T S O N  a g e  1 4  
 
 
 

A WINTER'S DAY 
 

 I  woke up qui te  suddenly and turned over .  With  a  shiver  I  pul led  my 
feet  up nearer  my body and glanced at  the  c lock.  Half  past  s ix .  My feet  came 
in to  contact  with  the  cold  par t  of  the sheet  and I  shivered again.  I  looked 
towards the window. I t  was f rosted up and I  knew i t  had been snowing.  With 
a  s igh I  crawled out  of  bed and my feet  hunted for  the sof t  warmth of  my 
bedroom sl ippers .  Instead I  put  my foot  in to  a  pool  of  water .  Snow had been 
melt ing through the cei l ing.  O dear ,  more hard  work.  I  picked up my towel 
and rubbed my feet  vigorously.  Hurr iedly I  pul led  on my sl ippers .  I  hurr ied  
to  wash before  the rest  of  the house-hold  came down.  Cold water  again.  
Always cold  water .  Anyhow i t  cer ta in ly woke me up and I  fe l t  real ly 
refreshed when I  s tepped out  in to  the garden.  A draught  of  cold  air  b lew into 
the room as I  opened the ki tchen door .  A wonderful  s ight  met  my eyes.  
Against  the la t t ice  work fence hundreds of  g l is tening,  f rosty spiders '  webs 
sparkled in  the  ear ly morning sunl ight .  No one s t i rred,  a  cock crowed in  the 
d is tance and another  answered i t .  The snow crunched under  my feet .  I  love 
t reading on freshly fa l len  snow. I  feel  that  I  am the f irs t  person in  the world 
t reading where no one else  has trod.  
 A robin  f lew down from the  hol ly bush and chirped merr i ly  away.  The 
air  was cold  and I  shivered involuntar i ly.  The sun rose  h igher  from behind 
the h i l l  and the snow gl is tened and sparkled.  What  a  wonderful  s ight ,  the 
whi te  f ie lds and houses and the f rozen s treams.  The tang in  the a ir  and the 
bi te  of  the wind against  one 's  face.  How wonderful  to  be al ive - th is  was l ife ,  
nature  in  a l l  i ts  br i l l iance.  With a  s igh I  turned back in to  the ki tchen,  
shut t ing  out  the g lare  of  the sun.  
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TRAILING WILLOWS 
 

 The lake shimmered in  the l ight  of  the moon.  All  was quiet  except  for  
the l i t t le  waves s l ipping up to the edge of  the muddy beach.  
 
 Then a  small  grey shape s l ipped down from a hol low wil low tree-    
her  s tomach fat  with  young- in to  the water  with  only a  r ipple .  A minute la ter  
she reappeared with an eel  in  her  mouth.  
 
 The next  morning came with  the  mew of  three  baby ot ters .  The bi tch 
s l id  down to  the water  and s tar ted  feeding herself .  Three days passed and 
then the s ix  l i t t le  eyes saw the beaut ifu l  world.  Two weeks la ter  the puppies  
had their  f irs t  swimming lesson.  That  n ight  a  sharp bark  f rom the  bi tch  was  
answered by her  mate.  Soon they were romping in and out  of  the water .  
 
Six  months la ter  a l l  her  worr ies  were gone-her  three young ot ters  could  now 
l ive by themselves.  
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THE RUINED MILL 
 

 The old  sai ls  creaked and moaned as  the  wind whispered about  them.  
Inside,  the sun cast  beams of  l ight  onto  the cobwebs and dust  covered the 
f loor .  Here and there a  spider  scut t led across  the f loor .  In  one corner  a  
spider  was busi ly  absorbed in spinning a  web and i t  took no not ice of  the 
o ther  spiders .  On the bot tom f loor  lay one or  two derel ic t  bags of  corn  one of 
them was spl i t  and the grain  s lowly escaped.  There came a s l ight  movement 
from the corner  and a  f ie ld mouse ran across  the f loor:  spying the grain he 
scut t led  across  to  i t  and had a  n ibble ,  then hearing a  sai l  creak,  he  scut t led 
away.  
 
 On the very top f loor  bats  f loated around,  their  wings making a  
rushing sound.  Sometimes the dust  caught  a  draught  of  wind and f lew up in to 
the  air  l ike  a  dark  storm cloud.  On the  raf ters  one could  dark  shapes  hanging 
upside  down and now and again  one f lew off  to  jo in  the  other  bats  who 
f loated  round the room. 
 
 Outside,  the rooks encircled  the mil l  and then came to rest  on the 
sa i ls .  Amongst  the  roof  t imbers  house mart ins had made their  nes t  and in 
every possib le  nook the rooks made theirs  At the foot  of  the mil l  you could 
see the remains of  o ld rooks '  nests  and in  a  t iny hole  at  the bot tom of  the 
mil l  a  wren was l iving peaceful ly.  
 
 The breeze turned into  a  s trong wind and the sai ls  creaked re luctant ly 
around.  Here and there  a  piece of  t imber fe l l  wi th  a  crash to  the ground.  The 
rooks cawed angr i ly  and f lew off  to  their  nests  and the house mar t ins  took 
refuge inside the mil l .  The wind moaned around the mil l  seeking for  a  p lace 
where i t  could enter  and cause the dust  to  r ise  in  b lack choking clouds.  
 
 That  n ight  the wind turned in to  a  great  s torm and the thunder  ro l led 
amongst  the h i l ls  and the l ightning f lashed in  the sky.  The rain  crashed down 
forming l i t t le  r ivulets  in  the lanes and di tches.  But  the mil l  d idn ' t  l ive 
through that  s torm.  In  the morning,  a l l  that  was lef t  were a  few spl i t  t imbers 
and two bags of  sodden corn .  But  even though sodden the grain  s t i l l  s l ipped 
s lowly out  of  the spl i t  bag.  
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THE RUINED MILL 

 
 Bats  f l i t ted  before the r is ing moon.  A rat  squeaked as  i t  searched for  
grain  that  had been long forgot ten.  I t  f l i t ted  darkly to  the top  of  the o ld  mil l  
and sat  there .  A breeze blew up and the torn  sa i ls  creaked,  but  d id  not  move.  
The moon rose h igher  and l i t  up  with  a  ghost ly  air  the mil l ,  making i t  sh ine 
in  the moonlight  with  a  phosphorescent a i r .  I t  moved rest lessly and 
whispered to  a  bat  that  had al ighted on i ts  shoulder .  Then i t  g l ided down the 
mil l  and moved to  the mil l - race.  Two lovers  passed and looked at  the ru ined 
mil l  in  a  f r ightened way and whispered s tor ies  of  the shadow that  l ived there.  
Then they were gone and s i lence re igned.  
 An hour  la ter  the tawny old  owl f lying over  the mil l  not iced a  l ight  in 
one of  the top windows.  He tapped himself  on the head with  a  claw and f lew 
on.  The l ight  grew br ighter  and walked across  the  mil l - race and f loated in to 
the air .  Flying in  at  the window i t  moved the lamp and l i t  a  f i re .  Bats  rushed 
everywhere and threatened to  put  out  the l ight .  However ,  they soon 
disappeared and I t  was lef t  a lone,  holding a  s i lver  sword in  i ts  hand.  The 
mil l ' s  sai ls  creaked and moaned,  a l though there  was not  a  breath  of  wind.  I t  
sat  down and waited.  
 The moon was high in  the sky and shed a  s i lver  l ight  on the rushing 
mil l - race where i t  g l ided to  and fro  impatient ly above the water .  The church 
c lock to l led e leven,  and I t  s tamped i ts  foot  in  anger .  Then,  without  warning,  
another  breeze sprang up and blew fur iously a t  the  sai ls  of  the  mil l .  I t  
whir led  in  a  perfect  f renzy of  del ight  and cooed l ike  a  dove.  The sai ls  moved 
and began to  whir l  fas ter  and fas ter .  I ts  dance became wilder  and wilder  as  I t  
whir led  and twir led in  the agony of  the heat  that  burned in  I ts  hear t .  I t  
leaped many feet  in to  the  a ir  and gl ided down again,  sparks  f lashing from I ts 
eyes.  Then I t  leaped to  the top  of  the mil l  and thrust  a  f laming brand from I ts  
hear t  on to  the t inder  dry sai ls .  They f lared up.  I t  thrust  a  s i lver  sword in to 
I ts  bosom and thus d ied.  
 In  the morning,  a l l  that  was lef t  of  the mil l  was a  few charred s tones.   
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THROUGH A PRISON WINDOW 

 
 The three  pr isoners  that  occupied the  cel l  read the  magazines  that 
they already knew by hear t .  They never  dared to  th ink of  home.  I t  was  a  
world that  hardly exis ted except  in  dreams,  and then i t  was misty and far  
away.  The pr isoners  had,  in  fact ,  lost  a l l  hope of  ever  coming out  of  that  
pr ison al ive.  
 Night  fe l l  and the pr isoners  c l imbed in to  their  beds.  I t  was a  hot  n ight 
and they tossed and turned but  d id  not  s leep.  A gl immer of  l ight  showed at 
the t iny window, and one man muttered "  Dawn "  and watched the l ight  
grow steadily s tronger .  He was,  however ,  wrong.  A sweet  smell  f i l led the air  
and the men remembered,  qui te  clear ly  now,  their  homes.  The smel l  grew 
stronger  with  the l ight ,  which now f i l led  the cel l .  The pr isoners  s tared,  
enraptured by the  lovely smell .  Suddenly a  t iny bird  no bigger  than a  wren 
squeezed between the bars  and f lu t tered  round the cel l .  I t  a l ighted on a  bed 
ra i l  and sang a  song.  The notes  were clear ,  sweet  and piercing.  The bird 
s topped s inging and f lew back to  the pr ison window. Then in  a  voice as 
c lear ,  sweet  and piercing as  the notes  of  i ts  song i t  spoke to  them. 
 "  Never  fear ,"  i t  said ,  or  ra ther  sang.  "  You shal l  re turn one day.  
Forget  me not  for  I  shal l  never  come again  to br ing you Hope."  
 For  one second i t  s tood there and then the b ird was gone.  With  i t  went  
the l ight ,  but  the smell  s t i l l  remained,  fa in t ly f loat ing in  the air  to  remind 
the three pr isoners of  what had come through the pr ison window. 
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THE ORGAN GRINDER 

 
(Writ ten by his  monkey)  

 
 

 My master  was  an  organ gr inder ,  and I  was  his  monkey!  1  wore  a  red 
cap,  a  red waistcoat  with golden but tons,  and I  wore b lue trousers .  
 
 My master  was  get t ing very old ,  we l ived in  an  a t t ic  of  an  old 
boarding house which was  very dir ty  and ancient ,  and he could  not  c lean or  
bend about the  room because  he had rheumatism.  So I  d id  my best ,  by 
holding the corner  of  the duster  and jumping around trying to  "  f l ick  "  off  
the dust .  One day my master  was t rying to  gr ind the old  organ and I  was 
s i t t ing  on top of  i t  col lect ing pennies  when a  ta l l ,  th in  man came walking by,  
he had a small  b lack top hat  and a large  black umbrel la!  
 
 He s topped-he seemed to  l ike  the  tune my master  was playing.  I  
c l imbed down and ran to  h im carrying my master 's  cap which had some 
pennies  in  i t ,  and I  put  on my "act"  of  sympathy.  The s tranger  looked down 
at  me,  he  smiled  and took out  of  h is  pocket  a  s i lver  p iece,  he  dropped i t  in to 
the cap and walked on.  I  c l imbed back on to  the organ again,  and as  I  looked 
a t  i t ,  i t  seemed to be very much different  f rom al l  the other  brown ones.  I  
p icked i t  up  and showed i t  to  my master-he opened his  mouth;  he took i t  
quickly and s l ipped i t  in to  h is  pocket .  He looked at  me with  a  puzzl ing look 
and then s tar ted playing again.  
 
 Then.  one winter 's  af ternoon,  when my master  was about  to  get  up ,  he 
seemed to  clu tch his  chest  as  though he was in  great  pain .  I  jumped up and 
ra t t led  my cage door ,  I  s tar ted  to  screech.  He turned round,  then fel l  back 
onto the bed.  I  t r ied in  vain to  open the cage door  but  i t  was no use.  
 
 He looked very i l l ,  h is  face was white  and he was shaking.  Then I  saw 
a b i t  of  s t ick  at  the far  end of  the top  of  the organ.  I  reached out  my arm,  
caught  hold of  i t  and I  t r ied  to  get  the s t ick  under  the la tch-i t  a t  las t  opened. 
I  jumped out .  I  made my way over  to  my master ,  he looked s icker  than ever .  
I  then remembered the s i lver  p iece ,  which he had in  his  pocket .  I  put  my 
hand in h is  pocket  and brought i t  out .  
 
 I  c l imbed out  of  the window and down the drainpipe,  everybody 
laughed at  me,  saying how "  cute  "  I  was.  Li t t le  d id  they know that  my 
master  was very i l l .  I  went in to  a  l i t t le  cafe  and pul led  at  women's  c lo thes  
t rying to  make them understand that  I  wanted to  get  a  hot  dr ink for  my 
master .  At  las t  a  lady unders tood.  She took the s i lver  piece and gave me a 
cup of  something which smelled  horr ib le ,  but  s t i l l ,  I  thought,  i t  wi l l  help  my 
master .  
 
 As I  ran  out  of  the cafe ,  people  ran af ter  me,  shout ing at  me to  br ing 
back the cup.  I  c l imbed up the drainpipe and in to  the window. My master  
smiled a t  me,  he  took the  cup and drank i t ,  as  I  watched on with  anxie ty.  He 
looked at  me,  squeezed my hand- then he fe l l  back-he looked as  though he 
was in  a  deep s lumber.  I  know now that  he was dead.  
 
 Just  then the lady who had given me the cup came through the door ,  
she  went over  to  my master  and covered him up.  She then took my hand.  I  
bur ied my face in  her  coat  and I  could feel  the tears  wet t ing her  coat .  She 
picked me up and carr ied me out.  
 
 Then as  she made her  way out ,  she  cal led  to  two men,  they went  in to  
the at t ic  and carr ied my master 's  body out .  
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THE ORGAN GRINDER 

 
by Mugger Monkey 

 
 I  won ' t  say Mr.  Bubbler  is  a  hard  man,  he  isn ' t ,  he  is  qui te  n ice to  me 
and apar t  f rom steal ing me in  the f irs t  p lace,  he has treated me qui te wel l .  
When I  get  up  in  the morning he puts  on my red  coat  and orange t rousers  and 
gives me my breakfast  of  peanuts  and milk  and,  in  the winter ,  some Cod 
Liver  Oil  to  keep the cold out .  
 
 Af ter  breakfast  he  brushes my teeth  (I  sometimes do them myself)  and 
then I  put  my hat  on and we go out.  Usual ly we go to  a  garage where he 
keeps h is  organ and then we go in to  some crowded par t  of  London and there 
we s tand,  me dancing and gr inning and him turning the organ 's  handle and 
holding out  an o ld cap to  col lect  the pennies  in .  
 
 But  whenever  there is  anything big  going on l ike the Coronat ion,  then 
I  am real ly smart ly  dressed.  I  wear  real  dol l ' s  underwear ,  a  sh ir t  and t ie ,  
t rousers ,  jacket  and real  shoes  and socks .  On my head I  wear  a  cap and a 
th ick woolly scarf  which covers  most  of  my face and head.  
 
