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- green, for camoflage,now,

L 1y-to an artist or
& lover. The white cottages that straggle over bog-land and

‘mountain-side are too bare; but the typical old gnglish village,

I had been told, would charm any heart.

I've searched and found features of it- bits, he}tg and
theres -~ here, m old stone churvh with a lych-gate, elsewhere,
the halfetimbered inn; now, the mill-stream with its rustic bridge,
egain; the old cottage whose little windows peer through bowers of
honeysuckle from under the ancient thatch - but I have never found

Hirem at once.

Maybe¢ the village of yesterday is no more, and, maybe, life

in-it was narrow and stegnant and sticky with class distinctions.
Let it gol I have found something else.
Incredibly, within one hour's drive of London I found it -

a true village; folded in pasture and plough land, at the foot of

/ uj.ww,,.

_\
I chanced on it, one Spring day, and atopped the oar’L 1

th e Chiltern hills,.

liked the common, wide and grassy, merging into woods, and the old
church beyond, among trees, and the comfortable, two-storied coi-
tages, and the inn.  There is no "ye o¥lde" nonsense about The Two
Brewers. It stands low, wide and solid, facing the common. In
its trim strip of garden were rows of crocuses and small tables and

chairs, The walls were cream-washed then; they are a sad grey-

Though its lounges are oaken and sombre,
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thé mn Mdromn havo sh.lning taps.
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; /‘ A I found & room in Ch.tpperfield. I was lucky, Bombs i
began falling @n London,night and day, Every corner in the villege
had & s guest - war-workers needing sleep. Londonere slept in cars
and buses parked on the common, Nevertheless, m one evéngpg s
I b;gught out from town & motherand wailing baby from a bombed
rcfg;gge hostel, a room was found for them,

JW“ ; vcm
It was in the company of little Rudi that I came to know

A

the village intimately. We spent long days in the woods, so

numerous, so varied, so filled with tranquillity. Bixe gerople.nes,

seen through tree-tops, looked like birds. Rudi ceased toscream at
them. \

Winter brought quie t, save for Nazl plenes flying over at
night. When Spring came and the cherry orchards broke into foamy
/ blossom, Rudi wes well. Now he walkoc("sturdily up end down hill,

3 through the fields, the nursery-garden, the orchards. There are
rights. of way everywhere and therds scarcely a fence; some
beneficent endowment has saved these spaces of invaluable land. |

v i: had friends everywhere/' in-the oottagea, the- bunglows

and,pund»houu:mrr wrought=iron gates. He loved best to visit
c
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tha caravans that clustered ro(md every farm-house, now, lj&@ chikens

round hens, or the cmourlaged tuges where soldiers lived in the

L
wooaes m-““ins aeught he admired the Home Guard at thefd. arid
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H’illa,woods and hollo-.-:s divide the region mto little

fnmI.E nod”ern’!’i"‘us“e’s
L e B
cr»sceni of ol ..ottages each wit.h its

boriaes wm } berwarhnne = dhrs. maarct: - whed 4 s
; Around the

W the common stan c‘mmri d wrouzht iron fates' J‘Ke d‘
wroha
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Rudi had friehds everv-,i*er‘e ie l"'ra best to \u..it the”

¥y

YR aline that clbsfered round eVETY fOTT-NouS e oy ;ike LhiCl ens
“round hens,_mv“ ged-bunmeswhere oIt rreetrivedudi.she-
BIYa !‘P:.

‘peeped 11.to wayside sentry bexes, - nd e@irlraid shelters,

‘Rhaiati ng ce‘lgﬂ t, he admired tjie ome vuard st their drill,
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;,‘,»* axplored the crashed Oemaﬁ"‘jilm;“ went to the Post Office for ,"
* varley sugar, r to the Day Nursery to play withtoys, and to the
sommon - his beloved common - every fine afternoon.

2 * In Summer, the 1ife of the village centres here. Out
tear the children, the moment the school is closed; orickets are
up in an instant and balls thud on bats; shouting boye with nets
and jam jars dash away to the pond; & group of evacuees crowd
round their school-mistress who has come out to teach them a round

{ game . Now the mothers appear, pushing prams and go-carts; they

i camp under the walnut-tree or in the shade at the edge of the wood;

flaskand loaves ardppcead out and hot » panting youngsters come
and fling themselves down,thirsty tox{tea.

Passers-by on the road call greetings. An explosive
motor-cycle stops; enildren shout; it is nurse. She comes across
the grass smiling, and gives & message about the Baby Clinic and
black-currant juice. Rudi runs to her and her eyes light up to see
love¥y flush in his cheeks. She walks away talking graevely with
some of the women: the news from the bombed farm-house is bad:
three of the fmily dead, Plans are made to help the survivors
and no more is said, This is not one the villages which talk

about "our bomb® for months: the people have too mu... to do.
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grow brown and herdy. For the oldorb'ople. life presents coaade-l
problems;= where to find a home for this London mother with twins?-
What's to be done with that great lad who bullies the others? -
This orphan: can Matron possibly spare & cot? -“fThe girl in the
caravan at To‘dd Bottom is coughing; she must have & room... €ycle-
are pedalled and telephones buzz. Life in Chipperrield is eventful,
because the troubles or achievements of one household affect so many
friends.

witts like leaving your native place", Rudi‘'s mother said,?r¢i

ced B b o e

rép-ttijhen the neighbours came crowding to .id her good-bye.

In war a8 in peace this village has it's pleasures. &
musician lives heree Hemy-ieeNeiu. Her reputation made, she has
abjured cities and makes her garden and her music here. Other
muaigkhnve settled near, and she and they love to teach No
talented child need go&ithout lessons. There is folk-dancing $o
the school-master's fiddle on liiss .Brooke's lawn. There is a
class in eurhythmics too, and & choir. Every evening Miss macNair
plays in her cottage studio for anyone who lives tocome, Her
friends, their maids, visitors from London, children from the School
for the Blind, women from the cottages, evacuated Civil Servants,

Polish and Austrian refugees meet here; they listen to Mozart and
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wmu the evening scents pour in from the garded and colours
¢ in the sky, and the tansions of war are eased.

e Rl v b e

In London, with its empty houses, its debris, and its
dearth of 'ohildron, one loses the sense of the future; you régd.n
it in Chipperfield; This little domocracy with n'- immense fa ily,
u'l?agu' and gifted leader-ship in health and teaching, its free
spaces, wild nature, agricultural lavour and metropolitan art, is
ﬁs‘ the English village of tomorrow, .- foe ra





