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  How could something so beautiful
 come from such poverty?

  ‘Only my Irish Rose,’ said Lord Albert,
 of the one he loved so dearly.
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Introduction





  This family saga begins in Ireland, in the mid to late 1800s in the counties of Cork and West Cork.

  In County Cork people were moving away from farming to the industrial sector. This was the beginning of the Industrial Revolution. In the little town of Ballydehob, between 1779 and 1841 the population swelled to around 20,000 people. Many industries grew rapidly, especially in mining, among them coal and slate. Carboniferous slate was found on the southeastern coast of Cork where it occupied a considerable area. This slate was mainly used for roofing, flooring, worktops and headstones.

  The poorer people were drawn to the coal mines. With this industry’s growth, owners pushed the workforce to the limit to improve profits and to expand. This added extra danger to the workplace, especially in the coal mines. Because owners wanted to produce as cheaply as possible, the workers were paid by how much coal they produced, rather than by the hours worked. Some workers took their whole families underground to get as much coal as they could. The poorer families lived in sod mud huts, some with no windows or furniture, as poverty in Ireland was widespread. Some of the luckier families had cottages supplied by the mine owner but they were often two-roomed to house six to eight people, from which the owners would collect rent.

  The work day started early in the morning, with families having to walk several miles before they reached the mines. They would then work up to twelve hours a day, six days a week. The only day off was Sunday. Those children that attended Sunday school sometimes received basic training in the alphabet, counting and Bible stories; this was their sole education.

  Once they reached the mines, they would be lowered into the pit on the end of a rope into total darkness. The only light was from the miners’ candles. These were made of tallow, the fat of animals, as it was the cheapest light. The miners had to supply their own candles. Because of the cramped conditions in the mines, small children were used to push or pull tubs or large baskets of coal on sleds along narrow roadways. It was hot and stuffy in the mines and workers wore little or no clothing while they worked. This included women and girls as well as men and boys. Water was always present in the coal mines, as it seeped through the rocks from above, so flooding was always on the workers’ minds. Rats or mice were forever present as they fed on the crumbs left behind by the workers.
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The Plight of James and His Family





  James was the second son of Daniel Nyhan. Daniel was a tenant farmer in Drinagh, but because the farms were small they could only support one wage, so as the children grew older they had to find work outside of the farm. The farm land was owned by absentee landlords mostly who were rich aristocrats that resided in England. They collected their land tariffs, and most of the time they had no connections to, or compassion for, the plight of the Irish tenant farmers. All they were interested in was the rent. At this time there were jobs in the mining sector, so James left the family home and went to work in a slate mine in Ballydehob. While working there he met and married Margaret Foley in a little church in Schull.

  In 1845 the face of Ireland changed forever. This was the beginning of the great potato famine. It was brought about by the invasion of a tiny potato-killing fungus. This turned the potato black almost overnight making it inedible. The counties of Cork and West Cork were among the worst-hit areas. This was where many rural poor lived; their staple diet was the potato, and they had become dependent on it. Because many families grew potato crops, their income was destroyed and so was their main food source. The Irish soil was ideal for growing the potato. An acre and a half of land planted in potatoes could provide a family of six with enough food for a year. The land produced more income from potatoes than wheat per acre.

  Most of the large productive farms which produced wheat were owned by the English Protestant gentry. The Irish farms produced the wheat, which was then sent to England. Even when the people of Ireland were starving, the gentry exported their wheat to England, thus leaving the Irish people to starve. This stayed in the minds of the Irish people for many years. The attitude of many British intellectuals was that the crisis was predictable and not unwelcomed, so as to curb the high birth-rate of the Irish.

  The tenant farmers struggled to provide for themselves and their families, as they had no income. Because the peasantry was unable to pay the rent, this resulted in hundreds of thousands of Irish tenant farmers and labourers being evicted from their lands during the years of crisis. Each year between 1845 and 1849 the potato crop was almost completely ruined by blight, which sparked off a decline in the Irish population that lasted half a century. From a population of 8.5 million, over 2 million were driven by panic and desperation to leave Ireland forever. Families were split as Ireland’s future looked dismal. Thousands of people died of starvation and fever.

