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Author’s Note
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The Boatwright is the prequel to The Weaver & The Loom.

I wrote The Boatwright to tell the story of how Jonah and Jason’s relationship began; it is set approximately five years before the beginning of the main story. The beginning of their relationship is alluded to in the main story and many of you requested that those events were described fully. I’m happy to put those words down on paper here.

The Weaver & The Loom is a gay romantic story which charts the life and love of Jonah, the weaver and Jason, the boatwright. Jonah is older than Jason by eighteen years. The story is about love, the sacrifice that it demands and the gifts that it bestows.

Alp Mortal
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Chapter One

[image: ]


"Is that Jason returned from Aubade?"

Henrietta stepped over to the window to peer over Jonah's shoulder. The young man was stepping down from the stage, sporting new clothes and chief amongst them, a waistcoat, which would not have looked out of place in the Palace. Here, it screamed like a vixen of a capricious moment and the abandonment of reason. If not reason, then certainly economy; such a thing could not be had for less than twenty florries.

"It is ... it was his eighteenth birthday and he signed his papers ... Cruse has stood as his witness."

"He has a fine future ahead of him ..."

"Susan said that she wanted to speak to you ..."

"I'll step over in a moment ..."

Henrietta turned to leave the room.

"... I'm surprised he hasn't asked Susan to marry him."

"I think his affections lie elsewhere, Jonah."

Henrietta left to put food on the table for Cruse, sporting a gay little smile which lit up her face.

Jonah left Henrietta's shop and turned to head across the green to the Blacksmith's house where the Blacksmith's daughter, Susan, lived. The English rose had stolen every heart save one.

Midway between the shop and the forge, Jonah met Jason who was coming back from delivering his indentures to the Magistrate.

“Good morning, Weaver Jonah.”

The young man looked directly into Jonah's eyes, and to Jonah it felt as if the young man was testing himself in some way. The eyes were clear and bright; the lips were poised to respond with some inane comment about the weather; yet it seemed as if there was something which the young man was struggling with, which Jonah put down to the fact that they had never shared more than two words as a rule.

“Please call me Jonah. Where did you get that waistcoat?”

Jason briefly looked down at the peacock feather patterned garment and smiled, perhaps in remembrance of the capriciousness and the quickening of the heartbeat which it had caused as the sum had been handed over.

“Aubade. I went to sign my papers and to start my formal training ... Marchers will take me on, now that I am eighteen.”

“Congratulations. It is a worthy trade; you look made for the job.”

Jonah suddenly felt embarrassed by his comment. Would the youth think that he had watched him, stripped to the waist, as he'd helped Cruse with the hedgerows perhaps?

“I love wood. It sings to me,” Jason replied unabashed and a different light entered his eyes.

“I love the loom for the same reason ... I know who I am when I am sitting at the frame ..."

“I’ll come to you then, when this is worn out,” Jason returned, picking up the edge of the new waistcoat, looking down and stealing a glance from beneath his eyebrows. The smile eclipsed the noon sun.

“For a third of the price!” And Jonah’s smile put the light back into the sun.

"I must call on Cruse to give him the money for the signing ... good day ... Jonah."

"Good day, Jason ..."

Jonah stepped lightly to the forge and found Susan pegging out the washing. The girl was nineteen and the only daughter of the Blacksmith, also the woman of the household since her mother had passed on.

"Susan ..."

"Jonah!"

They embraced and Susan immediately dove into her apron pocket to bring forth a letter.

"Read it!" Susan demanded enthusiastically.

Jonah took the envelope from her hand and extracted the single sheet of paper upon which the seal of the Bishopric was emblazoned.

"Hoy, Susan! This is indeed great news!"

"It will mean moving away and Papa will struggle."

"He'll be just fine ... are you sure of the young man's prospects?"

"He has the living at Tressmarsh."

"Has he!"

"Am I being rash, Jonah? Samuel and I have known each other but for the shortest time ..."

"You're a sensible girl, Susan, have no fear."

"Will you weave the fabric for my gown?"

"Gladly! And it will be my gift to you."

Had Jason spurned her advances? It seemed to Jonah that the choice of the new pastor of Tressmarsh was second choice because as things stood, Jason was, without question, the most eligible bachelor in the county. The union of boats and forge would have made for a fine match.

As he strode back to the cottage, Jonah had to admit to a strange combination of feelings; the deepest joy he'd ever felt if the reason why Jason had turned her down was because Jason was like himself; nervous dread at the thought that if Jason had turned her down then it left a path open which he, Jonah, might dare to tread. He admonished himself for even thinking it.