 Bubbler  a lways says  I  look "  A proper  l i t t le  gent leman,  wouldn ' t  want 
the fo lks  to  know you was a  l i t t le  monkey,"  and then he looks at  my f ingers  
and says,  "  Foine l i t t le  f ingers ,  small  and s trong,  just  ro ight  for  l i f t ing th ings 
as  fo lks  don ' t  want  off  'em,"  and then we go by taxi  to  the b iggest  crowd 
Bubbler  can f ind,  there we al ight ,  Bubbler  pays h is  fare  and we go to  the 
crowd;  almost  a lways we can ' t  see anything but  Bubbler  and I  don ' t  mind,  we 
have other  th ings to  do.  I  walk  casual ly  up to  someone and s tand just  behind 
him or  her  (general ly  him,  because males  have more pockets) ,  and s l ip  my "  
f ine  s trong paws" in to  the pockets  one by one,  just  as  dear  Mr.  Bubbler  has  
taught  me,  and take those j ingly bags that  people  put  what  they cal l  money 
in to;  usual ly  af ter  a  good day 's  work I  should have about twelve of  those 
l i t t le  bags in  my satchel .  
 
 When we get  home Bubbler  takes  my satchel  fu l l  of  j ingly th ings and 
gives  me a  great  b ig  hug and a  large p iece of  cake.  Oh,  ,yes!  Mr.  Bubbler  is  
a  decent sort  of  cove.  
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WILD PLACES 
 
 Out,  out  of  th is  hot ,  crowded town-far  f rom this  mob of  sweat ing,  
dusty human beings.  Then the mind of  one of  these f igures  worked.  One of  
these s i lm f igures  that  jost led up and down in that .  
 
 She did not  come to  the h igh s i lent  mountains  because she loved them 
-  nor  d id  she  come to  them because of  adventure  -  no  -  she  came to  get  away,  
get  away from something big,  ugly and black,  perhaps  i t  was  her  imaginat ion 
or  that  fear  which lurked ins ide her-perhaps she wanted to  s tar t  her  l i fe  
again.  
 
 Yes,  may be i t  was th is ,  the h igh mountains  had a  p lace for  people 
l ike her-for  a l l  sor ts  of  people .  These mountains  were h igh with small  
val leys and cool caves .  Not l ike that  b ig  town for  people,  for  o ther  people  
who worked and le t  their  l i fe  pass  by l ike  the  fas t  shadow of  a  mat ing cry of 
the paradise b ird .  These people could l ive in  a  town,  but  she could not .  
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THE ORGAN GRINDER 
 

 I  am a monkey.  My name is  Sebast ian Andrew Gregory Ape but  my 
organ gr inder  cal ls  me Jacko (which I  can ' t  s tand) .  
 
 My organ gr inder  is  an I ta l ian  man with a  moustache and a  wonderful  
tas te  for  spaghet t i  and meat  bal ls .  His  moustache isn ' t  very nice though 
because he keeps i t  completely free of  f leas  (how I  love f leas) .  
 
 The day I  f irs t  met  my organ gr inder  I  was l iv ing in  a  p lace cal led  a  " 
Pet  shop."  He came in and said,  "  I  would  l ike to  have a  leet le  monkey."  
 
Well  he bought  me and took me home.  At  h is  house he took the l iber ty  of 
dressing me in  a  horr id red coat  and a  red hat  that  was just  as  bad.  
 
 My organ gr inder  has  a  wife  and ten  chi ldren.  One of  the l i t t le  boys 
a lways pul ls  my ta i l .  I  scra tched him once and my organ grinder  d id  not  l ike 
that  a t  a l l .  
 
 Some of  the chi ldren are  real ly  quite  n ice though.  In  our  business  my 
organ gr inder  p lays ( i t ' s  real ly  gr inding but  he  cal ls  i t  p laying)  h is  organ and 
I  hold  the  money cup and people  put  money in  i t .  They say,  "  Oh,  what  a  cute  
monkey.  We must  put  some money in  h is  cup."  I t  i s  my cup but  my organ 
gr inder  a lways gets  the money.  Sometimes people give  me nuts .  He doesn ' t  
get  those!  
 
 Our  organ is  a  hand organ and my organ gr inder  p lays  i t  by turning a  
handle  on the s ide of  i t .  When i t  works (for  sometimes i t  doesn ' t )  a  horr ib le  
sound comes out .  I t  doesn ' t  bother  h im because h is  ears  aren ' t  as  sensi t ive as  
mine.  There 's  no real  use  for  the  organ but  to  cal l  people 's  a t tent ion to  me so 
that  they can give me money and nuts .  
 
 The tr ia ls  and tr ibulat ions of  our  business  are  many,  but  as  most  
businesses  i t  pays  off .  You see,  my organ gr inder 's  brother  makes  ice  cream 
and I  get  some every night  and he is  going to  take ice  cream to  Africa  my 
home,  and I  am going with h im.  But I  th ink I  wil l  miss  my organ gr inder .  
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THE DENTIST'S WAITING ROOM 
 

 I  went  to  the dent is t  cheer i ly,  i t  was n ice to  miss  a  lesson,  and I  
a lways feel  important  when I  walk  out  of  the school  grounds.  My mother  is  
afra id  of  the  dent is t  and always groans when she has an appointment .  I  
knocked on the door  and a  g ir l  in  a  white  uniform opened i t .  My immediate  
impression was of  a  warm, clean,  f r iendly house.  The woman smiled and 
showed me in to  the dent is t ' s  wai t ing  room. Suddenly my spir i ts  sank.  Long 
drawn out  faces  greeted  me.  Anxious l i t t le  boys asking their  mothers  if  i t  
hur t ,  young men who tr ied to  look as  if  they hadn ' t  a  care  in  the world,  but  
who twis ted  their  t ies  nervously.  Restra ined conversat ion,  an  occasional  
cough hast i ly  muff led  ra ther  than catch  the at tent ion of  the o ther  people .  I  
can ' t  understand these people ,  why they fear  the  dentis t .  Of  course  there  are 
lo ts  of  s i l ly  s tor ies  around.  "You 're  sure to  wake up when you are  having 
gas,"  or ,  "  The dent is t  doesn ' t  know what  he 's  doing unt i l  he 's  done i t ."  I t ' s  
a l l  ro t ,  I  have had gas,  and i t ' s  f in ished before  you real ise  i t ' s  begun.  So take 
hear t  you Dent is t  t remblers ,  i t ' s  not  as  bad as a l l  that .  
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THE DENTIST'S WAITING ROOM 
 As I  leave school I  th ink how nice i t  is  to  miss  an af ternoon 's  school.  
 
 As I  approach the dent is t ' s  house,  I  begin to  think dif ferently.  
 
 Here i t  is ,  re luctant ly I  press  the bel l ;  the door  is  opened by a  re-  
cept ionis t  who is  dressed in  a  white  overal l .  I  am shown in to  a  large room, 
the wai t ing room. 
 
 In  the middle of  the room is  a  large table  on which l ie  lo ts  of  out-of-  
date  copies  of  a l l  the  magazines  which I  read the  t ime before.  I  p ick  up one 
of  these and s i t  down.  
 
On the far  s ide  of  the table  is  a  woman holding a  large handkerchief  round 
her  mouth .  
 
 In  the d is tance I  hear  the gr inding sound of  a  dent is t ' s  dr i l l ,  there  is  a  
l i t t le  shr iek,  the dr i l l  s tops.  
 
 Af ter  a  pause the door  opens,  out  s teps a  pat ient  with a  forced smile .  
My hear t  beats  fas ter .  "  Is  i t  my turn?  "  I  ask myself .  The woman with  the 
handkerchief  gets  up and goes in to the surgery.  
 
Again the dr i l l  s tar ts .  There I  s i t  wai t ing.  
 
Suddenly the door  opens.  I  jump up and go to  face the tor tures  in  that  l i t t le  
room.  
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THE DENTIST'S WAITING ROOM 
 

 There  are  many different  k inds  of  wai t ing-rooms but  I  think the  most  
scar ing is  a  room in the house of  "  J .  Dentpul l ,  Dent is t ."  
 
As you enter ,  a  number  of  long-faced pat ients  look at  you,  and wince as  a  
sharp pang of  toothache s tr ikes.  You are  only there  for  a  rout ine  check up.  
You s i t  down and wai t .  One by one the ai l ing pat ients  leave.  One by one the 
screams,  wails ,  and sharp  exclamations  of  "  Ouch "  come from the surgery 
next  door .  You pick up a  Readers  Digest  off  the table  and open i t .  "  New 
Way to  Lessen Tooth  Decay."  Put  that  down! Pick up a  Picture  Post .  "  Have 
you Macleaned your  Teeth  Today? "  As a  matter  of  fact  you haven ' t .  You 
give up reading.  The Secretary pops her  head in.  "  Mr.  Selwyn! "  
 
With  your  tee th  a l l  seeming aching and rot ten  and the but terf l ies  f lu t ter- ing 
round your  tummy, you leave the room. A few minutes  la ter ,  the b lood drawn 
from your  face,  you return.  A f i l l ing!  You s i t  down and pick up a  paper .  "  
Dent is t  injures  pat ient  with  faul ty  dr i l l ."  Help!  "  Man dies  af ter  swallowing 
f i l l ing."  Save me! The radio  b lares ,  "  Ladies  and gent le-men,  we prevent 
Tooth  Decay.  Scr ip t  by Nesta  Pain.  Produced by John Bransby."  You lean 
over  and switch  off  the radio.  You look out  of  the window. Down below in 
the s treet  the road menders  are  using pneumatic  dr i l ls .  Pneumatic  dr i l ls?  
Why,  they ' re  nothing but  a  large version of  that  ru inous th ing the dent is t  
uses .  But I  wouldn ' t  l ike one of  those in  my mouth!  "  Mr.  Selwyn !  "  
 
When you cal l  in  a t  the wai t ing-room again  to  get  your  hat ,  you are  ginger ly 
feel ing the new f i l l ing!  
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FLOOD 
 

(Writ ten before the Lynmouth disaster)  
 

 The moon went  down in  a  dark,  great  sky.  The l i t t le  vi l lage Tastra  
was asleep under  a  great  massive mountain  lying by a  great  surging r iver .  
The quiet  network of  houses and farms with  a  church gave an  atmosphere of  
f r iendl iness l ike  a  chi ld  c l inging to  i ts  mother .  The big,  broad and winding 
r iver  f lowed surging,  bubbl ing by,  i ts  waters  r is ing to  i ts  banks.  I ts  noise  
was lost  in  the woods and farms nearby.  The big  mountain looking over  the 
v i l lage grew dark.  Big  b lack clouds crossed the sky.  Lightning f lashed,  
thunder  clapped and rol led over  the v i l lage and away across  the f la t  land-
scape.  A clean sheet  of  pear l  whi te  ra in  descended.  The bluish  brown r iver  
heaved against  i ts  banks.  The people  at  home pul led the b lankets  over  
careful ly ,  the  animals  shel tered in  the  barns  and s tables.  The r iver  heaved 
again ,  rushing quicker ,  th icker- i t  heaved again.  The muddy mass of  l iquid 
poured over  i ts  banks and hur led  down on the farms and houses.  I t  rushed 
through the woods and houses,  farms and barns.  The church bel ls  rang 
wild ly,  the people  awoke,  c lu tched for  their  dearest ,  ran  across  the 
accumulat ing torrent  coming down the  s t reets .  They ran for  the  church.  
Animals  whined and f led  in  terror  af ter  the people.  Houses were smashed and 
shaken,  cup-boards  and tables  f loated away.  The clean sheets  of  ra in 
cont inued to  fa l l .  In  the church,  in  the middle  of  the v il lage,  was the only 
dry place,  here  the  people  met .  Amid the  noises  of  the  animals  and the 
weeping of  the  women and children the pr ies t  held  a  service.  When the 
prayer  for  loss  and rel ief  came,  s i lence fe l l .  Only the sound of  bubbl ing 
water  and drumming ra in on the  roof  could be heard .  
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FLOOD 
 

(Writ ten af ter  the Lynmouth disaster)  
 
 Mother  looked pale .  "  We may lose hundreds of  pounds,"  she said .  "  
 Don ' t  worry,"  said  John assur ingly,  "  Those sea wal ls  wil l  s tand up to  
anything.  And in any case,  we 're  insured.  But inside him he fe l t  uneasy.  as  
though he were sure something was going to  happen.  
 And something did  happen!  
 Hardly had they f inished their  meal  when a  roar  and a  crash was heard 
coming from the d irection of  the sea.  All  eyes turned to  the east  window. and 
what a  s ight  met  their  eyes.  A tremendous breaker  had crashed through 
a  not-so-strong bi t  of  the sea wall ,  which had already been bat tered by the 
howling gale  outs ide,  and now a frenzy of  ear th,  sand and foam was surging 
through the gap.  The terr if ic  suct ion force of  the water  going back as  the 
next  wave came in  was a lready damaging the  res t  of  the wal l ,  and great  
chunks of  ear th were being torn off  the wall  with the force of  the waves.  
 Mother  screamed,  and Father 's  grave express ion changed to one of  
horror .  The two boys looked at  each other  with alarm and exci tement wri t ten 
on their  pale  faces .  They dared not  look out  of  the window at  the 
scene outs ide.  Then John,  with  a  t remendous burst  of  courage,  f l icked a  
g lance out  of  the window, and what he saw in  the spl i t  second was more than 
he could  bear .  The water ,  coming just  below the h igh window-ledge.  was 
l icking and s lapping round the wal ls  of  the house.  I f  the r iver  Aloce.  just  
behind,  had overf lowed i ts  banks,  as  i t  probably had,  then they were t rapped. 
Should  he te l l  the o thers?  He looked round the room at  the white  faces .  
Everyone looked scared and Mother  was even sobbing quiet ly.  
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No!  He wouldn ' t  te l l  them.  Why make them more fr ightened.  Perhaps they 
would  only be marooned for  a  day or  two and there was plenty to  eat  in  the 
larder ,  so they wouldn ' t  be hungry.  No,  he wouldn ' t  te l l  them. 
 "  I t ' s  a l l  r ight ,"  he  yel led,  t rying to  make himself  heard  above the 
howling of  the gale and the crash of  the  breakers  on the shore.  His  mother  
was s t i l l  sobbing as  she sat  in  her  armchair  a t  one end of  the table .  He went 
over  to  comfor t  her .  At least  he would  only have to  shout  to  make himself  
heard .  
 Then,  suddenly,  there  was a  t remendous crash.  Then a  s tream of  water  
came rushing under  the door .  The door  shivered on i ts  h inges,  and s lowly i t  
began to  move.  A great  crack appeared down the centre  of  the wooden door  
and the h inged half  swung open.  For  a  spl i t  second everything was s t i l l ,  and 
then great  torrents  of  dark,  foaming water  tumbled and whir led towards 
them.  
 "The table!  "  yel led  John,  and pushing a  few plates  and jars  in to  the 
swishing mass below him,  c l imbed on to  the o ld  d ining table .  Mother  and 
Father  saw his  idea,  and they,  too,  leapt  up on to  the table,  but  Peter  was too 
panic  s tr icken to  move.  He tr ied  to  shout  for  help,  but  a l l  he got  in  answer  to  
h is  cry was a  mouthful  of  d ir ty  sal t  water ,  so he thought the bet ter  of  that 
and s topped in  despair .  Then he fel t  a  warm hand grip  h is  col lar  as  Father  
hauled him up on to  the table .  Water  foamed round them, and they sat  there ,  
helpless  and cold ,  with  their  wet garments  c l inging to  them l ike l impets .  
Mother ,  face pale  and terr if ied,  c losed her  eyes  and fe l l  in to  a  fa in t .  Father  
sa t  shiver ing and swearing to himself .  Peter  whimpered and imagined awful  
fa tes  coming to  h im.  Every now and then he screamed,  as  h is  imaginat ion 
tr ied to  escape in to  real  l i fe  and changed boards in to  sea serpents ,  dol ls  in to 
mermaids ,  or  wisps of  corn  in to  snakes.  John sat  beside Mother  and 
whispered in to  her  ear ,  jus t  in  case  she woke up.  Then he lef t  her .  He fel t  
that  she was much happier  when she was unconscious  of  the suffer ing she 
was undergoing.  He crept  over  to  Father .  
 "  Don ' t  worry,  Father ,"  he said .  "  If  there 's  a  large loss  of  th ings  that  
are  not  insured,  I ' l l  help  pay for  them. We're  qui te  a l l  r ight!  Please don ' t  
worry!  "  
 "  Boy," whispered Father ,  "  You 're a  real  comfor t  to  me.  I ' l l  t ry  not  
to  worry,  but  I 've  go so  much responsibi l i ty .  Damn! Blow! "  and he went  on 
swear ing.  John sat  down near  Peter .  "  Don ' t  worry,  Pete,"  he said,  "I t ' l l  a l l  
be over  soon."  Peter  moved not a  muscle  but  went on gazing in to  the water .  
 John fe l t  unhappy.  How long were they going to  s i t  there .  Maybe he 
would end his  l i fe  on his  own dining room table.  He wanted to  jump off  the 
table  and swim to  Aldeburgh,  the nearest  v i l lage,  but  he knew he must  keep 
calm.  
 They sat  on the table ,  th inking and s leeping,  unt i l  n ight ,  her  dark 
gown rust l ing  through the s t i l lness ,  pul led  her  velvet  cur ta ins  over  the 
set t ing  sun.  The water ,  cold  and dark,  s t i l l  lapped round the t i red and 
helpless  quar te t  t rapped by these harsh  and s t rong sea-monsters .  The Smith 
family,  a l l  hope of  rescue gone from their  despair ing minds,  sat  and thought ,  
sometimes fa l l ing in to  a  res t less  s leep.  For  four  days  they sat  l ike  th is ,  a l l  
weak from hunger  and th irs t ,  a l l  t i red  and despair ing.  Then at  the f irs t  l ight 
of  dawn on the f if th  day,  they heard  a  sound they had never  dreamed of 
hear ing,  the crash and splash of  a  rowing boat .  Through the bat tered front  
door  i t  came,  and in to  the d ining room. In  they al l  scrambled,  exhausted but  
happy.  "  There you are ,"  said  John,  who had been awake al l  the t ime,  
comfor t ing the o thers ,  "  I  to ld  you i t  was al l  r ight ."  And then the s lapping of  
the  waves and the  rocking of  the  boat  lu l led  the boy in to  a  sleep of  sheer  
exhaust ion.  
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EVENING EXCITEMENT 
 