  James, Margaret and their seven children were not exempt from Ireland’s pain so they sailed across the Irish Sea to Cornwall in England. James found work in the tin mines in Camborne. They were provided with a home as long as he worked in the mine. He worked alongside many of his countrymen who were also forced to leave their homeland to put food on the table to feed their families. James worked hard to provide for his family; it was not easy as the wage barely gave them enough to live on. For four years they struggled, then tragically Margaret died, at the age of forty-two. She left behind Kate, sixteen; Mary, fifteen; Norah, fourteen; Daniel, twelve; Margaret, eleven; Patrick, nine; and Julia, six. This was a huge tragedy for the family. No-one knew that it was starvation that killed Margaret, as she went without food to feed her family.

  As James looked back over his life, he and Margaret were like any young lovers. They spent many hours in each other’s arms making love; this took their minds away from the outside world. This was where they felt safe and happy and reality was replaced with dreams. But, of course, with these actions came consequences … that of babies. Because they were devout Catholics as were most Irish people, birth control was not an option — it was forbidden. Margaret was with child within months of marriage. This is what happened in Ireland; the people were so poor their only chance of happiness was between the sheets in each other’s arms making love, enjoying those exciting moments that brought a little joy to their lives. They could not be denied this! This led to the Irish having large families, which was frowned upon by the English gentry, as they could see the Irish population exploding. At that time, most of England was Protestants, and to see the Catholics multiplying like they were, became a worry. So, when the potato famine happened, the English were not sympathetic. As they had not suffered poverty like that of the Irish, they did not understand that these people deserved moments of happiness together in each other’s arms.

  Their first-born was a little girl they called Kate. Life was a struggle as James’s pay was minimal and the potato crops were still non-existent as the blight had gone into the soil, thus still destroying the crops, but at least they were able to survive. Many of their family members and siblings had been lost to the famine. The following year Margaret was with child again. This was a reprieve for James as while his wife was with child, he could perform his marital duties without fear of another child, other than the one growing within Margaret. With another baby on the way, things were going to get harder as this meant another mouth to feed. Their life outside work and the family was non-existent; it was only the home pleasures that brought them a little joy. Their second child was a little girl whom they named Mary. The struggles kept coming as people were dropping like flies, dying of fever and starvation. No sooner had Margaret stopped breastfeeding Mary, she found she was with child again. This pattern went on for the next four years when they had Norah, Daniel and Margaret. James had to work extra hours to put food on the table for his growing family. They had a reprieve for a year, then Patrick arrived. The only way to stop adding to the family was to refrain from the only thing that gave them the greatest pleasure. But three years later Julia arrived. Now they had a family​ of seven children to feed, and life became a struggle; they couldn’t survive in their present situation. Men were being laid off as the slate mining took a dip and James feared he would be next. How would they survive if this happened? This was when they left Ireland for England; they had no other choice.

  James could not afford to give up work because his wife had died, so Kate, who was the eldest child, had to become the mother figure to keep the family together. Mary had seen her family suffer through hardships all her life and decided this was not going to be her life, but beggars could not be choosers. She managed to get a job housekeeping with another family who had lost a mother, leaving behind three young children. She was paid very little, but a little was better than nothing. She didn’t have a choice, they needed the money. Because Mary was a beautiful-looking girl, the widowed father became infatuated with her and she decided after three years she had to leave before it got out of hand. Meanwhile, a heartbroken James worked at the tin mine to provide for his family. All his pleasures were now gone, and life was one of survival for him and his family.

  Mary was on the train to London. The only money she had was enough to get her cheap lodgings for two nights, so she had to find a job as soon as possible. As she was walking from the train station to find lodgings, she was amazed at how many poor people were on the streets begging for food. After walking the streets for an hour, she came across lodgings where she could afford a room with just a bed; all other facilities were shared with the other lodgers. Mary was the beauty of the family — it was that beautiful thick red Irish hair that was her standout feature. She still harboured a deep resentment of the English gentry for sending their wheat back to England thus leaving the Irish to starve. These thoughts never left her, she was so bitter towards them. She had heard of the rich gentry clubs in the city so decided to find out where they were, and if one was close she would go and have a look at these awful men. First, she had to find a clothing shop in the hope she could shoplift a dress without getting caught, so she could look more presentable. She would come back and pay for it as soon as she earned some money. She knew it was wrong to do such a thing, but desperation drives people to take desperate measures.

