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THE SNOW GOOSE 

ILL US TRAT E D BY FLOYD DA V I S 

T
HE Great Marsh lies on the Essex coast be
tween the village of Chelmbury and the an
cient Saxon oyster-fishing hamlet of Wickael

droth. It is one of the last of the wild places of Eng
land, a low, far-reaching expanse of grass and reeds 
and half-submerged meadowlands ending in the 
great saltings and mud flats and tidal pools near the 
rest.less sea. 

Tidal creeks and estuaries and the crooked, 
meandering arms of many little rivers whose 
mouths lap at the edge of the ocean cut through the 
sodden land that seems to rise and fall and breathe 
with t he recurrence of the daily tides. It is desolate, 
utterly lonely, and made lonelier by the calls and 
cries of the wild fowl that make thei r homes in the 
marshlands and saltings- the wild geese and the 
gulls. the teal and widgeon, the redshanks and cur
lews that pick their way through the tidal pools. 
Of human habitants there are none, and none are 
seen, with the occasional exception of a wild·fowler 
or native oyster fishermen, who still ply a trade al· 
ready ancient when the Normans came to Hastings. 

Grays and blues and soft greens are the colors, for 
when the skies are dark in the long winters, the 
many waters of the beaches and marshes reflect the 
cold and somber color. But sometimes, with sunrise 
and sunset, sky and land are aflame with red and 
golden fire. 

Hard by one of the winding arms of the little 
River Aelder runs the embankment of an old sea 
wall , smooth and solid, without a break, a bulwark 
to the land against the encroaching sea. Deep into 
a salting some three miles from the English Channel 

it runs, and there turns north. At that corner its 
face is gouged, broken and shattered. It has been 
breached, and at the breach the hungry sea has al· 
ready entered and taken for its own the land, the 
wall and all that stood there. 

At low water, the blackened and ruptured stones 
of the ruins of an abandoned lighthouse show above 
the surface, with here and there, like buoy markers, 
the top of a sagging fence post. Once this light
house abutted the sea and was a beacon on the Es· 
sex coast. Time shifted land and water , and its use-
fulness came to an end. 

Lately it served again as a human habitation . 
1n it there lived a strange and lonely man. His body 
was warped, but his heart was filled with love fo r 
wild and hunted things. He was ugly to look upon, 
but he created great beauty. It is about him, and a 
girl who came to know him and see beyond the gro.
tesque form that housed him to what lay within, 
that this story is told. 

It is not a story that faits easily and smoothly 
into sequence. It has been ga rnered and gathered 
from many sources and from many people. Some of 
it comes in the form of fragments from men who 
looked upon strange and violent scenes. For the sea 
has claimed its own and spreads its rippled blanket 
over the site, and the great white bird with the 
black·tipperl. pinions that saw it alt from the begin· 
ning to the end has.retu rned to the dark, frozen si· 
lences of the northlands whence it came. 

• 

In the late spring of 1930, Philip Rhayader came 
to the abandoned lighthouse at the mouth of the 

Aelder. He bought the 

U"r d"ep violet "yes, sh in ing o ut o r h"r thin ra c", were fi xed with 
concern on the inj ured b ird. S h e said, "Can '1l:Il: h eal it, s ir '! " 

light and many acres of 
marshland and salting sur
rounding it. 

He lived and worked 
there alone the year round. 
He was a painter of birds 
and of Nature, who, fo r 
reasons, had withd rawn 
from all human society. 
Some of the reasons were 
appa rent on his fo r t
nightly visits to the little 
village of Chelmbury for 
supplies, where the na
tives looked askance at 
his misshapen body and 
dark visage. For he was a 
hunchback and his left 
a rm was cr ippled, thin 
and bent at the wrist, like 
the claw of a bird. 

They soon became used 
to his queer figure . small 
but powerful , the massive, 
dark, bearded head set 
just slightly below the 
mysterious mound on his 
back , the glowing eyes and 
the clawed hand , and 
marked him off as "that 
queer painter chap that 
lives down to lighthouse." 

Physical deformity of
ten breeds hatred of hu· 
manity in men. Rhayader 
did not hate ; he loved very 
greatly, man , the animal 
kingdom and all Nature. 
His heart was filled with 
pity and understanding. 
He had mastered his hand
icap, but he could not 

master the rebuffs he suf
fered. due to his appear
ance. T he thing that drove 
him into seclusion was his 
failure to find anywhere a 
return of the warmth that 
Rowed from him. He re· 
pelled women. Men would 
have warmed to him had 
they got to know him. But 
the mere fact that an effort 
was being made hu r t 
Rhayader and drove him 
to avoid the person mak
ing it. 

He was twenty-seven 
when he came to the Great 
Marsh. He had t raveled 
much and fought valiantly 
before he made the deci· 
sion to withdraw from a 
world in which he could 
not take part as other men. 
For all of t he artist's sensi. 
tivity and woman's tender
ness locked in his barrel 
breast, he was very much 
a man. 

In his retreat he had his 
birds, his painting and his 
boat. He owned a sixteen
footer, which he sailed wi,h 
wonde rful skill. Alone, 
with no eyes to watch him, 
he managed well with his 
deformed ha nd. an d he 
often used his strong teeth 
to handle the sheets of his 
billowing sails in a t ricky 
blow. 

