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Prologue


1911


The whistling in his ears faded. He listened to the silence as the seconds passed, measured by the laboured breath from his lungs. Slowly the sounds surrounded him; a hollow drip of water, faint groans, a shifting of props holding up the roof. And then a scream, a yell, echoing along the tunnel.


Despite the pain of the weight on his shoulders, pressing him into the ground, Bill Howarth knew he should stay still. He ran a gritty tongue around his dry mouth and swallowed, trying not to cough.


Instinctively squeezing his eyes tight against the dust, he forced himself to stretch them wide, staring in front of him. Nothing. Blackness.


He could smell the dynamite. Bloody Gibson, bloody know-it-all. He’d hammered the hole in the wrong place, too deep, too wide, used too much charge of explosive, tamped it in with sodding dry coal dust of all things. He’d shown the stupid bugger the cracks on the rock surface, the amount of coal dust on the ground. But oh no, Gibson knew better; he was the Blower.


Bill couldn’t remember what happened immediately following the shock of the blast but, feeling around with one hand, touching sharp edges of rock he realised that the wall had splintered and been crushed inwards, releasing methane, firedamp, from the cavity behind the tunnel wall. He could smell, taste, the explosion that had inevitably happened. He closed his eyes again, felt the tightness in his chest growing, the whole of him trembling. Stay still, stay bloody still, he told himself. The whole bloody area around must be broken, scattered; yards of fractured loose rock, ready to fall on him any second now.


He waited, listening to the wailing of other men. He took in a shuddering breath, glad he wasn’t alone. Shifting slightly, he paused to see if anything moved, tensed to feel what hurt. Nothing, other than a sharp stab of pain in his leg. Tears scalded the back of his eyes; he screwed up his face, forcing them back. Reaching over his shoulder to push the weight off him, he touched a face. Lukewarm, smooth as candle wax. Smoother than it had ever been in life. Gibson, Unmoving, unresponsive. He shoved the man off him, uncaring whatever else was dislodged.


The groans, the cries for help increased. He wondered whether he should add his voice but what was the point? No bugger would hear them, this tunnel was too far away from the upshaft. And too far away from the downshaft to bring in any air from the top. They were sodding goners.


He let his head rest on the hard floor,


For a moment Bill thought about his family; his dad, a man he’d hated, long gone in another accident like this, his stepmother, his stepsister. And, just for a brief moment, he wished he hadn’t quarrelled with them before his shift; had told them, for the first time in his life, that he loved them. Even if he hadn’t meant it; it would have made them think about the shit way they’d treated him as a kid. Despite the pain in his leg, he grinned, his mouth moving against the splinters of coal under his face They were a couple of hard bitches, them two, they’d have jeered him out of the house. Better off as it was, he thought, letting the comfort of the dark wash over him.




PART ONE


Chapter 1


February 1911


Winifred stretched her arms above her head, quickly pulling them back under the covers and drawing her feet up from the icy corners of the bed. Through the thin curtains she could see it was still dark outside. She could smell the acrid smoke from the cinders of the kitchen fire drifting up the stairs; yesterday’s flames struggling under the slack and dust of coal.


‘Get a move on; time to get up.’ Her bedroom door was banged open, her mother’s hair-netted head haloed by the light from the landing. ‘Get up. You know it’s stock-taking day.’


‘I know, I know. I’m up.’ Winifred took a deep breath and flung the covers back. Shivering, she knelt on the bed and pulled her cotton nightdress over her head, tempted to put her clothes on without washing. As every morning over the past weeks, when frost patterns covered the panes of the windows, she’d have to force herself to pour cold water into the bowl and lather up the carbolic soap to rub over her face, under her arms and between her legs.


Hopping around after the hurried wash, she dried herself with the threadbare towel before pulling on her knitted vest and long drawers. The corset her mother had bought in Leeds market, the day Winifred turned sixteen, was draped over the back of the chair. Even though it was lighter boned than the one her mother wore, Winifred hated the way it clung from just below her bust to her thighs, restricting her movements.


She sat back on the bed, wrapping the shiny maroon eiderdown around her, and stared towards the window.


She’d heard the knocker-upper man going down the street rattling on the windows with his peashooter ages ago, heard his little Jack Russell’s yelping bark. Now the clatter of clogs and iron-heeled boots passed the house; lines of men making their way to Stalyholme mine.


Winifred glared again at the corset. She wanted to look elegant, she knew it made her look slimmer, especially around the waist and she liked looking good in front of the customers. She sensed the blush start on her throat at the memory of the admiring look she’d had the other day from that lad who lived on Harrison Street. Even so, she couldn’t face the discomfort of working all day in the thing.


She wouldn’t wear it. Instead she put her petticoat on and pushed her arms through the sleeves of her wrap-around house frock, fastened the ties at her side just below her waist. Swinging open the wardrobe door Winifred studied her figure in the mirror. With a bit of luck no one would notice.


Downstairs, her mother was already in the small stockroom of the shop, crashing and banging around. Winifred tried to shut out the shrill tirade.


‘Poor Dad.’ She grimaced. It was always the same on Mondays; he got the brunt of her mother’s discontent.


The grandfather clock in the back parlour sounded out six doleful chimes.


Her mother’s voice rose, along with an increasing slam of cupboard doors and Winifred knew her father was suffering her mother’s temper for longer because she hadn’t gone down yet. Hurriedly fastening up her hair she slipped into the white cotton shop overall and ran downstairs.


‘You took your time.’ Her mother made a great show of carrying a large tray of tins from the cupboard, brushing aside her husband’s attempt to help. ‘I’m not the shop girl here, miss, you are and I expect you to be on time. It’s not my job to do the stocktaking, it’s yours.’


Winifred exchanged a glance with her father. He raised one eyebrow, slightly moving his head. She knew he was asking her not to answer back but she couldn’t resist. ‘I’m here now.’


‘Miss the knocker-upper then?’ Ethel Duffy banged the tray onto the counter before lining up tins of beans onto one of the shelves.


‘No. I heard him.’


‘And that blasted dog of his,’ her mother snapped. ‘Good mind to complain to Blackhurst about it.’


‘You could lose him his job, if you do that. Blackhurst wouldn’t care; there are plenty of other old miners he could get to do it.’ Winifred’s father adjusted his flat cap before wrapping his scarf around his neck.


Even though his tone was mild, Ethel swung around and glared at him. ‘When I want your opinion I’ll give it to you.’ She put her fists on her hips. ‘And why’re you still here? That bread won’t walk from the baker’s on its own.’


