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IX  BE THIS HER MEMORIAL

MICE and rats, as it is said, frequent neither churches nor poor men's homes. The story I have to tell you about Nanni the Nanni who was hustled on her way to prayer-meeting by the Bad Man, who saw the phantom mourners bearing away Twm Tybach's coffin, who saw the Spirit Hounds and heard their meanings two days before Isaac Penparc took wing the story I have to tell you contradicts that theory. 
Nanni was religious ; and she was old. No one knew how old she was, for she said that she remembered the birth of each person that gathered in Capel Sion ; she was so old that her age had ceased to concern. 
She lived in the mud-walled, straw- thatched cottage on the steep road which goes up from the Garden of Eden, and ends at the tramping way that takes you into Cardigan town ; if you happen to be travelling that way you may still see the roofless walls which were silent witnesses to Nanni's great sacrifice a sacrifice surely counted unto her for righteousness, though in her search for God she fell down and worshipped at the feet of a god. 
Nanni's income was three shillings and ninepence a week. That sum was allowed her by Abel Shones, the officer for Poor Relief, who each pay-day never forgot to remind the crooked, wrinkled, toothless old woman how much she owed to him and God. 
 If it was not for me, little Nanni," Abel was in the habit of telling her, " you would be in the House of the Poor long ago." 
At that remark Nanni would shiver and tremble. 
" Dear heart," she would say in the third person, for Abel was a mighty man and the holder of a proud office, " I pray for him night and day." 
Nanni spoke the truth, for she did remember Abel in her prayers. But the workhouse held for her none of the terrors it holds for her poverty-stricken sisters. Life was life anywhere, in cottage or in poorhouse, though with this difference : her liberty in the poorhouse would be so curtailed that no more would she be able to listen to the spirit-laden eloquence of the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan. She helped to bring Josiah into the world ; she swaddled him in her own flannel petticoat ; she watched him going to and coming from school ; she knitted for him four pairs of strong stockings to mark his going out into the world as a farm servant; and when the boy, having obeyed the command of the Big Man, was called to minister to the congregation of Capel Sion, even Josiah's mother was not more vain than Old Nanni. Hence Nanni struggled on less than three shillings and ninepence a week, for did she not give a tenth of her income to the treasury of the Capel ? 
Unconsciously she came to regard Josiah as greater than God : God was abstract ; Josiah was real. 
As Josiah played a part in Nanni's life, so did a Seller of Bibles play a minor part in the last few days of her travail. The man came to Nanni's cottage the evening of the day of the rumour that the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan had received a call from a wealthy sister church in Aberystwyth. Broken with grief, Nanni, the first time for many years, bent her stiffened limbs and addressed herself to the living God. 
" Dear little Big Man," she prayed, " let not your son bach religious depart." 
Then she recalled how good God had been to her, how He had permitted her to listen to His son's voice ; and another fear struck her heart. 
" Dear little Big Man," she muttered between her blackened gums, " do you now let me live to hear the boy's farewell words." 
At that moment the Seller of Bibles raised the latch of the door. 
"The Big Man be with this household," he said, placing his pack on Nanni's bed. 
"Sit you down," said Nanni, " and rest yourself, for you must be weary." 
"Man," replied the Seller of Bibles, "is never weary of well-doing." 
Nanny dusted for him a chair. 
" No, no ; indeed now," he said ; " 1 cannot tarry long, woman. Do you not know that I am the Big Man's messenger ? Am I not honoured to take His word into the highways and byways, and has He not sent me here ? ' 
He unstrapped his pack, and showed Nanni a gaudy volume with a clasp of brass, and containing many coloured prints ; the pictures he explained at hazard : here was a tall-hatted John baptising, here a Roman-featured Christ praying in the Garden of Gethsemane, here a frock-coated Moses and the Tablets. 
"A Book," said he, " which ought to be on the table of every Christian home." 
"Truth you speak, little man," remarked Nanni. "What shall I say to you you are asking for it? ' 
"It has a price far above rubies," answered the Seller of Bibles. He turned over the leaves and read : " ' The labourer is worthy of his hire.' Thus is it written. 
I will let you have one copy one copy only at cost price." 
" How good you are, dear me ! ' : exclaimed Nanni. 
" This I can do," said the Seller of Bibles, " because my Master is the Big Man." 
" Speak you now what the cost price"  
" A little sovereign, that is all." 
