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			For the people of Porthmadog u3a.

			Thanks for making me feel so welcome.

			You are a kind and generous crowd.
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			One

			1920, Durham felltops, England

			It was mid-­winter and the days were short and dark. Sometimes the light disappeared after one o’clock. Sometimes it didn’t appear at all. Catrin Morgan knew that because here in this bitterly cold place she was only allowed to gaze at it from the windows. She was closely watched.

			She had ticked off the days at first but now she had lost count of them. The leaves had been turning colour when she first arrived and it had been September. Now it was well past Christmas. She knew this because she and the other girls had been huddled into the icy chapel as they were on most days but there had been carols and the readings were about the birth of Christ.

			Not that Christmases at home in Dolgellau in North Wales were anything to get excited about, but Mrs Brandon, the cook, made mince pies and Christmas cake and puddings well before, sometimes as early as October, at least for the puddings. She would feed the Christmas cake with rum. Nobody had the day off – even though Mr Morgan did not invite people to stay or to call in, they did anyway and Mrs Brandon would not have let them have tea or coffee without something to eat. So even though the master did not speak of it, Christmas was celebrated and early in the evening they would have a big party in the servants’ quarters. In the old days before her mother had died there had been a proper dance for the servants in the ballroom and her mother had danced with all the menservants and her father with all the maids. She had vague recollections of the maids looking forward to Christmas when they were summoned into the big drawing room. Her mother would have bought gifts for everyone and each maid was so excited by the pretty ribbons, the lengths of coloured cloth, the dainty handkerchiefs and little bottles of scent and each one was different, especially chosen by their beloved mistress. The male servants were given scarves and caps and gloves and bottles of rum and everyone got a small bag of money. All the houses in the area were given special baskets of game and pies and pâtés, sweets for the children, chocolates for the woman of the house and ale for the men. She remembered those happy times but they were long since gone. After her mother died it was like the light went from the house and had not been there again.

			
			

			She vaguely remembered her brother going away and not coming back but she could recall little of what her life had been like after that. Her father had not wanted to see her, she didn’t understand why, just that she did not belong there, had no place at the dining room table or in the drawing room by the fire and no bedroom of her own. She spent her days in the kitchen and her nights sleeping with the maids in a big attic at the top of the house.

			
			

			As she got a little older, she had spent some nights with the blacksmith’s family. She could not think when that had started either, just that the blacksmith and his wife gave her meals and were kind to her, treating her like one of the family and increasingly often she stayed with them and slept with the other children. They had half a dozen. Joe was the eldest and the same age as she was. They were sixteen, and amongst his family, she had learned to love Joe and to think that he loved her.

			She and Joe would creep into the big bed at night while the younger children slept and, with their eyes closed, talk about all the good things that they would do, how they would get away and travel the world and see all the countries that were so different from their own. Best of all she liked to cuddle in against him and that was when she slept the best sleep, she felt so warm and safe and loved and they ate well so her stomach was full. Their house must be one of the most wonderful places in the world, she thought.

			
			

			She and Joe were in love and after she realized that it was so, she gave him her mouth and her body and all the hopes in her young life and he accepted them. She could hardly bear to think of it because Joe had taken all that she had to offer, and when their love had made such changes as she had not thought of Joe had dismissed the idea, scoffed at it, it could not be so he said, and then it was that his father got a better job somewhere else and Joe was gone and there was nobody to bear the burden but Catrin. In her bitterness now, she hated Joe for his betrayal of her. His father had taken action, had got his family out of there, caring nothing for what might happen to Catrin, and then her father had got wind of it and so she was banished to this freezing place.

			Now in the middle of nowhere, hundreds of miles from home, she missed them all – Mrs Brandon, the maids, but most of all the easy life she had had before this happened. Was it lost? Would she be here for the rest of her days? She was starting to think so and it was a dismal thought.

			Nobody talked much. What was there to say? Some of them had strange accents which she did not understand. It was not that she was shunned, it was just that English was her second language. She had known English when she was younger and her mother was still alive. She remembered her mother speaking in that language and how sweet her voice had sounded, but the memories were fading fast and in her life now Welsh was spoken every day so she had to think hard to accustom herself not only to English but also to English as it was said here in what apparently was the north-­east of England and many of the words were unfamiliar to her.

			
			

			She had been brought here from her home without notice and she had been so afraid that she had made no sound. It was as if she had died or been spirited away. In the old carriage sat a woman dressed all in black. She did not speak to Catrin and they were moving quickly. Then it had been railways. She had never been on a train before and there seemed to be a great many of them.

			She had tried to break free, had attempted to find out what was happening to her, she was so scared but the woman just ignored her and she was much bigger and stronger than Catrin. Catrin was tall but slender and no match for an adult. Nobody cared that she had been taken against her will. When she cried and protested nobody took any notice. She was just another badly behaved girl to them and even if they did look, they looked away again without concern.