He would sail the tidal 
creeks and estuaries and 
out to sea, and would be 
gone for days at a time, 
looking for new species of 
birds to photog raph or 
sketch , and he became an 
adept at netting them to 
add to his collection of 
tamed wild fowl in the pen near his studio that 
fo rmed the nucleus of a sanctuary. 

He never shot over a bird, and wild·fowlers were 
not ",:elcom~ near his premises. He was a friend to 
all thml,.>'S Wlld, and the wild things repaid him with 
their friendship. . 

.Ta.med in his enclosures were the geese that came 
wmgmg down the ~oast from Iceland and Spitsber. 
gen each October. m great skeins that darkened the 
sky and filled the air with the rushing noise of their 
passage- the brown·bodied pink feet white-
breasted barnacles with their dark n~ks and 
clowns' masks, the wild white fronts with black
b~rred breasts, and. many species of wild ducks
Wldgeon, malla~d~ pmtails, teal and shovelers. 

Some we.re pmlO~ed, so that they would remai n 
there as a sIgn a.nd Signal to the wild ones that came 
down at each winter's beginning that here were food 
and sanctuary. 

Many hundreds came and remained with him all 
thr?ugh the cold weather from October to the early 
sprm~, when they migrated north again to their 
breedmg grounds below the ice rim. 

Rhayader was ~appy in the knowledge that when 
stonns blew, or It was bitt-er cold and food 
scarce, or the big punt guns of the distant ;:: 
hunters roared, his birds were safe; that he had 



" 8fy m e, it was qu" r to see thot ruddy bi, fOO!fe fly;n' around 'i. boot, fi t up by the fires like 0 white hanle f alainst the ,smoke." 
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gathered to the sanctuary and security of his own 
arms and heart. these many wild and beautiful 
creatures who knew and t rusted him. 

They would answer t.he call of the north in the 
spring. but in the fall they wou ld come back. bark
ing and Whooping and honking in the autumn sky, 
to ci rcle the landmark of the old light and drop to 
earth near by to be his gues18 again - birds that he 
well remembered and recognized from the previous 
year. 

And this made Rhayader happy. because he knew 
that. implanted somewhere in thei r beings was the 
germ knowledge of his existence and his safe haven, 
that. this knowledge had become a part of them and, 
wit.h t.he coming of the gray skies and the winds 
from the north . would send them unerringly back to 
him. 

For the rest. his heart. and soul went into t.he 
painting of the country in which he lived. and its 
creatures. There are not many Rh ayaders extant, 
because he hoarded them jealously, piling them up 
in his lighthouse and t.he storerooms above by the 
hundreds. He was not satisfied with them. because 
as an artist he was uncompromising. 

But the few that have reached the market are 
masterpieces. filled "'ith the glow and colors of 
marsh-refl~ted light. the feel of flight . the push of 

birds breasting a morning wind bending the tall 
flag reeds. He painted the loneliness and the smell 
of t.he salt-laden cold , the etern ity and agelessness of 
marshes, the wild, li ving creatures, dawn fl ights, and 
fright.ened things taking to the air, and winged 
shadows at night hiding from the moon. 

One November afternoon , three years after 
Rhayader had come to the Great Marsh, a chi ld ap
proached the lighthouse studio by means of the 
sea wall. In her arms she carried a burden. 

She was no more than twelve. slender, dirty, 
nervous and timid as a bird , but beneath the grime 
as eerily beautHul as a marsh faery. She was pure 
Saxon, large-boned, fair, with a head to which her 
body was yet to grow, and deep-set, violet-colored 
eyes. 

She was desperately frightened of the ugly man 
she had come to see, for legend had alreadY begun 
to gather about. Rhayader, and the native wild
fowlers hllted him for interfering with their sport. 

But greater than her fea r was the need of that 
which she bore. For locked in her child's heart was 
the knowledge. picked up somewhere in the swamp
land. that this ogre who lh'ed in the lighthouse had 
magic that could heal injured things. 

She had never seen Rhayader before and was 
dose to fleeing in panic at the dark apparition that 

appeared at the studio door, drawn by her foot
steps- the black head and beard, the sinister hump 
and the crooked claw. 

She stood there staring, poised like a disturbed 
marsh bird for instant flight. 

But his voice was deep and kind when he spoke 
to her. 

" What is it, child?" 
She stood her ground, and then edged timidly 

forward. The thing she carried in her arms " 'as a 
large white bird, and it was quite still. There were 
stains of blood on its whiteness and on her kirtle 
where she had held it to her. 

The girl placed it in his arms. " J found it. si r. 
]t's hurted. Is it still alive?" 

" Yes. Yes, I think so. Come in, child, come in ." 
Rhayader went inside, bearing the bi rd, which 

he placed upon a table. where it moved feebly. 
Curiosity overcame fear. The girl {ollowed and 
round herself in a room warmed by a coal fire. shin
ing with many colored pictures that covered the 
walls, and {ull o{ a strange but pleasant smell. 

The bird fluttered. With his good hand Rhayader 
spread one of its immense wbite pinions. Tbe end 
was beautifully tipped with black. 