 Once upon a  t ime there was a  town hidden away in the far  reaches of  
some country.  I t  had once been a  peaceful  place surrounded by a  large dark 
forest .  In  the  summer i t  was a  beaut iful  green and inside there  were lovely 
f lowers  of  a lmost  every colour .  Outs ide of  these  patches there  was a  path  
leading to  the fores t .  
 As I  was saying,  th is  town had been qui te  peaceful  unt i l  recent ly,  
when many people had begun to d isappear  at  in tervals .  People thought  i t  
ra ther  s trange,  but  then they decided i t  was  witchcraf t .  There  were  two facts 
which real ly  set t led  the matter  for  them: i t  a lways happened when the moon 
was fu l l  and i t  a lways happened near  the graveyard.  Even though some of  
them were not  qui te  sure,  a  par ty of  ten men waited  by the grave-yard  at  the 
next  fu l l  moon;  each man had a  wooden s take in  his  hand and each was 
wai t ing expectant ly for  what was to  come.  
 They had got  there  just  before dark,  about  8 .30 p.m.  They waited 
unt i l  midnight  before  anything happened.  I t  was Tom who saw i t  f irs t ,  ;hen 
he  pointed i t  out  to  the  o thers .  When they saw i t  they wanted to  run away but 
fear  held  them rooted to  the  spot ,  a l l  they could  do was to  watch i t  coming 
closer  and closer .  I t  was just  about  to  at tack Fred when Bil l  snapped to  h is  
senses  and s tabbed the  werewolf  with  his  wooden s take.  The werewolf  
coughed once,  twice,  three t imes,  spun round and fel l .  As he lay dying,  he 
to ld them, while  gasping for  breath,  how he had become a were-  
wolf ,  how he had gone in to  the forest  several  months before,  how he had got  
h imself  lost ,  and when wander ing about  had come upon a  clear ing in  the  
fores t  where  he  had seen a  large  gather ing of  werewolves,  and how one of  
them had scratched him.  He to ld of  h is  escape and his  re turn  to  the  town 
af ter  many hours  of  wander ing.  Then he to ld  them what  i t  was l ike  turning 
in to  a  werewolf ,  about  the sudden impulse to  look at  the moon,  the magnet ic  
force,  the feel ing of  being drawn towards i t ,  and then of  the race of  f iery 
b lood through your body,  making you more and more th irs ty for  someone 's  
b lood,  and f inal ly  the changing from your  sof t ,  velvety smooth  skin in to  a  
shaggy,  messy,  hairy skin .  In  feel ing that  you could  ki l l  anything and 
nothing could  ki l l  you except a  wooden s take.  Then he coughed again  and 
was  s i lent .  He had died and the  terror  of  the  town was ended.  The werewolf 
turned back in to  h is  natural  form,  and to  the  surpr ise  of  the town's  people  i t  
was someone they had never  seen before.  I t  was a  boy of  about  e ighteen,  
very handsome,  dark-haired,  wel l-bui l t- the  k ind of  boy any gir l  could easi ly 
love.  
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STARS 
 

 I t ' s  a  long,  long way,  far  away where you glis tening myster ies  l ie .  
 You who are  worlds  of  your  very own who see us  by day and are  
yourselves unseen.  
 These br ight  spots  in  the sky were seen by our  fa thers  and prefathers .  
Perhaps they al l  saw them dif ferently  in  the same way,  I  don ' t  know. 
 Far ,  far  away in another  land people see you,  as  you s tand and guard 
the moon from any harm that  might  happen to  h im.  You who ref lect  your  
shapes in  the s t i l l ,  cool ing lakes and play in  the h igh waves of  c louds.  
 The high powerful  waterfal ls  fa l l  in  t ime with  your  unheard  music  
which can be heard  only in  the lone val ley.  
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THOUGHT 
 

THE FIRST MUSIC 
 

A theory of development of language 
 

 Once upon a  t ime,  long,  long,  ago,  when the f irs t  man had only just  
arr ived,  there  l ived a  l i t t le  e lf  named J impy.  One day J impy was just  t idying 
away the breakfast  th ings,  when he heard  a  knock on the door .  He ran  to  
open i t ,  and found his  f r iend Jumpy bouncing about outs ide.  
 "  Come on in ,"  sa id  J impy.  "  You look excited.  Come and te l l  me the 
news."  
 "Sammy Sparrow has  just  come back from his  hol iday in  the  south  .  .  
. "  "  Oh,  has  he,  and how did  he  l ike  i t?  I  expect  he 's  very healthy,"  sa id 
J impy exci tedly.  
 "  Let  me f inish  what  I 'm saying,"  said Jumpy impat ient ly.  
 "  Oh,  I 'm sorry,  yes ,  go on."  J impy had a  habit  of  in terrupt ing.  
 "  Well ,  he 's  seen some queer  creatures  down in  the  south .  He asked a 
rook what they were,  and he said  that  they were cal led humans."  
 "  Humans?" 
 "  Humans!  "  
 "  I  am going to  see  them! "  sa id  J impy,  and set  to  work packing some 
clo thes  for  the journey.  At  las t  he  set  out .  After  a  while ,  he  got  t i red,  so  he 
sat  down by a  brook and rested .  
 "  Gurgle ,  gurgle ,"  said  the brook.  
 "  Oh,  how lovely!  "  exclaimed Jimpy,  and he pushed some spi t  in to 
the back of  h is  mouth and blew.  
 "  Gurgle ,  gurgle ,"  he sang,  and he jumped up and said :  "  Why I  can 
make lovely music!  "  and he walked away,  gurgl ing jus t  as  happi ly as  ever .  
 By and by the wind heard him singing.  
 "Why,  that  is  the brook 's  song,"  thought  the wind,  who was very 
jea lous.  
 "  Why can ' t  he s ing my song?  "  and he puffed himself  up and blew.  
 "  Shhh,  sssssh,  ssssssshhhhhhhhhh.  Lissssssssstennnnnnnnnn,"  he 
whispered.  
 J impy l is tened,  but  s ince al l  he could  hear  was the wind saying 
"sssssshhhhhhh,"  he growled and said:  
 "  Shhhh,  sssssssh,  ssssssssssshhhhhhhhhh,  I  can ' t  hear  anything with 
you making that  row."  
 "  Ah,  that  one worked,"  thought  the wind,  and i t  sneaked away.  When 
i t  had gone J impy laughed.  
 "  Why!  "  he said,  "  there  is  nothing to  l is ten  to  at  a l l ,  but  I  have got  
something else to  add to my col lect ion."  
He walked on,  col lect ing more and more sounds,  the squeak of  a  f r ightened 
mouse,  the song of  a  bird,  the rust le  of  the rushes by a  s t ream, and many 
other  th ings besides ,  unt i l  a t  las t  he  arr ived at  the  human 's  camp.  He sat 
down and s tar ted  s inging al l  the songs he had learnt .  A human walked past  
and heard  i t .  
 "  How lovely!  "  he said,  and s tar ted imitat ing J impy.  
 That  evening,  the man taught  the o thers  to  imitate ,  and soon 
everybody was s inging happi ly over  their  everyday tasks,  while  J impy 
walked back to  Elf land.  
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FALLING LEAVES 
 

 The leaves fal l  sof t ly on the faded grass ,  rust l ing and rushing,  
c i rcl ing  and spiral l ing  to  the ground.  Mult i-coloured,  varying in  hues from 
br ight  green to  deep purple  and r ich russet .  Pi t ter-pat ter ,  pat ter-pat ter ,  sof t ly 
carpet ing the ground for  many yards around their  t ree  i tself .  
 Leaves  .  .  .  symbolic,  no?  The human race for  ins tance,  constant ly 
changing and fading and fa l l ing,  wither ing and shr ivel l ing,  lying l i fe less  on 
the ear th,  only to  be hidden in  turn  by more.  Layers  upon layers ,  th ickly 
fa l l ing,  quickly fa l l ing.  They are  to  be replaced by the new green sappy 
buds,  which eventual ly  and f inally  and ul t imately,  as  is  the fa te  of  a l l  th ings,  
wil l  fa l l  and be hidden also .  
 Leaping and c lasping and fa l l ing  apar t ,  whir led by the  breezes,  
soaked by the ra ins,  dr ied by the  sun 's  rays .  Up and down,  dancing,  eddying 
about my feet  l ike a  whir lpool.  
 They seem to crave peace,  as  does  every l iv ing th ing.  As they swir l  
helpless ly they appear  to  seize  a t  twigs,  as  i f  hoping to  anchor  themselves  -
only to  be torn  away by the merci less  wind,  and sucked in to  the th ick  of  the 
f ight ,  in to the chaos they vainly and fut i le ly s tr ive to  e lude.  
 We humans are  much l ike  the  fa l l ing leaves.  We are  in  a  s imilar  s ta te  
of  confusion and bewilderment.  We are  torn  two ways by the  f ierce  gales  of  
the soul  and brain .  There  are two main subconscious desires  in  the  mind of  
every man.  Two armies,  ever  a ler t  to  f ight;  two par t ies  constant ly engaged in 
desperate  unconscious warfare .  They are  the two wil ls- the wil l  to  l ive-and 
the wil l  to  d ie .  The inst inct ive s truggle  for  survival ,  and the unconscious but  
f ierce longing for  the cool peace of  death.  
 Two armies in  every mind;  two par t ies  in  every brain,  two angles  to  
every thought;  two points  to  every conversat ion;  two stems and two roots  to  
every argument .  We are  nothing but  the f ie ld  of  bat t le  for  these f ighters ,  and 
thus we have no say whatever  in  their  counci ls  of  war  or  t reat ies  of  peace.  
Each man is  a  bat t leground for  h is  conf l ic t ing emotions;  unt i l  the more 
feeble  among us,  having desperately clu tched at  s traws,  break down beneath 
the s t ra in .  We take the easier  course.  Death.  Or ,  fa i l ing that .  madness .  
 Death  is  quietness  and sol i tude;  rest  and peace.  Immortal  rest  and 
eternal  peace.  This  quietude we crave eludes us constant ly.  I t  is  l ike  the fru i t  
of  Tanta lus-within  our  grasp.  Yet as  we reach to  take  i t ,  lo!  I t  is  gone!  
Convent ion and fear ,  cowardice,  courage,  cal l  i t  what  you l ike,  forbids  us  to 
take i t .  For ,  once we have f i led  the chains  of  our  pr ison and made good our  
escape,  we can never  re turn.  The armies wil l  have destroyed themselves ,  and 
cannot  f ight  again--ever .  
 Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Swir l ing,  leaping turmoil  of  colour  and 
l i fe  and death.  Fal l ing leaves-or  fa l l ing l ives?  
 Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Rust l ing and rushing and hissing l ike the 
surf .  A mere scat ter ing-a mere heap of  leaves.  Or a  chaotic  bewilderment of  
l ives?  
 I t  i s  fu t i le  for  the f ra i l  leaves to  a t tempt  bat t le  with  the force of  the 
wind .  .  .  The older  and more wise  we grow,  and the  more we learn,  the 
worse the s truggle  is :  the harder  s tr ikes  the knowledge of  the inequal i ty  and 
unfairness  of  th is  mental-and also ( in  a  subt le  way),  physical  contes t .  
 Whir l ing in  the cyclone of  t ime,  we puppets  that  have dared to  
conquer  the world ,  and now even presume the conquest  of  the Universe!  !  
Inanimate th ings we may beat-ourselves we can never  conquer ,  nor  even 
understand.  Because behind the Real i ty that  is  a  human being,  is  the 
Unreal i ty  that  is  h is  mind-the shadow behind real i ty- the fantast ic  f ic t ion  that  
is  fact .  
 Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Pi t ter ,  pat ter .  Swir l ing and rushing on,  
t i l l  they chance to  meet  some vague phi losopher .  
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PATH THROUGH THE SEA 
 

 The sky darkened,  and a  s trange roar  was heard.  The waves  rose  and 
fel l ,  crashed and roared,  and the mighty ships  bobbed about  l ike corks in      
a  wash-basin.  Thunder  pealed  and l ightning dar ted  about  the sky.  Suddenly   
a  great  wal l  of  churning water  and foam appeared on the hor izon.   I t  surged 
along,  swallowing up everything f rom seagul ls  to  great  ships .   A huge l iner ,  
hurrying to  get  away,  was caught  up in  th is  great  t idal  wave,  tossed around 
and about,  and deposi ted,  a  broken wreck on the exposed sea bed.  Then a  few 
thousand tons of  sea came crashing down on i t .  The t idal  wave roared 
onward,  leaving behind i t  a  dry path  across  the sea bed,  about  a  hundred 
yards  across ,  wal led  in  by the t idal  wave on one s ide,  and the great  f lurrying 
mass of  foam and green water  that  was the angry sea on the o ther .  
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THE SEARCH FOR GOLD 
 