“I am old enough to be his father!”

But the young man was potent; a raw life force, a young oak pumping sap. Why then had it only been within the last few months that the young man's presence had so colourfully and painfully made its impression?

An hour chopping wood for the cottage fire shrank the throbbing pain in his loins but not the throbbing at his temples. Sluicing cold water over his head only sought to boil, rather than quieten, the thoughts which babbled like a brook through his mind.

Latterly, Jason had been helping Cruse with the hedges which bordered the lane. Not a few times had he strode down to deliver a pitcher of lemonade in the hope that Jason would be shirtless. It had been a test; the tightening of the cilice to drive the demons from his flesh. In those fevered hours after each visit, he had sat at the loom and had worked slavishly to banish the thoughts which jousted with his conscience. Only once he was aching and chilled from sitting with no fire, did he allow himself the luxury of the images which sought to unravel his picks.

Jason was a young man in his prime; the very essence of manhood. So strong was it that Jonah could taste it on his tongue. The young man's scent of cedar and soap filled his nostrils and wove such tortuous and tormented patterns in his mind that he was sure he would go mad.

Sipping tea after his hour at the chopping block was how Solomon found him; come to collect the fallen apples which had rolled into the yard.

"Jonah!"

Jonah left the table and wandered outside to greet Solomon and bandy a few words.

"Solomon! Your mother surely did not allow you to walk through the village on a Sunday with no shirt!"

"I left it hanging in the tree by the gate ... if I get it dirty she will tan my hide!"

"How's your eye?"

"The pain is less ... the Squire will not take me back and he is quibbling over the compensation."

"The fault was proved to be his; the Magistrate handed down the judgement not a month ago ..."

"He promises me a pension but the words twist worse than the Surgeon's knife in my eye."

"Come in and have something to drink ..."

Solomon had been the Gamekeeper on the Squire's estate since the lad had been able to load a gun. The words had never been used to describe the boy but he was a little slow in his learning and preferred the company of the pheasant chicks to the other boys who had poked fun at him since Nursery School. Jonah eyed him kindly and even though the boy was now a man, thoughts and feelings hadn't much changed. Solomon was embarrassed at stepping into the cottage shirtless. Jonah busied himself with the tea paraphernalia and left Solomon to decide for himself whether he stood or sat; choices were especially difficult for the lad.

"What are you weaving, Jonah?"

Solomon had called him Jonah since he could talk.

"I'm testing the weight of the thread for Susan's wedding gown. She has accepted the hand of the new pastor at Tressmarsh and is to be married in the Cathedral by the Bishop himself."

Solomon murmured something and Jonah assumed it was the venting of a prayer for the soul of a dead hope.

When Jonah turned to place the tea in Solomon's hand, he found that the young man had been staring at him.

"What is it, Solomon?"

"Jason is back from Aubade ..."

"Yes; he starts his training now ... the yard will soon have a new master."

"I like Jason ..."

"Now that Jason is employed, Cruse will need a hand ... apply to him."

"Will you speak to him for me?"

"I will see him later at the Council meeting; speak to Jason too, he'll need someone at the yard ..."

Solomon gulped his tea, choking on it, bending over double. Jonah stepped forward to administer the well-timed slap and saw the fresh welts which covered the young man's back.

"Solomon ... who-did-this?"

Jonah knew Solomon would not lie but, as usual, the lad clenched his jaw and refused to answer. It mattered not; it didn't take a sharp mind to see that the welts had been caused by a buckle and no one save the Squire owned the cruelty to use it.

Hunched over, Solomon looked up and into Jonah's eyes, pleading for his silence; no good ever came of challenging the Squire and his authority.

"Sip the tea," Jonah commanded gently, reaching for the pot of balm on the shelf which he made himself to massage into his hands when they cried out in pain after a day at the loom. He spread the soothing unguent over the young man's back, avoiding the broken skin as much as he could, feeling the prick of the tears at the backs of his eyes. Absent-mindedly, he allowed his hands to rest on Solomon's shoulders, unaware that he was gently kneading the muscles.

"Jonah ..."

The sound of his name was like a cloud of golden chaff sent up by the flail; a thousand dry husks, each carrying a perfect copy of the image of Drake's face as he'd lain on the mortuary slab, peaceful at last.

"Jonah ... are you well?"

He shook himself and busied his hands by re-tying the ribbon at the nape of Solomon's neck which held the golden strands. So thick was his hair that it resembled a hayrick.

"I will see Cruse this evening ... go and see Jason and ask him about work ... he'll want to move that timber now ..."

Solomon rose from the chair and turned. Silently
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