Rhayader looked and man'eled, and said, "Child. 
where did you find it?" (Conti,.,,~ Oft ""6~ 76) 



• 

76 

EVERYTHING 
YOU EVER WANTED 

IN A COAT! 
"Alpogora " is unlik e any coat 

you' ve eve r ow ned . •. its 

deeply-napp e d , si ~ k.like 

fleece fabric: is light. soft, 

durable ... i t is shower-

proof ... mothproof • •• 

and t he pric e is proof 

that it is America' s 

gr e at es t coat value . 

All 

Art COLORS 

iHE VEAl 'J.OUND WDOHT 

$2750 
THE OVUCOAT 3~'" 

If ,.. ' 1" " 17777' • S ;" ,.. .;11, 

STRATBURY, Dept. S. GlIlion, 0 

TH E S ATU RDAY EVENIN G POS T 

I (Cont;,.u~ from PaK~ 74) 

" '['ell Gibson to stol) charging," he 
said. "Tell him to wait. on the line of 
scrimmage. Tell him to stol) charging 
and let the piny come to him." 

'J'he substitute duly delivered the 
messnge 3S the teams beglln to line liP 
and the Giant who hnd been relieved 
beaded for the bench. 

Gibson shook his head unbeliev
ingly. For four years in high school 
and for four years in college he hnd 
been taught that the cardinal virtue or 

" In t' marsh , sir, where fowlers had 
been. What- what is it, sir? " 

" It 's a snow goose from Canada. 
But how in all heaven came it here?" 

The name seemed to mean nothing 
to the li ttle girl. Her deep violet eyes, 
shining out or the di rt on her thin race, 
were fixed with concern on the injured 
bi rd. 

She said, .. Gan 'ee heal it, si r?" 
" Yes. yes," said Rhayader. "We 

will try. Come. you shall help me." 
There were scissors and bandages 

and splints on a shelf, and he was mar
velously deft, even with the crooked 
claw that managed to hold things. 

He said. "Ah, she has been shot, 
poor thing. Her leg is broken , and the 
wing tip, but not badly. See, we will 
clip her primaries, 80 that we can 
bandage it, but in the spring the feath
ers will grow and she will be able to fly 
again. We'll bandage it close to her 
body, 80 that she cannot move it until 
it has set, and then make a splint fo r 
the poor leg." 

Her fears forgotten, the child 
watched, fasci nated, as he worked, and 
all Lhe more so because while he fixed 
a fine splint to the shattered leg he 
told her the most wonderful story. 

The bird was a young one, no more 
than a year old. She was born in a 
northern land far, far across the !leaS, a 
land belongi ng to England. F1ying to 
the 80uth to escape the snow and ice 
and bitter cold, a great storm had 
seized her and whirled and buffeted her 
about. I I. was a t ruly terrible storm, 
stronger than her great wings, stronger 
than anything. For days and nights it 
held her in its grip and there was nOlh
ing she could do but fly before iL. 
When finally it had blown itself out 
and her sure instincts took her south 
again, she was over a different land and 
surrounded by strange bi rds that she 
had neyer seen before. At last. ex
hausted by her ordeal , she had sunk to 
rest in a friendly green marsh, only to 
be met by the blast from the hunter's 
gun. 

" A bitter reception fo r a visiting 
princess," concluded Rhayader. " We 
will call her' La Princeut Perdue,' the 
Lost Princess. And in a few days she 
will be feeling much better. See'!" He 
reached into his pocket and produced 
a handful of grain. The snow goose 
opened its round yellow eyes and nib
bled at it. 

The child laughed with delight, and 
then suddenly caught her breath .... rith 
alarm as the full import of where she 
was pressed in upon ber, and without a 
,,'ord she turned and Red out of the 
door. 

" Wait, wait!" cried Rhayader and 
went to the entrance, where he stopped 
80 that it framed his dark bulk. The 
gi rl was already Reeing down the sea 
wall, but she paused at his voice and 
looked back. 

"What is your name, child?" 

a· lineman is to charge. to get across the 
scrimmage line ~Uld whack somebody. 
And now here was Steve Owell , a smart 
and clever coach who had shown thlH 
he knew his business, sending out 
words of heresy. Oibson just couldn·t. 
believe them. and wouldn't. 

" lI ey," he yelled at. the departing 
Oiant. bound ror the bench. " Tell 
Steve he'd better get. inside for a few 
minutes. That su n is getting him. His 
milld is wandering." And he went bllCk 
to charging until he realized that. he 

THE SNOW GOOSE 
(Contlnu«i (rom PQI* IS) 

.. Frith." 

.. Eh?" said Rhayader. " Fritha, 1 
suppose. Where do you live?" 

.. Wi' t ' fisherfolk at Wickaeldroth." 
She gave the name the old Saxon 
pronunciation. 

" Will you come back tomorrow, or 
the next day, to see how the Princess is 
getting along?" 

She paused, and again Rhayader 
must have thought of the wi ld water 
birds caught motionless in that split 
second of alarm before they took to 
flight. 

But her thin voice came back to 
him, "Aye!" 

And then she was gone. wit.h her fair 
hair streaming out behind her. 