Without a word he left the shop. On his way, he touched Winifred’s hand. She returned the gesture, knowing he’d tried to divert her mother’s wrath away from her.


But Ethel hadn’t finished. ‘You going to stand around all day? Counter needs wiping and everything needs to be tallied.’ She tipped her head toward a small book on the counter. ‘Looks like we’re two tins of evaporated milk missing.’


‘I took them to Granny’s.’


‘Well, you haven’t put the money in the till.’ Her mother’s face tightened. ‘And the bacon slicer wants cleaning. I told you that on Saturday night after we shut up.’


‘I did it.’ Winifred peered at the slicer. ‘It’s perfectly clean.’


‘Well, the cake stand’s filthy. I told you about that yesterday but I suppose you were too busy gadding last night to properly clean up.’


‘I only went round to Granny’s after chapel to see if she was all right.’ Winifred saw her mother’s hand twitch; Ethel Duffy hated her mother in law. If Mother hits me again, I swear I’ll hit back, she thought. The small burst of rebellion made her feel better. ‘I’ll get the bowl and a cloth for the counter,’ she said.


‘And go easy on that bicarb, we’re not made of money, my girl.’


Winifred pulled a face behind her mother’s back. In the kitchen she took the kettle off the range and poured the water into the bowl before adding a tablespoon of bicarbonate of soda. Then, with a grin, she tipped in some more and swished it around with her fingers before hurrying back into the shop. With a bit of luck, once she got going, her mother would leave her alone with the stocktaking.




Chapter 2


Winifred looked over her shoulder at the half-open door to the parlour when she saw Honora O’Reilly crossing the road to the shop. It was only a week since she’d been in with that leaflet; trying to persuade Winifred that there was more to life than working in the shop and going to chapel on Sundays. That there was more to life than waiting for a man to make her his wife. Her mother had overheard and gone mad afterwards.


Winifred secretly admired Honora’s lack of care over her appearance. Self-conscious of her overall, she quickly took it off and pushed it under the counter, re-pinning and patting the swirl of hair at the nape of her neck. Silently mocking herself that it mattered, she still didn’t want to look dowdy in front of the Irish girl who’d casually told her she earned her money by painting and had the freedom to live as she wanted, wear what she wanted.


When the door opened, the cold air curled around Winifred’s ankles.


‘Did ya look at the leaflet?’ The girl spoke without preamble. She wore her hair loose and now pushed a lock of it away from her face with impatience. There were splashes of blue and red paint on the skin on her hands; her nails were engrained with colour. The smell of the turpentine on her clothes wafted towards Winifred.


‘No.’ She glanced again behind her.


‘Why not?’ The girl’s Irish lilt held a surprised tone.


‘I haven’t had time.’ Winifred felt her cheeks grow hot; she’d hidden the paper in her room. Her mother would have been furious if she’d seen it. ‘And I don’t know why you gave the leaflet to me in the first place. Now, what is it you want today?’


‘Hmm, a cake I think.’


‘Which one?’ Winifred looked towards the cake stand. Get the girl served and out of the shop, she thought, before Mother comes through. When Honora had first come into the shop last week, Ethel had looked askance at the carelessness of her hair and the colourful, unrestricting dress she wore. In a sibilant whisper to Winifred she’d pronounced her a loose woman; one that no respectable person would associate with. But Honora’s casual attitude had fascinated Winifred. ‘Which one?’ she repeated, watching the girl stare absently around the shop.


‘I’m looking.’ Honora glanced at the cakes, then quickly directed her gaze to Winifred again.


‘I don’t understand why ya haven’t read the leaflet. Don’t ya want to see what’s in the real world,’ she challenged. ‘What really matters?’


‘What does really matter?’ It was as though she couldn’t help herself. What was it Honora saw that she didn’t?


‘That it’s men that rule us?’


‘Rubbish.’ Winifred thought about her mother and the way she reigned over the household. ‘There’s no man rules my life.’


Yet, not for the first time, Winifred wondered fleetingly what was really behind her mother’s bitterness… why she had to have so much control over everything. It had always been the same; even as a child she remembered the way her father measured his words. She didn’t think she’d ever heard him lose his temper. Only once had she known him defy her mother and that was when he’d insisted on helping Winifred to read and write and do her sums before she even started at the local school at the age of five. He only won his argument by pointing out she would be needed in the shop when she was older.


He’d had no say though when, as an eight year old, her mother put Winifred behind the shop counter each afternoon after she came home from school.


So she said again. ‘No man rules my life.’


Honora tossed her hair back, oblivious to Winifred’s words. ‘As women, we should have a say in who rules the world we live in. We should have a vote.’


‘I don’t see how that will ever happen.’ Winifred slowly shook her head


‘When’s ya half day?’ Honora cocked her head on one side.


The change of subject surprised Winifred. ‘Wednesdays. Why?’


‘So ya can’t get out today then?’


‘If could I wanted to.’


‘So?’ Honora tilted her head.


Winifred took a step backwards and, pretending to be rearranging the tins of baked beans and canned vegetables, peeped through the door to the parlour to see where her mother was. She hoped Honora couldn’t hear the apprehension in her voice. ‘And go where?’ she whispered.


A shrug. Honora didn’t bother to lower her voice. ‘There’s something I want to show ya.’


Winifred took in a long breath, apprehension mingled with unfamiliar excitement; she never went anywhere on her own. Not like this girl was suggesting anyway. ‘I don’t know if I want to go out today, it’s cold.’ She knew her mother would try to stop her.


Honora pulled a face. She studied the cakes on the stand. ‘I’ll have one of those.’ She pointed at an iced bun. ‘Don’t bother wrapping it; I’ll eat it here in the shop, while ya go and ask for permission.’ She grinned.


Irritated, Winifred snapped open a small white bag and dropped the cake in it. ‘I don’t need permission.’ Even so, after she’d handed it to Honora, she said, ‘but you can’t eat in here. Go and wait outside.’


‘Outside? Bejaysus, Win girl.’


‘I’ll be five minutes. Tops.’


‘No longer,’ Honora warned, ‘Like ya said it’s pure bloody cold out there.’


Winifred winced, hoped her mother wasn’t in the kitchen; hadn’t heard the swear word.


Her father was cleaning the range in the kitchen, his hands black and grimy from the cinders.


‘Dad, can you take over for the next couple of hours? I’m going out.’


