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Jim Crace at the top of his game! Allegory, moral fable - a label doesn't really matter. We are taken into the
English countryside, to a village with no name - just The Village - at a time which could be any time from
the 15th to the 19th century. Extraordinary writing, a prose that over and over touches poetry, wonderful and
evocative details, take us to this village and its story told over seven days by Walter Thirsk. A traditional
end-of-harvest celebration and a centuries-old way of life, is tragically and brutally overturned. Outside
forces of power and greed arrive and with them the culture of "Profit,Progress,Enterprise". Enclosures will
soon end what had been a collective style of farming: common land will be stolen from the common people;
forests will be cleared and everything will
be fenced and hedged and "the sheaf" give "way to sheep". "Harvest" is about loss, displacement,
dispossession. What it deals with may be set in a past we can't pin down exactly, but such inhuman practices
that accompanied the forced enclosing of land, the destruction of ordinary people's lives and
the further enrichment of already rich men, are so evident today across the world, that "Harvest" speaks as
much of today as it does of the past.
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From Reader Review Harvest for online ebook

Carla says

O dia chegou ao fim e a luz foi apagada. Avanço a custo pela noite final sem ninguém para entrelaçar a sua
mão molhada na minha. E sem ninguém para me tirar o chapéu, como a nossa tradição manda que se faça,
quando, por causa do folhelho e da humidade, não consigo evitar um espirro, uma bênção não intencional
ao campo. Mas mentiria se dissesse que me sinto tão escuro e tão sombrio como as nuvens. Acho que estou
entusiasmado, de certa forma estranha. O campo está lavrado. A semente espalhada. O tempo está a
recordar-me que, chova ou faça sol, a terra se mantém, a terra persiste, o solo perseverará para sempre e
mais um dia. O seu cheiro é pungente e forte. Isto é a felicidade.

Wolf says

This book seemed right up my street. I enjoy historical fiction and here the story of a village facing sudden
new threats - enclosure of the land, which threatens their whole way of life, the arrival of strangers, both
poor and powerless and wealthy and powerful, and the whisper of witchery - sounds extremely promising.
The writing is, at its best, plain, poetic and beautiful. It should have been great.

It actually starts very well - the writing is at its best here. It is easy to read. The historical world, the time
period never clearly specified, is drawn in swift deft strokes. The life of the village seems real and concrete,
from the banter of the harvesters to the harvest festivities that follow. Sadly, this is not kept up and flaws that
are present right from the start become more obvious and troubling as the story progresses.

Part of the problem is the narrator and his voice. Walter Thirsk is an incomer to the village, who arrived with
the new lord of the manor, Master Kent, but became a villager when he married a local. The idea is that this
allows the author to play with concepts of belonging, of what being a villager means and of loyalties. It
doesn't quite work because Walter Thirsk never fully emerges as a person. He had been Master Kent's 'man'
apparently but roles or functions he performed for him are unclear. It gives the impression that this was never
worked out and so an important part of Thirsk's life is undeveloped.

Also, Thirsk somehow manages to be absent during many of the most important events that take place. We
get his secondhand account of events told to him by others for no obvious gain. These secondary characters
never really take on any life of their own. None of them ever gain any depth or solidity.

More grating, for me, is the way that Crace constantly works in rural and agricultural similes, metaphors and
conceits into Thirsk's way of talking. Of course people do use the things they are familiar with to express
themselves, but the extent to which Thirsk refers to himself and fellow villagers in terms that recall the earth,
the land, seeds germinating and animals grazing means that it begins to be a very obvious stylistic tick. The
more he does it, the more it grates. English students might discuss at length the use of these symbols in
essays but they just appear too heavy handed in their use for me.

Perhaps because of these problems, I found myself not fully engaging with the story. As a result, other issues
begin to raise their head. The time period when this is set is kept deliberately vague. That, I suspect, is part of
Crace's point. The way of life destroyed by enclosure was one that had endured for centuries. To some
extent, it is a story that could be set at any point between and during the thirteenth and the seventeeth



centuries. Early on we might well suspect the setting is in the medieval period. It comes as something of a
shock when three quarters of the way through we discover references to puritans and pipe smoking and
realise that this must be set in the seventeenth century. But this vagueness is a problem. Life was not utterly
unchanging - even in rural England - during this period. Did the religious upheavals have no effect on life at
all, even if they do lack any formal church? When vagabonds come to their village (escaping enclosure
elsewhere) why does not the lord of the manor appear to be aware that vagrants should be put in the stocks
for no other reason than being vagabonds? Why does no-one have a firearm if the setting is so late? The
more we think about it, the less sense it makes.