The snow goose mended rapidly and 
by midwinter was already limping 
about the inclosure with the wild pink
footed geese with which it associated, 
rather than the barnacles, and had 
learned to come to he fed at Rhayader's 
call. And the child, Fritha , or Frith , 
was a frequent visitor. She had over
come her fear or Rhayader. Her imagi
nation was captured by the presence 
of this strange white princess from a 
land far over the sea, a land that was 
all pink, as she knew from the map 
that Rhayader showed her, and on 
which they traced the stormy path of 
the lost bird from its home in Canada. 
to the Great Marsh of Essex. 

T hen one J une morning a group of 
late pink feet , fat and well-fed from 
the winter at the lighthouse, answered 
the stronger call of the breeding 
grounds, and rose lazily, climbing into 
tbe sky in ever-.... ridening circles. With 
them, her white body and black-Lipped 
pinions shining in the spring sun, was 
the snow goose. It so happened that 
Frith was at the lighthouse. Her cry 
brought Rhayader running from the 
studio. 

"Look! Look! The Princess! Bc 
she going away?" 

Rhayader stared into the sky at the 
climbing specks. "Aye, " he said, un
consciously dropping into her manner 
of speech ... T he Princess is going home. 
Listen! She is bidding us farewell." 

Out of the clear sky came the 
mournful barking of the pink feet, and 
above it the higher, clearer note of the 
snow goose. The specks drifted north
ward. formed into a tiny v, diminished 
and vanished. 

With the departure of the SIlOW goose 
ended Lhe visits of Frith to the light
house. Rhayader learned all over 
again the meaning of the word "lone
liness." That summer, out ot his mem
ory, he painted a picture of a slender. 
grime-rovered child. her fair hair 
blown by a November storm, who bore 
in her arms a wounded white bird. 

In mid-Oetober the miracle occurred. 
Rhayader was in his incloeure, feeding 
his birds. A gray northeast wind was 
blo .... ring and the land was sighing be
neath the incoming tide. Above the sea 

Nowmkr 9, 1940 

wflS b"Ctting nowhere and finaity de
cided to take Owen's lIdvice. It. is II 

str.lnb"C thing, but you can trap humlUlS 
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and the wind noises he heard a clea r, 
high note. He turned his eyes upwa rd 
to the evening sky in time to see first 
an infinite speck, then a black-and
white-pinioned dream that ci rcled the 
lighthouse once, and finally a reality 
that dropped to earth in the pen and 
came waddling forward importantly 
to be fed, as though she had never 
been a way. J t was the snow goose. 
T here was no mistaking her. Tears 
of joy came to Rhayader's eyes. 
Where had she been '! Surely not home 
to Canada. No, she must have sum
mered in Greenland or Spitsbergen 
with the pink feet. She had remem
bered and had returned . 

When next Hhayader went in to 
Chelmbury for supplies, he left a mes
sage .... rith the postmistN!ss - one that 
must have caused her much bewilder
ment. He said. " Tell }oJ-ith, who lives 
with the fisherlo lk at Wickaeldroth , 
that the Lost Princess has returned." 

Th ree days later, r~rith, taller, still 
tousled and unkempt, came shyly to tbe 
lighthouse to visit La Princes8e Perdue. 

Ti me passed. On the Great Marsh 
it was ma rked by the height of the 
tides, the slow march of the seasons, 
the passage of the birds. and, for 
Rhayader, by the arrival and departure 
of the snow goose. 

The world outside boiled and seethed 
and rum bled with the eruption that 
was soon to break forth and come close 
to marking ill! destruction. But not 
yet did it touch upon Rhayader, or, 
fo r that matter, Frith. T hey had fallen 
into a cu rious, natural rhythm, even 
as the child grew older. When the 
snow goose was at the lighthouse, then 
she came, too, to visit and leurn many 
things from Rhayader. They sailed to
gether in his speedy boat, that he 
handled so skillfully. They caught 
wild fowl for the ever-increasing colony, 
and built new pens and incloeures for 
them. From him she learned the lore 
or every wild bird, from gull to gyr
talcon, that flew the marshes. She 
cooked for him sometimes, and even 
learned to mix his paints. 

But when the snow goose returned 
to its summer home, it was as though 
some kind of bar was up between them, 
and she did not come to the lighthouse. 
One year the hi rd did not return, and 
Rhayader was heartbroken. All things 
seemed to have ended fo r him. He 
painted furiously th rough the winter 
and the next summer, and never once 
saw the child. But in the fall. the 
familia r cry once more rang from the 
sky, and the huge white bird, now at its 
full growth, dropped trom the skies as 
mysteriously as it had departed. Joy
ously, Rhayader sai led bis boat into 
Chelmbury and left his message with 
the poetmistl esn. 

Curiously, it was more than a month 
after he had left the message before 
Frith reappeared at the lighthouse, 

( COllf/ltllftl (WI PQI* 71) 
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(Cont;nu~ (rom P Ole 76) 

and Rhayader, with a shock, realized 
that she was a child no longer. 