  After committing her dishonest deed, she went back to her lodgings and put on her new dress. She had chosen an orange colour to match her hair, which she let down so it flowed around her neck. She looked a real beauty. Now it was time to find one of these clubs that was nearby. She walked with her head held high until she saw a line of flash carriages driving towards a large building in the square. This must be one of them, she thought, and positioned herself so she could have a look at these men as they alighted from their carriages. Several of the men called out to her but she ignored them. She didn’t think they looked any different except for their smart suits and the little bags they carried. Suddenly, she was grabbed from behind. She felt frightened — she didn’t know who her attacker was as she couldn’t see him. A middle-aged gentleman who was alighting from his carriage saw the young lady in distress and yelling for help, so he came over and hit the attacker with his bag, frightening him off. Mary was shaken and began to cry. The man put his arms around her to comfort her and led her to his carriage. What a beautiful soul, he thought. Her red hair fell around her shoulders and as he leaned over, it touched against his cheek. He reached for a handkerchief so she could wipe the tears away from her eyes. He had forgotten what it was like to feel his heart touched again. Who was this young lady? “Thank you for helping me,” said Mary, letting him know she was grateful. “Please, tell me who you are,” he said. “I am Mary, I have come to London to find work.” “Maybe I can help you. Do you like gardening? I am looking for someone to care for my gardens.” Mary told him she would be grateful for any sort of work, she was a strong girl. As he had to attend a meeting at the men’s club, he asked her to come to this exact spot the next morning at ten o’clock and he would pick her up in his carriage. Mary thanked him again. “I will see you tomorrow,” she yelled. This brought a grin to his face; such beauty, such innocence. What an interesting young lady, he thought, I will look forward to tomorrow.

  Mary went back to her lodgings and climbed into bed. She was tired from her train journey and still a little shaken from being attacked. But to be offered a job on her first day in London, that was a bit of luck. She was pleased she could lock her bedroom door from the inside, as all night she could hear banging outside her room. She didn’t sleep very well as she kept one eye on the door. What would tomorrow bring? she asked herself. She rather fancied the idea of being a gardener … but where?

  The next morning when Mary woke, she went to the bathroom to bathe. As she made her way along the hallway, she bumped into a young man who had the same idea as her. He suggested they share the bathroom. As soon as he spoke she knew he was Irish. He was a fine specimen of a young man and very pleasing to look at. They struck up a conversation as they entered the bathroom together. Mary asked him if he would guard the door while she got undressed and bathed. He agreed if she would do the same for him. She poured the water from the jug into the tub, then she started to undress. He watched her shed her clothes and his eyes never left her body. She was one beautiful girl, and this was the first one he had seen totally naked. Strange things were happening to his body, which left him excited and wanting to hold her. He undressed and climbed into the tub with her. She felt his arms encase her, the water was warm, he was Irish, she was alone in London, so they sat with their arms around each in the warm water. Mary felt his manly body touching her soft skin and she snuggled into him. Was this an invitation for him to take her? It was awkward in the tiny tub, but where there is a will, there is a way … and they tried their darndest! There were squeals of delight. Here were two total strangers who knew nothing about each other, not even names, but who were fellow Irish. The squeals from the bathroom did little to please the people lined up waiting to bathe. “Hurry up in there,” they called. They dried each other, both touching parts of the other’s body. They hadn’t finished, so they wrapped their towels around themselves, gathered their clothing and ran to Mary’s room. They lay on her bed desperately wanting to finish what they had started. He cupped her breasts in his hand and she fondled his manly parts and again the excitement became too much so they writhed around in the bed until the deed was done. God knows when she would meet another handsome young man to make love with, especially an Irishman. Mary loved the feeling of togetherness; she felt complete. They lay in each other’s arms until she remembered she had an appointment at ten o’clock. She jumped out of bed to get ready. They both agreed to meet that night, as she had another night paid for. Still no names were exchanged, as they had more exciting things to do other than talk; that would happen tonight. All she knew was he was originally from County Kerry in Ireland and, like her, was seeking work in London.