There are some major plot problems too. I have no wish to spoil the book for those reading but when
accusations of witchcraft are made the finger is finally pointed at a character who, one might think, would
not be a scapegoat those in power would be so happy to see done away with. This is, of course, to ignore the
problem that the reaction to such accusations appears to owe more to watching the film 'Witchfinder General'
than the reality of how such allegations tended to be dealt with in England, where a ducking was more likely
than a burning.

The ending makes little sense. It is as if even the author has lost interest in plausibly resolving the plot
threads and simply wraps things up as quickly as possible.

A quote on the cover calls the writing 'hallucinatory'. That is a very apt description; 'dream-like' might also
describe it. It is at times astonishing, clear and beautiful; it is also insubstantial, a gossamer thin artful
confection that falls apart as you look at it.

I am sorry that it really did not work for me. Obviously, others have enjoyed this book much more than I did
and I am in a minority of reviewers here. It may be that it will be more successful for you than. Personally,
however, I cannot recommend this book.

Kinga says

“What starts with fire will end with fire, I’ve heard it said.”
And so starts and ends ‘Harvest’, Jim Crace’s latest novel (and supposedly his last, as he will be retiring
from writing). The fire in ‘Harvest’ is not the kind that has sky reaching blazing flames. It reminded me more
of dying embers, gently fizzling out.

During our book club discussion it became apparent that the book touches on a multitude of themes and
subjects but it all seemed rather understated. It was as if Crace took on to paint this great epic scene but then
delivered only a rough shadowy sketch rather claustrophobic in nature.
It’s a story of a small village which comes apart with a surprising speed following a chain of events initiated
by the arrival of three strangers. The time and place of action are not spelled out but it could be a 15th or
16th century England. In the end, it doesn’t really matter because the story is more of a timeless allegory
about change and modern ways. Its main character is that wretched community which finds out that, despite
decades of history, its foundations are precarious.

Much like Barry Unsworth, Jim Crace is not much into drawing individual portraits of his characters, instead
offering us a generic ‘peasant’ and a generic ‘landowner’. Only the narrator, Walter, has something
resembling a personality and he suffers an internal squibble when he tries to figure out where he should place
his loyalties (to say it was an internal battle would be an overstatement).



Even though I wouldn’t describe this book epic or ‘tour de force’, it has its undeniable charm. The language
is beautiful; you can smell the soil and hear the trees; and it does make you lament the fact that things just
won’t stay the same, the change will always come and destroy the old ways no matter how much you cry.
And eventually the new will become the old and in due course will be lamented when something even newer
comes along. I suppose it’s human nature to always oppose change. If you don’t believe me, just go to
facebook and see how each time they introduce something new, half of the people scream ‘Bring the old
facebook back’, as if completely unaware that the ‘old facebook’ they’re defending now is exactly that
facebook they were opposing the last time. Ah, humans, creatures of habit, you’re so cute.

Jill says

Jim Crace’s HARVEST reads like a simple moral fable of a tiny and remote medieval English village,
destroyed externally and internally by the conversion of farms into sheep pastures, but wait! There is far
more to it than meets the eye.

Mr. Crace is particularly interested in pairings: everything comes in twos, right from the opening pages..
Two signals of smoke rise up: one signaling the arrival of new neighbors who are announcing their right to
stay…the second, a blaze that indicates the master Kent’s dovecote is gone and his doves taken.

Both subplots radiate from these two twinned smoke signals. The stories, narrated by Walter – the
manservant of Kent who was paired with him from the start by sharing the same milk – is both an insider and
an outsider (yet another pairing). He is not of the village although he has become part of it.