After the year in which the bi rd had 
remained away, its periods of absence 
grew shorter and shorter. It had 
grown so tame that it followed Rhaya
der about and even came into the 
studio while he was working, 

In the spring of 1940, the bi rds 
migrated early from the Grea t Marsh, 
T he world was on fire. The whine and 
roar of the bombers and the thudding 
explosions frightened them. T he first 
day of May, Frith and R hayader stood 
shoulder to shoulder on the sea wall 
and watched the last of the unpin ioned 
pink feet and barnacle geese rise from 
their sanctuary; she, tall. slender. free 
as air and hauntingly beautiful: he, 
dark, grotesque, his massive bearded 
head raised to the sky, his glowing 
dark eyes watching the goose form 
their flight t racery, 

"Look, Philip," Frith said. 
Rhayader followed her eyes. The 

snow goose had taken flight, her giant 
wings spread, but she was flying low. 
and once tame quite close to them, so 
t hat for a moment the spreading black· 
tipped, white pinions seemed to caress 
them and they felt the rush of the 
bird's swift passage. Once, twice, she 
circled the lighthouse, then dropped to 
earth again in the enclosure with the 
pinioned geese and commenced to feed, 

"She isn't going," said F rith, with 
marvel in her voice. The bird in its 
close passage seemed to ha ve woven a 
kind of magic about her. " The Prin
Ci!SS be goin' t ' stay." 

"Aye," said Rhayader, and his voice 
was shaken too. "She'll stay. She will 
never go away again, T he Lost Prin
cess is lost no more. T his is her home 
now - of her own free will." 

The spell the bird had girt about her 
was broken, and Frith was suddenly 
conscious of the fact that she was 
frightened, and the things that fright
ened her were in Rhayader's eyes- the 
longing and the loneliness and the 
deep, welling, unspoken things that 
lay in and behind them as he turned 
them upon her. 

His last words were repeating them· 
selves in her head as though he had 
said them again, "This is her home 
now- of her own free will." The deli
cate tendrils of her instincts reached to 
him and carried to her the message of 
t he things he could not sl>eak , beeause 
of what he felt himself to be, misshapen 
and grotesque. And where his v~ice 
might have soothed her, he r fright 
grew greater at his silence and the 
power of the unspoken things between 
them. The woman in her bade her take 
flight from something that she was not 
yet capable of understanding. 

I Frith said, " 1- 1 must go. Good-by. 
I be glad the- the Princess will stay. 
You'll not be so alone now." 

She turned and walked swiftly away, 
and his sadly spoken "Good-by, 
Frith" was only a half·heard ghost of 
a sound borne to her ears above the 
rustling of the marsh grass. She was 
far away before she dared turn for a 
backward glance. He was still stand
ing on the sea wall, a dark speck 
against the sky. 

Her fea r had stilled now. It had 
been replaced by something else, a 
queer sense of loss that made her stand 
quite still fo r a moment, so sharp was 
it. Then, more slowly, she continued 
on, away from the skyward-pointing 
finger of the lighthouse and the man 
beneath it. 

It was a little more than three weeks 
before Frith returned to the light.
house. May was at its end, and the 
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day, tOO, in a long golden twilight that 
was giving way to the silver of the moon 
already hanging in the eastern sky. 

She told herself, as her steps took 
her thither, that !,Ihe must know 
whether the snow goose had really 
stayed, as Rhayader said it would. 
Perhnps it had flo wn away, after all. 
But her fi rm steps on the sea wall were 
full of eagerness.. and sometimes un
consciously she found herself hUrrying. 

Frith saw the yellow light of Rhay
ader'slantern down by his little wharf. 
and she found him there. H is sailboat 
was rocking gently on a flooding t ide 
and he was loading supplies into her
water nnd food and bottles of brandy, 
gear and a spare s.'lil. When he turned 
to the sound of her coming, she saw 
that he was pale. hut that his dark 
eyes, usually so kind and placid , were 
glowing with excitement, and he was 
breathing heavily from his exertions. 

Sudden a larm seized Frith. The 
snow goose was forgotten. " Phil ip! 
Ye be goin' away?" 

R hayader paused in his work to greet 
her, and there was something in his 
face , a glow and a look that she had 
never seen there before. 

"Frith! I am glad you came. Yes, 
I must go away. A little tri p. r will 
come back." His usually kindly voice 
was hoarse with what was suppressed 
inside him. 

}o~rith asked, " Where must ye go?" 
Words came t umbling from Rhaya· 

der now. He must go to Dunkirk . A 
hundred miles across t he Channel. A 
British a rmy was trapped there on the 
sands, awaiting destruction at the 
hands of the advancing Germans. T he 
port was in flames, t he posit ion hope
less. He had heard it in the village 
when he had gone for supplies, Men 
were putting out from Chelmbury in 
answer to th~ government 's call, every 
tug and fishmg boat or power launch 
that could propel itself was heading 
across the Channel to haul t he men off 
the beaches to the t ransports and de
stroyers t hat could not reach the shal
lows, to rescue as many as possible 
from the German fire. 

Frith listened and felt her heart 
dying within her. He was saying that 
he would sail the Channel in his little 
boat. It could take six men at a time' 
• • • 
In a pinch, seven. He could make 
many trips from the beaches to the 
transports. 

