I'T MAY be safely assumed that, two thousand years ago, before Caesar set foot
~in southern Britain, the whole countryside visible from the windows of the room
in which I write, was in what is called “the state of nature.” Except, it may be, by
raising a few sepulchral mounds, such as those which still, here and there, break
the flowing contours of the downs, man’s hands had made no mark upon it; and

the thin veil of vegetation which overspread the broad-backed heights and the

shelving sides of the combs was unaffected by his industry. The native grasses
and weeds, the scattered patches of gorse, contended with one another for the
possession of the scanty surface soil..

: _Yet nothing is more certain than that, measured by the liberal scale of time-
keeping of the universe, this present state of nature, however it may seem to have
gone and to go on for ever, is but a fleeting phase of her infinite variety; merely the
last of the series of changes which the earth’s surface has undergone in the course

- of the millions of years of its existence.
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