" Dear, dear ; the Word of the little Big Man for a sovereign ! " 
 " Keep you the Book on your parlour table for a week. Maybe others who are thirsty will see it." 
Then the Seller of Bibles sang a prayer ; and he departed. Before the week was over the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan announced from his pulpit that in the call he had discerned the voice of God bidding him go forth into the vineyard. Nanni went home and prayed to the merciful God : ' Dear little Big Man, spare me to listen to the farewell sermon of your saint." 
Nanni informed the Seller of Bibles that she would buy the Book, and she asked him to take it away with him and have written inside it an inscription to the effect that it was a gift from the least worthy of his flock to the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan, D.D., and she requested him to bring it back to her on the eve of the minister's farewell sermon. 
She then hammered hobnails into the soles of her boots, so as to render them more durable for tramping to such capels as Bryn-Bevan happened to be preaching in. Her absences from home became a byword, occurring as they did in the haymaking season. Her labour was wanted in the fields. It was the property of the community, the community which paid her three shillings and ninepence a week. 
One night Sadrach Danyrefail called at her cottage to commandeer her services for the next day. His crop had been on the ground for a fortnight, and now that there was a prospect of fair weather he was anxious to gather it in. Sadrach was going to say hard things to Nanni, but the appearance of the gleaming-eyed creature that drew back the bolts of the door frightened him and tied his tongue. He was glad that the old woman did not invite him inside, for from within there issued an abominable smell such as might have come from the boiler of the witch who one time lived on the moor. In the morning he saw Nanni trudging towards a distant capel where the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan was delivering a sermon in the evening. She looked less bent and not so shrivelled up as she did the night before. Clearly, sleep had given her fresh vitality. 
Two Sabbaths before the farewell sermon was to be preached Nanni came to Capel Sion with an ugly sore at the side of her mouth ; repulsive matter oozed slowly from it, forming into a head, and then coursing thickly down her chin on to the shoulder of her black cape, where it glistened among the beads. On occasions her lips tightened, and she swished a hand angrily across her face. 
" Old Nanni," folk remarked while discussing her over their dinner-tables, " is getting as dirty as an old sow." 
During the week two more sores appeared ; the next Sabbath Nanni had a strip of calico drawn over her face. 
Early on the eve of the farewell Sabbath the Seller of Bibles arrived with the Book, and Nanni gave him a sovereign in small money. She packed it up reverently, and betook herself to Sadrach Danyrefail to ask him to make the presentation. 
At the end of his sermon the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan made reference to the giver of the Bible, and grieved that she was not in the Capel. He dwelt on her sacrifice. Here was a Book to be treasured, and he could think of no one who would treasure it better than Sadrach Danyrefail, to whom he would hand it in recognition of his work in the School of the Sabbath. 
In the morning the Respected Josiah Bryn-Bevan, making a tour of his congregation, bethought himself of Nanni. The thought came to him on leaving Danyrefail, the distance betwixt which and Nanni's cottage is two fields. He opened the door and called out : 
" Nanni." 
None answered. 
He entered the room. Nanni was on the floor. 
" Nanni, Nanni ! " he said. " Why for you do not reply to me ? Am I not your shepherd ? " 
There was no movement from Nanni. 
Mishtir Bryn-Bevan went on his knees and peered at her. Her hands were clasped tightly together, as though guarding some great treasure. The minister raised himself and prised them apart with the ferrule of his walking-stick. A roasted rat revealed itself. Mishtir Bryn-Bevan stood for several moments spellbound and silent ; and in the stillness the rats crept boldly out of their hiding places and resumed their attack on Nanni's face. The minister, startled and horrified, fled from the house of sacrifice. 


XIV    LAMENTATIONS

THE Big Man despised Evan Rhiw, and said to the Respected Davydd Bern- 
Davydd, who then ruled from Capel Sion : 
" Bern-Davydd, oppress Evan Rhiw.  Go you off up and down the land now and say to the people : ' Lo, you animals in the image of the Big Man, God's blast is on the old male of Rhiw.' : 
Bern-Davydd descended from the top of the moor and did according as he had been commanded ; and his words got to the ears of Evan, who said : " Why must I be confused, dear me, because of that crow without sense, Bern-Davydd ? Call you reasons to me." 