			After she gave up struggling and protesting and she was soon so scared and tired that she could do no more, the woman was not unkind. She gave Catrin food and water, and in stations went with her so that she could relieve herself, but that was all. The journey seemed to her sixteen-­year-­old self to go on and on, further and further away from the life she had lived.

			
			

			Was she being abducted? If she was then why was the woman civil to her? Was she being taken away to be killed? Why would anyone want to do such a thing and why take her away? Surely she could have been killed in Dolgellau more easily and at no expense so that was not a solution of any kind.

			Eventually they left the stations behind and were put into the back of an enormous car and after that they arrived at their destination which was a strange-­looking building in the middle of nowhere from what she could discern. The wind and hail stung her face when she got out of the car and was ushered by the woman in black into the building.

			She heard the car leave and that had been early autumn. It felt like a very long time ago. At first she had been desperate to go home but since she was not allowed beyond locked doors there was little chance of that. The other girls were heavier than she was and some of them who were very heavy indeed disappeared and did not come back.

			She was given needlework to do and since she was very bad at it the garments she was stitching were spotted with blood. There were complaints about this because these were apparently sheets and so she was sent to the kitchen and there she found herself happier because she understood how kitchens worked.

			
			

			The women who ran the kitchens were not unkind either. They were brisk to begin with but as she was so dexterous at peeling potatoes and apples, turnips and carrots with such a thin skin taken off, they could not complain. In time, as they saw she had been in such places before, they asked her to make pastry, and bake cakes.

			She was thankful then for Mrs Brandon who had always been sympathetic to her that she was almost like a mother to Catrin. She missed Mrs Brandon most of all and wondered if Mrs Brandon missed her, and then she remembered that it was the cook who had discovered her being sick in the mornings every day for two weeks and how Mrs Brandon had looked pained though Catrin had no idea why. So perhaps Mrs Brandon had caused her to be sent away and she ceased to think of the kindness and worried about the vindictiveness of such an act and wished she understood why. Would she ever go back there? Would she stay here for as long as she lived, locked away in this dark place?

			She remembered the first snowfall for an obvious reason. It was dark and she was looking out of the window from her little bed in that great big room where a lot of other girls slept and it began to snow. It came down in the silence where there was no wind, it fell like a thief in the night so softly, almost stealthily as though it did not care to be noticed.

			
			

			An hour later she found herself in such pain that she doubled over. It got worse and worse. One of the women who worked in the kitchen came to her and took her from the big room and put her into another room where several other girls were in pain, though it seemed to Catrin that their pain could not be worse than hers.

			After that there was nothing beyond the pain, she thought that she must surely die, her body could not endure the agony, which went on and on. She didn’t know how many hours, how many days her body endured until quite suddenly it went away and she heard a crying and there was a child.

			She was astonished at first and then not so. She had pretended that she was not growing to this enormous size and shape and she had heard the cries of other girls. She understood very well what was happening to her now. She was to be punished, sent away probably for good and it was so shameful and she was so guilty of misconduct that she would have to stay here for ever.

			The baby was taken from her, literally snatched from her the moment she realized she had given birth. Catrin didn’t even see it. She didn’t know whether it was a boy or a girl or what it had to do with her. At first she was glad that they took it away because it had caused her so much pain. After that her breasts had become swollen and almost as painful as the birth had been, they were engorged and she was left alone to deal with it. Nobody helped her, nobody came to her and milk ran down between her breasts and down her stomach to her legs. The pain eased in time and her breasts went back to being as they had not been before but misshapen, lumpy, odd but at least the pain of every kind had gone. Then she felt bereft. It was as big a feeling as losing her home and being taken away. There was suddenly this enormous space, a huge hole which the child was not filling. First inside her and then outside. How could it have done such a thing? Now the pain in her body was nothing when compared to the aching that went on in her mind and heart. She felt as though pieces had been torn off her and they had left great gaping wounds which could not be staunched. Nothing could mend it, nothing could bring it back.

			
			

			There was no point in saying anything. She did not even know anyone’s name. She was now put into a different part of the building and there were a lot of other girls in a similar way, no longer with big bumps in front of them. They were silent and she knew that like her they were grieving and they were bereft. She felt that she would never speak again. There would be no point. She could die now and it would be no loss.

		

	
		
			
			

			Two

			Dolgellau, North Wales

			A few days later she left the place and went once again into the back of the car, into trains and finally into the old carriage which took her home. She was grateful to be there. It was the only thing she felt. She went to her own bed in the attic and tried not to think about what had happened to her, that she had had a child.

			Nobody spoke to her, they just looked. In the kitchen Mrs Brandon had nothing to say and did not even acknowledge her presence but barked out orders as she never had done. Catrin could only accept what she was told. It would get better.