T he girl was young, primitive, in. 
articulate. She did not understand 
war, or what. had happened in France, 
or t he meanmg of t he t rapped army, 
but the blood within her told her t hat 
here was danger. 

" Philip ! Must 'ee go? You'll not 
come back. Why must it be you ?" 

The fever seemed to have gone from 
Rhayader's soul with the first rush of 
words, and he explained it to her in 
terms that she could understand. 

He said, " Men are huddled on the 
beaches like hunted birds, Frith, like 
the wounded and hunted birds we used 
to find and bring to sanctuary. Over 
them fly the steel peregrines, hawks 
and gyrfalcons, and they have no 
shelter from these iron birds of prey. 
They are lost and storm~riven and 
harried, like the Pril1«8U Perdu.~ you 
found and brought to me out of the 
marshes many years ago, and we healed 
her, They need help, my dear as our 
",.jld .creatures have needed h~lp, and 
that 18 why I must go. It is something 
that I can do. Yes, I can. For once~ 
for once, I can be a man , and play my 
part." 

Frith stared at Rhayader. He had 
changed so. For the first time she saw 
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that he was no longer ugly or mis· 
shapen or grotesque, but very beauti· 
ful. Thinb'8 were turmoiling in her own 
soul, crying to be said, and she did not. 
know how to say them. 

.. I 'll come with 'ee, Philip. " 
Rhayuder shook his head ... You r 

place in the boat would cause a soldier 
to be left behind , and another and an· 
other. I must go alone. " 

He donned ru bber coat and boots 
and took to his boat. He waved and 
called back, " Good·by! Will you look 
after the bi rds until 1 return, Frith'!" 

Frith's hand came up, but only half, 
to wave too .• , God speed you," she said, 
but gave it the Saxon turn. " I .... ,ill take 
care of t' birds. Godspeed, Philip." 

It was night now, bright with moon 
fragment and stars and northern glow. 
Frith stood on the sea wall and watched 
the sail gliding down the swollen estu· 
ary. Sudden ly from thedarknes.s behind 
her there came a rush of wings, and 
something swept past her into the air. 
In the night light she saw the flash 
of white wings, black·tipped, and the 
thrust--forward head of the snow goose. 

It rose and cruised over the light· 
house once, and then headed down the 
winding creek where Rhayader's sail 
was slanting in the gaining breeze, and 
flew above him in slow, wide circles. 

White sail and white bi rd were vis· 
ible for l\ long time. 

" Watch o'er him. Watch o'er him ," 
Fritha whispered. When they were both 
out of sight at last, she turned and 
walked slowly, with bent head, back to 
the empty lighthouse. 

Now the story becomes fragmenta ry, 
and one of these fragments is in the 
words of the men on leave who told it 
in the public room of the Crown and 
Arrow, an East Chapel pub. 

"A goose. a bloomin' goose, so 'elp 
me," said Private potton, of His 
Majesty's London Rifles. 

"Garn," said a bandy·legged artil
leryman. 

" A goose it was. J ock, 'ere, seed it 
same as me. It come flyin ' down outa 
the muck an ' stink an' smoke of Dun
kirk that was over'ead. I t was white, 
wiv black on its wings, an' it circles us 
like a bloomin' dive bomber. Jock, 
'ere, 'e sez, 'We're done for. It's the 
angel of death a-come for us.' 

" . Garn,' Hi sez, ' it's a ruddy goose. 
come over from 'ome wiv a message 
from Churchill, an' ' ow are we henjoy· 
ing the bloomin' bathing. It's a omen , 
that 's what it is. a bloody omen. We'll 
get out of this yet, me lad.' 

" We .... ·as roostin' on the beach be
tween Dunkirk an ' l..apanny. like a lot 
0' bloomin' pigeons on Victoria Hem
bankment, waitin' for Jerry to pot us. 
'E potted us good too. 'E was be'ind 
us an' flank in' us an' above us. 'E give 
us shrapnel and 'e give us H. E., an' 
'e peppers us from the bloomin' hat· 
m08phere with Gittersmiths. 

"An' offshore is the Kentish Maid, a 
ruddy heltcursion scow wot Hi'ye taken 
many!l. t rip on out of Margate in the 
summer, for two-and-six , waiting to 
take us off. 'arf a mile out from the 
bloomin' shallows. 

" While we are lyin' there on the 
heach, done in an ' cursin' becos there 
ain't no way to get out to the boat, II 

Stuka dives 0 11 'er. an' 'is bombs drop 
alongside of 'er, th rowin' up water like 
the bloomin' fountains in the palace 
gardens: a reg' lar display it was. 

.. Then a destroyer come up an' says 
' No, ye don't' to the Stuka with ack
acks and pom·poms, but another 
Jt!rry divee on the destroyer, an ' 'its 
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'er. Coo, did she go up! She burned 
before she sunk, an ' the smoke an' the 
stink come driftin' inshore, all yellow 
an ' black , an' out of it comes this 
bloomin' goose, a-ci rclin ' around us 
t rallped on the beach . 

"An' then arou nd a bend 'e comes 
in II bloody little sailboat. sailing along 
as cool as you please, like a bloomin' 
toff out fo r a pleasure spin on a Sun· 
day hafternoon at 'Enley. " 

., '00 comes'!" inqui red a civilian. 
;" Im! ' 1m that s.'l.yed a lot of us. 