‘Out?’ Her mother appeared from the back yard, bringing the chill in with her. ‘Today? Out where? You can’t just go gallivanting around as and when you feel like it. And how can he? Just look at the state of him. He’s filthy.’


‘Just a walk; I need some fresh air.’


‘Why? What’s wrong with you?’ Ethel’s frowned, suspicious. ‘You had enough fresh air yesterday with chapel and then off to your grandmother’s.’


‘Dad?’ Winifred kept her eyes on her father. She knew if she replied to her mother an argument would start. ‘Can you take over for me?’


‘I want to know where you think you’re going.’ Ethel Duffy’s voice rose. ‘Gallivanting off at a minute’s notice.’


Winifred’s tongue was thick in her mouth; she hated these confrontations. For a moment she thought of backing down; whatever it was Honora wanted to show her it wasn’t worth a row. But she’d never been on an outing with another girl. Ever. She swallowed, the spark of resentment against her mother flaring. ‘I only want to go for a walk.’


‘A walk? Who with?’ Ethel’s eyebrows disappeared up behind the elastic line of her hairnet.


No-one. I just fancy a walk.’


‘In this weather?’ Ethel tried to peer past Winifred. ‘What are you hiding?’


‘Nothing.’


‘You’ve never been for a walk on your own. And I can’t remember the last time you saw any of the girls you knew in school.’ Her mother’s eyes narrowed. ‘It’s not that Irish girl who came into the shop last week, is it? The one you insisted on talking to.’


‘Why would you think that, Mother?’


‘Because you don’t go out on your own.’


‘Well, today I am.’ Winifred kept herself firmly between her mother and the shop door.


‘I bet she was filling your head with all sorts of rubbish,’ Ethel persisted. ‘We know nothing about her. Chasing the lads is what she wants you to do with her, no doubt.’


‘If you know nothing about her, how do you know that’s what she wants to do?’ Winifred kept her voice even. ‘Anyway, it’s nothing to do with her. I just need some fresh air; I’ve been serving in the shop for the last three hours.’


‘Poor you.’ Ethel’s face closed into a sneer ‘You don’t know the half of it. I could tell you more than anyone about being stuck in this shop; year after year.’


‘And me, Mother; I’ve grown up behind that counter; I’ve been stuck in this shop, as you say, for years.’


‘Now, now, you two.’ Her father pushed himself up off his knees. ‘Don’t worry, Mother, I’ll get cleaned up and go behind the counter. You sit and have a rest; you’ve been on the go since first thing. It’s only a walk. Let our Winifred have a bit of fun. Anyway, it’s almost time to shut the shop for lunch.’


Ethel sniffed. ‘A bit of fun can get a girl into bother.’ Still, she perched on the edge of the chair by the range. ‘But if you want to be her dogsbody, you won’t find me arguing.’


Winifred and her father exchanged furtive grins.


‘I’ll rest my bones a bit. As you say I’ve not stopped today – unlike some people who had a lie-in.’ She glared at Winifred. ‘Back by five, mind. Be here to lock up and clear away, you can’t leave everything to him.’


‘Thanks, Dad.’ Winifred gave him a hug and kissed him on his cheek.


She ran upstairs. Sitting on the bed she quickly laced up her black outdoor boots. Pulling her coat out of the wardrobe, she closed the door, looking in the mirror and arranging the blue hat with the satin ribbon and tiny feather that she’d bought with her wages at Christmas. She’d never worn it. ‘Too fancy for chapel,’ her mother had pronounced. So it had stayed in the box. Until today. Studying herself she arranged the hat a little more towards the front on her head and then pulled on the matching blue gloves.


‘Hmm.’ She nodded at her image; fashionable.


‘I’ll only be a couple of hours, anyway,’ she called, running down the stairs, buttoning her coat and going through to the shop, a tremor of anticipation in her stomach.


‘Wait. Let’s see what you’ve got on—’


The shop bell tinkled as Winifred slammed the door behind her.


Honora stood outside the window, tapping her foot, still munching on the cake; ignoring the disapproving looks of two matronly women walking by.


‘Go, go,’ Winifred urged.


The two girls ran along the road, only stopping when they turned onto Morrisfield Road.


‘I’ll be for it, when I get back,’ Winifred gasped. She bent over, holding her side, her words making a white mist in front of her face. ‘Running out like that.’


‘Ah, d’ya care?’ Honora twirled around, the full skirt of her dark green coat swirling. ‘From what I’ve seen ya work like a slave in that place. Anyhow, what can your ma do?’


‘A lot,’ Winifred snapped. Too often she’d been on the receiving end of her mother’s temper. And the slaps. Too often she’d seen her punch her father, while he stood there, arms down by his sides or trying to catch hold of Ethel’s fists to stop her.


‘Don’t lose your rag,’ Honora said. ‘Go back if ya want. To be sure, I won’t stop ya.’ She sauntered off but looked back at Winifred as though testing her.


Winifred noticed and frowned; the girl was so exasperating: ‘No point. Too late.’ She straightened up. ‘So, where are we going?’


‘Into town? We can catch the tram, do some shopping. I can show ya places in Morrisfield ya never been.’


‘I’ve come out without money.’


‘No problem.’ Honora grinned. ‘I sold a painting.’


‘People buy your paintings?’


‘Sure they do.’ She frowned, visibly offended. ‘They’re good. I’ve sold loads of my work. I get commissions, as well.’ She looked along the road and yelped. ‘Oh, Jaysus, there’s the tram. Run.’


‘Wait for me.’ Winifred picked up the front of her long, heavy coat, revealing her boots and woollen stockings and ignoring the scandalized look of the two women as they overtook them. ‘Wait for me. I’m right behind you.’




Chapter 3


Winifred held on to the rail of the seat in front of her, her knuckles white, when the tram set off with a squeal and a jerk. She didn’t look out of the window at the terraced houses, the horse and carts, the people on the pavements; the speed of the tram scared her. But she wasn’t about to tell Honora that it was only the second time she’d been on one of these contraptions.


Trams had only appeared in Morrisfield a few months ago. Her father, in great excitement, had dared Winifred to go with him and she’d clung on to him as they’d rattled along, terrified of the noise and the sparks from the iron rails below that guided the vehicle through the streets. Needless to say they hadn’t told Ethel.


‘So? What are we going to do?’ Winifred kept her eyes on Honora.


Honora didn’t answer. She was gazing towards two young men on the other side of the aisle. Winifred looked at them at the same time as one touched the neb of his flat cap and grinned at her.


The Irish girl giggled.


