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      Mary Webb (1881–1927) poet, mystic and lover of nature was born in Shropshire, the county where she spent most of her life
         and about which she wrote in all her novels. She began writing at the age of ten, and her verse and prose were published in
         many papers and magazines in both America and England. The Golden Arrow, her first novel, was published in 1916. Gone to Earth followed in 1917 with a collection of short stories, The Spring of Joy.
      

      In 1912 Mary Webb married a schoolmaster, Henry Webb: they moved to London in 1921, living in Hampstead until her early death;
         her short life one of struggle against illness and near-poverty.
      

      Admiring contemporaries – who included Rebecca West, Walter de la Mare, Arnold Bennett – described her as a ‘strange genius’
         and ‘one of the best living writers’. But despite the fact that Precious Bane was awarded the Prix Femina Vie Heureuse in 1925, it was not until six months after her death, when Prime Minister Stanley
         Baldwin read and publicly praised Precious Bane, that her work began to reach a wider public.
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      To my dear H.B.L.W.

   



      Introduction

      MARY MEREDITH, the author of Precious Bane, was born in the little village of Leighton, near Cressage, under the Wrekin, on March 25th, 1881, and died at St. Leonards,
         October 8th, 1927, and was buried at Shrewsbury. She was the daughter of George Edward Meredith, a schoolmaster of Welsh descent,
         by his marriage with Sarah Alice Scott, daughter of an Edinburgh doctor of the clan of Sir Walter Scott. She was the eldest
         of six children and spent her early girlhood at The Grange, a small country house near Much Wenlock; from 12 to 21 she lived
         at Stanton-on-Hine-Heath, six miles north-east of Shrewsbury, and for the next ten years at The Old Mill, Meole Brace, a mile
         from Shrewsbury. In 1912 Mary Meredith married Mr. Henry Bertram Law Webb, a Cambridge graduate and a native of Shropshire.
         After two years at Weston-super-Mare, where Mr. Webb had a post in a school, Mr. and Mrs. Webb returned to Shropshire, living
         at Pontesbury and Lyth Hill, working as market gardeners and selling the produce at their own stall in Shrewsbury market.
         Mrs. Webb had written stories and poems from childhood, but it was at this period that she seriously turned her mind to writing
         novels. A volume of essays on nature, The Spring of Joy, and three novels, The Golden Arrow, Gone to Earth, and The House in Dormer Forest, had been published before she came to live in London in 1921. Seven for a Secret followed in 1922 and Precious Bane in 1924. It was awarded the ‘Femina Vie Heureuse’ Prize for 1924–5 given annually for the best work of imagination in prose
         or verse descriptive of English life by an author who had not attained sufficient recognition.
      

      I am indebted for these biographical particulars to Mr. Webb, to whom Precious Bane is inscribed. I never met Mary Webb and knew nothing of her work until I read Precious Bane at Christmas, 1926. I am glad to think that I was in time to send her a few words of appreciation.
      

      The stupid urban view of the countryside as dull receives a fresh and crushing answer in the books of Mary Webb. All the novels
         except Precious Bane are set in the hill country of south-west Shropshire, between the Clee Hills and the Breiddens, and between Shrewsbury and
         Ludlow. The scene of Precious Bane is the country of north Shropshire meres – the Ellesmere district, but the dialect is that of south Shropshire. It is the
         country of the Severn lowlands and of isolated upland ridges where Celt and Saxon have met and mingled for centuries. For
         the passing traveller it is inhabited by an uncommunicative population dwelling among places with names like Stedment and
         Squilver and Superstone, Nipstone and Nind. There are of course the old castles and timbered black and white houses for the
         motoring visitors. But to the imaginative child brought up among the ploughlands and pools and dragon-flies there is ‘a richness
         on the world, so it looked what our parson used to call sumptuous.’ It is this richness which Mary Webb saw and felt as a
         girl and remembered with lyrical intensity as a woman.
      

      She has interlaced with this natural beauty the tragic drama of a youth whose whole being is bent on toil and thrift and worldly
         success only to find himself defeated on the morrow of the harvest by the firing of the cornricks by the father of his lover.
         The dour figure of Gideon Sarn is set against that of his gentle sister, Prudence, who tells the tale. She is a woman flawed
         with a hare-shotten lip and cursed in the eyes of the neighbours until her soul’s loveliness is discerned by Kester Woodseaves,
         the weaver. And so there comes to her at the end of the story the love which is ‘the peace to which all hearts do strive.’
      

      The strength of the book is not in its insight into human character, though that is not lacking. Nor does it lie in the inevitability
         with which the drama is unfolded and the sin of an all-absorbing and selfish ambition punished. It lies in the fusion of the elements of nature and man, as observed in this remote countryside by a woman even more alive to the
         changing moods of nature than of man. Almost any page at random will furnish an illustration of the blending of human passion
         with the fields and skies.
      

      ‘So they rode away, and the sound of the people died till it was less than the hum of a midge, and there was nothing but a
         scent of rosemary, and warm sun, and the horse lengthening its stride towards the mountains, whence came the air of morning.’
         (p. 107.)
      

      One reviewer compared Precious Bane to a sampler stitched through long summer evenings in the bay window of a remote farmhouse. And sometimes writers of Welsh
         and Border origin, like William Morris, have had their work compared to old tapestries. But while these comparisons suggest
         something of the harmonies of colour they fail to convey the emotional force which glows in these pages. Nature to Mary Webb
         was not a pattern on a screen. Her sensibility is so acute and her power over words so sure and swift that one who reads some
         passage in Whitehall has almost the physical sense of being in Shropshire cornfields.
      

      Precious Bane is a revelation not of unearthly but of earthly beauty in one bit of the England of Waterloo, the Western edge, haunted with
         the shadows of superstition, the legendary lore and phantasy of neighbours on the Border, differing in blood and tongue. This
         mingling of peoples and traditions and turns of speech and proverbial wisdom is what Mary Webb saw with the eye of the mind
         as she stood at her stall in Shrewsbury market, fastened in her memory, and fashioned for us in the little parcel of novels
         which is her legacy to literature.
      

