isn’tdead . . .

WELL, I was in Tarka country
again, that part of NorthDevon
where the light of Henry William-
son’s imagination still plays on the
landscape.

A westerly gale was making the
surf boom through the desolation
of the long, storm beaches. I stood
under the cliffs of Baggy in the
tugging flow of the wind while
dusk dismantled the silbouette of
Morte Point and lights came on in
Woolacombe.

From the hotel bedroom I could
look down on the slow, white —
smoking crumble and crash of
waves sweeping Croyde Bay until
darkness left only the noise.

Drinking at a pub in Georgeham
around dinner time I fould a
photogaph of Williamsen framcd
tamong the ususal bar parapherna-
ia.

There he was, defying the micro-
scope of provincial morality te
probe even the shallows of his
greatness as a writer. The outward
man revealed nothing of his excep-
tional creative ability.

I listened to the usual definitive
pronouncements concerning his
character, behaviour and idiocyn-
crasies. But the deathless prose
was sufficient. It veiled the village,
the farmland and the shore, and

h

ry's children and his wife present
in Georgeham’s village hall. But
what I had to say came from the
heart, and speaking of eternal con-
tinuities in such company wasn't
difficult.

w
Long into the night the discus-
sions continued and at times Wil-
liamson the private individual
lipsed Will the tor of

Tarka.

Yet the place was enough, just as
Grasmere and Bydal Water are
enough to resurrect Wordsworth. I
needed Barnstaple, Croyde and
Baggy, Georgeham and the rivers
Taw and Torridge.

You see, Tarka isn’t dead. Every-
time I turn the pages of William-
son’s masterniece the immortal ot-
ter springs from behind my eyes
into a Devon stream.

I read, and Tarka whistles across
the surface of my thoughts and lifts
his whiskered face to mine.

*

My wife and I walked the sands
beyond Braunton Burrows, pur-
sued by Tarka and Greymuzzle,
with the Nineteen Eighties

ishing and Willi 's world
of the "Twenties swelling poignant-
ly around us.

ﬂle otters bounded together over

was of the indestructabl
spirit and the love of creature for
creature.

Later I was priveleged toaddress
the Henry Williamson Society on
the writing of an animal novel. It
was very moving to speak of my
Dartmoor fox with three of Hen-

17

the y wastes of the Bur-

rows, rescued from time by the au-
thor's soutsight.

Striding to meet us out of the
rain - blurred distance came the
ghost of a young man with a stick
and a dog, the misery of trench
warfare etched on his face.