‘Stop it.’ Winifred was horrified; it was one thing exchanging glances with a lad from behind the counter, or taking sly peeps along the pews in chapel when she sat between her parents. But this was in public and they were unaccompanied.


‘Ach, to be sure, it’s only a bit of fun.’ Honora laughed, tossing her head and winding a long lock of her black hair around her finger.


Winifred set her mouth into a tight line. ‘If you don’t stop it, I’m getting off.’ The thought of standing up on the tram while it was moving frightened her, but she meant what she said; she’d take her life in her hands if Honora didn’t stop the awful flirting. This was more than she’d bargained for. Perhaps her mother was right after all, and Honora was a bad influence.


What was it her mother said all the time? ‘Reputation is all, once it’s gone, it’s gone. It’s been the ruination of a lot of girls.’ Her mouth was always set when she said it, her eyes hidden by their heavy lids.


‘Ladies.’ The voice was deep, confident.


Winifred squinted at the young man from under her hat brim; she was annoyed to see him leaning towards them, his hands on his knees. And irritated with herself for the small flutter of excitement in her stomach. It’s nerves, she thought, that’s all.


‘And how the devil are ya today?’ he said.


Irish, like Honora, Winifred thought She was tempted to give him a caustic answer but she could tell it would only encourage him. And when Honora turned to her, the wide-eyed look of innocence and the shrug of the girl’s shoulders told her she was being teased by them both.


She pulled at the cuff of her gloves, smoothed the back of them.


‘That’s it,’ she said. ‘I’m getting off at the next stop.’


She braced herself to stand up, her stomach knotted. The tram shuddered to a halt, the trolley poles shrieking on the overhead wires. Before she’d raised the courage to move the two young men left their seats.


‘Ladies…’ The brazen one lifted his cap to them. Winifred ignored him but saw Honora grin and flutter her eyelashes, looking up at him as he followed his friend down the stairs of the tram.


‘If that is how you’re going to act today, Honora, I’m going straight home and you can find someone else to accompany you on your shenanigans.’


‘Away with ya.’ Honora laughed and pushed her shoulder at Winifred. ‘Ya need taking out of yourself, sure ya do. “There’s no need like the lack of a friend,”’ Honora said. ‘To quote one of my Granny’s sayings. And I could tell ya were lonely the minute I saw ya behind that blasted counter. Now shut up and enjoy the afternoon.’


But she must have seen how worried Winifred was, because she shrugged and sighed. ‘Fine, I’ll be a good girl from now on. Cheer up, it’ll be a craic.’


But still, as the tram set off, Honora waved at the two men standing on the pavement looking up at them.




Chapter 4


Getting off the tram on High Street in Morrisfield, Honora tugged at Winifred’s arm, impatient. ‘Will ya come on now?’ she demanded. ‘I told ya, there’s something I want ya to see.’


‘Stop pulling.’ Winifred shook the girl’s hand from her arm. ‘You still haven’t told me what it is?’


‘You’ll see.’


‘I’m not going to the theatre,’ Winifred said, suspicious of the sudden gleam in the Irish girl’s eyes. ‘It wouldn’t be proper for us to be seen there on our own.’


Honora blew out her cheeks in obvious exasperation. ‘No, ya said. It’s not the theatre; it’s not even open at this time of day. No, it’s something important. Something ya should – ya will – be interested in. This way.’


Winifred allowed herself to be tugged along the street, swerving to avoid the people lingering in front of shop windows: a small, scruffy man, slightly unsteady on his feet, a couple of portly women, almost matching in similar brown hats and coats, chatting, a boy sitting on a doorstep.


They passed the few street vendors who, sweeping an arm over the goods on their carts – brightly coloured cloth, saucepans and kitchen utensils, hats and gloves – called out in anticipation when Winifred and Honora hurried towards them, then turned away when the two girls didn’t stop.


‘Fresh apples, ladies?’ A young man appeared from behind a stall of fruit and vegetables. ‘Ripe as the two of you.’


Winifred stiffened, glared at him and lifted her chin.


Honora waved him away. ‘Not today, Sam. Not today.’


Winifred saw him sniff and wipe his nose with the back of his hand.


Honora pulled her into an alleyway. ‘This way.’


Winifred wanted to hold her hand to her nose; the ground was covered in rotting fruit and rubbish. A sour smell made her eyes water. ‘Honora!’ she protested, lifting up the hem of her coat.


‘It’s just a shortcut.’


They walked out onto another street at the end of the ginnel.


‘This way,’ Honora repeated. After a few minutes she stopped at the foot of a row of steps leading up to a large brick building. There was a poster stuck to the wall.


NATIONAL UNION


Women’s Suffrage Societies


***********


NON-PARTY AND NON-MILITANT


************


MEETING


of the


MORRISFIELD WOMEN’S SUFFRAGE


SOCIETY


Will be held on


WEDNESDAY 15th March 1911


At 2.00pm


Here at the Parish Hall


With Rev. Harold Wood


In the chair


ADDRESSES WILL BE GIVEN


‘Well?’ Honora looked at Winifred, obviously waiting for a response.


‘What do you want me to say?’


‘What do ya think?’


‘About what?’ Winifred moved from one foot to the other, flinching with the pain; besides the ache in her ankles she was now convinced she had blisters on her little toes. Too much walking.


‘About this?’ Honora squeezed her arm tight with impatience. ‘About the meeting?’


‘What does it mean?’


‘It means we’re going to have a say.’


‘A say in what?’


‘A say in how the country is run, eejit.’


‘Who?’


‘Us. Women.’


‘Ridiculous,’ Winifred said. ‘How could we do that?’ And what would be the point? Everything she’d ever read in the newspapers told her that it was always men who ruled the country. Even overbearing women like her mother had no say outside their own home.


‘We’ll vote.’


‘We can’t.’


‘We will.’ For the first time Winifred saw the sardonic humour disappear in Honora’s expression, replaced by a determination. ‘We will,’ the Irish girl repeated.


A church bell rang four times.


‘We have to go. I’m going to be late.’ Winifred panicked. Her father would get the worst of it if she wasn’t home to shut up the shop.


‘I was going to say ya’ll want a hot chocolate?’


‘No time.’


‘Aw, to be sure, there’s plenty of time. The tram at half past will get ya home by five.’


‘Anyway, I told you, I’ve no money.’


My treat.’ Honora turned and walked away. Winifred followed her along the street, afraid to be left behind; she hadn’t a clue where they were.