      STANLEY BALDWIN.

      10 Downing Street, S.W.I.
      

      October, 1928.
      

   



      Foreword

      To conjure, even for a moment, the wistfulness which is the past is like trying to gather in one’s arms the hyacinthine colour
         of the distance. But if it is once achieved, what sweetness! – like the gentle, fugitive fragrance of spring flowers, dried
         with bergamot and bay. How the tears will spring in the reading of some old parchment – ‘to my dear child, my tablets and
         my ring’ – or of yellow letters, with the love still fresh and fair in them though the ink is faded – ‘and so good night,
         my dearest heart, and God send you happy.’ That vivid present of theirs, how faint it grows! The past is only the present
         become invisible and mute; and because it is invisible and mute, its memoried glances and its murmurs are infinitely precious.
         We are to-morrow’s past. Even now we slip away like those pictures painted on the moving dials of antique clocks – a ship,
         a cottage, sun and moon, a nosegay. The dial turns, the ship rides up and sinks again, the yellow painted sun has set, and
         we, that were the new thing, gather magic as we go. The whirr of the spinning-wheels has ceased in our parlours, and we hear
         no more the treadles of the loom, the swift, silken noise of the flung shuttle, the intermittent thud of the batten. But the
         imagination hears them, and theirs is the melody of romance.
      

      When antique things are also country things, they are easier to write about, for there is a permanence, a continuity in country
         life which makes the lapse of centuries seem of little moment.
      

      Shropshire is a country where the dignity and beauty of ancient things lingers long, and I have been fortunate not only in
         being born and brought up in its magical atmosphere, and in having many friends in farm and cottage who, by pleasant talk
         and reminiscence have fired the imagination, but also in having the companionship of such a mind as was my father’s – a mind stored with old tales and legends that did not come from books, and rich with an abiding love
         for the beauty of forest and harvest field, all the more intense, perhaps, because it found little opportunity for expression.
      

      In treating of the old subject of sin-eating I am aware that William Sharpe has forestalled me and has written with consummate
         art. But sin-eaters were as well known on the Welsh border as in Scotland, and John Aubrey tells of one who lived ‘in a cottage
         on Rosse highway,’ and was a ‘lamentable poore raskell.’
      

      My thanks are due to the authors of Shropshire Folk Lore for the rhymes of ‘Green Gravel’ and ‘Barley Bridge,’ and for the verification of various customs which I had otherwise only
         known by hearsay, and to the Somerset weavers, who recently let me see both hand looms and spinning wheels in use.
      

      MARY WEBB.

      May, 1924.

   



      Preface

      ‘For you canna write a word even, but you show yourself – in the word you choose, and the shape of the letter and whether
         you write tall or short, plain or flourished…’
      

      These are the words of Prudence Sarn, narrator of Precious Bane, telling the story of her life from the contented perspective of a happy old age. They are poignant words because they represent
         Prue’s attempt to tell a story of hardship and prejudice; but they are also encouraging words, indicating the importance of
         written material – fact and fiction – in the difficult process of constructing a picture of the ways women have perceived
         and lived their lives.
      

      Precious Bane was the fifth of Mary Webb’s six novels. She was born in 1881 and died in 1927; she spent most of her life in Shropshire,
         where her novels are set, and from which she drew inspiration for her poetry and essays on nature. Her education was respectably
         minimal – as the eldest of a family of six, she was expected, after finishing school, to help with the studies of her siblings.
         In 1912 she married a teacher, and her first novel was written in 1916. Although she didn’t start writing seriously till she
         was in her thirties, she had written poems and stories since she was very young, encouraged by her father.
      

      During her lifetime she was a relatively minor literary figure, gathering respect from some fellow writers, but with little
         commercial success for her work. Rebecca West wrote of her second novel, Gone to Earth, that she thought it was the novel of the year, and its author ‘a genius’. It was not till a year after her death, in 1928,
         that a collected edition of her work was published by Jonathan Cape, with introductions by various illustrious contemporaries,
         such as John Buchan, G. K. Chesterton and Prime Minister Stanley Baldwin.
      

      Precious Bane was first published in 1924, and was considered by some critics as a ‘masterpiece’ (sic). It was awarded the Prix Femina Vie Heureuse in 1925, a prize given for the ‘best imaginative work in prose or verse descriptive of English life by an author who has not gained sufficient
         recognition’ – the same prize was won in 1927 by Radclyffe Hall for her novel Adam’s Breed, a year before the scandal around her lesbian novel The Well of Loneliness. Not that Mary Webb could be compared directly with Radclyffe Hall in subject matter, style or political intentions, but
         it is interesting that two women writers who are being read with renewed interest today should have shared the same literary
         award.
      

      Her reputation till now has been mainly that of a ‘nature’ writer, with her work being compared to that of A. E. Housman (also
         a Shropshire writer) and Thomas Hardy. Certainly her prose-landscape descriptions have a vibrant quality which combines acute
         observation of rural detail with a love of the varieties of country life. But this is not enough to explain why there should
         be a revived interest in her work. Her brand of pantheistic philosophy, when she expressed it as such, is transformed by a
         real empathy with the day-by-day experience of peasant life, viewed through the experience of women. There are very few novels
         about the rural poor, and scarcely any which depict the life of a working woman against the backdrop of religion, superstition
         and ignorance, which are the framework of this novel. Some of this empathy is perhaps due to Mary Webb’s personal circumstances
         – she was something of an invalid, and, like Prue Sarn, had a harelip. This may help account for her sympathy for the emotional
         isolation of other women, even someone like Prue who came from a very different class; Thomas Moult, in his 1932 biography
         of Mary Webb, describes how for her wedding ‘she chose for her guests the inmates of the women’s ward of the workhouse she
         visited; an old herbalist who had endeared himself to her by his knowledge of plants…’
      

      Precious Bane is set in the early nineteenth century, just after the Napoleonic wars, in a period of industrial and agricultural unrest
         in Britain. These events scarcely touch on the story in any overt way, and Prue remarks disingenuously that ‘though a deal
         happened out in the world, nought has happened to us’. Although national events appear to be outside the concern of the isolated, rural and largely illiterate
         community, the backdrop to Prue’s story is the three centuries of intense and virulent witch-hunting all over Europe. This
         backdrop belies the apparently true-story romance flavour which a crude summary of the story might carry: ugly duckling woman,
         exploited by ruthless brother, meets gentle Prince Charming – the kind weaver Kester Woodseaves, who at the end of the story
         quite literally gallops in on a horse and carries Prue away to love and safety. However, the danger from which he saves her
         is no dragon or mythical being, but the material forces which shape myth and superstition, and which, in the history of witch-hunting,
         focused with murderous misogyny on women.
      