Turning away from the man, the Judge of Sion answered by the mouth of Bertha Daviss (who was the tale-bearer of the district) : " Evan Rhiw, what are your works in Capel Sion ? Did not the Big Man say, ' Bern bach, speak to me the sacrifices of Evan Rhiw for my Terrible Temple.' ' Little Big Man,' I answered, 4 the least of my flock gives more than him.' : Then Bern-Davy dd, by the mouth of Bertha, sang : " Evan Rhiw, swifter is the hand of the Lord than the water which turns Old Daniel's mill. Awful are the fingers that will grasp you by your rib trousers and throw you through the spouting flames into the Fiery Pool." 
Evan did not regard this warning and stiffened his legs, because his substance consisted of fifty acres of land, a horse, three cows, and swine and hens : he was neither perfect nor upright, nor did he fear the men who sat in the high places in Capel Sion ; and he revelled with loose, wild men in the inn which is kept by Mistress Shames. 
Now the day the Big Man chastened him he drank much ale, and, unaware of what he was doing, he sinned against his daughter Matilda. In the morning he perceived what he had done, and was fearful lest his wife Hannah should revile him and speak aloud his wickedness. So, having laid a cunning snare for her, and finding that the woman did not know any- thing, he spoke to her harshly and with- out cause. This is what he said : "Filthier you are than a cow." 
" Evan, indeed to goodness," Hannah replied, " iobish you talk. Sober dear, do I not work to the bone ? ' : With a knife she scraped through the refuse on her arm and displayed to him the thinness to which she referred. Then in her anger she spoke : " Slack you are, Evan Rhiw. 
Your little land you drink in the tavern of Mistress Shames. Are not the people mouthing your foolish ways on the tramping road and in Shop Rhys ? " 
Matilda entered the kitchen, and threw these words at him : " Dull and whorish you are, son of the Bad Spirit. Serious me, clean your smelly flesh in the pond." 
Hannah interpreted the meaning of Matilda's words, and she reproached him bitterly. 
But Evan answered none of the women. He went to the inn, and in his muddle he sorrowed : " Five over twenty years have I been wedded. When I took Hannah the servant of Bensha to my bed, rich was I. Did I not have six pairs of drawers, and six pairs of stockings, and six pairs of shirts of white linen ? And three pairs of rib trousers ? There's rib, people bach. Ninepence over half a crown a yard it cost in the Shop of the Bridge in Castellybryn. 
Not a shirt of linen do I possess this day. Wasteful has Hannah been with mine. Sad is my lot. Disorderly is the female, and Matilda says this and that about me to my discredit." 
He brayed his woe also in the narrow Roman road which takes you past the Schoolhouse and in the path that cuts over Gorse Penparc into the field wherein stands Rhiw. At an early hour in the morning Matilda said to her mother : " Mam now, the cows fach are lowing to be milked," and receiving no answer she looked into Hannah's face and examined her body, and she saw that the woman was cold dead, whereupon she went out and into the stable, in the loft of which Evan slept, and cried up to him : " Father bach, do you stir yourself. Old mam has gone to wear a White Shirt." 
While Sara Ann was clothing herself in mournful raiment Evan put on his clogs  and went to the house of Lias the Carpenter, and to Lias he said : " The nice man, for why you don't know there is a desolate place in my heart this one minute ? Come you with your little rule that shows the inches and measure the body of old Hannah for a coffin." 
The second day that Hannah rested in the burial-ground of Capel Sion, Evan rubbe his face and hands with small gravel in the little water which runs at the foot of the close of Rhiw, and he drew a comb through his thinnish beard, and he walked to the house of Bern- Davydd. 
 Respected and religious preacher," he said, " full of repentance am I, son of the little White Jesus." 
" Happy you make me, Evan Rhiw," answered Bern-Davy dd. " Grand will the angels sing, man, in the White Palace, when you take the communion. The wine, Evan, is it not the blood and the bread the flesh of the Big Man ? " 
" Discreet and wise ruler, let me make him a nice little offering." 
" Religious proper, you are, Evan. Not to me, man, not to Mistress Bern-Davydd you make your sacrifices, but to the Big Man. I keep your gift in trust for Him. What shall I say is the name of the sacrifice, Evan bach ? " 
" This day the wench Sara Ann is churning, and is she not bringing him a pound of little butter ? " 
" Evan Rhiw, there is no sound of such a sacrifice in the Bible." 
" And a tin pitcher full of buttermilk." 