Yet the kind Kent is soon paired with someone else: his pragmatic and heartless cousin, who has come to
declare his right to the farm. He has plans for the peaceful agrarian village: *’’’this village, far from
everywhere, which has always been a place for horn, corn and trotter and little else, is destined to become a
provisioner of wool.” The cousin arrives at a particularly fortuitous time: despite evidence to the contrary,
the town has wrongly blamed and pillored the outsiders, an older and younger man, and has placed them in
gruesome confinement. The woman who was with them has had her head shorn – much like the sheep to
come – and is now in hiding, ready for revenge.

Mr. Crace writes like a dream. His prose is rich and rhapsodic. One example: “The glinting spider’s thread
will turn in a little while to glinting frost. It’s time for you to fill your pieces with fruit, because quite soon
the winds will strip the livings from the trees and the thunder through the orchards to give the plums and
apples there a rough and ready pruning, and you will have to wait indoors throughout the season of suspense
while the weather roars and bends inside. “ Pure poetry.

And he pairs THAT – the beauty of his prose – with some substantial themes that resonate for today’s times
our close-minded distrust and demonization of outsiders. Our disregard for the true “tillers of the land” in the
pursuit of the almighty profit motivation. Our fall from innocence into mistrust and exile. A munificent
harvest that reaps nothing but dollars.

“The plowing’s done. The seed is spread. The weather is reminding me that rain or shine, the earth abides,
the land endures, the soil will persevere forever and a day. Its seed is pungent and high-seasoned. This is
happiness,” Walter reflects. Magnificently evoked, unsettling, and at times painful to read as the village life
implodes, HARVEST is yet another testimony to Mr. Crace’s vast talents. For me, it is an undeniable 5-star



novel.

·Karen· says

Brilliant

A tale with the cold horrific inevitability of a tsunami bearing down on tiny human figures whose ineffectual
scrabblings move at the slow pace of nightmare.

Timeless, mythical drama. An Olympian god, in a mood of resentful restlessness, drops havoc down into an
English village in the form of three strangers. What ensues is the collapse of everything that held that village
together, a dissolving of morals, customs, homes and families on a monumental scale. Breathtaking.

Lou says

A story set in bygone days of a English village, the characters in this story go through hard times some
involving that of arson and death.
The story is told with some great prose with metaphors and careful sentencing. I felt a great sense of place
and time in this story which is slow paced and successfully kept me reading on . A memorable story to be
consumed in a few readings.

"As I've said, we are not a hurtful people. We are, though, fearful, proud and dutiful. We
do what must be done."

"But, as I've said, these fields are far from anywhere, two days by post horse, three days
by chariot, before you find a market square; we have no magistrate or constable; and
Master Kent, our landowner, is just. And he is timid when it comes to laws and
punishments."

"..they took the castling lane beside the manor house and strode with devilry in their
steps-the kind that can flourish only on a day when there's no other work to do-toward
the one remaining twist of smoke."

"Secrets are like pregnancies hereabouts. You can hide them for a while but then they
will start screaming."

"I am holding my breath, not to he discovered. How silent it has become, beyond the
pelting rain. I fear there's no one living anywhere. The night is ponderous. No owl or fox
is keen to interrupt the darkness. It seems that even the trees have stopped their
stretching and their creaking, their making wishes in the wind, to hold their breaths and
stare like me toward the pillory."



"A mighty storm of reckoning was on its way, if there was any justice in the world. The
air was cracking with the retribution and damnations that, in my hearts of hearts, I knew
that some of us deserved. I prayed that this was just a dream and that soon the couldn't-
care-less clamour of the sunrise birds would rouse me to another day, a better day, a
bloodless one, one in which, despite my hand, I'd do my common duty and drag up a log
or stone to make that short man tall. I prayed that time would turn back on its heels and
surprise us with a sudden billowing of breath beneath the baling cloth."

Review also @ http://more2read.com/review/harvest-by-jim-crace/

Antonomasia says

[4.5] Full of gorgeous writing about the landscape and a semi-mythical past. The entire book takes place in
one week at harvest-time, so this and the next month or so is the perfect season to read it. (Rather a lot of
Booker books, from this and earlier years, are set in the summer, I've noticed.)

What sky is blue is more thinly so this afternoon. The woodland canopies, viewed from this sloping field, are
sere or just a little pinched with rust, the first signs of the approaching slumber of the trees. Come maids and
sons of summer, get ready for the winter ice. The air is nipping at your cheek, the cold is tugging at your
wrist. The glinting spider's thread will turn in a little while to glinting frost. It's time for you to fill your pies
with fruit, because quite soon the winds will strip the livings from the trees... and you will have to wait
indoors through the season of suspense while weather roars and bends outside.