      There are a number of reasons why Prue is thought to be a witch, and why she comes to be the scapegoat for a series of harsh
         and frightening events. First she has a physical blemish – a harelip – her ‘bane’. Superstition has it that children with
         harelips were born to women who were frightened in pregnancy by the devil in the shape of a hare. Local rumours say that Prue
         ‘took shape as a hare on dark moonless nights and went loping across the hills’. Her bodily blemish is also a blemish on her
         womanhood, and everyone assumes that she is not as other, normal women. Prue as an old woman comments with hindsight on the
         belief that ‘if there was something wrong with a person’s outward seeming there must be summat wrong with their mind as well’,
         and for Mary Webb this is one of the destructive aspects of myth.
      

      The second reason local people believe Prue to be a witch is related to the fact that she can read and write – taught by Beguildy,
         an aggressively atheistic and much misunderstood man, known locally as a wizard. The double-edged value of literacy then is
         difficult for us to grasp today. But literacy and the consequent access to written knowledge it provided was largely a tool
         of the ruling class; and in the witch-hunts of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries women thought to be witches were often
         accused of possessing knowledge which they applied as healers. A woman such as Prue would normally not follow the privileged path of the small number of bourgeois class women who learned to read
         and write, and would therefore be viewed with suspicion. For Prue herself, literacy is solace, the channel whereby she can
         communicate with Kester, as well as a way of managing the family farm. She keeps a diary – almost unheard of for a woman of
         her class, though a common form of occupation for ‘ladies’, as we know from the other fiction of the period. Her courtship
         with Kester is indirect and poignant; as the family scribe, she writes her brother’s love letters to Jancis, Beguildy’s daughter,
         while Kester returns letters in Jancis’s name. In fact they are writing the love letters to each other.
      

      Underlying the fear of women as witches was a terror of women as sexual beings. The classic fifteenth-century handbook Malleus Maleficarum on witch-hunting is quite unequivocal on the matter: ‘All witchcraft comes from carnal lust, which in women is insatiable.’
         In Precious Bane one of the most extraordinary and erotic scenes represents Prue’s awareness of her own sexual potential, concealed as it
         is by her harelip from the eyes of those around her. She is not pretty, therefore supposedly she cannot be a sexual woman.
         She does not want to face Kester for the same reason – afraid he will be repulsed by her. But when she offers to replace Jancis
         in Beguildy’s phoney Venus-raising ceremony and realises afterwards that Kester has seen her naked, she is quite unashamed
         of her body. It is a section of the book which is powerfully suggestive and erotic at the same time – and seen completely
         from the woman’s point of view.
      

      Prue’s nonconformity to the rural female image (which had little of the refined femininity of the gentry’s ladies, but still
         saw women as secondary to men) is exacerbated by the fact that she works hard alongside her brother – and is dubbed the ‘barn-door
         savage of Sarn’. She revels in the hard work, and again is conscious of the contradictory position in which she is placed:
         ‘It was strange to think that while I went about my housework and outdoor work tomorrow, slaving like a man, at men’s jobs,
         I should be in my own soul the bride of the weaver’.
      

      Precious Bane is the most powerful and direct of Mary Webb’s novels. It is worth reading for its undoubted literary qualities; ‘Once a
         white owl came by, like a blow feather for lightness and softness. Mother said it was Father’s spirit looking for his body.’
         But it is also worth reading for the insights it gives us into the potential for women’s self-realisation and for the way
         it demonstrates how myth and material circumstances combine so powerfully to affect individual female destiny.
      

      MICHELENE WANDOR.

      July, 1978.
      

   



      BOOK ONE

   



      
      Chapter 1: Sarn Mere

      
      IT was at a love-spinning that I saw Kester first. And if, in these new-fangled days, when strange inventions crowd upon us,
         when I hear tell there is even a machine coming into use in some parts of the country for reaping and mowing, if those that
         may happen will read this don’t know what a love-spinning was, they shall hear in good time. But though it was Jancis Beguildy’s love-spinning, she
         being three-arid-twenty at that time and I being two years less, yet that is not the beginning of the story I have set out
         to tell.
      

      
      Kester says that all tales, true tales or romancings, go farther back than the days of the child; aye, farther even than the
         little babe in its cot of rushes. Maybe you never slept in a cot of rushes; but all of us did at Sarn. There is such a plenty
         of rushes at Sarn, and old Beguildy’s missus was a great one for plaiting them on rounded barrel-hoops. Then they’d be set
         on rockers, and a nice clean cradle they made, soft and green, so that the babe could feel as big-sorted as a little caterpillar
         (painted butteries-as-is-to-be, Kester calls them) sleeping in its cocoon. Kester’s very set about such things. Never will
         he say caterpillars. He’ll say, ‘There’s a lot of butterflies-as-is-to-be on our cabbages, Prue.’ He won’t say ‘It’s winter.’
         He’ll say, ‘Summer’s sleeping.’ And there’s no bud little enough nor sad-coloured enough for Kester not to callen it the beginnings
         of the blow.
      