  Mary yelled goodbye as she raced off to meet up with the man that had come to her rescue the previous afternoon. True to his word, his carriage was waiting for her. As he alighted he greeted her and asked how she was. “I’m fine, thank you,” she answered. “Where are your belongings?” he asked. Mary was taken aback as she didn’t know she was meant to bring them. “We are driving out to the countryside; I will supply you with lodgings. Can you go and pick up them up?” he asked. With this, Mary asked him to wait five minutes and she would go and fetch them, hoping he would still be there when she got back, but he wasn’t going anywhere. He would wait forever for her. She had not left his mind last night and he fretted she wouldn’t turn up this morning. He could still feel her beautiful hair brushing his cheek, and the warm message it sent him.

  Mary tried to find the young man from this morning but he was not to be found; he must have gone out for the day. She wanted to let him know she wouldn’t be back tonight. She grabbed everything — there wasn’t much — and put it in her bag. She had to go in case the man with the carriage was leaving. She badly needed the job, so she ran down the street to his carriage. “Is that all you have, Mary?” he asked her as he helped her into the carriage. “Yes, I don’t have many belongings,” she answered. “My name is Lord Rothchild. It will take a good two hours to my home.” Mary could not believe what she had just heard. Did he say Lord? She asked him to repeat his name again. “I am Lord Rothchild but you may call me Lord Albert, as you will be part of my household.” Poor Mary, she was stunned. This was like a dream; would it fall apart before it began? They chatted away as they drove out of the city into the countryside. He learned that Mary was Irish, which accounted for her beautiful red hair. This would be a bit of a shock to his fellow gentry, who didn’t care much for the Irish; they were the menial workers who supplied them with a living, a good one at that. The gentry were landowners who could live entirely from rental income or at least owned a country estate. But Lord Albert was more than just gentry; he was a lord as well, thus holding a higher rank than the gentry.

  He loved her Irish brogue. This young lady was something else, and he felt an instant attraction to her. Mary was taken by the countryside and kept telling him how beautiful everything looked. She was so excited; never before had he seen such excitement over very little really. He loved the way she expressed her feelings and let them be known. This made him think she was a very excitable young lady. Mary took notice of the signposts and they were approaching Oxshott, which was still in the Surrey county. They drove a little further, then suddenly veered off to the right down a gravel driveway. There before Mary was a huge mansion surrounded by lovely gardens. She could not believe her eyes. To the left of the mansion was a large glass building. “What is that?” she asked. “That is a conservatory, my dear. That is where I grow all my plants. You will be working in there on wet days.” As they pulled up at the front entrance, Lord Albert said, “We are home now, what do you think?” Mary couldn’t find words to express herself; she was overcome with disbelief. Tears streamed down her cheeks. Surely this was just a dream. She blinked several times but it wouldn’t go away, it was still there. “Oh Lord Albert, this is beautiful. Are these the gardens I have to look after?” she asked. “Yes, Mary, you are in charge of my gardens as from tomorrow.” Mary took his hand and thanked him for giving her a chance. “I will work hard and keep everything beautiful for you, I promise,” she said. He didn’t doubt her for one moment.

  As Mary alighted, Lord Albert helped her down, and she turned and reached for her bag. Suddenly, she felt it being taken from her by a man and he took it into the home. “Put Mary’s bag in the pink room,” Lord Albert instructed the butler. “The pink room, are you sure, sir?” “Yes, you heard me, the pink room.” Did this mean she was sleeping in the home? She expected to be in the servants’ quarters out the back. “Come, Mary, the butler will show you to your room. I will meet you in the dining room in half an hour for lunch.” “Follow me, miss,” and he led her down a hallway into a separate wing. He opened a door and told her that was her room. “Through the door off the sunroom is your bedroom.” Mary thanked him. She stood and looked around. She had her own sunroom furnished with white furniture; what would the bedroom reveal? She walked through into the bedroom and there was a four-poster double bed decorated with a canopy and lace curtains. Why was she put in here? she asked herself. She was only a servant, she didn’t deserve all this. Off the bedroom was her own bathroom. Mary was bewildered; it was almost too much for her to take in. Who did it belong to, was it his daughter or his wife? She had so many questions to ask Lord Albert.

