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Set against the bitter winter of the 1984–85 miners’ strike, Coal Dust is a powerful, deeply human novel about a northern English family—and a village—torn apart by forces beyond their control.

In Southford, a proud Yorkshire mining community, the pit is more than a workplace; it is identity, inheritance, and survival. When the strike begins, Alan Broadhurst stands firm on the picket line, believing that solidarity is the only defence left to working men. His wife Maggie fights a quieter battle at home, stretching meals, marching with other women, and holding a family together as hunger and fear creep in. Their sons, Thomas and Jamie, are caught between principle and survival, loyalty and necessity—choices that will scar them long after the shouting stops.

As the strike drags on, friendships fracture, neighbours turn on one another, and the bonds that once held the village together begin to unravel. When the pits reopen without victory, the damage is already done. Jobs return, but trust does not. And when the colliery finally closes for good, the loss is not just economic—it is personal, generational, and permanent.

Spanning the height of the strike through its long aftermath, Coal Dust is a novel of quiet endurance and hard choices, of family love tested to breaking point, and of communities reshaped by political decisions made far from the coalfields. Told with compassion and unflinching honesty, it is a tribute to working-class Britain who pay the price of conviction—and to what remained when the coal was gone.
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To the men and women of the coalfields —

to those who stood in the cold and the rain for what they believed was right,

to the families who kept hope alive when cupboards were bare,

and to the communities that never truly recovered,

but whose courage still burns quietly beneath the ash.

This story is for them.
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Chapter One: The Pit and the Promise
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The wind cut across the moors like a sharpened blade, scraping over the low hills and tearing at the rows of soot-stained terrace houses as though it meant to peel them from the earth altogether. It pulled smoke from the chimneys and shredded it into nothing, scattering the thin grey plumes into a sky the colour of old slate. Southford lay beneath it all — a small mining village crouched in the hollow of Yorkshire’s coal country, battered by weather, hardship, and a silence that felt louder than any siren the pit had ever sounded.

Inside Number 17, that silence had weight.

It pressed down on the Broadhurst family, settling into the corners of the living room like damp, seeping into cracks that could no longer be sealed. Each passing day of the strike had thickened it, until words felt dangerous — brittle things that might snap and cut if spoken carelessly.

Maggie Broadhurst sat closest to the small table, clutching her cardigan tight around her shoulders as though it were the last defence against the cold. The wool had thinned with age, its elbows worn smooth, but she pulled it close all the same. Her hands — knotted and swollen from years of scrubbing floors, washing clothes, and raising children on too little — shook faintly as she poured tea into chipped mugs. The liquid sloshed close to the rim, dark and weak, the colour of compromise. She steadied herself, breathing through the tremor, unwilling to spill even a drop.

The electric heater stood silent in the corner, switched off days ago. Every penny was counted now. The room was lit by a single bare bulb that flickered overhead, buzzing softly, its uncertain glow casting long, uneven shadows across the coal-dusted wallpaper. The pattern — once cheerful — had dulled to a yellowed ghost of itself, stained by decades of smoke and labour.

Alan sat stiff-backed in the armchair nearest the hearth, though no fire burned there now. His presence filled the room even in stillness. His hands rested on his knees — broad, scarred, permanently black beneath the nails — hands shaped by decades underground. They twitched occasionally, as if remembering the weight of tools they no longer held. He hadn’t been down the pit in months. Not since March, when the whistle had sounded and he’d walked out with the others, his lamp swinging at his side, his head held high.

Now that lamp lay unused, and the pride that once burned so fiercely had been tempered by exhaustion.

He said nothing. His eyes remained fixed somewhere beyond the hearth, as though he could still see the seam running through the darkness, hear the distant rumble of men working shoulder to shoulder. Silence suited him better these days. Words, like promises, had begun to feel hollow.

Thomas, their eldest, perched on the armrest nearby. At twenty-one he already carried the weight of a man twice his age. He had his father’s jaw — set and stubborn — and his mother’s eyes, though they no longer held her softness. His arms were folded tight across his chest, muscles bunched beneath his shirt, his jaw clenched so hard it looked painful. Every breath he took seemed to vibrate with restrained fury.

Jamie stood apart from them all, by the window. Barely fourteen, too young to fully understand the politics of it, but old enough to feel its consequences. His forehead rested against the cold glass as he stared out at the empty street. Union flyers flapped limply from the lamp posts, their edges torn and rain-soaked, slogans bleeding into one another. At the far end of the row, a police van sat idling, dark and watchful, its presence a quiet menace — a reminder that even here, among familiar brick and stone, they were no longer safe.

It was Thomas who finally shattered the silence.

“They’re callin’ scabs heroes now,” he spat, the words sharp with bitterness and something else, confusion. “Imagine that.”

Alan lifted his gaze at last. His eyes were tired, lined deeper than they had been a year ago. “They’re not heroes,” he said evenly. “They’re scared men with hungry kids.”

Thomas rounded on him. “They’re traitors.”

“Tom—” Maggie began, her voice thin with worry, but Alan raised a hand, stopping her gently.

“It’s alright, love,” he said, without looking away from his son. “Let him speak. He’s angry.”

Thomas leaned forward, eyes burning. “Aren’t you?”

Alan’s gaze drifted back to the cold hearth, to the place where warmth used to live. When he spoke again, his voice was quieter — not weak, but worn.
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