      
      But the time is not yet come for speaking of Kester. It is the story of us all at Sarn, of Mother and Gideon and me, and Jancis
         (that was so beautiful), and Wizard Beguildy, and the two or three other folk that lived in those parts, that I did set out to tell. There were but a few, and maybe always will be, for there’s a discouragement about the place.
         It may be the water lapping, year in and year out – everywhere you look and listen, water; or the big trees waiting and considering
         on your right hand and on your left; or the unbreathing quiet of the place, as if it was created but an hour gone, and not
         created for us. Or it may be that the soil is very poor and marshy, with little nature or goodness in the grass, which is
         ever so where reeds and rushes grow in plenty, and the flower of the paigle. Happen you call it cowslip, but we always named
         it the paigle, or keys of heaven. It was a wonderful thing to see our meadows at Sarn when the cowslip was in blow. Gold-over
         they were, so that you would think not even an angel’s feet were good enough to walk there. You could make a tossy-ball before
         a thrush had gone over his song twice, for you’d only got to sit down and gather with both hands. Every way you looked there
         was naught but gold, saving towards Sarn, where the woods began, and the great stretch of grey water, gleaming and wincing
         in the sun. Neither woods nor water looked darksome in that fine spring weather, with the leaves coming new, and buds the
         colour of corn in the birch-tops. Only in our oak wood there was always a look of the back-end of the year, their young leaves
         being so brown. So there was always a breath of October in our May. But it was a pleasant thing to sit in the meadows and
         look away to the far hills. The larches spired up in their quick green, and the cowslip gold seemed to get into your heart,
         and even Sarn Mere was nothing but a blue mist in a yellow mist of birch-tops. And there was such a dream on the place that
         if a wild bee came by, let alone a bumble, it startled you like a shout. If a bee comes in at the window now to my jar of
         gillyflowers, I can see it all in clear colours, with Plash lying under the sunset, beyond the woods, looking like a jagged
         piece of bottle glass. Plash Mere was bigger than Sarn, and there wasn’t a tree by it, so where there were no hills beyond
         it you could see the clouds rooted in it on the far side, and I used to think they looked like the white water-lilies that lay round the margins of Sarn
         half the summer through. There was nothing about Plash that was different from any other lake or pool. There was no troubling
         of the waters, as at Sarn, nor any village sounding its bells beneath the furthest deeps. It was true, what folks said of
         Sarn, that there was summat to be felt there.
      

      
      It was at Plash that the Beguildys lived, and it was at their dwelling, that was part stone house and part cave, that I got
         my book learning. It may seem a strange thing to you that a woman of my humble station should be able to write and spell,
         and put all these things into a book. And indeed when I was a young wench there were not many great ladies, even, that could
         do much more scribing than to write a love-letter, and some could but just write such things as ‘This be quince and apple’
         on their jellies, and others had ado to put their names in the marriage register. Many have come to me, time and again, to
         write their love-letters for them, and a bitter old task it is, to write other women’s love-letters out of your own burning
         heart.
      

      
      If it hadna been for Mister Beguildy I never could have written down all these things. He learned me to read and write, and
         reckon up figures. And though he was a preached-against man, and said he could do a deal that I don’t believe he ever could
         do, and though he dabbled in things that are not good for us to interfere with, yet I shall never forget to thank God for
         him. It seems to me now a very uncommon working of His power, to put it into Beguildy’s heart to learn me. For a wizard could
         not rightly be called a servant of His, but one of Lucifer’s men. Not that Beguildy was wicked, but only empty of good, as
         if all the righteousness was burnt out by the flame of his fiery mind, which must know and intermeddle with mysteries. As
         for love, he did not know the word. He could read the stars, and tell the future, and he claimed to have laid spirits. Once
         I asked him where the future was, that he could see it so plain. And he said, ‘It lies with the past, child, at the back of Time.’ You couldn’t ever get the better
         of Mister Beguildy. But when I told Kester what he said, Kester would not have it so. He said the past and the future were
         two shuttles in the hands of the Lord, weaving Eternity. Kester was a weaver himself, which may have made him think of it
         thus. But I think we cannot know what the past and the future are. We are so small and helpless on the earth that is like
         a green rush cradle where mankind lies, looking up at the stars, but not knowing what they be.
      

      
      As soon as I could write, I made a little book with a calico cover, and every Sunday I wrote in it any merry time or good
         fortune we had had in the week, and so kept them. And if times had been troublous and bitter for me, I wrote that down too,
         and was eased. So when our parson, knowing of the lies that were told of me, bade me write all I could remember in a book,
         and set down the whole truth and nothing else, I was able to freshen my memory with the things I had put down Sunday by Sunday.
      

      
      Well, it is all gone over now, the trouble and the struggling. It be quiet weather now, like a still evening with the snow
         all down, and a green sky, and lambs calling. I sit here by the fire with my Bible to hand, a very old woman and a tired woman,
         with a task to do before she says good night to this world. When I look out of my window and see the plain and the big sky
         with clouds standing up on the mountains, I call to mind the thick, blotting woods of Sarn, and the crying of the mere when
         the ice was on it, and the way the water would come into the cupboard under the stairs when it rose at the time of the snow
         melting. There was but little sky to see there, saving that which was reflected in the mere; but the sky that is in the mere
         is not the proper heavens. You see it in a glass darkly, and the long shadows of rushes go thin and sharp across the sliding
         stars, and even the sun and moon might be put out down there, for, times, the moon would get lost in lily leaves, and, times, a heron might stand before the
         sun.
      