Harvest is set in a remote village, leniently ruled and where the spiritual attachment to the land is far greater
than that to an imported monotheistic god. The costumes, the technology and political preoccupations are
those of early-modern England, but this is also an allegorical land outside time. The country is never named
and details appear from other ages such as a chariot as a likely mode of transport, the apparent absence of
printing, and later-dated details as mentioned here by Philip Hensher (who seems to misunderstand the
timelessness but does at least appreciate the book). Fantastical ones too: alongside wolves and bears, another
local predator not seen just lately is a 'dragoncat'. Harvest's original world bears much resemblance to my
daydreams of retreat into the past, many technologies de-invented, working on the land and eating what is
grown. (In practice, this is indulged mostly by watching Tales from the Green Valley, going barefoot on
lawns, doing a lot of cooking and perhaps listening to the Levellers).

Harvest, though, is not so much about an idyll as its ruin. The dread which permeates the book, along with
its almost-abstract setting, are very much like Coetzee's Waiting for the Barbarians (whose forces are also
too strong to fight). The wonderful description and scattering of archaic and rural words are always present
but it is not a happy book. Authoritarianism arrives in the form of a gentleman who has inherited lordship of
the village, bringing enclosures for sheep farming and the attendant deracinating of humanity, and other
brutal characteristics of the Tudor era.

Like another 2013 Booker-longlister, Unexploded, more so, in fact, this is a historical novel which comments
on the present as well as the past. Both Crace and MacLeod highlight increasingly authoritarian and intrusive
aspects of society: the latter the acceptance of giving up liberty for a little temporary safety; the former, here,
its foundation in economic gain and the wish to have power over aspects of life that were previously, at least
for a while, benignly neglected by government or not considered its business.



This is such wonderful writing. At least as far as I'm concerned, Crace has always been under the radar - for
as long as I can remember I'd struggled not to conflate him with Jim Dodge, and he was a name only seen on
the shelves of libraries and bookshops, not in recommendations or lists of best contemporary novels. His
words are much lovelier and preoccupations, at least here, more understandable to me than more
ostentatiously lauded authors like Ian McEwan and it's a shame nothing had spurred me to read him before.
(I also like that, having been to a technical college and living in Birmingham, he is not quite typical of the
British literary set.) Before I read this book, I'd thought Crace was a fuddy-duddy choice to back as Booker
winner, but Harvest itself is fully deserving (not just an excuse for a "lifetime achievement" win) ... though
books I like this much rarely win.

Gumble's Yard says

The story has a symbolic setting: a peasant village in deep country evocative of 15th-16th Century England.
The events of the work take place over one week which includes the harvest festival.

Incredibly evocative book – the writing drips with the atmosphere of Harvest, of the rhythm of seasons and
the timelessness of the villagers’ life, of the land and nature as an unceasing master. Key themes are: clearly
the Enclosure and the abrupt change it engendered in an almost ageless bucolic lifestyle; creation and the fall
– with ideas of labour, banishment, boundary stones, seven days, punishment visited on the innocent;
belonging/kinship and exclusion.

Annet says

I read one book of Jim Crace, the Pesthouse, a gloomy but intriguing book. This one, Harvest, I had on my
wishlist when I read the outline of the story. Decided to buy the hardcover even, after waiting for some time
for the paperback in Europe.
A weird, absurdistic story, there are similarities to the Pesthouse. Yes, you can read it as an allegory or fable
and make a comparison to current society and how people can turn into their worst behaviour.... you can also
read it as just the story of a village turning from a quiet rural place into a place of turmoil, because of the
arrival of three strangers and a new 'master' who has different plans with the village than their origins. Then
things start going downhill...Beautiful writing and a book that you can and should read slow, page by page,
taking it all in. I liked this praise: Terrible, lyrical, beauty.....' (Spectator)

Jake Goretzki says

All stylistically very well executed as a picture of a moment in history – date unspecific. It brings the
‘enclosures’ movement in UK history to life, but I'm not sure what it tells me today. It's like looking at a Jean
Francois Millet painting in 2013: evocative, rustic, but now what?