  The time had slipped by and half an hour had passed. She quickly washed her face and brushed her flaming red hair, then set forth to find the dining room. At the end of the hallway stood the butler who was waiting to show her to the dining room. As she walked in, Lord Albert was seated and he rose as Mary entered, then sat down when she was seated. She thought this was back to front; she was the one who should have stood while he was seated. “Is everything to your liking, my lovely?” he greeted her. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. He was infatuated with her hair; never before had he seen such beauty. “Yes, thank you, Lord Albert, everything is perfect. Whose room am I …”, but before she could finish, he interrupted. “No questions before lunch.” With this, the cook brought in a trolley with breads, meats and fruit and laid it out on the table. Mary was shocked as she thought back to only two days ago, when all she had to eat was a piece of bread. In fact, yesterday she hadn’t eaten at all because her lodgings had taken all her money. But then a smile came over her face when she remembered it was only this morning she had made passionate love to a lovely young Irishman, one of her own, and she didn’t even know his name. She always knew in her heart she would definitely marry an Irishman … but not a poor one!

  “Come, my lovely, eat up,” he told her. Poor Mary, she didn’t realise how hungry she was until she had seen the food, so she tucked in and ate a hearty lunch. He realised then that she couldn’t have eaten in a while, as he watched her fill her empty belly. “When do you want me to start?” she asked. “Tomorrow I will take you for a walk around the gardens and explain everything. Just spend the rest of the day wondering around or resting. We will discuss pay and board later. I will see you again at six o’clock for supper.” With this, Mary thanked him for the lovely food and told him she was so grateful for his kindness. He smiled at her; never before had he met anyone who expressed out loud how they felt at that very moment in time. She had no traits of the fine-bred English ladies who never revealed their thoughts, especially out loud. Mary excused herself and took her leave.

  She walked out the entrance door onto the patio and then made her way to the gardens. The roses were blooming and the fragrance coming from them was heavenly. She had never felt this happy, only when she made love to the young Irishman. She held out her arms and pretended to be dancing with him around the garden, then she stopped and picked a yellow rose and put it in her hair and continued dancing. This was all being observed from a study window in the left wing of the mansion. Lord Alfred couldn’t take his eyes off her; she seemed so happy, she was beautiful, her flame-red hair was flying unruly around her face sometimes hiding her facial features, then when she added the yellow rose, she had become part of nature itself. Such raw beauty he had never seen before. All the money and land he owned could not measure up to what he felt, watching this unfold before his very eyes. He had seen many beautiful English women, but this was something spectacular, this was his very own Irish rose. He was disturbed by the doorbell — it was the butler wanting to know something but he waved him away, telling him to come back later. He didn’t want this picture set in motion to have an ending, but as he had experienced, everything came to an end. As he watched from the window, his past came flooding back. His wife had left him because he couldn’t give her children. They both blamed each other, but neither knew the real cause. It was easier to part and let the blame lie with whomever! She walked out with nothing, thus explaining why everything was still as she left it. Mary had been put into his ex-wife’s living quarters, which was why the butler questioned Lord Albert’s decision to put her into that room, as it had not been used for seven years. He couldn’t understand why Lord Albert instructed him to make it liveable again, after he came home last night. The butler wondered if this was going to be the next lady of the mansion. His master had not bothered with any other woman before now. It wasn’t as if they weren’t available; plenty were waiting in the wings, but he seemed to have lost interest.

  Suddenly, Lord Albert saw Mary doing cartwheels on the lawn, so unladylike, so impulsive. Her dress fell over her head and all he could see was the poor girl’s bloomers. Were they still worn? No English child would wear such an item of clothing, but then Mary was not English, she was Irish. He laughed out loud as she looked so funny, thus bringing the butler rushing in and they both laughed together. Neither had seen this behaviour by a young lady. This was the best entertainment Lord Albert had seen in years and it was unfolding in his very own garden. No amount of money could buy this entertainment … it was priceless!