   



      
      Chapter 2: Telling the Bees

      
      MY brother Gideon was born in the year when the war with the French began. That was why Father would have him called Gideon,
         it being a warlike name. Jancis used to say it was a very good name for him, because it was one you couldn’t shorten. You
         can make most names into little love-names, like you can cut down a cloak or a gown for children’s wearing. But Gideon you
         could do naught with. And the name was like the man. I was more set on my brother than most are, but I couldna help seeing
         that about him. If nobody calls you out of your name, your name’s like to be soon out of mind. And most people never even
         called him by his Christen name at all. They called him Sarn. In Father’s life it was old Sarn and young Sarn. But after Father
         died, Gideon seemed to take the place to himself. I remember how he went out that summer night, and seemed to eat and drink
         the place, devouring it with his eyes. Yet it was not for love of it, but for what he could get out of it. He was very like
         Father then, and more like every year, both to look at and in his mind. Saving that he was less tempersome and more set in
         his ways, he was Father’s very marrow. Father’s temper got up despert quick, and when it was up he was a ravening lion. Maybe
         that was what gave Mother that married-all-o’er look. But Gideon I only saw angered, to call angered, three times. Mostly,
         a look was enough. He’d give you a look like murder, and you’d let him take the way he wanted. I’ve seen a dog cringing and
         whimpering because he’d given it one of those looks. Sarns mostly have grey eyes – cold grey like the mere in winter – and the Sarn men are mainly
         dark and sullen. ‘Sullen as a Sarn,’ they say about these parts. And they say there’s been something queer in the family ever
         since Timothy Sarn was struck by forkit lightning in the times of the religious wars. There were Sarns about here then, and
         always have been, ever since there was anybody. Well, Timothy went against his folk and the counsels of a man of God, and
         took up with the wrong side, whichever that was, but it’s no matter now. So he was struck by lightning and lay for dead. Being
         after awhile recovered, he was counselled by the man of God to espouse the safe side and avoid the lightning. But Sarns were
         ever obstinate men. He kept his side, and as he was coming home under the oak wood he was struck again. And seemingly the
         lightning got into his blood. He could tell when tempest brewed, long afore it came and it is said that when a storm broke,
         the wildfire played about him so none could come near him. Sarns have the lightning in their blood since his day. I wonder
         sometimes whether it be a true tale, or whether it’s too old to be true. It used to seem to me sometimes as if Sarn was too
         old to be true. The woods and the farm and the church at the other end of the mere were all so old, as if they were in somebody’s
         dream. There was flattening about the place, too, and what with folk being afraid to come there after dusk, and the quiet
         noise of the fish jumping far out in the water, and Gideon’s boat knocking on the steps with little knocks like somebody tapping
         at the door, and the causeway that ran down into the mere as far as you could see, from just outside our garden gate, being
         lost in the water, it was a very lonesome old place. Many a time, on Sunday evenings, there came over the water a thin sound
         of bells. We thought they were the bells of the village down under, but I believe now they were nought but echo bells from
         our own church. They say that in some places a sound will knock against a wall of trees and come back like a ball.
      

      
      
      It was on one of those Sunday evenings, when the thin chimes were sounding along with our own four bells, that we played truant
         from church for the second time. It being such a beautiful evening, and Father and Mother being busy with the bees swarming,
         we made it up between us to take dog’s leave, and to wait by the lych-gate for Jancis and get her to come with us. For old
         Beguildy never werrited much about her church-going, not being the best of friends with the parson himself. He sent her off
         when the dial made it five o’clock every fourth Sunday – for we had service only once a month, the parson having a church
         at Brampton, where he lived, and another as well, which made it the more wicked of us to play truant – but whether she got
         there early or late, or got there at all, he’d never ask, let alone catechize her about the sermon. Our Father would catechize
         us last thing in the evening when our night-rails were on. Father would sit down in the settle with the birch-rod to his hand,
         and the settle, that had looked such a great piece of furniture all the week, suddenly looked little, like a settle made for
         a mommet. Whatever Father sat in, he made it look little. We stood barefoot in front of him on the cold quarries, in our unbleached
         homespun gowns that mother had spun and the journeyman weaver had woven up in the attic at the loom among the apples. Then
         he’d question us, and when we answered wrong he made a mark on the settle, and every mark was a stroke with the birch at the
         end of the catechizing. Though Father couldn’t read, he never forgot anything. It seemed as if he turned things over in his
         head all the while he was working. I think he was a very clever man with not enow of things to employ his mind. If he’d had
         one of the new-fangled weaving machines I hear tell of to look after, it would have kept him content, but there was no talk
         of such things then. We were all the machines he had, and we wished very heartily every fourth Sunday, and Christmas and Easter, that we were the
         children of Beguildy, though he was thought so ill of by our parson, and often preached against, even by name.
      

      
      
      I mind once, when Father leathered us very bad, after the long preaching on Easter Sunday, Gideon being seven and me five,
         how Gideon stood up in the middle of the kitchen and said, ‘I do will and wish to be Maister Beguildy’s son, and the devil
         shall have my soul. Amen.’
      

      
      Father got his temper up that night, no danger! He shouted at Mother terrible, saying she’d done very poorly with her children,
         for the girl had the devil’s mark on her, and now it seemed as if the boy came from the same smithy. This I know, because
         Mother told it to me. All I mind is that she went to look very small, and being only little to begin with, she seemed like
         one of the fairy folk. And she said – ‘Could I help it if the hare crossed my path? Could I help it?’ It seemed so strange
         to hear her saying that over and over. I can see the room now if I shut my eyes, and most especially if there’s a bunch of
         cowslips by me. For Easter fell late, or in a spell of warm weather that year, and the cowslips were very forrard in sheltered
         places, so we’d pulled some. The room was all dim like a cave, and the red fire burning still and watchful seemed like the
         eye of the Lord. There was a little red eye in every bit of ware on the dresser too, where it caught the gleam. Often and
         often in after years I looked at those red lights, which were echoes of the fire, just as the ghostly bells were reflections
         of the chime, and I’ve thought they were like a deal of the outer show of this world. Rows and rows of red, gledy fires, but
         all shadows of fires. Many a chime of merry bells ringing, and yet only the shadows of bells; only a sigh of sound coming
         back from a wall of leaves or from the glassy water. Father’s eyes caught the gleam too, and Gideon’s: but Mother’s didna,
         for she was standing with her back to the fire by the table where the cowslips were, gathering the mugs and plates together
         from supper. And if it seem strange that so young a child should remember the past so clearly, you must call to mind that
         Time engraves his pictures on our memory like a boy cutting letters with his knife, and the fewer the letters the deeper he
         cuts, So few things ever happened to us at Sarn that we could never forget them. Mother’s voice clings to my heart like trails of bedstraw
         that catch you in the lanes. She’d got a very plaintive voice, and soft. Everything she said seemed to mean a deal more than
         the words, and times it was like a person fumbling in the dark, or going a long way down black passages with a hand held out
         on this side, and a hand held out on that side, and no light. That was how she said, ‘Could I help it if the hare crossed
         my path – could I help it?’
      