And I really struggled to buy into many of the novel's propositions.

First of all, the protagonist and narrator: a curious choice. He's got village rap down to a tee, I'll give him
that. Walter is not a local and he's only been there for 12 years, yet he’s our rustic poet and our guide. He
isn't, we are told, 'one of us'. Yet he's forever talking about the 'we' and the 'us' (lines like 'The soil is our



bread' – at which I wanted to barge in with a pitchfork and yell 'No, mate: you be from Lunnen'). For me this
took a lot of the force away from what he was saying and diminished the credibility of that voice. I kept
thinking of fox hunting enthusiasts who’ve moved to Berkshire from West London, telling me I don’t
understand ‘our country ways’.

I also didn't really know where to place Walter: on the one hand he's a sort of thoughtful outsider (a halfway
house between the romantic Mr Quill and the yokel); on the other he's a total klutz. What was he doing, for
instance, climbing up to the uppermost room of the manor looking for 'the Beldams'? Or searching out their
company, the day after one of them has just been released from torture at his neighbours’ hands?

I also struggled with the way 'Mistress Beldam' became this established, portentous presence in the novel,
even though we'd only once fleetingly seen her gobbing on a horse. The elevation of the character didn't
really stack up for me and felt quite hammy - like calling the postman 'The Gentleman in Vestments of Night
Blue'. I’m not even sure a character like ours would call her 'Mistress Beldam' either - he'd call her 'the shorn
woman'. I guess it’s because he had the hots for her (which is also odd, considering she’d just been beaten
and shorn).

The weakness of the fixed first person narrator was also an issue for me: other characters didn't really come
to life. The ‘Master’ – though a kind of nursery brother of Walter's - is just some bloke in a hat. And despite
getting to sympathise with the surveyor, Walter persists in calling him 'Mr Quill’ - which I just didn't find
convincing.

I also struggled to believe in some key turns of the plot. Why would the new guvnor and his retinue clear out,
just after a massive village conflagration and a change of power? Wouldn't you want to stick around, just in
case someone torched your house? And would villagers really head down to a cesspit on the other side of the
settlement to do their number twos (what of chamber pots and lobbing it out of the window)? Would a witch
hunt really break out like that? And would the villagers really be so refreshingly uninterested in religion? I
found it all rather hard to place for this: the only date marker is the sheep enclosure, but apart from that I
couldn’t tell if it was 1400 or 1800.

So, a lyrical miniature of a moment in history, but it didn't really go anywhere or reveal anything much for
me. If you're looking for a rustic novel that absolutely does deliver - and does history with remarkable skill –
look ye no further than yon Adam Thorpe's recently reissued 'Ulverton', which really is dynamite.

Robert Wechsler says

Jim Crace goes out in his “last” novel showing that he is the great master of rhythm in English prose. Just
reading the novel for this is enough to make it a great reading experience. Add to that the protagonist’s
singular (and calmly repulsive) first-person voice and the violent story of a world on the cusp of radical
change, and you have a truly great novel. And an important one, considering that we too are on the cusp of a
period of radical change, and most of us, like the narrator, are doing very little about it.



Cheryl says

Halfway through this novel it dawned on me that this could be interpreted as a deeply allegorical story (I'm
slow on the uptake). Despite being set in olde England, when witchery and pillorys were believed in (when
convenient), it could be a story of politics and class in America today. Behaviours don't change over the
centuries - every generation starts afresh and tries to figure it out on their own. The one thing we are
remarkably adept at is rationalising away our moral shortcomings--a skill quickly evidenced by the first-
person narrator in this story. It's a remarkable tale of the emotions, behaviours and dependent interactions of
the inhabitants of a small village, their fates foretold by their class and economic status.
Cruelty and power are the ways of entropy to which life naturally drifts.

This is longlisted for the Booker, and will be a good contender for the shortlist.

Katie says

This is an easy book to appreciate and a difficult book to love.

It is really excellent in terms of setting a scene and creating a sense of atmosphere. Broadly, it's a story about
a small English village - date unprovided, though it seems likely sometime in the 17th century - that's
teetering on the verge of being thrust into modernity, as the arrival of a new landowner and the English
enclosure acts mean that their land, which grew wheat and barley for countless generations, is about to be
razed and replaced by hedges and sheep.