 A grab for  Gold  as  the  workmen were  given their  wages;  a  dozen 
hands reaching for  the middle  of  the  table,  where  the  bags  of  money sat .  
Each man took his  bag and held  i t  t ight ,  peer ing a t  h is  Gold,  the  Gold  they 
had a l l  worked so  hard for .  The Gold  They Could See whenever  they fe l t  
t i red  with  their  work.  The Gold  that  kept  their  wives  and chi ldren al ive.  The 
few shi l l ings they got  that  were so  important  and so  valuable  to  them. I t  was 
the goal  of  every week 's  work;  i t  was the  Gold  that  they loved,  the  Gold  that  
they t reasured.  England 's  hear t  would  be sad if  she had no Gold,  no Gold to  
sa t isfy her  people .  
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CRAWLING THINGS 
 

 Snakes,  s l i ther ing through the undergrowth.  Sl imy creatures  that  
crawl on the ear th.  Now the water  is  r ippl ing.  I t  is  an Anaconda.  Slowly i t  
rears  i ts  g lossy body,  two feet  th ick,  out  of  the r iver .  This  is  no  mere creeper  
but  several  hundredweights  of  muscle ,  s t rong and powerful .  The th ing that  
has  s tar t led i t  i s  a  boat ,  a  small  nature  canoe with  two black and one white  
man in  i t .  
 The black men are  a t  the  paddles ,  the  European s i ts  behind,  a  camera 
s lung round his  neck.  Suddenly the great  body of  the snake crashes down 
upon them. The white  man and one native are  crushed in  the g iant  coi ls  of  
the Anaconda.  The other  scrambles  ashore with  a  broken foot .  The crawling 
th ing s l i thered from his  path.  He must  crawl now l ike the  res t  of  them.  Man 
is  a  crawling th ing himself  when his  invent ions are no use to  him.  
 I t  was out  of  animals  man came and he can a lways s l ip  back to  them.  
Now a wolf ' s  head looks at  h im through the dense jungle .  I t  is  not  l ike the 
heads of  o ther  wolves.  The sunken eyes are b leared and bloodshot,  the ears  
are  not  pr icked up but  drooping.  
 Now he comes out-his  skin  is  s tretched over  h is  bones,  the r ibs  are  
c lear ly v is ib le and the coat  has  developed mange.  He crawls  af ter  the man 
who crawls away.  And so  the  gr im tragedy goes  on.  A man and a  wolf  are 
hunt ing each other ,  both  crawling th ings in  the vast  jungle.  The gulf  between 
them has narrowed down to  a  s l i t  and the man and wolf  are ,  though enemies,  
c lose together  in  their  misery.  
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DID YOU SAY "STOP"? 
 

 One of  the most  d iff icul t  problems of  our  age is  that  science is  
advancing far  too  rapidly for  the evolut ion of  man 's  brain.  In  the past  2 ,000 
years  man has gone forward a  long way,  but  his  brain  cannot  cope with  the 
new discover ies  put  forward by scient is ts  every day of  the week.  I  should  say 
that  today science is  1 ,500 years  ahead of  our  t ime.  The people  of  today are  
just  about  f i t  to  cope with  the problems of  554,  A.D. ,  and not  with  the 
atomic bombs of  today.  
 The whole quest ion is  whether  or  not  we should  le t  science s tagnate 
for  several  hundred years  to  le t  the evolut ion of  man cope with  i t .  At the 
present  ra te we are  l iable  to  b low ourselves  up one day and the day gets  
nearer  and nearer  with every new atom bomb that  is  made.  Firs t  there  was the 
atom bomb,  then the hydrogen bomb,  next  the cobal t  bomb and then what?  
 The people that  say peace can only come through th is  ser ies  of  b igger  
and bet ter  bombs are  jus t  echoing the words of  past  generat ions.  I  expect  that  
these words wil l  sound famil iar  to  you:  "These devastat ing new weapons wil l  
so revolut ionize modern warfare  that  the possessor  of  i t  wil l  be able  to  
dic ta te peace."  These words have been wri t ten  in  many news-  
papers  and books in  the world,  yet  do  you know that  in  1903 Sir  Hiram 
Maxim said the same thing about  the machine gun,  and you can see how out-
dated machine guns are  today.  Doubtless  the inventor  of  the spear  said much 
the same thing s ince i t  was ent ire ly revolut ionary compared with  s t icks  and 
s tones.  
 But  you may ask how one can s top the march of  progress?  Firs t  of  a l l  
you have to  out law al l  a tomic power  whether  used for  bombs or  generat ing 
electr ic i ty.  Doubt less  there  are  great  possib i l i t ies  in  a tomic power.  Mathe-  
mat icians  say that  i t  i s  the only power that  can be used for  in terplanetary 
f l ight .  But  I  say that  we should  leave al l  a tomic power  to  the  men of  the 
future.  There  are  plenty of  other  less  dangerous power  supplies  lef t  open to 
us  that  have not  been touched,  such as  cosmic rays  and the  var ious waves  
emit ted  by the sun.  
 The next  s tep  would be  to  devote  a l l  the  bra in  power  that  now goes  to  
sc ience to  other  pursui ts  such as  the  ar ts .  Then I  th ink re l igion would come 
in to i ts  own.  
 But a l l  th is  is  ent irely conjecture ,  so  I  leave you with th is  quest ion.  " 
Did somebody say 'Stop '?  "  

V I V I A N  C O O K  a g e  1 4  
 
 
 
 

THE CITY UNDERNEATH THE WATER 
 

 I  looked down over  the s ide of  the boat  a t  the golden bottom of  the 
sea,  the f ish  swimming around between s trands of  seaweed.  Then I  not iced a 
white  b lob on the  bot tom.  Then another  and another .  The marble  palaces  of  
the  c i ty  underneath the  water .  There  were s lender  towers  and marvel lously 
carved archways.  The f ish  were swimming in  and out  of  the  bui ld ings,  and I  
wished I  was with  them.  Then a  palace more beaut iful  than a l l  the rest  came 
in to v iew.  This  was surely King Neptune 's .  Then the ci ty was gone.  
 "Oh,  how beaut ifu l ,"  I  exclaimed.  
 "  I t  is  indeed a  s trange formation of  rock,"  remarked my guide,  and 
s tar ted to  gabble  i ts  h is tory.  
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CAPTIVITY 
 

 The l ion  paced rest lessly up and down his  cage.  His  "  c lear  bubbling 
s t ream " was l imited to  a  pond in  the concrete .  His  "  jungle "  was a  forest  
of  bars .  His  "  wide pla in "  was a concrete f loor .  
 
 He was  a f ine l ion.  He had a  b lack and tawny mane that  went  to  h is  
shoulders.  His  eyes were tawny too.  His  forelegs  were powerful ;  his  body 
s loped down graceful ly.  
 
 He remembered the day he had seen that  smal l ,  wool ly  creature  in  the  
g lade.  He remembered how he had ki l led  i t  with  a  powerful  b low of  h is  
powerful  fore-paw.  As he was feeding,  a  gate  had closed behind him.  He 
remembered how he had been put  in  a  cage.  He thought  he had heard  one man 
cry out  in  pain.  Then had fol lowed a bumpy stretch  and then he found 
himself  in  the Zoo.  
 
 He loathed the  pink-faced people  with  their  acr id  smell .  He loathed 
the way they nudged each other  and twit tered when he yawned.  He loathed 
the rai ls ,  the concrete ,  the cheeky Pumas,  the noise.  He hated the l ion  house,  
the  Zoo i tse lf .  Some day perhaps  he  would go back to  Afr ica.  Some day,  
some day .  .  .  .  
 
 The l ion was as leep.  
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LOST IN THE MOONLIGHT 
 

 I  could  not  s leep and the s trange eer iness  of  the moonlight  drew me to  
the window. I  gazed down on the motionless ,  t ranqui l  garden.  Then out  of  
the s i lence came the beaut iful  sad music  of  a  s ingle  viol in .  I t  made me want 
to  dance,  to  fo l low i t  wherever  i t  might  be.  I  ran down into  the garden,  out  
of  the gate ,  over  the moor,  and there  I  saw him; ta l l  and th in,  h is  head t i l ted 
towards  the sky.  He was no mortal ;  he  was transparent .  I  ran  towards  h im,  
and he turned round and smiled such a  s trange,  for lorn  smile .  The music  
faded away and so  did  he.  I  loved him and his  music  but  now they are  both 
somewhere los t  in the moonlight .  
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THE QUIET POOL 
 

 The pool  was very s t i l l  and quiet ,  when suddenly a  head appeared,  
then another .  I t  was spr ing,  and al l  the creatures  had woken up.  The pond 
was ful l  of  spawn,  and everything had come al ive,  af ter  the s t i l lness  of  the 
winter .  
 
 Al l  the  frogs  and toads  were  dar t ing as  they did  las t  summer,  and 
even the water  beet les  were l ively once again.  
 
 The summer f lew by and in  about a  week i t  seemed winter  was here  
again ,  and everything went to  s leep,  and the pool was quiet  and s t i l l  once 
more.  
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VOYAGE THROUGH ICE 
 

 I t  was a hot  day,  even hot  for  a  day in Asia .  
 I t  was on such a  day that  my f irs t  hard voyage began.  
 We were lying on the warm hay,  by "  we "  I  mean my dog and I .  
 I t  was our  favour i te  nest ,  a  p lace where no-one-no-one at  a l l  could 
dis turb us .  
 Then i t  was that  I  s tar ted  my voyage deep,  deep in to  the frozen terror  
which is  h idden in  our  minds- that  iced-up terror ,  that  unconscious mind 
which is  so hard  to  penetra te.  Yes ,  my mind had wandered away into  that  
b ig,  hard  b lock of  ice  where that  coloured l ight  shone,  where the loud music 
came from.  Why did  I  want to  know al l  that-why?  
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FEAR 
 

 Fear ,  there  i t  lay,  in  the deep hol low space of  the mind covered with 
layers  of  unhappiness .  
 Why,  why was i t  there?  Where did i t  come f rom? 
 From the f irs t  day of  Life  or  f rom hunger ,  non-understanding.  Perhaps 
from pain  or  thoughts  of  revenge?  No,  no i t  could  not  end l ike th is ,  i t  has  to  
come out somewhere.  
 Perhaps on some dark  day,  or  against  someone who is  weaker .  I t  l ies  
there  where the darkness  l ies ,  i t  comes there  where  the  f ire  is-why?  
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IF I HAD THREE WISHES 
 

 I f  I  had three wishes,  f i rs t  I  would wish  for  a  l i t t le  yel low aeroplane 
with  a t  least  three  seats ,  and then I  could  f ly over  the  t ree- tops  and swoop 
down at  the o ld park pond.  
 My second wish  would be  a  magician,  who gets  a  s tr ing  of  sausages 
out  of  your  jumper when there aren ' t  any there ,  and who makes people 
d isappear into th in  a ir .  
 My th ird wish is  that  I  could go to  Bracklesham Bay and play with  the 
s i lver  sand,  and bathe in  the cool,  r ippl ing blue sea.  
 

A L E X S T OW E L L  ag e  9  
 
 
 
 

THE OLD COBBLESTONE PATH 
 

 At  the o ld  l i t t le  cot tage there  were no crazy paths  but  they were al l  
cobbled.  Every day the baker  walked up the oldest  path.  One day the owner  
d ied  and an  American family moved in.  They had the complete  cot tage 
overhauled and the cobbled paths were al l  turned in to  grass .  When i t  was 
f in ished i t  had f luorescent l ight ing and central  heat ing.  
 The paths  were a l l  shor t ,  wel l  t r immed green grass.  There  was a 
massive garden with  lots  of  t rees  for  the  four  chi ldren to  p lay in .  A large 
pond with  goldf ish  in  i t  was in  the middle  of  the square  lawn.  There was a  
summer house,  a  see-saw and two swings.  The old  cobbled path  was l ined 
with tu l ips and i t  fe l t  so proud.  
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THE SACRED GROTTO 
 

 The wind howled through the branches of  the bare trees .  
 "  Autumn,  autumn!  How beaut ifu l  you are!  .  .  .  Oh God!  "  she said ,  "  
Is  He a  misty cloud of  power  or  is  He a  mighty rod of  s t rength?  "  .  .  .  
 "Autumn,  autumn,  how do you make one th ink so  much?  What  s trange 
effects  you have upon my thoughts  that  I  should wonder  about God!  "  
 "  I  wish this  could go on for  ever ,"  said  her  companion.  Her  com-
panion was her  o ther  se lf  .  .  .  that  se lf  which can only be  seen when one 
looks in to  the s i lvery lake,  where the wil lows weep their  hear ts  away . . .  for  
nobody heeds their  suffer ing.  
 Her  companion always said  to  her  jus t  what  she needed.  For i t  was  
herself .  
 Jus t  l ike  a  fa i ry,  a  v ivid  orange leaf  f loated down towards  her  lap.  I t  
took so  long in  fa l l ing,  that  she sang to  i t  as  i t  d id  so .  I t  was obedient ,  f i rs t  
to  one puff  of  wind,  and then,  d isobeying i t ,  only to  obey another  . . .  then al l  
a t  once,  l ike a  f lurry of  v io l ins ,  the leaf  came twir l ing fas ter  and fas ter  a t  
her .  But  she caught  i t ,  and on looking up to  where i t  had come from,  she saw 
a  bird looking a t  her ,  with black,  b lack eyes .  
 She wondered what i t  thought of  her  . . .  she wondered what her  com- 
panion thought  of  her  . . .  so  she turned her  large eyes,  which always seemed 
so  sad,  to  the lake fu l l  of  the wil low trees '  tears ,  and asked her  companion "  
What do you th ink of  me?  "  
 Just  a t  that  moment  the leaf  dropped out  of  her  hand,  and fe l l  on  the 
face  of  her  companion,  so  that  she  saw her  no longer .  At  the same t ime the 
blackbird  f in ished his  gaze and f lew off .  The las t  she saw of  her  leaf  was i t  
going along the s i lvery lake of  tears ,  towards the sun.  The leaf  and the bird 
went on unt i l  she was lef t  a lone under  the weeping wil low trees ,  with her  
companion in the lake made from their  tears .  
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THE HEDGEHOG WAKES UP 
 

 "  Grunt,  snuff le ,  snor t!  "  Oh dear  I  do  get  hungry,"  and a  hedgehog 
came out  of  a  heap of  dead leaves .  Two eyes  bl inked s leepi ly.  One beet le  
became food for  Mr.  Prickles .  The hedgehog proceeded to grumble as 
hedgehogs always do.  
 "  I t ' s  been almost  twenty weeks s ince I 've  had dinner .  I 'm very hungry 
and very s leepy and whoever  wakes me wil l  get  a  hel l  of  a  pr icked nose " 
(which was swear ing and was no language for  a  respectable  hedgehog).  
 Mr.  Pr ickles  fe l t  very much l ike  put t ing  on his  n ightcap and going 
back to  bed.  However ,  he thought  i t  would  be wiser  to  put  on his  top  hat  and 
s tarched collar  and go for  a  walk .  He arranged his  spines  in  order  because he 
d id  not  want  to  look l ike h is  vulgar  re la t ive,  the porcupine,  who was always 
unt idy and preferred wood to  a  n ice ju icy s lug.  He ambled along the path ,  
t ipping over  s tones to  see if  there  were any fat  woodlice under  them. 
 Suddenly there  was something on his  back.  I t  was a  drop of  ra in.  
Before long i t  was a  regular  downpour.  Mr.  Pr ickles  d ived in to  a  hole  which 
he knew led  in to  a  rabbi t  warren.  We may leave him there knowing that  i t  
wil l  be a  long t ime before the hedgehog ventures  out  again.  
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SMALL FEET 
 