      
      Everything she said, though it might not have anything merry in it, she smiled a bit, in the way you smile to take the edge
         off somebody’s anger, or if you hurt yourself and won’t show it. A very grievous smile it was, and always there. So when Father
         gave Gideon another hiding for wishing he was Beguildy’s boy, Mother stood by the table saying, ‘Oh, dunna, Sarn! Hold thy
         hand, Sarn!’ and smiling all the while, seeming to catch at Father’s hands with her soft voice. Poor Mother! Oh, my poor Mother!
         Shall we meet you in the other world, dear soul, and atone to you for our heedlessness?
      

      
      I’d never forgotten that Easter, but Gideon had, seemingly, for when I remembered him of it, saying we surely durstn’t take
         dog’s leave, he said, ‘It’s nought. We’ll make Sexton’s Tivvy listen to the sermon for us, so as we can answer well. And I
         dunna care much if I am leathered, so long as I can find some good conkers and beat Jancis, for last time she beat me.’
      

      
      Conkers, maybe you know, are snail shells, and children put the empty ones on strings, and play like you play with chestnut
         cobs. Our woods were a grand place for snails, and Gideon had conker matches with lads from as far away as five miles the
         other side of Plash. He was famous all about, because he played so fiercely, and not like a game at all.
      

      
      All the bells were sounding when we started that Sunday in June – the four metal bells in the church and the four ghost bells from nowhere. Mother was helping Father with the bees,
         getting a new skep ready, down where the big chestnut tree was, to put the play of bees in. They’d swarmed in a dead gooseberry
         bush, and Mother said, with her peculiar smile, ‘It be a sign of death.’
      

      
      But Gideon shouted out—

      
      

         ‘A play of bees in May is worth a noble that same day.
         

         A play in June’s pretty soon.’
         

      



      
      And he said –

      
      ‘So long as we’ve got the bees, Mother, we’re the better of it, die who may.’

      
      Eh, dear! I’m afraid Gideon had a very having spirit, even then. But Father thought he was a sensible lad, and he laughed and said –
      

      
      ‘Well, we’ve got such a mort of bees now, I’m in behopes it wunna be me as has the telling of ’em if anybody does die.’

      
      ‘Where be your sprigs of rosemary and your Prayer Books and your clean handkerchers?’ says Mother.

      
      Gideon had been in behopes to leave them behind, but now he ran to fetch them, and Mother began setting my kerchief to rights
         over my shoulders. She put in her big brooch with the black stone, that she had when George the Second died, and while she
         was putting it in she kept saying to herself –‘Not as it matters what the poor child wears. Deary, deary me! But could I help
         it if the hare crossed my path? Could I help it?’
      

      
      Whenever she said that, her voice went very mournful and I thought again of somebody in a dark passage, groping.

      
      ‘Now then, Mother! Hold the skep whilst I keep the bough up,’ said Father, ‘they’ve knit so low down.’

      
      I’d lief have stayed, for I dearly loved to see the great tossy-ball of bees’ bodies, as rich as a brown Christmas cake, and
         to hear the heavy sound of them.
      

      
      We went through the wicket and along the tow path, because it was the nighest way to the church, and we wanted to catch Tivvy afore she went in. The coots were out on the mere,
         and the water was the colour of light, with spears in it.
      

      
      ‘Now,’ said Gideon, ‘we’ll run for our lives!’

      
      ‘What’s after us?’

      
      ‘The people out of the water.’

      
      So we ran for our lives, and got to the church just as the two last bells began their snabbing ‘Ting tong! Ting tong!’ that always minded me of the birch-rod.
      

      
      We sat on the flat grave where we mostly sat to play Conquer, and the church being on a little hill, we could watch the tuthree folks coming along the fields. There was Tivvy with her
         father, coming from the East Coppy, and Jancis in the flat water-meadows where the big thorn hedges were all in blow. Jancis
         was a little thing, not tall like me, but you always saw her before you saw other people, for it seemed that the light gathered
         round her. She’d got golden hair, and all the shadows on her face seemed to be stained with the pale colour of it. I was used
         to think she was like a white water-lily full of yellow pollen or honey. She’d got a very white skin, creamy white, without
         any colour unless she was excited or shy, and her face was dimpled and soft, and just the right plumpness. She’d got a red,
         smiling mouth, and when she smiled the dimples ran each into other. Times I could almost have strangled her for that smile.
      

      
      She came up to us, very demure, in her flowered bodice and blue skirt and a bunch of blossom in her kerchief.

