














I myself, walking from Langford station in the moonlight one winter's
night, was passed by a black carriage drawn by four black horses. I got
on to the grass at the side to let it pass, as I had seen It coming, but heard
nothing, and it did not occur to me to think it strange until afterwards,
when I heard rumours of the same thing happening.

During the war, May Morris and Lobb used to let the grasses and
flowers grow tall in Astola's field and then they both cut it with scythes
(I had to be careful to keep to the path!) There was a dip in the ground
which filled with water, and I remember a ginger cat crouching on the
bank and scooping out fish with het paw. Douglas Eavis told me he has
now filled in the hollow, which 1 thought was a pity, as with forget­
menots and marigolds growing on its banks it was lovely. I looked at it
from my bedroom window, and ovet at the heavy elms, and waited for
hours ro hear the nightingales sing-and thought of William Morris
looking at them years ago, from the Manor windows.

The fence round the cottage front garden was made of large square
'gravestones' and we had to put up a wire protection to prevent Astola
from eating the yew hedge.

One Christmas, late at night, on her way back from the station, my
Aunt fell off her bicycle and broke her leg. Luckily, it happened before
she had turned the corner to go along the lonely toad, or she might have
been there all night. She was taken to Fairford Hospital and afterwards
to the Radcliffe Hospital in Oxford, and then went to stay with Mrs
Faulkner in Kelmscot, who pushed her to school in a wheel-chair until
she could walk.

Some time after that, she retired, but often went back to Kelmscot, and
kept in touch with her friends, May Morris and M.F. She died in 1935
and May sent a wreath made by herself (of small red and white 'pom­
pom' dahlias from her garden). She told me she had just attended a
funeral (her sister's?) and felt she couldn't face another so soon. She
herselfdied in 1937 and was buried in rhe village churchyard next to her
famous parents, under plain grey stones. (Her sister, Jenny, I rarely
saw-she suffered from fits, and hardly ever came to Kelmscott, and
then with an attendant.)

Miss Lobb survived May by two years, but benefited to quite an extent
by her will. Apart from gifts, I understood she was left £12,000. She left
the village and presumably returned to Cornwall, from whence she
came.
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