Before long, Honora halted at the entrance of a large building. Winifred gazed up at the set of double doors with the leaded glass decoration of dark pink and silver. She’d passed Willow Tearooms many times but would never have considered going in; the place looked extravagantly expensive.


‘You’re certain?’ she said, when Honora gave her a prod in the back. ‘Can you afford it?’


Honora laughed. ‘Looks posher than it is. Anyway, I told ya. I sold a painting. Well two, in fact; I was commissioned for portraits of the wife and daughter of a grand man. At least he thought he was grand.’ She linked arms with Winifred. ‘Come on, cailín, I’ll not be standing out here like an eejit. I feel like celebrating and blow the cost – let’s treat ourselves.’


‘Someone told me there’s a store called Selfridges opened in London that has a posh café in it. I bet it’s not posher than this.’ Winifred stirred her spoon around the froth on top of the hot chocolate, whilst looking through the full-width, curved bay window down onto the street below. The room was positioned on the first floor at the front of the building, slightly above the level of the tea gallery. In the background classical music played quietly. ‘I feel I shouldn’t be here,’ she whispered.


‘Why?’ Honora frowned, as if puzzled. She held a thick lock of hair away from her face as she gulped her drink. ‘We’re as good as anyone else here.’


‘Hmm.’ Winifred pursed her lips, concentrating on the embossed menu card on the table. ‘I wouldn’t be here without you. I wouldn’t have the money for these prices. She kept her eyes fixed on the card. ‘That poster? The one we looked at.’ It had been preying on her mind ever since she’d read it. Getting involved in something like that was asking for trouble. She needed Honora to know she couldn’t go to anything like that.


‘I knew it.’ Honora grinned. ‘I knew ya were interested.’


I’m not. Honestly I’m not, Honora. I can’t get involved in something like that.’


‘But ya’re involved, Win. Ya’re a woman. I’m a woman. And we have no say in anything. The men have it all their own way. Last year the Liberals called a General Election to put off passing the Suffrage Bill. I believe what the WSPU say—’


The WSPU?’


‘The Women’s Social and Political Union.’ Honora lifted her eyebrows. ‘Did ya not know that even? They’re fighting for the vote for us all.’ Honora leaned across the table, put her hand on Winifred’s arm. ‘They are, ya know,’ she said, dismissing Winifred’s doubtful shake of her head. ‘The Government said they would try to get the vote for us but the politicians haggled over it. We think Asquith was against us from the start.’


Honora pressed her lips together and drew in a long breath. ‘They try to make out it’s our own fault, that too many of us have taken action. Been violent, they say,’ she said as Winifred opened her mouth to ask what she meant. ‘But I ask ya, what choice have we had? They’ll all too busy watching their own backs against that other blasted House – the House where all the toffs are. And the trade unions – they’re fighting the unions all the time. And they’re frightened about what’s happening back home; about us wanting Home Rule…’ She stopped, having run out of breath.


‘Keep your voice down, Honora. Please.’ Winifred looked around the room, nervous; even though she understood little of what her friend was saying, it sounded too dangerous to be talking about in public.


But when Honora spoke again her voice was louder, bitter. She glanced around. ‘They don’t like that we’ve taken things into our own hand, ya know; they say women are not strong enough. Some of ’em say we’re mad. But it’s all an excuse; they’re frightened of us. And so they should be…’


Winifred blenched. People were watching them. ‘Shush,’ she said, noticing the frowns from the people seated at the tables nearby, uncomfortably aware of the icy stares of their companions, the whispers hidden by napkins as women leant towards men who averted their eyes.


Honora seemed satisfied that she’d caused a stir. She smiled brightly. ‘So ya see, ya have to come with me to the meeting. It’s your duty as a woman.’


‘No.’ Winifred was determined. ‘No, I won’t.’


‘Ya will.’ Honora nodded. ‘For sure ya will. Now, finish your drink if you want to catch that tram.’




Chapter 5


Wednesday 15th March 1911


‘We want deeds, not words.’ The ubiquitous cry of the Suffragette movement rang out to be drowned by the clapping of the women surrounding Winifred.


It hadn’t occurred to her before that she had such a small life, lived in such a small world. She’d paid no attention to politics in the past, so despite her protests to Honora, over the last month, she’d read any articles on the Suffragette movement she could find in her father’s copy of the Yorkshire Evening Post. The violence often meted out to the women aroused an anger in her she didn’t think she was capable of. The description of how one group of women, protesting outside Leeds town hall, were dragged by their hair to the local police station and beaten with truncheons sickened her. She’d been unable to get it out of her mind for days afterwards.


She looked across the large hall towards the three tall windows which threw slants of weak sunlight over the women crammed into the room. Dust motes floated erratically above them as they clapped and moved restlessly, standing on tiptoes to see the people on the stage at the end of the room.


Was this something she wanted to be part of? She flapped her handkerchief in front of her face in a vain effort to cool herself.


The three girls they’d met at the door of the hall were on the other side of Honora, cheering and clapping as well, their faces alight with enthusiasm as they exchanged glances with her. Winifred had never been amongst such a crowd; such passion frightened her yet it was also thrilling.


‘All right?’ Honora put her arm around Winifred’s waist, her head close. Even so she had to shout. ‘Ya look a wee bit hot.’


The sweat was trickling down Winifred’s back. ‘I’m fine. I’m listening.’ She nodded towards the front of the hall, not meeting Honora’s eyes.


‘We women must make a clear and positive case.’ The woman at the lectern let her eyes travel over the audience. ‘We have only one thing to say and I urge the men amongst us to listen.’ She paused. ‘Women are human beings, the same as you. We are entitled to vote.’ The applause rose, then fell as the woman held up her hand. ‘We are entitled to vote.’


‘Who did you say she was?’ Winifred’s words were caught by the woman in front of her who turned to give them a withering look.


Honora shrugged, aligning herself with the plump woman and raising her eyebrows in acknowledgement of Winifred’s ignorance. ‘I told ya,’ she shouted, without looking at Winifred. ‘It’s Ada Wood; she’s a friend of Emmeline.’


‘Emmeline?’


‘Pankhurst. Emmeline Pankhurst. Ye gods girl, did ya not listen to a word I’ve said,’ Honora kept her eyes on the broad back of the woman, before lowering her voice and putting her mouth close to Winifred’s ear. ‘At least that’s what the woman at the door said.’


Honora’s words made Winifred smile; less ashamed of her ignorance.