'E sailed clean through a boil of 
machine--gun bullets from a Jerry in a 
Gittersmith wot was strafin' - a Rams
gate motorboat wot 'ad t ried to take 
us off 'ad been sunk there 'arf an hour 
ago- the water was all frOLhin' with 
shell splashes an' bullets, but 'e didn't 
give it no mind , 'e didn 't. 'E didn't 
'a ve no petrol to burn or heltplode, an " 
he sailed in between the shells. 

" I nto the shallows 'e come out of 
the black smoke of the burning de-
stroyer, a little dark man wiv a beard 
a bloomin' claw for a 'and, an' ~ 
'ump on 'is back. 

.. 'E 'ad a rope in 'is teeth that was 
shinin' white out of 'is black bea rd, 'is 
good 'and on the tiller an' the crooked 
one beckonin' to us to come. An' over
'cad, around and around, flies the 
ruddy goose. 

" Jock, 'ere, says, ' Lawk, it's all 
over now. It's the bloody devi l come 
for us 'imsel f. Hi must 'ave been 
struck an' don't know it.' 

";Garn,' I sez, 'it's more like the 
good Lord, 'e looks to me, than any 
bloomi n' devil .' 'E did, too, like the 
pictures from theSunday..gchool books 
wiv 'is white face and da rk eyes an: 
beard an' all , and 'is bloomin ' boat. 

'" Hi can take seven at a t ime,' 'e 
sings out when 'e's in close. 

t! Ou r horff icer -",houts, 'Good. 
man! ... You seven neaN!St, get in.' 

"We waded out to where 'e was. Hi 
was that weary Hi couldn't clumb 
over the side, but 'e takes me by the 
collar of me tunic an' pulls, wiv a · In 
ye go, lad. Come on. Next man.' 

" An' in Hi went. Coo, 'c was strong, 
'e was. Then 'e sets 'is sail, parl of wot 
looks like a bloomin' sieve frqm 
machine·gun bullets, shouts, ' Keep 
down in the bottom of the boat, boys, 
in case we meet any of yer friends,' and 
we' re off, 'im sittin' in the stern wiv 'is 
rope in 'is teeth, another in 'is crooked 
claw an 'is right hand on the t iller, a
steerin' an' sailin' through the spray of 
the shells thrown by a land battery 
somewhere back of the coast. An' the 
bloomin' goose is flyin' around and 
around, 'onking above the wind and 
t he row Jerry was makin', like a bloom· 
in' Morris autermobile on Winchester 
by·pass. 

". Hi told you yon goose was n omen,' 
Hi sez to Jock. ; Look at 'im there, a 
bloomin' hangel of mercy.' 

., 'I m at the tiller just lookis up at the 
goose, wiv the rope in 'is teeth , an' grins 
at 'er like 'e knows 'er a lifetime. 

,. ' E brung us out to the Kentish 
M aid and turns around and goes back 
fo r another load. 'E made trips all af· 
ternoon an' all night. too, because the 
bloody light of Du nkirk burning was 
bright enough to see by. Hi don 't 
know 'ow many t rips 'e made, but 'im 
an'a nobby T hames Yacht Club motor
boat an' a big lifeboat from Poole that 
come along brought off aJllhere was of 
us on that particular stretch of hell, 
without the loss of a man. 

" We sailed when the last man was 
off. an' there was more than scyen 
hunder' of us hahoard a boat built to 
take two hunder'. ' E was still there 
when we left. an' 'e ..... avl'd us good·by I 
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and sails off toward Dunkirk, and the 
bird wiv tim. Blyme, it was queer to 
see that ruddy big goose flyin' a round 
'i!:! boat, lit up by the fires like a white 
hangel against the smoke. 

"A Stuka ' ad another go at us, 
'arfwayacross, but 'e'd been stayin' up 
late nights. an' missed. By mornin'. we 
was safe 'orne. 

" Hi never did find out what become 
of 'im, or '00 'e was. ' 1m wiv the 'ump 
an' 'is little sailboat. A bloody good 
man 'e was, that chap." 

"Coo," said the a rtilleryman. "A 
ruddy big goose. Watcher know ?" 

In an officers' club on Brook Street, 
a retired naval officer sixty·five years 
old. Com. Keith Brill·Oudener, was 
telling of his experiences during the 
evacuation of Dunki rk. Called out of 
bed at fou r o'clock in the morning, he 
had captained a lopsided Limehouse 
tug aClOS:S the Channel. to\\;ng a string 
of Thames barges, which he brought 
back fou r times loaded with soldiers. 
On his last trip he came in with her 
funnel shot away and a hole in her side. 
But he got her hack to Dover. 

A naval·.escrve officer, who had twO 
Brixham trawlers and a Yarmouth 
drifter blasted out from under him in 
the last fou r days of the evacuation, 
said, " Did you run across that queer 
sort of legend about a wild goose? It 
was all up and down the beaches. You 
know how those things spring up. 
Some of the men I brought back were 
talking about it. It was suPposed to 
have appeared at intervals the last 
days between Dunki rk and La Panne. 
I! you saw it, you were eventually 
saved. T hat sort of thing." 