 There is  a  scurrying of  small  feet  across  the at t ic  f loor .  Let  us  look 
in to one of  the holes .  
 Two beady eyes are  searching the room. Then an exquis i te  nose,  sup-
por t ing long,  s i lver  whiskers .  Next,  two beaut ifu l ly  rounded cars ,  fo l lowed 
by a  s lender  body.  The fore- legs  are  del icate ,  covered with  f ine,  white  fur  
and ending in  dainty feet .  The hind- legs are  s t rong,  with powerful  haunches.  
They end in long,  white  feet  equipped with  claws.  But  the greatest  beauty is  
the ta i l .  I t  is  pink,  but  that  is  hardly v is ib le .  The ta i l  is  covered with  long,  
s i lky hair ,  the p ink giving i t  a  pear ly sheen.  Each hair  cur ls  a i  the end so 
that  the  whole  ta i l  looks l ike  a  cascade of  cur ls .  The mouse ( I  can ' t  forgive 
myself  for  comparing i t  with  a  mouse but  I  have no bet ter  term) s tands for  a 
moment  on his  h ind- legs ,  then seems to melt  in to the moonlight .  
 There is  a  scurrying of  small  feet  across the a t t ic  f loor  .  .  .  .   
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LITTLE ORANGE TREE 
 

 Li t t le  orange tree,  s tanding in  the orchard,  what do you do al l  day 
when you s tand near  the apple  tree ,  hear ing the b irds  s ing love songs to  
every beaut ifu l  th ing?  
 Li t t le  orange t ree ,  s tanding in  the orchard,  what  do you th ink about  
af ter  the sunr ise  and before the sunset?  
 Do you sway to  the music  of  the wind,  do you drop oranges on a  poor  
soul 's  head when she nibbles  your  leaves?  Do you whisper  advice to  the cat  
as  she t ip toes caut iously across  your  bough?  
 Or  perhaps you take lessons on how to  grow good frui t  and s trengthen 
your  trunk from the wise lemon tree,  and take your  worr ies  to  the mother ly 
old apple tree .  
 But may be you don ' t  do  anything but  sway with  the wind and thank 
the One who made you for  the  rain that  fa l ls  from heaven,  and the warm sun 
to  dry you.  
 Li t t le  orange tree,  you must  have a  lovely l ife  a l l  by yourself .  
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DRESSING UP IN 1860 
 

 I  could  not  f ind young Louise anywhere.  She had been very quiet  
s ince her  mother  had died and would  s i t  for  hours  s tar ing out  of  the window. 
I  walked up the narrow stairs  of  our  very o ld country house and called  her  
again .  This  t ime she appeared out  of  the at t ic ,  her  face f lushed with  p leasure 
and her  f rai l  body was draped in her  dead mother 's  c lo thes.  
 This  small ,  happy,  a lmost  pathet ic  f igure brought  tears  to  my eyes.  
She wore  a faded pale blue  dress- the  one that  had a lways been kept  for 
Sundays,  with  a  t iny trace of  l ip  s t ick on the s leeve.  On her  head was the 
round,  large hat  with  clusters  of  cherr ies  that  I  used to  hate,  but  now i t  
seemed so dear  and unreal .  
 The black lace  gloves which didn ' t  qui te  meet  and the red velvet 
shoes  two sizes  too big  a l l  made her  a  f igure  out  of  wonder land.  And she 
walked daint i ly  down the s ta irs  and in  her  own imaginat ion she took the 
p lace of  her  mother .  I  t r ied  to  a t t ract  her  a t tention but  she walked on as  i f  in 
a  trance wrapped up in  her  dreams.  What was the point  in  d is turbing her  - to  
her  my matters  were t r iv ia l .  So I  le t  her  l ive in  wonderland-for  another  half  
hour .  
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STORIES 
 

SUMS 
 

 One and Two were p laying about in  a  sum-book.  
 Suddenly One sa id,  "  I 'm older  than you because  I  am f if ty ,  you are 
only ten."  
 Of  course Two was very angry.  "  I 've had enough of  you!  "  
 "  But that  was only in  the game," protes ted One.  
 "  Game or  no game,  I 've  had enough of  you.  You can go out  of  here  at  
once!  "  
 "Boo-boo!  Don ' t  want  to  go out  of  here;  want  to  s tay here;  boo-hoo!"  
 "  Well  you 're  going out  of  here!  "  And Two pushed One out  and 
s lammed the door  behind him,  and locked i t  f i rmly!  
 That  evening,  Twenty came home from work,  t i red and angry.  "  
Where is  One?  "  he shouted.  (One always pul led up Twenty 's  chair . )  
 "Well ,  fa ther  .  .  .  "  began Two,  when Twenty in terrupted:  "No `  
wel ls ' ,  where is  he?  "  
 "  Well ,  fa ther ,"  began Two again.  "  Well ,  father ,  we had a  quarrel ,  
and I  pushed One out ."  
 "  What?  Well  br ing him in!  "  
 So Two went  out ,  and half  an  hour  la ter  came back with One.  "  Here 
he is  fa ther ,"  sa id Two.  
 "  Good,"  thundered fa ther .  
 Some days la ter ,  One and Two were playing.  "  I 'm older  than you," 
said One.  
 "  O.K. ,  have i t  your  own way! "  said Two.  
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WHEN FATHER MENDED THE CLOCK 
 

 "  Oh bother!  "  exclaimed my father ,  "  that 's  the  th ird  t ime that  c lock 
has s truck th ir teen."  
 My father  had been s i t t ing  at  the ki tchen table  for  the past  four  hours  
t rying to  mend the clock.  There had been nothing wrong with  i t ,  but  my 
father  ra ther  fancied himself  as  a  handy man.  But by the t ime he had taken i t  
to  p ieces  twice and put  i t  together  twice there  was something very wrong 
with  i t .  At  las t  my father  was sat isf ied  with  the  resul t  and he put  the  c lock 
back on the mante lpiece and went  in to  dinner .  Everybody e lse  had f in ished 
long ago and was reading quiet ly.  
 "  Ah,"  said my father  to  no one in  par t icular ,  "  that  c lock 's  a l l  r ight 
now, I 've  set  the alarm for  s ix  o 'c lock."  
 "  Brrr rrrrrr rrrr r  "  went the alarm clock.  My father  was the f irs t  to  
wake up.  "  There now, what d id I  te l l  you,"  he said .  "  I ts '  a  b i t  dark out-  
 
s ide,"  said  my mother .  "  All  r ight ,"  said  my father ,  "  i f  anyone says i t ' s  not  
s ix  o 'c lock I ' l l  get  out  of  bed and dia l  TIM." "  All  r ight ,"  sa id  my mother ,  "  
i t ' s  not  s ix  o 'c lock yet ."  
 When my father  had 'phoned he came back looking very red.  I t  was 
twelve o 'c lock at  n ight .  Hours  la ter  he  woke up and looked out of  the 
window; he jumped out  of  bed,  tore downstairs  and dialed  TIM. "  Oh 
gracious,"  he screamed,  "  I t ' s  ten o 'c lock."  
 My father  went  off  to  work that  day very la te  vowing al l  the  t ime tha t  
never  again would he mend a clock.  
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CUL-DE-SAC 
 
 
 

 Round i t  span,  fas ter  and faster ,  i ts  weird  whis t le  r is ing,  ever  r is ing.  
Then Mart in  s topped pumping and sat  on  his  heels  to  watch the top spin;  to  
watch the c irc les  move outwards and vanish  when they reached the r im.  
Where did  those coloured circ les  go,  he  wondered,  they seemed to  reach the  
r im,  then go back to  the centre  to  s tar t  their  journey again,  to  the s trange 
accompaniment of  the humming,  produced by the holes  in  the top.  But,  he 
pondered,  how could  they go back to  the middle and not  be seen by him on 
the way?  No,  they must  go  somewhere else .  But  where?  He thought  a  while ,  
then he said :  "  Daddy,  where do the pret ty  r ings go?  "  His  fa ther  looked up 
i r r i tably from his  s tock taking.  "  Don ' t  bother  me now,  Mart in,  can ' t  you see 
I 'm working?  "  he  said,  "  why do I  have to  do th is ,"  he  asked himself ,  "I 'm a  
farmer,  not  a  d---n  clerk".  He had added the f igures  three t imes already,  
get t ing a d ifferent  answer every t ime.  
 
 The top had s lowed down by now, so Mart in  grasped the plunger  in  
h is  l i t t le  hand and s tar ted  pumping,  pumping,  faster  and faster  he  pumped,  
quicker  and quicker  i t  span,  faster  and faster  the coloured r ings rushed out  
wards t i l l  they became a mult icoloured blur  rushing out ,  out  to  . . .  where?  
The faster  i t  spun,  the h igher  and louder  rose the whine t i l l  Mart in 's  fa ther ,  
who had added up his  gains  and losses  a  four th  t ime and got  yet  another  
answer,  turned and shouted:  "  Mart in ,  get  that  b las ted noise  out  of  here  " .  
Mart in  grabbed his  top and ran.  Out  of  the  room into  the  passage,  down the 
passage and through the open door  in to  the evening sunl ight ,  across  the yard 
and in to  the barn,  in to  i ts  dark in ter ior  with a  warm musty smell  of  hay 
mixed pleasant ly with  a smell  of  tarred  wood,  up the  ladder  in to  the  lof t  he  
clambered l ike  a  monkey.  He squat ted  down on the hard  boards in  a  square of 
sunl ight  produced by a  small  d ir ty  be-cobwebbed window and s tar ted  
pumping.  Faster  and faster  he  pumped t i l l  the top  f lashed in  the sunl ight ,  t i l l  
i ts  hum turned to  a  dismal  wail .  Where?!  Where??!!  d id  the r ings go?      
They must  go somewhere!  But  where?  If  they could  go there ,  so  could  he! 
He 'd  go with  them! Follow them to  wherever  they went!  Faster  he  pumped,  
s t i l l  fas ter ,  h is  eyes f ixed on the colours  as  they t ravel led  outwards,  ever  
fas ter .  Faster  and faster  t i l l  the  whirl ing colours  f i l led his  v is ion,  took 
possesion of  h im.  His  head seemed to  spin  too,  and he seemed to  be    
leaving his  body behind.  All  the  colours  of  the  top f lashed and whir led  in  
f ront  of  h is  eyes .  He fel t  as  though he was spinning,  whir l ing l ike a  top,  as 
though he was being f lung,  outwards  with  the colours ,  sp inning,  spinning,  
quicker  and quicker  t i l l  suddenly i t  s topped.  He found himself  on  a  c ircular  
area of  g lass ,  l ike s tuff  surrounded by s trange vegetat ion,  i t  was s trangely 
shaped and coloured but  i t  never  s tayed one shape or  colour  for  a  moment 
together ,  i t  was  a lways changing.  Mart in  s tarted  to  walk towards  the  vege-
tat ion when the circular  area he was s tanding on,  which had not  kept  the 
same size al l  the t ime he had been s tanding there,  suddenly turned in to  a  
road s tretching out  before  h im,  i t  then abrupt ly changed his  mind and did  a  
r ight  hand bend a  few yards in  front  of  h im.  He kept  walking s tra ight  on,  so  
the road condescendingly changed in to  a  s traight  one.  Mart in  walked for  
what seemed to  h im many miles  a long th is  road which al though i t  kept  
reasonably s t raight  amused i tself  by constant ly changing from a white ,  
r ibbon l ike main-road to  a  narrow car t ' s  t rack.   Then as  he walked,  n ight  
suddenly fel l .  
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 Then al l  around him in  the darkness  he heard  s trange and horr ib le 
sounds and saw strange and lur id l ights .  Mart in  was terr if ied.  He gave a 
l i t t le  cry and s tar ted  running.  He ran unt i l  his  hear t  fe l t  as  though i t  was 
burst ing.  Til l  h is  head swam and his  legs  fel t  as  though they were no longer 
his .  And al l  the  while  he fe l t  cold  c lammy things  c lutching a t  h im,  brushing 
his  face and hair .  This  ter r if ied  him even more,  he  forced himself  to  even 
greater  effor ts ,  h is  head throbbed,  a  sor t  of  f i lm seemed to  cover  his  eyes,  
then,  through the darkness  and obscur i ty  of  h is  swimming brain,  he heard  a  
voice fain t ly  crying:  "  Mart in ,  Mart in  " .  He seemed to  see a  l ight  ahead of 
him.  Again the voice cr ied:  "  Mart in ,  Mart in!"  I t  seemed to be coming from a 
circle  of  l ight  ahead.  Mart in  forced his  f lagging muscles  to  a  las t  mighty 
effor t ,  urged his  legs ,  which fel t  as  though they were made of  wood,  to  a  las t  
great  push,  the circle  of  l ight  swam towards him,  he fe l t  h is  s trength g iving,  
h is  head seemed to  burs t ,  a  b laze  of  many colours  exploded in  front  of  h is 
eyes,  he seemed to  be fal l ing,  fa l l ing,  then every- th ing went b lack.  
 
 His  mother  walked in to the barn  cal l ing:  "  Mart in ,  Mart in ,  where are 
you,  bedt ime!" She reached the bottom of  the ladder  and s tood there 
th inking.  Then she cl imbed up in to  the lof t  and found Mart in .  He lay there in  
the square of  las t  sunl ight  apparent ly exhausted.  "  Mart in  " ,  she cr ied,  
rushing forward and taking his  head in  her  arms "Mart in!"  His  eyes  f l ickered 
open,  the  mist  of  blackness  dr if ted away and he saw the face of  his  mother  
swimming before  h im.  "  Mummy",  he said  fa in t ly  and clu tched her  s t i l l  
terr if ied.  "  Poor  boy " ,  she said .  "  He has  been having a  n ight-mare " .  She 
picked him up and carr ied him to the house.  
 
 But the top had vanished!  
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TRACKLESS WASTE 
 

 He s tood and s tared with  g lazed,  despair ing eyes at  the unbroken 
panorama of  trackless  waste  before  him,  dancing and shimmering in  the  heat  
haze.  The wizened shrubs seemed to  try  and withdraw in to  themselves  to  
cower  vainly before  the  sear ing merci less  heat  of  the  gr im bal l  of  f ire  
pursuing i ts  path  across  the cloudless  cerulean vaul t  above.  He gazed bi t ter ly  
at  the shr ivel led ,  brown,  isolated  blades of  Brass ,  a  mockery of  those lush  
green meadows whose image appeared cont inual ly in  h is  mind.  And the dust-
each footfal l  s t i r red  i t  up  so  that  i t  hung in  the super-heated  air ,  coat ing 
everything in  a  f ine dry layer ,  choking and bl inding him.  His  mind was a  dul l  
ache with no thought but  that  he must  go on,  on.  why or  where he nei ther  
knew nor  cared.  So on he  s taggered and s tumbled,  to  e terni ty,  or  so  i t  
seemed.  The dust  caked in  the  sweat  which dr ied almost  as  soon as i t  was 
formed.  I t  fe l t  to  h im that  h is  s trength  was evaporat ing in  the sweat ,  so  that  
he  became weaker,  ever  weaker .  Suddenly he fe l l ,  and only with  a  supreme 
effor t  d id he ra ise  h imself  to  b lunder  onwards.  Again  he fel l ,  again he tr ied 
to  ra ise  h imself  f rom the painful ly  hot  ear th .  But  th is  t ime he lay back-and 
then lay s t i l l .  
 