She stood on tiptoe, peering around the array of broad-brimmed black hats at the stage where there was one man, the Reverend, amongst a line of stern looking women. They sat, straight backed in chairs, behind the imposing figure at the podium. She’d certainly held the crowd in thrall, Winifred thought in envy. She couldn’t ever think of a time when anyone had really listened to anything she’d said in all her life.


Another woman got up from her seat and stood at the front of the stage. ‘We all know what happened in London last year. The cruel and disgraceful way we were treated by the police. We will not let that deter us, Members. We will fight all the way.’ She flung her arms wide. ‘We will get the vote. However many of us have to suffer–have to die even. We will get the vote.’


There was a roar of approval throughout the hall.


A raft of placards suddenly appeared in front of Winifred, closing off the narrow view she had. They were twisted around so she could read some of them.


Votes for Women


The Bill, the Whole Bill and Nothing but the Bill


Her lips moved as she took in the words before glancing towards Honora. The girl’s cheeks were red and she was shouting out the chant with the other three girls, their hands linked and raised above their heads. ‘Votes for women.’ When she returned Winifred’s gaze her dark eyes were glittering with excitement. ‘We’ll show the beggars,’ she mouthed. ‘We’ll show them.’


We? The chill that crawled over Winifred’s scalp accompanied her thoughts; what had she got herself into? And what would her mother say if she knew her daughter was here? The answer came all too quickly. Her parents must never know where she’d been this afternoon.


She wouldn’t go to anything like that ever again. Anna, one of the three girls had wanted them to go back to her house but Winifred insisted she needed to go home. She barely listened to the chatter of her friend as they hurried along. The meeting had frightened her; all those women shouting; the unseemly fury.


‘I went to London that day.’ Honora’s words brought Winifred to a halt. She held onto her friend’s arm stopping her from walking.


‘You went?’


‘Yes. I’ve not told anyone, not even my brother, ’ Her face was flushed with defiance. ‘I didn’t tell Conal because I knew he’d stop me; he said it was asking for trouble.’


‘And from the sound of it, it was. What on earth were you thinking?’


Honora clenched her hands together. ‘We had to protest. They’d taken the coward’s way out; put off the decision on our suffrage?’


‘Yes, but to put yourself in danger—’


‘We thought if we went in great numbers they would see how wrong they’d been.’ Her voice cracked. ‘There were hundreds of us but we didn’t stand a chance. There were just as many police, on horses, with batons. One of the women in our group was killed. I didn’t see it; it was after we’d all been driven away. We never saw her again.’ The tears welled and fell.


‘Don’t. I can’t bear to hear.’ Winifred brushed her thumb against the wetness on Honora’s face. ‘You have to stop this.’


‘No!’


‘Women getting the vote… It’ll never happen.’


‘One day it will. If we protest long enough. If we show how strong we are—’


‘I’ve read so much in the last few weeks, Honora. The law is on the side of men; they have all the power in government, the police are all men. Women have no control over what happens to them.’ Except at home, her home; she couldn’t stop the thought flashing through her mind. ‘We could never win against all that—’


‘We can.’ Her friend’s words were fierce. ‘We should.’ The tears had gone as quickly as they’d arrived. ‘You can.’


‘No, I’m sorry, I couldn’t.’ Just thinking about all that hostile fervour was more than enough to deter Winifred. ‘It’s not something I dare get involved in.’ She became aware that people were having to walk around them, eyeing them in curiosity, as they stood in the middle of the pavement. ‘Now I need to get home. And I think it’s going to rain.’


‘Just a minute.’ Honora fished in to her coat pocket and brought out a handkerchief. She gave her nose a long blow. ‘There,’ she said, ‘that’s better. Come on then.’ She linked arms with Winifred. ‘We’ll go through the park, it’ll be faster.’




Chapter 6


Winifred kept her eyes on the ground and quickened her steps along the path in Balfour Park. The day had been all too much. The excitement of secretly defying her mother had long since dissipated. She wasn’t looking forward to all the earache she was going to get when she got home. How would she explain where she’d been all afternoon? Especially on this cold, damp day. She’d have to find a good lie to cover up. Shopping in Huddersfield perhaps; though she had nothing to show for it.


‘Well, it’s the gorgeous Honora, so it is.’


Lost in the story she was trying to concoct, Winifred hadn’t notice the group of young men lounging around the benches at the side of the path. She almost stumbled when Honora stopped suddenly. Looking up she saw one of them snake his arm around her friend’s neck and pull her towards him, lowering his face to kiss her.


The indignation that rose in Winifred boiled over into angry words. ‘How dare you…’ before she saw that Honora was actually laughing under his kiss. It was one of the youths from the tram.


‘Honora!’ Winifred couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Keeping her head down she pushed her way through them, only to be forced to stop when one of them refused to move. She stood still, looking down, her fists tight to her sides. His brown boots were planted squarely in front of her, the toes coated with dust from the gravel path.


‘Well now, Sis, and are ya going to tell me who this is, then?’ The voice, deep and thick with the Irish accent, held a hint of laughter.


Honora moved next to Winifred. ‘Leave her alone…’ She pushed at him, linked arms with Winifred. ‘This is my new friend, Win. Isn’t she just lovely?’ Putting her mouth close to Winifred’s ear, she said, ‘This is Conal, my brother.’


Winifred let her eyes travel from the boots to his face, with what she hoped was a disdainful expression. And was shocked into recognition when she saw it was the impudent youth from the tram; the one who had so much to say for himself. Except he wasn’t a boy, he was a man. And he was the spit of Honora. Coal black hair, strong straight nose, determined chin. And long-lashed dark eyes that seemed to look right into your soul, she thought. They held the same slight mockery in them as her friend’s.


Her mouth slackened when the brother and sister laughed.


‘Like what ya see?’ His voice even held the same rhythm as Honora’s.


The anger was quick in Winifred. Everything she’d just been through; that sweltering meeting, listening to Honora talking about those horrible things that had happened in London. And now this; they were laughing at her. She glared at the two of them, and then twisted round to glower at the group of boys.


‘Well, now you’ve had your fun…’ The words came out strident with the effort of preventing the tears. ‘So, if you’d let me pass…’ She adjusted her hat so that the side of her face was hidden.


‘Don’t do that,’ Conal said, reaching towards her and straightening the brim. ‘I can’t see your gorgeous blue eyes, if ya hide behind yon daft hat.’


She knocked his hand away. Not daring to trust her voice she shook off Honora’s grasp and pushed past him.