" Did Abram offer the three Strangers buttermilk, Evan ? " 
" And a big cabbage with a white heart." 
" The Children of Israel, Evan bach, ate flesh." 
" And a full wheelbarrow of potatoes." 
" Tarry you awhile," said Bern-Davydd, 
" and I will commune with the Big Man." 
Presently he made utterance : 
" This is what the Great One of Capel Sion says :  1 will abate my oppression of Evan Rhiw if he makes a sacrifice of a pig.' ' 
Evan brought the pig ; and he was admitted into Sion, and for two years he sinned not, and there was much pious joy in his way, and he prospered exceedingly. People said one to another : 
" Behold now, this man Evan is among the wisest in the Capel. And there's rich he is." More- over he had given over feasting on the Devil's brew with loose, wild men, and his lips constantly moved in silent prayer, and he had respect for those who sat in the high places. 
But as the man's possessions multiplied, his daughter Matilda got dull and became a cumbersome thing on him : and he charged the Big Man foolishly before the congregation of the Seiet. 
" Why, God bach," he said, " is your foot so heavy on me ? Am I not religious ? Ask you the Respected Davydd Bern-Davydd. Matilda is strange and amazed in her eyes, and she is set on mischief, and why brawls she loudly about me ? Ach, indeed ! Bad is this for your male son."
For this God cursed his belongings : two horses sickened and perished, great rain fell upon his hay, which was ripe to be stacked ; a cow destroyed her calf. The congregation was sore and murmured against him : 
" Pity now that our hay is rotting because of the bad sin of Evan Rhiw." A body of them wailed to Bern-Davydd. 
" Speech him to the Great Harvester about this man Evan Rhiw," they said. 
" Children bach," said Bern-Davydd, " run you about and about, and I will go to the top of the old moor and sing this lamentation to Him : ' Now then, why for you see our costly hay ruined ? Is it a light thing that our precious animals starve throughout the hard days ? ' " 
They looked at one another and marvelled at the familiarity between Bern-Davydd and the Big Man. " Sure," they said, " he is as important as God." 
The third day the Judge of Sion commanded his flock to him, and he said to them : 
" Boys, boys, glad was the Big Man that I spoke to Him. Do you know what He said ? ' Large thanks, Bern bach. Religious are you to remind me of the sin of Evan Rhiw. The man has a clean heart, and an adder in his house.' ' Big Man, don't you vex me,' I said. Whisper you me the name of the adder.' The Big Man said, ' Maltida. Evan may sin again, grievously, but I will restore him to Capel Sion, and I will bless him abundantly, for his freewill offerings to my Temple are generous.' Little boys, He went back to Heaven in a cloud, and the cloud was no bigger than the flat of this old hand." 
The night of the Hiring Fair Evan drank in the inn, and the ale made him drunk, and he cried a ribald song ; the men with whom he drank mocked him, and they carried him into the stable and laid him in a manger, and covered him with hay ; and in the stall they put a horse, thinking the animal would eat Evan's hair and beard. But the Big Man watched over Evan, and the horse did not eat his beard. 
"What shall we do," said the light men, " to humble him before the congregation ? " 
One said : " Let us strip the skin from the horse that perished, which is buried in the narrow field, and we will throw it over his head." 
Thus they did, and Evan went home with the skin of the horse covering the back of him like a mantle. 
His daughter Maltida saw him and was disturbed, and she kept out of his way until he slept. Then she issued forth from her hiding place, and said to herself : 
" Jesus bach, if the sons of men wear the habit of horses the daughters of God must go naked." 
She cast from her body her clothes, and went down the Roman road and into the village. The people closed their doors on her, and for four days she wandered thereabouts nakedly. The men of the neighbourhood laid rabbit traps on the floor of the fields, and one trap caught the foot of Maltida, and she was delivered into Evan's hands. Having clothed her, he took a long rope, the length and thickness that is used to keep a load of hay intact, and one end of the rope he fastened round her right wrist and one end round the left wrist. In this wise he drove her before him, in the manner in which a colt is driven, to the madhouse of the three shires, which is in the town of Carmarthen, and the distance from Manteg to Carmarthen is twenty-four miles. 
After that Evan did not sin any more ; his belongings increased, and he had ten milching cows and five horses, and he hired a manservant and a maidservant, and he rented twenty-five acres of land over and beyond the land that was his, and his house remained religious as long as he lived.
1