  Next, Mary walked over to the conservatory and as she slid the door open the heat rushed at her. She stood and looked at the strange plants, most of which she had never seen before. How could she look after them if she didn’t know what they were? It was so hot in here, she decided to take off her dress and she threw it outside on the lawn. Then she tried to read the names of the plants but they were so silly; fancy calling plants those names. Suddenly, Lord Albert could not see his Irish rose from his window. Where had she gone? He came outside to look for her, then he thought he could see someone in the conservatory so made his way over. What on earth was her dress doing lying out on the grass? He looked in and he could see her walking around in her bodice and petticoat. What is she doing now? he wondered. She was full of surprises. He didn’t want to embarrass her so he walked away. He couldn’t risk losing her, what would he do without her? When Mary had sorted things out in her mind, she stepped outside and slipped her dress back on. She made her way back to her room and lay on her big bed.

  While she was lying there, a strange thought came to her mind. What if Lord Albert came to her room and wanted to share her bed? This thought had not crossed her mind until now. Mary had heard of these things happening. How would she feel? If she loved her job and could live like a princess, it would be a small price to pay. She knew what it was like to be poor and without food, but she had left that all behind. If at times she had to make sacrifices so she could have a better life, then she would. Nothing was going to stand in her way … nothing!

  At six o’clock Mary made her way down the hallway to find the butler waiting to take her the dining room. She had brushed her hair and tidied herself, but she was still wearing the stolen dress. “Good evening, my lovely, have you had a nice afternoon?” enquired Lord Albert. “The best,” Mary answered with a giggle. He asked her why she was laughing. “I’m worried how I am going to look after the plants in the conservatory when I have never seen them before.” Lord Albert assured her she would manage. He poured himself a wine and asked Mary if she would like one. “I’ve never tasted wine before.” “Then you must try one, my lovely.” With this he poured her a glass. “Cheers,” he said as he held his glass in the air. Mary did the same, not quite sure what this was all about. She took a big gulp and choked, thus causing Lord Albert to laugh. “No, my lovely, you just sip it like this,” and he showed her. She managed it much better after being shown, although she continued to screw her face up with each sip. Perhaps it would taste better next time, she thought. When the evening meal was laid out on the table, Mary’s eyes boggled. She had never seen so much food. “How many people are coming to dinner?” she asked. “There are just the two of us, my lovely.” Her mind drifted back to what her father and siblings would be eating and tears welled up in her eyes. She had to look away and try to blink them back. Lord Albert took particular notice of her reaction to the food, then realised she was just a poor Irish rose who had probably never seen so much on a table. How could something so beautiful bloom from such poverty?

  Mary tried a little of everything, then picked up her bones and nibbled around them making sure nothing was left to waste; she was like a little dog with a bone. Lord Albert was intrigued. She must know what it is like to starve; perhaps that has been her life? We of the gentry could learn a lot from this humble race of people, he thought to himself. “Tell me about the potato famine,” he said. This was a controversial subject with Mary. She told him how she despised the English gentry who grew wheat in Ireland and imported it to England while her people starved. She told him how she felt and what she saw, all the time tears streaming down her face. “With every day came the desperate need to survive, otherwise we starved, froze to death or died of a terrible disease,” cried Mary. He could see she had suffered. “Come here, my lovely, no longer will you have to suffer. I will never let you go back there.” He took her hand and touched her beautiful hair; his heart was torn and he felt sad within himself. Unbeknown to Mary, Lord Albert owned many of the largest wheat-producing farms in Ireland and he was part of the English gentry that pushed for the wheat to come back to England during the famine. He would have to keep this from her; if she found out, he would certainly lose her. He couldn’t bear this thought.

  They retreated to the drawing room to discuss Mary’s hours of work, her pay and her board. She was to start work at eight o’clock and finish at five o’clock with an hour for lunch. The weekends would be her own. He offered her a starting wage of £2,000 a year, and out of this each week came £10 for food and lodgings. Mary couldn’t believe the amount of money she would be left with, she was thrilled. “Are you happy with this, my lovely?” he asked. She went over to him and hugged him. He could feel her soft red hair brushing his cheeks again, remembering this feeling from their last meeting. It had lingered this long and now he could hold on to this feeling again. “Mary, I want you to wear the dresses in the wardrobe. All that is in your room is now yours.” “But who did they belong to?” she asked. “It’s a long story, which I will explain another day, but not now,” he answered. Mary thanked him for a lovely supper. He told her the cook would have breakfast ready for her in the morning. “I will be up and we will walk the gardens and I will tell you what I want done,” he told her. With this, Mary left and retreated to her quarters.