‘Aw, Win…’


Winifred ignored her, looking towards the large iron gates at the far entrance to the park, blurred with the hot tears of humiliation. She wouldn’t be here if she hadn’t let herself be persuaded to go to that meeting. A sudden chilly breeze made the leaves on the large privet hedges at the side of the path quiver, carrying Honora’s voice towards her.


‘Aw, Win… I’m sorry, so I am.’


She ignored the apology. A splash of rain hit her hand; glancing up at the sky she saw it was rapidly filling with darkening banks of clouds. Holding the skirt of her coat together with one hand and clamping her other hand on her hat, she quickened her steps.


The first drops were heavy and cold on her skin. There was no chance she’d make it home. Her hat would be ruined. She looked across at the bandstand in the centre of the park. There were already people hurrying towards it. She could hear the cries of surprise, the shrieks of children running in front of their parents, dodging the benches, and leaping up the four wooden tiers of steps. Changing direction she followed the wide paths that were rapidly darkening with patches of rain.


She was out of breath when she joined the crowd under the roof of the bandstand. Good-naturedly they moved to let her in.


‘Well, that was a surprise and that’s the truth.’ The man who spoke to her lifted his trilby. There was no doubting the admiration in his eyes but Winifred had had enough of men. She smiled briefly without looking at him and moved to be amongst a small bunch of women with children clustered in the middle of the stand. A nanny with a navy blue baby carriage was quickly helped up the steps by three men and the women divided to make room for her.


‘Goodness me!’ The nanny manoeuvred the carriage and laughed. ‘What a downpour.’


The shoulders of her dark coat glistened with rain; her white cap had been flattened to her head. She unclipped the wet hood of the pram and bent to check on its occupant. Her presence seemed to relax the group of strangers. One small boy and his mother peeked in to see the baby. There were a few low smiling comments as the baby started to wail. The nanny pressed down on the handle, jiggling the pram. The edge of the carriage dug spasmodically into Winifred’s hip so she retreated to lean against one of the posts.


‘Win–Winifred? I’m sorry.’


Winifred closed her eyes against threatening tears. Go away, she thought, just leave me alone.


Honora pushed through the crowd and, breathless from running, caught hold of Winifred’s arm. Winifred looked over the girl’s shoulder. No-one was following. At least she’d had the courtesy of not bringing those louts with her. For the first time since Honora had come into the shop she felt less in awe of the Irish girl and the way she disregarded all the conventions that she, herself, had been forced to live by. The anger she felt for the way she’d been laughed at fuelled her words.


‘I don’t want to know.’ Even though she had to whisper she kept her tone cold. ‘I came with you to that horrid meeting. I listened to you telling me about the stupid way you put yourself in danger. This is the final straw, Honora. I care about my reputation even if you don’t.’


She wouldn’t make eye contact with the Irish girl, preferring to look past the nanny to the park. Water poured off the roof of the stand and bounced onto the path with loud splats. Shining swirls of small puddles formed on the benches. In the distance, across the large area of grass bordered by flowerbeds, now only bare lengths of dark soil, she could see figures sheltering in the long glasshouse.


‘It was only a joke,’ Honora wheedled. ‘Can ya not take a joke?’ Winifred knew the girl was trying to push the blame onto her and was determined not to let her. ‘No, I can’t. Not when it’s at my expense.’ Winifred’s cold wet gloves were stuck to her hands. She wished she had a fur muff like one or two of the women who stood by them. She also wished the rain would stop so she could go home.


‘To be sure, I’m sorry. Liam, he’s my fella. I should have told ya. It was only meant to be a bit of fun.’


‘Not to me.’ Winifred was shivering now. ‘Oh, this is hopeless. I’m going.’ It was more important to get away from Honora, even more important than avoiding the wrath of her mother for being late. At least the weather gave her an excuse.


Holding her hand above her hat in the hopeless task of saving it from getting wet, she splashed her way down the steps and along the path. The rain wasn’t as hard now but, when she glanced up, the sky was still a glowering grey. She brushed again a small birch tree, dislodging a shower of water onto her. Blast it; she shocked herself with the thought. Perhaps Honora was a bad influence, swearing hadn’t always come so easily to her. But she repeated the words to herself when she heard the Irish girl’s voice.


‘Hold on, will ya, Winifred. Please…’


Lying sleepless in bed that night Winifred stared out of the window, watching the thin trails of shadowy clouds pass across the bright disc of the full moon. It had been a dreadful day. One she was determined to forget.


She turned over onto her side and pulled her pillow around her head. The last thing she remembered was the way Honora’s brother’s dark eyes had fixed on hers. The tremor that ran across her skin wasn’t fear or annoyance. But Winifred wasn’t ready to acknowledge it was excitement or attraction. Not even to herself.




Chapter 7


Of course, as expected, Honora came into the shop the following day.


Winifred turned her back. ‘Mother, can you serve this customer, please? ‘I need to go to the lavvy. I won’t be a minute.’


Going through to the back yard she heard her mother speak. ‘And what can I get you?’


Ethel hadn’t spoken with her usual ‘shop’ voice, as Winifred and her father called it. They’d long shared the joke between them about the royal tones Mother adopted just for the times she stood behind the counter. No, this time the broad Yorkshire vowels weren’t disguised at all and there was clear satisfaction in her question. She’d obviously cottoned on to the fact that there was something wrong between Winifred and Honora and probably hoped the new friendship had ended.


Of course her mother would be pleased; it would mean Winifred would lose the freedom she’d gained lately, would always be on call to work in the shop.


Listening to the mumbled reply, Winifred almost felt sorry for her new friend. Her ex-friend, she reminded herself, straightening her back and marching out to the yard; determined not to forget what had happened the day before.


The next time, when Honora appeared, Winifred was on her own in the shop. She had no choice but to serve her. Handing over the usual small cake and taking the money she avoided Honora’s eyes, looking past her shoulder to the next customer.


‘Mrs Cox, what can I do for you today?’


‘This cheese bought yesterday is mouldy.’ The woman made a show of peering around Honora, jostling her arm with her shopping basket. The girl had no choice but to move to one side.


Winifred took the parcel that Mrs Cox slapped onto the counter and unwrapped it. ‘It’s Lancashire cheese,’ she said.


‘Yes, and it’s mouldy.’ She peered over Winifred’s shoulder at the closed parlour door. ‘Your mother sold it to me – yesterday.’


‘I’m sorry, that’s not possible.’ Winifred shook her head, keeping her voice calm. It wasn’t the first time Mrs Cox had tried to cheat them.


The woman’s face flushed. ‘I want my money back.’