There's such a wonderful evocation of landscape in the story, a reality to it, how it's so enormous even
though geographically it's pretty small. It feels like a real and specific place, even though it's intentionally
generic. The arrival of sheep, which sounds rather practical and mundane from a distance, is elevated to the
genuinely tragic when it starts to play out on the ground. There's the sense that by altering the landscape, by
enclosing the commons, the past and all its people and customs are getting wiped away. Crace captures the
scale of that in a really remarkable way.

His language is also very beautiful. It's mostly unadorned, but that makes the lyrical passages more powerful.
There are ten-page sections here where nothing really happens - someone plows a field, or goes for a walk -
that are given shape and momentum simply by the way Crace formulates his phrases. There is one particular
passage, when our narrator looks at a newly-created map of the land and sees it from above for the first time,
that's genuinely beautiful.

That said, the story itself doesn't always work very well. I think, on occasion, characters exist more to
amplify a particular mood than because they actually exist within the story as people. This is especially true
of one woman within the story, who seems to exist as a generalized source of unease, a generalized force of
destruction, and a generalized fantasy for all the men in the story. The plot itself also peters out: (view
spoiler)

It's worth reading for a the language and the atmosphere. But the potential that these attributes present are
not always capitalized upon by Croce, and the substance sometimes falters. It's a feeling more than a story -
that's not necessarily a bad thing, but I think it would have been better if it had managed to be both.



Steve says

Harvest is a poetic, beautiful read. This book is dense with alluring prose sprinkled with very little dialogue.
It feels like a much longer read that it really is, and I can't say it's an easy read, but it is definitely gorgeous.

The storyline is a relatively simple one: The calm order of a remote, pre-industrial English village and the
estate upon which it depends is disrupted by a number of events, including the arrival of four mysterious
strangers who come into conflict with the villagers. The estate's precarious equilibrium is also threatened by
a new owner, whose entrance is a result of history and economic development. This unfolds through the eyes
of Walter Thirsk, himself an interloper in the village, having arrived 12 years earlier. His is an ironic
perspective, one narrated at once through the eyes of an outsider and through the eyes of a friend. (Much of
rural Britain is still like this. I have a missionary friend that serves in rural southwest England, and is still
viewed as an outsider after having lived there almost 20 years.)

Crace weaves the characters and the events into the text effortlessly, encouraging the reader to explore
fundamental questions about our world is perceived. In this, Harvest could be viewed as an allegory, as the
Tudors moved England into a tariff protection regime in order to build the wool industry, laying the
foundation for Britain’s wealth for centuries. This move, while economically sound, had a huge negative
impact on the people of the land. The storyline shows this impact on a handful of rural people that get caught
up in momentous events outside of their control. A blank portrait of the manor and village serves as a
metaphor at both the beginning and end of the tale.

Crace's description of the low land of the estate, known among the locals as the “Turd and Turf”, is simply
outstanding. Through Thirsk's eyes, we see the village's natural latrine through bawdy vision juxtaposed with
the beauty of the plants that grow in and around the marshland. Throughout the book, the description of the
rural life, the details of the natural world, and the relationships between the villagers are depicted in rich,
poetic prose.

The only drawback is the ending, which leaves the reader with many unanswered questions. The ending
wasn’t a conclusion; it just sort of trailed off, like watching a fire slowly burn itself out. It was very
anticlimactic, but somehow even that worked with the overall atmosphere of the book.

Paul Fulcher says

An impressive return to form by Jim Crace, in what he expected to be his last novel.

Ostensibly a historical novel - about the enclosure of common land in the UK - Crace consciously rejects the
usual rules of historical fiction. He is careful not to state where the book is set - even the villagers have no
name for their dwelling other than "The Village" - or when in time it is set with no reference to external
events by which is could be dated. Potential signposts - such as the mention of mauve, a colour which was
only named in 1856, long after one would have otherwise dated the book - are more likely to be misleading -
possibly even intentionally - than useful.

The writing style in the book is very powerful - simultaneously simple but also lyrical language, which



perfectly evokes the life of the villagers. A friend described it as "Magnus Mills meets Andrei Makine" - a
combination which I thought couldn't work until I read the book.