  Meanwhile back at the London lodgings the young Irish lad was knocking on Mary’s door. He had been four times but there was still no answer. He went to the office to see if they knew where she might be, but they told him she had paid for two nights. When he told them they had arranged to meet, but there was no reply, they went together to her room. The door was not locked and when they went in the key was on the bed and her belongings were gone. They looked around but could find no clues to what might have happened to her. He went to his room and lay on his bed and cried his heart out. Where had she gone? He so wanted to spend another night with this lovely Irish lass. They said at the office her name was Mary. That was all he had, a name, but one he would never forget.
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The Start of a New Life for Mary




  Mary bounced out of bed and put on a plain dress, one of her own, and plaited her hair so it wouldn’t blow around her face while she was working. She was so excited, this was the start of her new life, one that would never see her starve again. She would work hard to please Lord Albert and to keep her job. She could post money back home to her father and siblings, as she would have plenty to spare. After breakfast she went out to the garden shed where Lord Albert was pottering away. “Good morning, Lord Albert, I am excited to be starting work today.” “That is good, my lovely, we will start here. I will explain all the tools to you.” Mary had never seen such a huge workshop before. How would she remember everything? She would have to listen carefully and remember one word for each tool. After they had gone through all the tools, they walked out into the rose garden and he showed her how to dead-head the rose bushes with the pruners. There were hundreds of bushes, so this would keep her busy for a couple of weeks. As Lord Albert was walking back, she noticed he walked with a slight limp.

  Mary loved working with the roses. At the beginning of each day, she would select a rose and put it in her hair for that day. Unbeknown to her, Lord Albert spent most of his day watching her from his study window as he did his bookwork. He smiled each morning when he saw her select a rose and place it in her hair. He would play a guessing game with himself trying to pick which colour it would be today. She was such a happy soul; in his heart he loved that very little brought her such happiness. This raw Irish rose had more passion than any cold English rose.

  A month had passed and Mary loved her job. She was now cutting the grass verges around the gardens. This was a huge job and she was on her knees most of the day. One morning as she stood up she felt sick in her stomach. This continued each morning. Things weren’t right in her body; she had missed her monthly cycle. It was only then she realised she was with child, and she remembered back to that morning with the young Irishman. Did this mean the end of the job she loved so much? Was starvation going to creep back into her life? Starvation, that dreaded word, she hated it as much as she hated the English gentry who left the Irish to starve.

  At the end of the working day Mary bathed in warm water to relax her body and take away the tiredness. She sat and brushed her hair making it shine like gold. It was her crowning glory. Today she had picked a yellow rose and brought it home with her; she would wear it to supper. As she made her way down the hallway she was met by the butler. “You look lovely tonight, Miss Mary,” he said as he escorted her to the dining room. When Lord Albert looked up and saw his raw Irish rose, something happened to him. His breath was swept away, this was beauty beyond imagination. He would give up everything to own this vision that stood before him. He stood up as she sat down. He poured them both a red wine and they had the customary ‘Cheers’. “You look positively radiant tonight, my lovely,” he greeted her. Strangely, Mary felt her cheeks flushing. Was it the wine? They talked and ate and in-between times had another wine. This was not at all like Mary, as she usually struggled with the first one, but the second glass just seemed to ease its way down nicely. After supper they retired to the drawing room and talked about work. It was going to rain tomorrow, so she would learn how to grow seedlings in the conservatory. As Mary got up to leave she walked over to Lord Albert and hugged him, as she felt affectionate tonight. As soon as her hair touched his cheek he took her in his arms and held her. There was no resistance from Mary; she needed all the reassurance she could get at this moment in time, as she was frightened about the future that lay ahead for her. He released her and took her hand, leading her along a hallway where she had never been before. This must be where his bedroom is, thought Mary.
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