‘I can’t do that, Mrs Cox.’


‘Why not?’


‘Because we haven’t had Lancashire cheese in the shop for a week – we’re waiting for a delivery from Cumpsty’s farm.’


The woman leaned over the counter and poked a fat finger into Winifred’s shoulder.


‘You calling me a liar?’


‘Do you know, Mrs Cox, I rather think I am, because last time it was mouldy bread you brought in. That wasn’t even the sort we sell. And I’d thank you to keep your hands to yourself. ’ Winifred re-wrapped the cheese and held it out. ‘Now, I’d like you to leave. And please take your custom elsewhere in future.’


‘Well! Well, I’ve never…’ Glaring, the woman grabbed the parcel and pushed her way past Honora, leaving the shop door wide open.


‘Ya certainly gave that Mrs Cox her marching orders, Win.’ Honora grinned. ‘I knew ya had it in ya.’


‘And now I’m giving you yours,’ Winifred snapped. ‘And close the door behind you.’


Honora came into the shop the following day, too, just as Winifred was sweeping the floor.


‘Half day, today,’ she said. ‘Are ya going out?’


‘I’m not. And if I was it would be nothing to do with you.’ Winifred pushed the brush towards the girl’s feet. ‘Now, if you don’t mind, I’m closing up.’


Honora stopped by every day for the next week. Winifred knew she couldn’t keep it up much longer. The following Saturday she leaned on the back wall, her arms crossed. ‘I’d thank you not to come into the shop again. There are plenty of shops in Morrisfield where you can buy cakes.’ She swung herself away from the doorframe and went through to the parlour. It wasn’t until she heard the bell above the door sound that she went back behind the counter.


Winifred was glad the following day was Sunday and the shop would be closed.


She went to morning chapel alone. The service passed almost without her hearing a word of the sermon and only pretending to sing the hymns.


The light outside was glaring after the gloom of the chapel. Anxious to get away from the gossiping groups of women, Winifred debated whether to go and visit her grandmother. She hadn’t been since before that awful day in the park. But the old woman would see instantly there was something wrong and, much as she loved Granny Duffy, she couldn’t tell her. How could she? The old woman wouldn’t understand why she’d gone to that meeting in the first place. Would she even know what Suffragettes were?


So Winifred dismissed the idea and, with a few words of greetings to the women, she left the churchyard and turned onto the lane that led to the moorland. A long walk would give her some time to think.


The blustery wind and cold air made her face tingle and her eyes water. Leaving behind the roads, she turned onto the narrow track at the base of Errox Hill and picked her way through the stones to the stile. Perched on the top wooden bar she stopped to take off her hat. The cries of moorland sheep were carried towards her; thin mournful bleats. She was surprised they hadn’t been taken down to the farmer’s lower fields; it was way past the time for that. She closed her eyes, tilting back her head, revelling in the quiet. When she opened them she saw rooks swirling overhead like stark black crosses against the pale grey sky.


There was no-one else around. Winifred was comforted by the quality of aloneness that belonged to this place. It was different from the loneliness she’d carried inside her all her life; she was used to that. Even in school. Especially in school, she corrected herself. She’d never been encouraged to bring any friends home and the other girls soon recognised that there was no reciprocation after she’d been to tea at their house. But whenever she stood on the edge of the moors she’d never had that sickening feeling of isolation, of being an outsider, of not fitting in.


She’d hoped she’d found a friend in Honora.Obviously that wasn’t going to happen now.


Slapping her hat against her leg she jumped off the stile. Brooding on a friendship that had barely started was a waste of time. Resenting the control her mother determinedly exerted over her was useless. Mourning the fact that she would probably never have the chance to meet any young men; respectable young men, she added to herself, was useless. Looking up at the summit of the hill, she knew things wouldn’t change unless she made them change. But how?


The climb to the top was steep and rugged. Many times she was forced to stop to drag in huge gulps of air, and the heels of her boots kept getting tangled in the winter heather. But she was determined.


It took her half an hour. She thought back to her escapes here as a child; then, unhampered by long dresses, daft boots and heavy coats, she’d done it in fifteen minutes.


When she eventually hauled herself over the last patch of rough-heathered ground to where the hill flattened out, she leaned forward, hands on knees, breathless and looking towards the huge, flattened rock that dominated the area. It was where she’d often sat in the past, looking down on the village and the surrounding moorlands. She gazed at the skeletal grid works of the pithead at the mine. The windows of the four straight rows of miners’ houses, on the slopes above Stalyholme pit on the edge of Lydcroft, glittered intermittently in the sunshine.


The wind whipped at her clothes, she felt some of the pins in her hair becoming dislodged and she pressed them back before climbing the rock.


There was a hollow in the middle of the rock, still filled with rain. Sitting alongside it she dipped her fingers into the cold water sending ripples across the shimmering reflection of the sky.


Whichever way Winifred twisted her head, she could see for miles; tiny villages huddled in the dips of the moorland, small dark coppices of conifers stood out against paler fields. In the misted distance she could see the tall mill chimneys of Huddersfield, devoid of dark smoke this one day of the week, the stone quarries disfiguring the hillsides.


Below her the roads of the village were empty. She could just make out a few figures outside the Wagon and Horses public house. Children were playing in a field near one of the outlying farms. Wisps of smoke trickled from the chimneys of some of the terraced houses. She could see the roofs of the houses, their shop on Marshall Road.


Winifred sighed, reluctantly allowing her thoughts to yet again linger on a tall figure with thick black hair, beguiling dark eyes and an insolent smile, as they had been over the last fortnight. There, she admitted it to herself; she had been quite smitten with Honora’s brother. Pointless feeling like that now, she chided herself; she’d probably never see him again.


Restless, she stood and climbed off the rock, carefully following the same ledges on the stone. It was as difficult going back down the hill. She picked her way between the rough ground and the hidden stones.


When she jumped down off the stile, Honora was sitting on a large stone leaning against the wall.


Winifred sighed. ‘What are you doing here?’


‘I followed ya from church.’


‘Chapel,’ Winifred corrected.


‘Chapel then.’


Winifred noticed Honora’s slight shrug with irritation, before the girl raised her hand to catch hold of Winifred’s. ‘Come here to me?’ She shuffled along the stone to make room.


There would always be these differences between the two of them. Perhaps that’s what she liked about Honora; the difference. Maybe she was hoping to find another life besides her own? To see what she was missing?


Winifred sat down next to her. ‘No talk about Suffragettes,’ she warned.
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