However I have two significant reservations:

- the book is told via the first person narrator, Walter Thirsk, and the character doesn't always come across as
convincing as his prose is sometimes too sophisticated for his station.

- the tension in the story ,that was built up in the opening pages and in various portentous comments of the
narrator, ends us dissipating rather than reaching a satisfying conclusion.

Overall, a worthwhile read and deserving of its place on the Booker shortlist.

Mientras Leo says

Toda una sorpresa, muy por encima de loq ue yo esperaba, la verdad

Clare says

Perhaps the most evocative and realistic depiction of the Enclosure Act and it's effect on the labouring
country classes that you will ever read. The narrator, an outsider in the village in which he lives, reports the
terrifying ordeal of the villagers as their common land is parceled up and they are driven from the hamlet.
Add a dash of Witchfinder General, a soupcon of moral guilt (although this novel seemed preoccupied with
sins of ommission rather than the more obvious sins of commission) and shake together with the strangly
haunting mixture of free indirect speech and first person narrative and you have modern day classic.

Splendid descriptive passages that seemed utterly of their time and the experience of the narrator as well -
such as his description of seeing a land surveyance map of his village for the first time "as viewed by kites,
swifts and stars". Or the scratch of the surveyers quill against parchment which they suspect (quite rightly)
will end up scratching them.

Rather wonderful.

Teresa says

In much the same way The Crucible is an allegory of McCarthyism, this novel too is a political allegory:
mainly, of isolationism and the effects of panic due to a perceived threat.

The blurb on the inner flap of the book posits that this idyll is unraveling due to economic progress; and, yes,
there is that, but it is the confrontation of the 'immigrants' by the community that comes first and shows the
easy moral collapse after a rush to judgment so 'their own' will not get in trouble.

It's told from the first-person point-of-view of a villager who is both insider and outsider, affording us



explanations (mostly rationalizations) we wouldn't get from the other villagers; and because of that, at times
I was expecting the devastating events to lead to an even more devastating ending, but I try not to penalize a
book for my expectations.

The descriptions of the land, in both its dangerous and benign states, are beautiful.

Diane S ? says

Had a very hard time rating this book. The writing is outstanding, time and place one can imagine what
living here is like. and an unreliable narrator. The tone is foreboding, a little like children of the corn, but
much better prose. My problem is partly the pacing, which moves so slowly, also one can only read so much
about grain harvest, chaff and pigs also I am not sure I liked the ending. Anyway very atmospheric, story is
good once it gets going and I loved the prose.

Elaine says

What I loved about this book was the atmosphere, the overwhelming sense of foreboding and isolation, of
being surrounded by slightly menacing nature (flesh eating pigs, downpours) and a sense of primordial
earthy power. And being utterly alone, at the mercy of whatever happens there. I read the last sections
breathless, page turning and heart pounding - sadly, the plot did not fulfill the rich sense of wrongness and
dread built up by the atmosphere.

I also liked the fable-like timelessness. At one point we learn that the new master has worn a stiff quilted
doublet, and I guess this is the best clue we have that this is more likely to be a Tudor-era enclosure than a
later one, but really this is anything but a historical novel. It's a fable of a pre-lapsarian community with pre-
Christian communal rituals (the Gleaning Queen)and of the moment when everything suddenly goes wrong,
when Eve bites the apple, when modernity creeps around the corner.

And finally, I liked our passive unreliable narrator. The guy who always means to do something, but never
quite does and is always too late or too timid. It's an interesting perspective - he'd like to position himself as
moral and one of the community, but he's really always looking out for himself, and willing to exploit his
outsider status when it's to his advantage.

But there were significantly, things I didn't like. A book that ostensibly relates to enclosures and the coming
of the modern era ends up being much more about an older, frankly more banal story: The seductive female
sower of discord, the untamed woman who is both object of desire and object of hatred. And that's dull,
especially as Crace doesn't do much with the archetypal enchantress other than set her up and leave her there
to wreak her havoc. The real villain is not the proto-capitalist new master, nor sheep (which are wonderfully
demonized here), but a sexy older woman. Yawn!

And the end is limp. I kept thinking I missed something - and I won't go into more detail for fear of
spoilerdom, but I really thought all that wonderfully suggestive brooding and menace was going somewhere
more interesting than it did.