" H'm'm'm," said Brill..Qudener, "a 
wi ld goose. I saw a tame one. Dashed 
strange experience. Tragic, in a way. 
too. And lucky for us. Tell you about 
it. T hird trip back. Toward six o'clock 
we sighted a derelict small boat. Seemed 
to be a chap or a body in her. And a 
bird sitting up on the edge. 

"We changed our course when we 
got nearer, and went over fo r a look
see. By Gad, it was a chap. Or had 
been, poor fellow. ~'1 achine-gunned, 
you know. Badly. Face down in the 
water. Bird was a goose, a tame one. 

" We drifted dose. but when one 
of our chaps reached over, the bi rd 
hillSed at him and struck at him with 
her wings. Couldn't drive it off. Sud
denly, young Kettering, who was with 
me, let out a yell and pointed to star
board. Big mine floating by. One of 
Jerry's beauties. If we'd kept on our 
course we'd have piled right into it.. 
Ugh! Head on. We letitgetahundred 
yards astern of the last barge and the 
men blew it up with rifle fi re. 

.. \Vhell we turned our attention to 
the derelict again. she wa.s gone. Sunk. 
Concussion, you know. Chap with 
her. He must ha ve been lashed to her. 
T he bird had got up, and was circling. 
T hree times. like a plane saluting. 
Dashed queer feeling. Then she fl ew 
off to the ..... est. Lucky thing for us we 
went over to have a look, eh? Odd 
that you should mention a goose." 

Pritha remained alone at the little 
lighthouse on the Great Marsh , taking 
care of the pinioned bi rds, waiting fo r 
she knew not what. The first days she 
haunted the sea wall, watching ; though 
she knew it was useless. Later she 
roamed through the storeroolTUl of the 
lighthouse building with their stacks of 
c.anvanM on which Rhayader had cap. 
tured every mood and light of the 
desolate country and the wond roll8, 
graceful. reathered t hiniS that inhab
ited it. 

Among them she fo und the picture • 
that Rhayader had painted or her from 
memory so many years ago, when she 
was still a child. and had stood, wind
blown and timid, at his threshold, 
hugging an injured bi rd to her. 

• • • • • • • • 

The picture and the things she saw 
in it stirred her as nothing ever had be
fore, for much of Rhayader's SQul had 
gone into it. Strangely, it was the only 
time he had painted the snow goose, 
the lost wild creature, storm-driven 
from another land, that to each had 
brought a friend, and which. in the 
end. returned to her with the mes
sage that she would never see him 
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• agam. 
Long before the snow goose had 

come dropping out or II crimsoned 
eastern sky to circle the lighthouse in a 
last farewell, Fritha, from the ancient 
Powers of the blood that was in her, 
knew that Rhayader would not return. 

And so, when one sunset she heard 
the high-pitched, well-remembered note 
cried from the heavens, it brought no 
instant or false hope to her heart. This 
moment, it seemed , she had lived be· 
fore many times. 

She came running to the sea wall and 
turned her eyes, not toward the dig.. 
tant channel whence a 8.'li l might come, 
but to the sky from whose flaming 
arches plummeted the snow goose. Then 
the sight. the sound and the soli tude 
surrounding broke t.he dam within her 
and released the surging, overwhelm· 
illg truth of her love, let it well rorth in 
tea". 

Wild spirit called to wild spirit. and 
she seemed to be flying with the great 
bird, soaring with it in the evening 
sky and hearkening to Rhayader's 

were trembling with 
her beyond the bea ring of 
rntha! Frith, my love. 

love." T he white pin
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, were beating it _ • _ _ _ _ _ _ • 
out upon her ~e~!,'; and her heart was =-c==:-----====-==;--"---" 
answering, " Philip, I love 'ee." 

For a moment, Frith thought the 
snow goose was going to land in the 
old inclosure, as the pinioned geese set 
up a welcoming gabble. But it only 
skimmed low, then soared up again. 
flew in a wide, gracerul spiral once 
around the old light and then began to 
climb. 

Watching it, Frith saw no longer the 
snow goose but the soul or Rhayader 
taking farewell of her before departing 
forever. 

She was no longer flying with it. but 
earthbound. She stretched her arms up 
into the sky and stood on tiptoes, 
reaching, and cried, "Godspeed! God
speed, Philip!" 

Frith's tears were stilled. She stood 
watching si lently long arter the goose 
had vanished. Then she went into the 
lighthouse and secured the picture that 
Rhayader had painted of her. Hugging 
~t to her breast, she wended her way 
homeward along the old sea wall. 

Each night, {or many weeks there
after, Frith came to the lighthouse and 
fed the pi nioned birds. T hen one early 
morning a German pilot on a dawn 
raid mistook the old abandoned light 
fo r an active military objective, dived 
onto it, a screaming steel hawk, and 
blew it and all it contained into ob
livion. 

T hat evening, when FriLha came, t.he 
sea had mOl'ed in through the breached 
walls and covered it over. Nothing 
was left to break the utter desolation. 
No marsh fowl had dared to return. 
Only the frightlese gulls wheeled and 
soared and mewed thei r plaint over 
the place where it had been. 
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