 He had found his  lush green meadows- they were h is ,  now, for  ever .  
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DEATH 
 

 My tree  was  s tanding there  by the  r iver ,  a  big  black oak.  I ts  long 
branches swept over  the comer  of  the f ie ld in  which i t  was growing.  The  
long rust ics  in  the r iver  and on the bank looked to  i t  for  shel ter  f rom the  
wind and rain.  The cows,  grazing in  the f ie ld,  used the t ree for  a  rubbing 
post ,  and s lept  under  i t  when shade was needed.  The birds  too bui l t  their  
nests  in  i ts  b ig spreading branches.  My oak was a  f r iend to a l l .  
 
 Of ten  af ter  walking by,  one would  turn  back and look at  i t  again    
and ponder .  I ts  branches crossed and lay in  themselves.  I ts  form was great  
and symbolic .  I  just  watched and saw i ts  colour  change,  i ts  leaves fal l ,  i ts  
buds come out .  I  watched i t  for  two years ,  and then I  knew i t  was my tree .  
my favour i te  tree .  
 
 One day I  was i l l  and had to  s tay in  bed.  That  n ight  there  was a  
thunderstorm.  I  thought  of  my tree,  the b irds ,  cows,  rushes and the r iver .   
The l ightning l i t  up  and crackled al l  around.  The boom of  thunder ,  l ike a 
cannon crashing upon the enemy.  Spl i t t ing  noise,  a  crack and then the    
s torm was over .  
 
 The new day came and I  got  up  al though s t i l l  unwell ,  and went  to    
see my tree.  I t  was down,  deep down,  s truck down,  and kept  down.  I t        
was  dead.  The birds  f lown,  the cows gone,  the rushes  crushed.  Death!  My 
tree,  my fr iend.  
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ONE EXPERIENCE OF CHILDHOOD 
 

 Not  l iv ing in  London I  was about  s ix  by the t ime I  was f irs t  o ld 
enough to real ise  anything of  the wonders  of  the ci ty.  
 
 Moving s taircases  were the chief  a t t ract ion of  London,  and then the 
res taurants  and the bigness of  i t  a l l .  My brother  and I  would have s tayed for  
hours  going up and down the escalators ,  but  everyone seemed in  such a 
terr ib le  hurry that  we did  not  have a  chance.  As soon as  we had reached the 
cl imax where we jumped dar ingly off  the o ther  end,  we were whisked away 
down the draughty,  echoing passages to  the underground platform. 
 
 I  used to  l ike  the tra ins a lmost  as  much as  the escalators ,  but  af ter  the 
f irs t  few t imes i t  got  ra ther  tame somehow. I  could  never  understand how the 
grown-ups always knew where to  get  off  and what  to  do and how to  get  the 
r ight  t ra in to  the r ight  p lace.  
 
 I  was always bewilderingly hurr ied  along with  my head the wrong 
way round because al l  the most  in terest ing th ings happened behind me.  
 
 When we went to  a  large corner-house for  lunch we always did  our-  
selves  proper ly.  Nothing on the menu was too expensive.  I f  there  was any we 
had asparagus,  and a lways,  unfai l ingly waff les  with  melted but ter  and maple 
syrup.  
 
 Not  being used to  the s ize and grandeur  and br i l l iance of  everything 1 
t ra i led  round in  a  k ind of  dream, so  exci ted  that  I  couldn ' t  feel  t i red.  Besides  
there  were far  too many th ings to  look at .  
 

L I S A  D YE R  ag e  13  
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CROWDS 

 
(London during the heatwave 1955) 

 

 A shining, blinding sun stared at London in its oppressive stagnant heat; 

its rays leapt from the clear blue sky unhindered by cloud melting just here and 

there little patches of tar that fastened themselves to the shoes of passers-by. The 

parks became crowded, then overcrowded, finally an area of reclining and 

sleeping bodies, a lazily drifting conglomeration of people, their clothes looking 

stupidly out of place: a business man sweating under his waistcoat, another, 

sleeves rolled up, coat creased beside him, trouser legs rolled up to reveal a pair 

of somehow ridiculous suspenders over a pair of sagging socks. His head was 

thrown back, his mouth wide and gasping, his eyes closed and concealed by a 

recent edition of the Daily Mirror. 

 

 Cars, 'buses and lorries streamed by, packed and congested: the road was 

traffic-jammed at every inter-section, while at the traffic lights it moved gingerly 

through streams of people who bridged the roads at a moment's abatement of the 

mechanized caterpillar that wound it's way slowly, Im-patiently and despairingly 

between them. 

 

 Trafalgar Square had become a fleshpot of sweating, listless humanity, it 

dangled its fingers in the fountain, filled the benches, sat on the steps. Young 

children clambered over the lions, a mass of "Converters " stood at the foot of the 

column proclaiming the glory of God and on placards and posters His teachings 

and preachings worded like advertisements for Welgars Shredded Wheat. The 

booming voices of these converters dimmed as Big Ben, entangled with 

scaffolding, loomed nearer. A little boy on an obviously new bicycle sped 

unhindered between the stationary lines of traffic as they waited for the lights to 

change, then a squeal of brakes, the sound of breaking metal, al little boy is 

thrown clear of his bike, while the newly prized toy is devoured beneath an 

advancing car. Tears flow as he sees his possession crushed, the new and shining 

lamp broken, the wheels twisted and mangled, one small superficial tragedy in 

this heaving cosmopolitan city of many millions. 

 

 Big Ben is stared at by passers-by, the pavement is a living stream of 

people, then the bridge is gained at last. The muddy but cool water drifts by them. 

At last one can lean forward and regard London, look at this home of so many, the 

World's greatest city and then be swallowed into its stomach as its crowds stream 

past you, gathering you inside them and bearing you down its streets and avenues, 

in its trains and buses till you are lost in a maze of aimless drifting crowds. 
JOHN HALL age 16 
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" AND ISABELLA LAUGHED . .  .                " 
 

 The evergreen bushes  shone l ike  emerald leaves  as  the  rain  spat tered 
on them. Andrew looked out  of  the window and thought "  How stupid  the 
o thers  are .  Of  course boys don ' t  have to  dr ink milk  i f  they want  to  be s t rong-
there  were lo ts  of  o ther  th ings  ins tead "  and he was even to ld  that  crusts  had 
made his  hair  as  cur ly as  i t  was .  
 Because Andrew hadn ' t  drunk his  milk  at  supper  he had been sent  to  
the day nursery in  d isgrace.  Here he was,  with  h is  chin  against  the window -
his  tears  l ike the ra in fal l ing,  fa l l ing onto  the window-si l l .  
 A blackbird f lew through the trees  to  the evergreen bushes and set t led 
i tself  comfor tably in  i ts  nest .  Andrew was fascinated,  his  t in  soldiers  were 
now forgotten  as  they bravely s tood at  a t tent ion in  rows of  ten,  some 
wounded in act ion and others  by the b ig  cannon ready for  the order  to           
"  f ire!  "  
 Andrew had forgot ten these  leaden heroes  and watched the  bird 
shel ter ing her  eggs from the beads of  ra in  that  had set t led among the fo lds  of  
her  brown wings.  I t  was h is  f irs t  exper ience of  seeing such a  th ing;  he hadn ' t  
ever  been taught  by his  so  very learned tutor  that  l i t t le  creatures  even 
exis ted;  he knew his  French and Lat in though.  
 "  I t ' s  my secret ,"  he  said  out  loud to  the  empty nursery.  "  I t ' s  my very 
own discovery.  No one else  in  the world  can know that  I  saw my l i t t le  b ird 
protect  her  eggs."  Already Andrew had become possessive about  the 
b lackbird .  
 Nurse entered.  "  Don ' t  be  so  sulky,  my lad .  There are  some chi ldren 
who would  have been only too eager  to  dr ink that  milk ,  but  you wasted yours 
and look,  you have tomato ju ice on your  new sui t!  You might as  
wel l  wear  your  o ld  p lay th ings al l  the day;  your  father  wil l  have something 
to  say about  th is ,  you mark my words,"  and she s ta lked from the  room 
haughti ly,  smoothing the t ight  bun at  the back of  her  head.  
Andrew wished he could wear  h is  play clo thes.   
 They didn ' t  need fussing over  or  looking af ter  as  much as  al l  the lace 
and do-da he was wear ing now. 
 Every evening Andrew kept  a  crust  or  two,  which wouldn ' t  make 
much difference to  his  a l ready cur ly black hair ,  to  g ive to  his  b lackbird  in 
he?  nest .  No one not iced and no one would  have minded ei ther ,  except  nurse,  
of  course.  
 Isabel la  came from the town to  vis i t  her  Aunt  Angela  and her  cousin 
Andrew in  the country.  She was very pret ty  indeed.  She wore a  b lue velvet  
coat  and bonnet,  l i t t le  lace g loves over  her  dainty long hands,  and white  
but tons al l  down her  f ront .  
 Travel l ing  was very t i r ing  and so  Isabel la  was washed and put  to  bed 
af ter  seeing Andrew to exchange a  poli te  "  Hel lo  "  and "  How are you?  
Andrew vowed he wouldn ' t  le t  a  gir l  in to  h is  secret ,  she would  "  te l l  "!  His  
o ther  cousin  had "  to ld  "  about  his  col lect ion of  s tones,  so  he  wouldn ' t  te l l  
th is  cousin.  "  Si l ly  g ir ls ,"  he thought .  
 However ,  the  next  morning Isabel la came to  breakfast  wi th Andrew in 
h is  day nursery.  She was very sweet  and was not  over-pol i te  (a l though she 
was  constant ly being repr imanded for  i t ) ,  and she  did look charming in her  
yel low sat in  dress  f r i l led with  grey lace.  Even Andrew had to  admit  i t .    
They talked on such things as  her  Mamma's  new hand-bag,  scent  bott le  and 
his  fa ther 's  dogs.  
 Andrew grew to  l ike  her .  She wasn ' t  s i l ly  or  `above him, '  and she was 
in terested  in  the same books as  he was.  Both  were ten  years  o ld ,  but  she was 
a  more educated  sor t  of  chi ld,  and incl ined to  be more understanding than 
any of  the grown ups.  
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 Andrew asked Isabel la  i f  she wanted to  know a secret .  She repl ied "  
Oh yes,  Andrew. I 've  not  been le t  in to  very many,  but  the ones I  have been 
to ld  I  have never  to ld  to  anyone,  ever ,"  and her  small  white  face was ser ious.  
Andrew's  was,  too.  "  Come over  to  the window, then."  Just  as  he thought  she 
looked so very much as  though she would keep his  secret .  "What  is  i t?"  She 
sounded rather  surpr ised.  "All  I  can  see is  your  garden."  Andrew suddenly 
grew fr ightened.  What i f  she didn ' t  th ink any- thing was unusual  about a 
bird 's  nest .  He forced a smile ,  "  Well  .  .  .  he  began.  But  she was laughing:  "  
You don ' t  mean that  old  nest ,  there ,  do  you Andrew? Why i t ' s  an  ordinary 
blackbird 's  nest .  I  don ' t  th ink much of  that .  How disappoint ing."  
 
 "  I  love i t .  Yes,  I  . . .  I  th ink i t ' s  beaut ifu l!  "  Andrew said  def iant ly.     
"  Oh real ly!  I  thought you were grown-up,  but  you 're  s t i l l  a  baby-boy; 
Andrew's  a  l i t t le  baby-boy,  baby-boy,"  she chanted and skipped out  of  the 
room.  
 
 "  So,"  thought  Andrew. "  She wasn ' t  a  n ice g ir l  af ter  a l l ,  and I  d idn ' t  
even te l l  her  my secret ,  she guessed i t ."  Andrew was terr ib ly downcast  a t  the 
thought.  "  Well ,  I  suppose i t  wasn ' t  much of  a  secret ,  but  I  d id  see i t  f irs t .  
Oh well!  "  He threw a t in  soldier  in to  the box,  so  that  i t  made a  cl inking 
sound as  i t  h i t  h is  "  comrades in  arms."  
 
 I sabel la  lef t  that  af ternoon,  and on saying her  farewells  to  Andrew 
she made a  br ief  apology.  But  Andrew fel t  she was apologis ing for  th ink-  
ing he was older  than he was.  "  Good-bye,  Isabel la ."  
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THE LIFE OF A GOLLYWOG 
 

 I  s tar ted my career  in  a  factory.  At  leas t  I  can ' t  remember  being 
myself  then,  because I  was a l l  b i ts  and pieces.  A piece of  red f lannel  and a 
p iece of  b lue f lannel ,  long s trands of  b lack wool ,  some black s i lk ,  and a  box 
fu l l  of  s tuff ing.  I t ' s  a  blessing I 'm good at  bone s tructure  or  I  couldn ' t  have 
to ld you how I  began.  Owing to  an  error  in  the sewing of  my legs,  I  was put 
s ixpence cheaper  than the o ther  gol lywogs,  and I  am very indignant  to  th is 
day,  for  a  l i t t le  error  in  sewing makes no difference to  a  br i l l iant  brain  l ike 
mine.  Anyway,  that  comes la ter .  One day in came a  gir l  ( I  d idn ' t  much l ike  
the look of  her  as  she was wear ing fur  gloves,  and I  thought i t  was 
par t icular ly hot)  to  buy a  present  for  her  baby s is ter ,  as  I  la ter  found out .  I  
t r ied  to  look as  miserable as  I  could  (I  got  that  gag from a  Pal  gollywog),  
which for tunately wasn ' t  d iff icul t ,  for ,  as  I  sa id  before,  i t  was  very hot  and 
s tuffy in  the shop.  Well ,  i t  worked,  I  recommend i t  for  any brand of  
sympathy wanted,  and I  was  l if ted from the  shelf  and in to  a  bag.  Imagine 
what  torment  I  suffered  in  being mixed with  a  lo t  of  red-faced tomatoes  and 
green-faced brussel  sprouts ,  but  I  bore i t  with the spir i t  of  my grandfather ,  
and I  may te l l  you my pr ide is  wounded to th is  very day.  I  th ink I  might  have 
had a  br i l l iant  career  if  the dog hadn ' t  pul led off  my legs (damn the g ir l  who 
sewed on my legs so  badly)  but  s t i l l  i t ' s  n ice  to  l ie  on the p lace of  honour ,  
my mis tress 's  bed,  on which the  dog is  never  a l lowed,  and th ink about  my 
l i fe .  
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NIGHT FLIGHT 
 