      
      Although she was only two years older than I was, being of an age with Gideon, she seemed a deal older, for she’d begun to
         smile at the lads already, and folks said, ‘Beguildy’s Jancis will soon be courting.’ But I know old Beguildy never meant
         her to get married. He meant to keep her as a bait to draw the young fellows in, for mostly the people that came to him were
         either young maids with no money or old men who wanted somebody cursed cheap. So at this time, when he saw what a white, blossomy piece Jancis was growing, he encouraged her to dizen herself and sit in the
         window of the Cave House in case anybody went up by the lane. It was only once in a month of Sundays that anybody did, for
         Plash was nearly as lonesome as Sarn. He made a lanthorn of coloured glass, too, the colour of red roses, and while Jancis
         sat in the stone frame of the window he hung it up above her with a great candle in it from foreign parts, not a rushlight
         such as we used. He had it in mind that if some great gentleman came by to a fair or a cockfight beyond the mountains he might
         fall in love with her, and then Beguildy planned to bring him in and give him strong ale and talk about charms and spells,
         and offer at long last to work the charm of raising Venus. It was all written in one of his books: how you went into a dark
         room and gave the wise man five pound, and he said a charm, and after awhile there was a pink light and a scent of roses,
         and Venus rose naked in the middle of the room. Only it wouldna have been Venus, but Jancis. The great gentleman, howsoever,
         was a long while coming, and the only man that saw her in the window was Gideon one winter evening when he was coming back
         that way from market, because the other road was flooded. He was fair comic-struck about her, and talked of her till I was
         aweary, he being nineteen at the time, which is a foolish age in lads. Before that, he never took any account of her, but
         just to tell her this and that as he did with me. But afterwards he was nought but a gauby about her. I could never have believed
         that such a determined lad, so set in his ways and so clever, could have been thus soft about a girl. But on this evening
         he was only seventeen, and he just said, ‘Take dog’s leave oot, Jancis, and come with us after conkers.’
      

      
      ‘O,’ said Jancis, ‘I wanted to play “Green Gravel, Green Gravel.”’
      

      
      She’d got a way of saying ‘O’ afore everything, and it made her mouth look like a rose. But whether she did it for that, or whether she did it because she was slow-witted and timid, I never could tell.
      

      
      ‘There’s nought to win in Green Gravel,’ said Gideon, ‘we’ll play Conquer.’
      

      
      ‘O I wanted Green Gravel! You’ll beat me if we play Conquer.’
      

      
      ‘Ah. That’s why we’ll play.’

      
      Tivvy came through the lych-gate then, and we told her what she’d got to do. She was a poor, foolish creature, and she could
         hardly mind her own name, times, for all its outlandishness, let alone a sermon. But Gideon said, so long as she got an inkling
         of it he could make up the rest. And he said if she didna remember enough of it he’d twist her arm proper. So she began to
         cry.
      

      
      Then we saw Sexton coming across the ploughed field, very solemn, with his long staff, black and white in bands, and we could
         hear Parson’s piebald pony clop-clopping up the lane, so we made off, and left Tivvy with her round chin trembling, and her
         mouth all crooked with crying, because she knew she’d never remember a word of the sermon. Tivvy at a sermon always used to
         make me think of our dog being washed. He’d lie down and let the water souse over him, and she did the same with a sermon.
         So I knew trouble was brewing.
      

      
      It was a beautiful evening, with swallows high in the air, and a powerful smell of may-blossom. When the bells stopped, ours
         and the others, we went and looked down into the water, to see if we could get a sight of the village there, as we did most
         Sundays. But there was only our own church upside down, and two or three stones and crosses the same, and Parson’s pony grazing
         on its head.
      

      
      Times, on summer evenings, when the sun was low, the shadow of the spire came right across the water to our dwelling, and
         I was used to think it was like the finger of the Lord pointing at us. We went down into the marshy places and found plenty
         of conkers, and Gideon beat Jancis every time, which was a good thing, for at the end he said he’d play Green Gravel, and they were both pleased. Only we were terrible late, and nearly missed Tivvy.
      

      
      ‘Now, tell!’ says Gideon. So she began to cry, and said she knew nought about it. Then he twisted her arm, and she screamed
         out, ‘Burning and fuel of fire!’
      

      
      She must have said that because it was one of the texts the Sexton was very fond of saying over, keeping time with tapping
         his staff the while.
      

      
      ‘What else?’

      
      ‘Nought.’

      
      ‘I’ll twist your arm till it comes off if you dunna think of any more.’

      
      Tivvy looked artful, like Pussy in the dairy, and said –‘Parson told about Adam and Eve and Noah and Shemamanjaphet and Jesus in the manger and thirty pieces of silver.’
      

      
      Gideon’s face went dark.

      
      ‘There’s no sense in it,’ he said.

      
      ‘But she’s told you, anyway. You must let her go now.’

      
      So we went home, with the shadow of the spire stretching all across the water.

      
      Father said –

      
      ‘What was the text?’

      
      ‘Burning and fuel of fire.’

      
      ‘What was the sarmon about?’

      
      Poor Gideon made out a tale of all the things Tivvy had said. You never heard such a tale! Father sat quite quiet, and Mother
         was smiling very painful, standing by the fire, cooking a rasher.
      

      
      Suddenly Father shouted out –

      
      ‘Liar! Liar! Parson called but now, to say was there sickness, there being nobody at church. You’ve not only taken dog’s leave
         and lied, but you’ve made game of me.’
      

      
      His face went from red to purple, and all veined, like raw meat. It was awful to see. Then he reached for the horsewhip and
         said –
      

      
      ‘I’ll give you the best hiding ever you had, my boy!’

      
      
      He came across the kitchen towards Gideon.

      
      But suddenly Gideon ran at him and bunted into him, and taking him by surprise he knocked him clean over.

      
      Now whether it was that Father had eaten a very hearty supper, after a big day’s work with the bees, or whether it was him
         being in such a rage, and then the surprise of the fall, we never knew. However it was, he was taken with a fit. He never
         stirred, but lay on his back on the red quarries, breathing so loud and strong that it filled the house, like somebody snoring
         in the night. Mother undid his Sunday neckcloth, and lifted him up, and put cold water on his face, but it was no manner of
         use.
      

      
      The awful snoring went on, and seemed to eat up all other sounds. They went out like rushlights in the wind. There was no
         more ticking from the clock, nor purring from the cat, nor sizzling from the rasher, nor buzzing from the bee in the window.
         It seemed to eat up the light, too, and the smell of the white bush-roses outside, and the feeling in my body, and the thoughts
         I had afore. We’d all come to be just part of a dark snoring.
      

      
      ‘Sarn, Sarn!’ cried Mother. ‘Oh, Sarn, poor soul, come to thyself!’