 How many people  have had to  f lee  over  the border  a t  n ight?  
Hundreds!  
 Anna,  a  Russian gir l  of  n ine,  was  one of  them.  With  her  l i t t le  brother ,  
Alexis ,  she had tr ied to escape over the Russian border .  
 Her mother  had died when Alexis  was born,  and their  fa ther  was is  a  
Russian pr ison;  so they had to f lee  alone.  
 Their  a im was to  get  to  England and to  people  who would take pi ty  on 
them.  (They were wel l  equipped with money.)  
 I t  was  a t  the dead of  n ight  and the two runaways were near ing the  
border .  Alexis  was chat ter ing incessant ly and Anna was wonder ing what  to 
do to  make him stop,  when suddenly,  she hi t  upon an idea.  
 "  Alexis ,"  she said,  "  Let 's  p lay that  we are  running away from a lot  
of  people .  Before us  l ies  the border  l ine.  That  is  a  l ine where many people  
s tand to t ry and catch  us .  But  once we are over  that  l ine ,  we are safe .  Do you 
understand,  Alexis?  "  
 "  Yes,"  he agreed.  "  But  if  many people  want to  catch  us ,  how shal l  
we get  over  the l ine?  "  
 "  Well ,  we must  keep very quiet ,"  said  Anna,  in  a  know-al l  tone.  "  We 
must  not  ta lk.  Let ' s  walk on t ip toe,  too."  
 "  Yes,"  whispered Alexis ,  "  Oh,  dear ,  I 'm scared."  
 "  Never  mind.  I t ' s  only a  game,"  comfor ted  Anna.  How she wished i t  
real ly  was!  
 They walked on for  a  bi t ,  in  s i lence.  Then Anna said,  "  Whatever  the 
people  say,  don ' t  make a  sound.  Even if  the people  f ind  me,  just  get  over  the 
l ine to  safety."  
 "  Isn ' t  i t  dark,"  said  poor  Alexis ,  worr ied by these instruct ions.  They 
reached the summit  of  the h i l l  they were cl imbing.  From there they could  
see the border  l ine.  I t  was marked out  by one sol i tary lantern.  
 "  Look,"  whispered Anna,  "  Behind that  l ight ,  we wil l  be  a lmost  
safe."  
 "  What does a lmost  mean?  " asked Alexis .  
 "  Near ly,"  whispered Anna.  "  Now, we must  be very quiet ."  
 They were very quiet .  Hand in  hand,  the brother  and s is ter  crept  
sof t ly nearer  and nearer  to  the border .  Each s tep  seemed l ike  a  mile  to them, 
and each second an hour .  
   "  Would they s l ip  through?  
   Anna now began to doubt.  
   But  she tr ied to  work i t  out .  
   Not  far  away-just  a  few yards,  
   The border  would l ie . -But there wil l  be guards.  
   Each one in  cruel  s i lence,  s tanding by his  post ,  
   As watchful  and as  s i lent ,  as  a  mortal  ghost .  
   Would they s l ip  through?  
 Now the border  lay a  foot  away from them, now an inch.  Now they 
were on the border  l ine,  both  hear ts  thumping,  fur iously,  both bodies  
v iolent ly trembling.  
 Now they had crossed the border  l ine.  They were safe l  -or  were they? 
"  Who goes there?  "  yelled a  voice.  
 In  the dark,  Anna found Alexis 's  hand.  Catching i t  in  her  own,  she 
pul led l i t t le  Alexis  away from the terr ib le  border .  
 And as  the two chi ldren broke in to  a  run,  they knew that  they were 
safe.  
 "  That  was  a  nice  game,"  whispered Alexis ,  as  dawn at  las t  began to  
break.  
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 "  Let ' s  go  on playing i t ,"  said  Anna.  "  Now we must  f ind a  boat  that  
wil l  take us to  another  p lace,  where  people  won ' t  f ind us."  
 "  Alr ight ,"  agreed Alexis .  
 I t  was now br ight  morning,  Alexis  fast  a lseep in  a  cabin ,  downstairs ,  
but  Anna remained on deck,  watching the br ight  sun come towards her .  
 "  Our  n ight  f l ight  is  over!  "  she thought  jubi lant ly.  "  Oh,  I  was 
fr ightened,  I  must  say won ' t  i t  be lovely to  be in  England-and safe ty!  
 

(This  s tory is  par t ly true.)  
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THE STORY OF A FLEA 
 

 1  and my brothers  and sis ters  were  born in  a  crevice  of  a  dog 's  ear ,  in  
a  beaut ifu l  l i t t le  hole  shel tered  by hair ,  where the dog could  not  scratch  us  
out .  Our  loving mother  deser ted  us as  soon as  she had la id us  as  eggs,  so  we 
never  knew her ,  but  we had too much to  th ink about  in  our  s truggle for  
survival  to  worry about her .  With  my six ty-seven l i t t le  brothers  and s is ters  
and myself  i t  was def ini te ly an  example of  the survival  of  the f i t tes t .  When 
we hatched there were s ix ty-eight  of  us ,  but  by the t ime we were o ld  enough 
to suck blood,  there were only ten,  as  we had nothing to  eat  but  each other .  
 I  was not  sorry when my jaws grew strong enough to  fasten 
themselves in to  the skin  of  our  dog,  as  there  is  nothing more del ic ious  than 
th ick,  warm blood.  
 We were a lways on the crawl  looking for  f resh places  to  bi te ,  and we 
t ickled  so much that  we almost  drove our  dog mad.  
 I  had several  very narrow escapes from human beings when they de-  
f lea-ed our  dog.  Once I  was actual ly caught between two enormous th ings 
that  I  found to be a  f inger  and thumb,  which squeezed and pinched me very 
hard,  and then dropped me in to  a  bowl of  some sor t  of  weak dis infect-  
ant  poison.  All  around me f loated other  f leas ,  e i ther  dead or  drowning,  and I  
was very near ly drowned.  For tunately the bowl was knocked over  by a 
c lumsy foot ,  and we were  a l l  swept out  in to  some grass,  and so  I  was  able  to  
escape.  
 I  hopped and hopped for  a  whole day al l  round an enormous garden.  
dur ing which t ime I  refreshed myself  on an  old ra t  and a  dying bird ,  nei ther  
of  which tas ted  very nice  to  me because I  am rather  high c lass ,  and prefer  
larger  animals .  
 In  the evening to  my surpr ise  I  found my way onto  the dog again,  and 
he carr ied  me in to  the house.  But  now I  had a  purpose in  l i fe .  I  was 
determined to  take my revenge on the cruel  human that  had tr ied  to  drown 
me.  I  c l imbed onto  the person when he was s i t t ing  down,  and s tayed quiet  
unt i l  he  went  to  bed.  In  the n ight  I  had a  lovely exci t ing t ime playing hide 
and seek.  I  b i t  the person in  a l l  the tenderest  par ts  of  h is  body,  inject ing as  
much poison as  I  could  each t ime,  and as  soon as  he s tar ted  to  scratch  I  
hopped away and hid  in  the b lankets ,  only to  come back again  as  soon as  i t  
was  safe.  I  made the  man s tr ip  his  bed twice in  search of  me,  and he even 
changed his  pyjamas,  in  a  dreadful  fury,  but  I  remained qui te  merci less  unt i l  
I  decided that  I  would l ike a res t  myself .  
 I  have travel led  qui te  a  lo t  now,  and have plagued many human-
beings,  a l though they are  not  as  tas ty as  dogs,  and as  I  am well  out  of  your  
reach.  I  might as  wel l  tel l  you that  I  shal l  be v is i t ing you tonight!  
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From My Book of Stories  
 

THE BIRD IN THE CAGE 
(In the original spelling.) 

 
 Once upon a  t ime there  was a  l i t t le  pr incess .  She had a  luvely l i t t le  
b ird  which sang a l l  day and a l l  n ight  but  the  pr incess  was  bad beacuse  she 
wouldn ' t  le t  the b ird  out .  So the b ird  was very unhappy.  One day the pr incess  
lef t  the cage door  open.  The bird  f lew out  and met  an  elephant  The bird  was 
very fr ightened when he saw the grate  big  creature ,  but  the b ird  s tood s t i l l  
and s tared.  He was so  surpr ised.  The elephant was very ugly but  very k ind.  
He said,  "  I f  you want  to  go past  I  wi l l  le t  you and If  you are  t ired  I  wil l  
carry you.  "  Th- th- th- thank y-y-you I 'd  ra ther  walk  across ."  So the elephant  
s tood aside,  but  instead of  walking the b ird  f lew across .  When she got  across  
she found herself  in  a  most  beaut ifu l  garden.  On one s ide there  were fa irys 
being marr ied and on the other  s ide there  were  fa irys  having a  picnic  but  
there  were no birds .  When the fairys  saw the l i t t le  bird  they al l  s tood up and 
clappt  there hands.  "  A bird  a  l i t t le  b ird,"  they shouted.  Then the gween of  
the fairys  came running up.  "  Oh l i t t le  b ird,  are  you not  the l i t t le  b ird  who is  
a  pet  to  a  l i t t le  pr incess ."  "  Yes,"  said  the l i t t le  b ird,  "  but  the pr incess  
would  not  le t  me out  in  the garden so  I  f lew away."  "  In  that  case,"  said  the 
gween,  "  I  shal l  put  a  spel l  on  her ."  So while  the gween was making the spel l  
the  bird  f lew back to  the  pr incess  to  see  what would happen.  A few minutes 
la ter  the pr incess  came running in from the garden.  She put  her  f inger  out 
and the bird  hoped on i t .  Now the pr incess  a lways le ts  the b ird  out  in  the 
garden evry morning.  
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THE QUALITY OF MERCY 
 

 A low growl escaped the angry old  puma;  he was angry because h is  
ski l l  a t  hunting and t rapping was s lowly leaving him,  and the resul t  was that  
he  was going hungry.  The last  meal he had had was yesterday evening,  and i t  
was now evening the next  day.  
 He had been walking at  a  s immering,  su lky gai t  a l l  this  t ime,  but  
suddenly through a  clear ing he spot ted  a  small  group of  does with their  
young.  His  anger  vanished,  and caut ion took i ts  p lace.  He sank lower down 
in to  the  undergrowth and began bel lying his  way towards  his  prey.  He was 
only three yards away now and exci tement  gr ipped him.  His  long tai l  began 
twitching and the whole of  h is  l i the,  s leek body became tensed as  he 
wriggled his  h ind legs  wel l  under  h im for  the  spr ing.  The wind was with  him,  
so edging his  way nearer  s t i l l ,  he  made ready.  
 He sprang and his  body became uncoi led .  Huge dagger- l ike c laws 
came unsheathed.  Razorsharp  fangs showed themselves beneath  cur led  jowls  
and then were los t  in  the  f lesh of  his  vic t im.  The death-cry of  the  terr if ied 
buck was horr ib le ,  i t  came from the depth  of  the l i t t le  fe l low's  lungs in  a  las t  
effor t  to  remain a l ive .  
 I t  was al l  over ,  and far  away in  the k i l ler ' s  la ir ,  there  was a  sound of 
sat isf ied  purr ing,  as  he f i l led  h is  famished bel ly  with  food.  His  eyes  had lost  
that  sal low,  hungry look,  they now were br ight  and f iery.  His  lean body 
began to  look s leek once more.  
 And so,  he would  go on ki l l ing  to  l ive;  and to  l ive,  he must  k i l l .  I t  
was one or  the o ther  and he chose to  l ive;  you see,  there  is  no qual i ty  of  
mercy in the hear t  of  the jungle .  
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ON THE FRINGE OF THE DESERT 
 

 He hesi ta ted  there,  not  knowing where to  go.  To turn  back would 
mean capture!  To go forward would mean cer tain  death!  The running of  feet  
and shout ing of  angry voices  that  were heard  in  the d is tance helped him to 
make up his  mind.  Quickly he ran across  the shor t ,  dry grass ,  over  the dry 
ear th  and in to  the deser t .  He couldn ' t  s top now! The heads of  h is  chasers  
were just  appearing over  the h i l l .  Faster  and faster  he ran  unt i l  he  could  hear  
the shouts  of  the angry men no longer .  Suddenly he couldn ' t  run any more.  
His  legs  seemed to  have changed in to  leaden s t icks  and he  could  not  move 
them. Si t t ing down on the hot  sand his  mind went over  the events .  
 I t  had a l l  s tar ted  about a  month ago.  Usual ly he  would go out  each 
morning and br ing back food for  his  l i t t le  family in  the evening.  How happy 
i t  made him to  see h is  l i t t le  wolf  cubs  chew contentedly on the b ird  or  small  
animal  he had brought  home.  But  s lowly i t  became harder  and harder  to  f ind  
food.  The rabbi ts ,  who made up the main  course of  h is  meal ,  had developed a 
d isease.  He didn ' t  know what  the i l lness  was,  but  he d id know i t  was ki l l ing 
al l  the animals  he fed  on.  How quickly i t  spread from one rabbi t  to  another!  
Lately he found i t  impossible  to  f ind food for  himself  and his  family.  Slowly 
he watched the cubs '  tummies swell  with  hunger .  He had l is tened to  the 
crying of  h is  mate and brood.  
 A wildness  of  fury had swept  through him suddenly.  He wasn ' t  going 
to  see them die!  Like a  s treak of  l ightning he bol ted  out  of  the den and 
through the forest ,  and there ,  enclosed in  a  wire fence,  were about  ten  lambs.  
With one push he had broken the wir ing and grabbed one animal .  Bang! 
Bang!  sounded through the night  and he s tar ted  to  run.  And here he was,  hot  
and th irs ty,  dying in  the  deser t  because  of  one man 's  care lessness .  With  one 
more moan,  he lay down and fe l l  in to eternal  s lumber.  
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THE LOVELY STORY 
 

 I t  was a  lovely s tory,  I  dreamt about  i t  a l l  n ight .  I  thought  the b i t  
about  the dance was the best  par t ,  and when the monkey drank up al l  the 
lemonade,  but  I  fe l l  out  of  bed when I  remembered how the aquarium t ipped 
over  and how the f ish  was spanked by the octopus,  but  I  c l imbed into  bed 
when I  remembered the beaut ifu l  maiden walking through the cool woods.  
 Then suddenly there  was a  r ing,  r ing,  r ing,  shut-up,  r ing,  r ing,  r ing,  
oh al l  r ight ,  I ' l l  get  up ,  but  i t  was a  lovely s tory.  
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THE LITTLE DONKEY 
 

 Once upon a  t ime there  was born in  a  meadow a l i t t le  grey donkey.  
Her  name was Nena.  One day she had to  go on a  long journey to  Bethlehem.  
The l i t t le  donkey t rot ted  along the road.  Soon he came to  Bethlehem.  I t  was 
crowded with  people.  Joseph was the master  of  the l i t t le  donkey.  Mary rode 
on the l i t t le  donkey's  back.  She was going to have a  baby.  The inn was 
crowded with  people.  There  was  no room in  the  inn so  they had to  s leep in  a 
s table.  Nena had half  the  s table ,  Mary and Joseph had the  other  half .  The 
baby was born.  His  name was Jesus.  He was a  King.  Nena was very proud of  
h im.  
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STALKING HIS PREY 
 

 I t  was ahead of  me.  I t  was always ahead of  me and,  I  supposed,  
a lways would  be.  Would  I  ever  get  i t?  The wind was in  my favour ,  the 
ground to my advantage,  and yet  the clear-cut  hoof  pr in ts  to ld  me that  my 
prey was at  least  an hour  ahead of  me.  
 
 Why could  I  never  capture  i t?  What  made i t  so f leet  of  foot  that  even 
though i t  was unaware of  my presence,  i t  managed to get  ahead of  me,  
swif t ly,  s i lent ly?  
 
 Suddenly,  I  saw i t -yes  I  saw i t  leaping ahead of  me.  My weary l imbs 
received unnatural  s trength,  my hopes  and hear t  were  high.  Si lently,  I  made 
my way towards i t ,  calm and cool.  St i l l  unaware of  my presence i t  leapt  
onward,  onward.  I  fo l lowed,  but  no longer  with  awe.  Now that  I  could  see i t  
I  hated  i t ;  yes ,  I  hated  beauty,  for  a l l  the  suffer ing i t  had cost  me.  I  longed 
to  see i t  fa l l .  
 
 I  s lunk about  the soi l  upon which i t  had already t rod,  while  i t  leapt  on 
ahead.  In  descending a  h i l l  I  had lost  s ight  of  i t .  My former fears  re turned.  
 
 Suddenly,  s i lhouet ted  against  the sky,  s tood my stag  upon a  great  
rock.  The sun shone down upon i t .  I  s tood in  the shiver ing shade of  a  hol ly 
bush,  and al l  the awe that  I  possessed came to  me then.  Surely he was a  k ing.  
 
 A kind of  bi t terness  choked me for  a  minute.  I  longed to  s tand in  the 
sun with  i t ,  but  I  dared not .  Therefore.  I  crept  up behind i t .  s tra ined and 
shiver ing.  
 
 On a  sudden,  I  real ised  that  f rom my posi t ion  I  could  shoot  i t .  I  fe l t  
my hear t  pounding within,  the b lood rush to  my face an  icy nerve sweeping 
through my body.  I  sweated and suddenly fe l t  v io lent ly s ick.  I  knew that  as  
soon as  I  vomited the s tag  would  hear  me.  I  must  be  quick,  very quick.  I  
ra ised  my gun and tr ied to  take a  s teady a im.  But  my hands t rembled and no 
matter  how I  s t ruggled I  could not  gain control  of  them. The seconds t icked 
by.  I  could have wept.  Never  again would  I  receive such an  invi ta t ion to  ki l l .  
But  the s tag  showed no incl inat ion to  move.  I  sat  down and made frui t less 
effor ts  to  be re laxed.  Each t ime I  rose,  I  fe l t  I  had gained self  control ;  each 
t ime I  sank down to  my seat  in  b i t ter  d isappointment ;  I  saw the t ime passing 
by,  yet  i t  remained at  my s ide .  
 
 I  resumed the ascent  of  the  rock in  growing anxiety.  Surely  the s tag 
would hear  me,  sure ly he  would sense  my approach.  Yes,  he  knew I  was 
coming and his  grace would  not  permit  h imself  to  f lee .  The higher  1  
Climbed,  the more violent  my emotions,  but  I  fe l t  more s teady.  Suddenly,  I  
fe l t  a  terr ib le  f ire  in  my head.  I  turned dizzy and gave way to  my in-
voluntary act ions,  feel ing that  I  was below, watching the act ions of  another .  
 
 I  leapt  up  to  the  sun,  bes ide  which he  stood.  I t  was  se t t ing,  and the 
deep red  colour  mingled with  the gent le  brown of  h is  coat .  He turned and 
gave me a long look,  and in  h is  eyes  there  was only a  sadness ,  deeper than 
the outer  miser ies  of  man.  
 
I  dropped my eyes and could not  face h im.  Suddenly,  I  fe l t  myself  crying-I ,  
who so  of ten  had been cal led  hard  hear ted.  In  vain  I  t r ied  to  s top th is  
chi ld ish  act ion,  but  a l l  the  b i t terness  that  was within  me came out  in  the 
form of  tears ,  with  the beauty that  surrounded me.  He looked and understood.  
Suddenly,  a l l  went a  whit ish  yel low before me.  I  fe l t  my 
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hands drop their  sole  weapon,  and 1  knew no more.  I  had exper ienced a  few 
moments  of  b i t ter  happiness ,  which I  was never  dest ined to  meet  again  
 The moon rose over  a  dark sky.  The day dawned.  The sun rose to  a 
c l imax and then fel l  to  a  graceful  exi t .  I t  was n ight  once more and this  t ime 
there was no moon.  
 I  came to  myself  and found that  I  was lying upon the ground.  I  
shivered in  the eer ie  darkness .  Then,  self-consciously and ashamed,  I  rose 
and f led from his  Holy rock.  
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ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF A HUNTED STAG 
 

 I  am Taga the s tag .  I  awoke one cr isp,  fros ty morning in  the remote 
fel ls  of  Scot land to  f ind that  my l i t t le  pool ,  that  had served me well  through 
the past  winter  months,  had f rozen up.  The hair  on my back was br i t t le  with 
the  heavy fa l l  of  f ros t  that  had come dur ing the  night  and i t  was  on my long 
shapely horns too.  The s team from my nostr i ls  went up in to  the  c lear  crysta l  
a i r  l ike  a  b i l low of  smoke.  I  shook the frost  f rom my coat  and decided that  i t  
would  be a  good th ing to  get  some food.  When I  re turned out  f rom the wood I  
heard  clear ly yet  fa in t ly  the sound of  the hunter 's  horn,  but  th is  worr ied me 
l i t t le ,  for  many was the t ime that  I  had been hunted by the Lord from the h i l l  
top  cast le .  I  found some tender  shoots  of  fern  and ate  my f i l l .  The sun had 
come out  now and the frost  was melt ing and dropping to  the ground in 
crystal  drops.  After  eat ing,  I  went  to  look for  some water  but  I  had no luck 
so I  l icked the  surface of  the  ice  on my pool .  As I  was thus  engaged,  I  saw in 
the dul l  green th ickness  of  the ice ,  the ref lect ion of  a  huntsman 's  head come 
out  of  some ferns about f i f teen feet  away.  I  was t ransf ixed with  horror ,  but  
Taga the great  knew no fear .  I  bounded away in  f ine s tyle  with  buckshot  
whist l ing  through my horns.  I  f led faster ,  but  i t  was not  the buckshot that  I  
cared for ,  i t  was what came af ter  i t ;  the  dogs.  Huge beasts  with  lo l l ing  
tongues and gl is tening teeth .  I  could  hear  them coming now, and their  bark 
was worse than any repor t  f rom a gun.  I  looked round in  terror  to  f ind a  
p lace to  h ide and,  af ter  crossing a  rushing torrent  of  water ,  I  found a  small  
cave just  b ig  enough for  me.  In  I  plunged and lay down pant ing.  I  could  hear  
the dogs yapping exci tedly,  but  soon the yapping died  away,  and I  was lef t  to  
my thoughts  amidst  the s t i l lness  of  the surrounding hi l ls ,  and the now r isen 
sun.  I  got  up,  and went  home to  safety and comfor t .  
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STALKING HIS PREY 
 

 The small  bird  d id  not  know that  i t  was being s ta lked.  But i ts  s ta lker 
d id not  care-he was out  for  h is  d inner .  
 The bird  saw a worm which i t  s ta lked unt i l  i ts  beak went  forward 
quickly and grabbed i t  in  i ts  mouth .  Then the b ird 's  s ta lker  jumped for-  
ward and got  h im in h is  jaws.  There was a  crunch.  The prey was caught .  
But the hunt  was not  over  for  the lynx came by.  There was a  loud hiss  as  the 
lynx sprang,  but  he  fe l l  shor t .  The s talker  turned and tore open j  the lynx 's 
throat .  This  was the humour  of  Nature.  
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POETRY 
 
 
 
 
 

THE SEA 
 
 

The day was  br ight  
The sand was gold  dust .  
The sea  was l ike the sky 
But in  the ocean deep,  
Where the sea roars  l ike thunder  
And l ightning f lashes,  
 
Fishes of  the  deep 
All  ra inbow colours  
Green,  yel low,  and s tr ipy ones  
And where oysters  
Die and res t  in  peace.  
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LIFE 
 
 

There was nothing there 
Only a s treak 
One sol i tary b lade of  grass .  
This  b lade,  
Grown from a seedl ing small  
This  merest  s ign of  l i fe .  
Beneath th is  blade 
The sodden ear th  
One t iny patch of  ground,  
Is  fu l l  of  l i fe  
In  smal les t  form,  
Insect ,  leaf  and worm. 
Each atom from whence 
This  world  was  made,  
Each i ts  own small  world,  
Is  l i fe  in  a l l  
I t s  former  ways,  
And th is  wil l  never  change.  
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FALLING LEAVES 
 

Whist le  you may 
 You wiping wind 
Throwing leaves  
 O 'er  f ie ld and wood 
Dropping them 
 O'er  hedge and road 
Pushing them 
 In house and barn.  
 
Hum you may 
 You sof t  n ight  wind 
Pul l ing  leaves 
 From branches long 
Sai l ing them 
 Through shadow and moonlight  
Rest ing them 
 Beneath their  mothers .  
 

T OM  R OL A ND ,  a ge  12 .  
 
 
 

THE MARE FROM THE SEA 
 

Pounding over  the short-cropped turf ,  
Nobody r ides  on the mare from the surf ,  
Dr ipping and black,  she thunders  back,  
Back to  the  wet b lack sea .  
Plunging in,  as  if  she had f in ,  
She says farewell  to  her  neighing kin,  
And forever  more denies  everything but  the roar  
Of  the heaving,  ro l l ing sea-o.  
 

C HA R L OT T E B E R E S F OR D a g e  10  
 
 
 
 

PORTUGAL 
 

Landscape 
 

Roll ing hi l ls  and windmil ls  
Eucalyptus  and pine,  
Parched f ields and yel low squash*,  
And a mile  away from the sea.  

 
People 

 
The people are  fr iendly,  
Hardworking and bent,  
Ti l l ing  their  land 
With wrinkled hands,  
For  the soi l  is  not  soi l  
But sand.  

 
*  A vegetable  grown in  Portugal .  
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THE GERM 
 

I  was a germ and a  very nice germ 
And an excel lent  germ at  that  
With a twis ted mouth and a hairy body.  
My or ig inal  home was a cat .  
Somehow, though,  I  lef t  that  cat  
I  real ly don ' t  know how, 
I  remember  crawling up a  p iece of  grass  
When I  was eaten by a  cow.  
I  went down i ts  throat  t i l l  I  reached i ts  wais t  
( I f  a  cow has  a  wais t  a t  a l l , )  
And then I  got  made into milk  
Because I  was so small .  
I  was milked in to  a  milking pai l ,  
Then,  before I  real ized,  
I  went in to  a  large machine 
And came out STERILISED. 
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SWANS 
 

The swans swim slowly,  
The swans swim evenly,  
The swans swim noiseless ly 
Together on the moat.  
They swim slowly in  the  dark green waters .  
 
They take their  ease,  f loat ing in the  reeds.  
In  the evening they swim,  
In the morning they f ly.  
They f ly around in  circles  
With their  long white  neck 
 Stretched out  in  front ,  
With their  br ight  orange beaks  
Gli t ter ing in  the sun beam 
And their  green webbed feet  
Hanging in  the air .  
They are  s trong and heal thy,  
Big and white  as  they swim. 
Noiseless ly,  evenly and s lowly 
In the dark  green waters .  
 
They are beautifu l .  
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THE SPIRIT OF LONDON 
 

Below the stars  and gl immering moon 
Lies  London fast  as leep 
Yet though i t  s leeps,  the p lanes keep watch 
And search-l ights  sweep the skies .  
 
Sirens are  going,  people  wake up 
And quickly run down the s t reet  
To get  to  their  shel ters  and seek safety there  
Whils t  overhead aeroplanes meet .  
 
The houses in London are shaking 
And bui ld ings in  ru ins  crash down 
Bombs are  fa l l ing,  f i res  are b lazing 
But people  smile  and go on.  
 
At las t  i t  a l l  ends,  the raiders  have gone 
Si lence is  over the town,  
Soon -one by one the s tars  fade out  
And dawn creeps over  the sky.  
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POEM 
Is i t  the sun that  s tares a t  me from the sky,  
Or  is  i t  a  l ight  so br ight ,  that  i t  is  so infal l ib ly deep?  
I t  lays  me bare,  and uncovers  a l l  my thoughts ,  
Opens my hear t  and sets  me free of  care .  
My mind is  then revealed to  the  inquis i tors  
Of  a l l  I  ever  dreamt and ever  saw. 
I  th ink of  things  so  deep that  my eyes are  
Not for  them, nor  are  my thoughts ,  
For  I  am drawn to bui ld  th is  dream of  thoughts ,  and make i t  
As a  wall  of  br icks,  a  chain of  l inks,  
Each thought  connected,  yet  as  d ifferent  as  the s t ra ight  
       young elm 
 
Compared with a  bent  and twis ted  ashen tree,  
Dwarfed in  youth by bl ight  and pesti lence;  
Yet  both are  beaut ifu l  to  see.  And thus  
This  connect ion so connects  each thought,  
And so the chain  goes on f rom l ink to  l ink,  
A never  ending l ine of  thought and dream,  
To reach the sky before the thought can break,  
And render  me again unto the outs ide world.  
The l ight  has  fal tered,  
My thoughts  have gone;  I  wander  on again.  
That  passing cloud has shut tered al l  my dream,  
And that  insis tent  l ight  is  h idden from my view.  
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WAR POEM 
 

The bombs that  whis t le  
The guns that  roar ,  
The windows that  break 
And shake the f loor .  
 
The Fighters  are  up 
And f ight ing their  way 
They're  shooting down planes 
Day af ter  day.  
 
The people that  go to  shel ter  
And have wounds and injur ies  
Come out hel ter -skel ter  
To f ind their  famil ies .  
 
When the p ilo ts  come home 
They are welcomed with joy 
Now the ra id is  a l l  over 
The gir l  k isses her  boy.  
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GOODBYE CUCKOO 
 

Good Bye Cuckoo 
Your  wing is  spread,  
Your  song is  gone,  
T 'wil l  be another  year  unt i l  
We hear  again  
Your  happy note .  
 
Another  year  wil l  come and go 
And pass me by 
Like thoughts  upon the wing of  t ime,  
And I  wil l  wai t  
As in  a dream.  
 
I ' l l  wai t  and wai t  
And long for  you to  s ing!  
For  when you s ing 
The ear th is  new and f resh and green,  
And l ife  is  new 
And l ife  is  young.  
 
But when you 've f in ished,  
When you 've sung-  
The ear th is  t i red and old and grey,  
Oh cuckoo,  dearest  cuckoo,  s tay!  
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AIR RAIDS 
 

I  hear  the d is tant  drone of  p lanes  
The f ighters  take to  f l ight ,  
The searchlights  l ight  up the darkened sky,  
And guns begin to  roar .  
 
The s irens go qui te  c lose to  me 
And people rush for  homes 
The air  ra id shel ters  begin to  f i l l  
And guns s t i l l  scream and roar .  
 
Down in  the shel ters  the people rest  quiet ly.  
The wardens go round ful l  of  cheer ,  
And people have dr inks and ta lk to  each other ,  
They don ' t  th ink of  the danger  that ' s  near .  
 
The al l  c lear  has gone 
The people go home 
And return  to their  work 
And the f ighters  come back for  a  ro l l .  
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SWANS 
 

White,  graceful  shapes .  
Float ing majest ical ly  
On the wide expanse of  b lue water ,  
Leaving a  r ippl ing wake behind,  
As symbol of  a  great  calm.  
 
Suddenly,  as  though roused to  fury.  
They take to  wing,  and swooping 
With a  great  beat ing of  their  wings,  
Sai l  over  the dwarfed lake,  
Now symbols  of  untameable  might.  
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MARCH 
 

Quick cold s t reams,  
Burst ing buds,  
Hard green against  sof t  brown,  
Crocuses and daffodi ls .  
Small  crysta l  c louds 
Swept across  a  deep blue sky 
By quick cold winds.  
Short  twit ters  f rom birds  
Si lent  through the winter .  
New l ife  press ing in to the world  
With forceful  energy.  
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THE SWANS 
 

 
Their  great  forms 
Si lent ,  cold 
Glide smoothly on the  r ipples  
Of  the pond's  brown surface.  
 
Proud,  d isdainful  
Their  necks arched 
They swim abreast  
Towards their  home,  
Hidden amongst  the reeds.  
 
In tangible  white  
Shadows,  ref lected 
In the water ,  
Are you never  roused 
Or  angered? 
Are you too noble to  p lay?  
 
Suddenly,  as  i f  a  
Whir lwind had whipped them,  
The two white  beings  
Soared in to  the sky.  
Flapping wildly their  
Merci less  wings –  
And craning their  
Beaut ifu l  necks.  
 
Down,  down the crack 
Of  air  being beaten,  
Swooping,  c l imbing,  
Twist ing,  turning 
Around the browning reeds.  
 
Ungainly birds,  ca lm 
Yourselves,  
You are  not  real ly l ike th is ,  
Super ior  beings cold ,  intangible ,  
Stay where we may watch and love you.  
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