      
      She tried to put some Hollands between his lips, but they were set. Then the snore changed to a rattle, very awful to hear,
         and in a little while it stopped, and there was a dreadful silence, as if all the earth had gone dumb. All the while, Gideon
         stood like stone, remembering the horsewhip Father meant to beat him with, so he said after. And though he’d never seen anyone
         die afore, when Father went quiet, and the place dumb, he said in an everyday voice, only with a bit of a tremble –
      

      
      ‘He’s dead, Mother. I’ll go and tell the bees, or we met lose ’em.’

      
      We cried a long while, Mother and me, and when we couldna cry any more, the little sounds came creeping back – the clock ticking,
         bits of wood falling out of the fire, and the cat breathing in its sleep.
      

      
      
      When Gideon came in again, the three of us managed to get Father on to a mattress, and lap him in a clean sheet. He looked
         a fine, good-featured man, now that the purple colour was gone from his face.
      

      
      Gideon locked up, and went round to look the beasts and see all well.

      
      ‘Best go to bed now, Mother,’ he said. ‘All’s safe, and the beasts in their housen. I told every skep of bees, and I can see
         they’re content, and willing for me to be maister.’
      

   



      
      Chapter 3: Prue takes the Bidding Letters

      
      IN those days there was little time for the mourners to think of their sorrow till after the funeral. There was a deal to do.
         There was the mourning to make, and before that, if a family hadn’t had the weaver lately, there was the cloth to weave and
         dye. We hadn’t had the weaver for a good while, so we were very short of stuff.
      

      
      Mother told Gideon he must go and fetch the old weaver, who lived at Lullingford, by the mountains, and went out weaving by
         the day or the week. Gideon saddled Bendigo, Father’s horse, and picked up the riding whip with a queer kind of smile. As
         soon as he was gone, Mother and I began to bake. For it wasn’t only the weaver that must be fed, but the women we were going
         to bid to the funeral sewing-bee. They would come for love, as was the custom, but we must feed them.
      

      
      It seemed lonesome that night without Gideon. He had to bait and sleep in Lullingford, but he came back in good time next
         day, and I heard the sound of the hoofs on the yard cobbles through my spinning. We were hard at it, getting yarn ready for
         the old man. He came riding after Gideon on a great white horse, very bony, which put me in mind of the rider on the white horse in the Bible. He was the oldest
         man you could see in a month of Sundays. He hopped about like a magpie, prying here and there over the loom, looking at his
         shuttle for all the world like a pie that’s pleased with some bright thing it’s found. I had to take his meals up to the attic,
         for he wouldna waste time leaving off for them. It was a good thing the apples were all done, so he could hop about the loft
         without let or hindrance. ‘Now you must take the bidding letters for the sewing, Prue,’ Mother told me.
      

      
      Can I take one to Jancis, Mother?’

      
      ‘No. We munna spend money paying for a bidding letter to Jancis. But she can come, and welcome.’

      
      ‘I’ll go and tell her. She sews very nice.’

      
      ‘But not so well as you, my dear. Whatsoever’s wrong, thee sews a beautiful straight seam, Prue.’

      
      I ran off, mighty pleased with praise, which came seldom my way. I met Gideon by the lake.

      
      ‘Taking the biddings?’ he said.

      
      ‘Ah.’

      
      ‘Jancis coming?’

      
      ‘Ah.’

      
      ‘Well, when you be there, ask Beguildy to lend us the white oxen for the funeral, oot?’

      
      ‘To lug Father to the church?’

      
      ‘Ah. And when we’ve buried Father, you and me must talk a bit. There’s a deal to think of for the future. All these bidding
         letters, now, you met as well have written ’em and saved a crown.’
      

      
      I wondered what he meant, seeing he knew I couldna write a word, but I knew he’d say in his own time, and not afore, that
         being his way. Nobody would have thought he was but seventeen, he seemed five-and-twenty by the way he spoke, so choppy and
         quick, but ever so quiet.
      

      
      When I got to Plash, Jancis was sitting in the garden, spinning. She said we could borrow the beasts, that were hers by right, being a present from her Granny, though she never
         had the strength to control them in a waggon nor to drive plough with ’em like I had in the years after. But she got a bit
         of pin money by hiring them out for wakes, when Beguildy didna pocket it. They dressed up beautiful with flowers and ribbons
         after they’d been scrubbed.
      

      
      I went in to speak to Beguildy.

      
      ‘Father’s dead, Mister Beguildy’ I said.

      
      ‘So so! What’s that to me, dear soul?’

      
      He was a very strange man, always, was Beguildy.

      
      ‘Tell me what I knew not, child,’ he said.

      
      ‘Did you know, then?’

      
      ‘Ah, I knew thy feyther was gone. Didna he go by me on a blast of air last Sunday evening, crying out, thin and spiteful,
         “You owe me a crown, Beguildy!” Tell me summat fresh, girl – new, strange things. Now if you could say that the leaves be
         all fallen this day of June, and my damsons ripe for market; or that the mere hath dried; or that man lusteth no more to hurt
         his love; or that Jancis looketh no more at her own face in Plash Pool, there would be telling, yes! But for your dad, it
         is nought. I cared not for the man.’
      

      
      And taking up his little hammer, he beat on a row of flints that he had, till the room was all in a charm. Every flint had
         its own voice, and he knew them as a shepherd the sheep, and it was his custom when the talk was not to his mind to beat out
         a chime upon them.
      

      
      ‘I came to see if we could borrow the beasts for our waggon. Jancis said yes.’

      
      ‘You mun pay.’

      
      ‘How much, mister?’

      
      ‘The same as for wakes, a penny a head. So you be taking the biddings? Now who did your mam pay to write ’em?’

      
      ‘Parson wrote ’em for us, and Mother put a crown in the poor-box,’

      
      
      ‘Dear soul! The bitter waste! I’d have wrote ’em very clear and fine for half the money. I can write the tall script and the
         dwarf, round or square, red or black. Parson can only do the sarmon script, and a very poor script it be.’
      

      
      ‘I wish I could write, Mister Beguildy.’
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