			It did in some ways. She worked in the kitchen and gradually people spoke to her as the old maids went and new ones who knew nothing of her came but it was never the same again. She had changed and they had changed towards her and she did not understand. She was almost invisible, she was just a thing that might be around and was of no importance.

			
			

			Sometimes she went and took a horse from the stables and rode miles and miles. She had ridden since she was a small child, perhaps some kind soul had put her on horseback as a toddler, and held her there and given her confidence. She didn’t remember but it was a good thought and it made horses and the freedom she felt while riding the most important part of her life. There again nobody spoke but she was not stopped. The stable lads crept looks at her at first but from somewhere she had found how to repel everybody. She knew what they were thinking, that she had laid with one lad and would therefore lie with another but it did not take much for her to glare at them or set herself so that she could kill them if she had to. She carried a knife on her just in case some idiot should try to force her against her will but nobody did and after that she was alone as she had never been before.

			If the weather was clement she would sleep there with the horses and cats and sheepdogs. They were easier to deal with than people, they did not judge and were accepting. She began to help in the stables and the yard, sweeping the yard, cleaning the cobbles, brushing and combing the horses.

			The stable lads were polite by then, the head man being a Scotsman who said very little but called her Miss Morgan and none of them was intrusive in this world she had begun to devise for herself. It was as though she was wrapping a warm blanket around her in all that she did.

			
			

			Often she shared the stable lads’ fare or called in at the odd shop where she was known and they would always give her a little of whatever they had since she had no money. She presumed her father paid the bills or somebody would have said something.

			However, other people in the village stared and some avoided her so she stopped going anywhere but the stables. She had no friends, nobody cared.

			Sometimes she would stay in different places if the weather was fine. She wanted to get away. She often stayed from there for four or five days but in the end there was nowhere else to go. She began to wonder if the rest of her life would be spent like that and she would never see her baby again.

			That summer things changed, there was a bustle about the place such as never before and when she asked one of the youngest maids – a girl who had only been there for a few months – what was going on the girl looked at her as though she was stupid and said,

			‘Why, the young master’s coming home. Any day now. Mr Morgan is said to be pleased.’

			Old man Morgan, as he was known in the town, her father, never spoke to her though she saw him sometimes around the house. It was just from overhearing others talk that she learned anything. This was news indeed. Catrin didn’t know what to do. Should she stay away from the house? She was curious but she thought her brother had nothing to do with her. He had gone away when she was four and he was six. Now she was sixteen and he was eighteen. He must have finished his schooling. Was he going to come back here to live? She didn’t know how she felt about that. Part of her was interested to see him, part wanted to hide or run away. It would be very strange. Would he ignore her as her father did? Would he not want to know her? Would he think that she was a bad person because of what had happened to her?

			
			

			On the day that he was due home she stayed away. But she couldn’t go far because she wanted to go back and at least see what he looked like. She therefore took to hiding just inside doors to catch a glimpse of him and when she did she was surprised. They looked nothing alike. He was tall and dark and slender whereas she had red-gold hair and blue eyes though she was tall and slender too. She thought that had been her mother’s colouring and perhaps something to do with the fact that her father did not want to see her, but he was like their father, as least she thought so, not being quite sure how their father looked. She had never been that close.

			June became July and in the kitchen all the talk was of the young master. They didn’t take any notice of her, even when she went to the pantry and helped herself to food. She didn’t offer to help, that would have been odd to them now, but she was entitled to take whatever she chose from the cold food in the pantry or she could have hot meals with them. The food was always good and just at the moment it was even better, presumably because her brother had come home.

			
			

			There was cold beef for sandwiches and lettuce, tomatoes and cucumbers from the hothouses and the garden was at its best. Summer pudding, which was Mrs Brandon’s speciality, and various jellies and sorbets, cheese and also raspberries and strawberries and lots of thick cream. There were various pastries and pies. There was always more than enough to eat and usually Catrin was grateful for it. Today however she was eager to see the boy who had come home but that he didn’t look much like a boy. She’d caught a glimpse of him in the hall. He was almost a man. That surprised her. Perhaps living away from home made you grow up sooner though not sooner than having a child when you were sixteen, surely.

			She left the kitchen, having taken enough food to see her through a couple of days and slept outside. When she got back and was grooming one of the horses there was a shadow across the stable where the sunshine fell in at the open doors and she heard a polite English voice say,

			‘Are you Catrin?’

			She turned. She had heard him. Her ears were sharp. All her senses were keen in case she was made to do things she didn’t want to do ever again, but she had deliberately ignored the soft sounds of his feet because she did not recognize them and there was hesitancy that nobody else who came to the stables would feel.

			
			

			He didn’t speak again and in the end she put down the curry comb she had been using prior to plaiting the pony’s mane and turned to him. She thought he looked shocked. She knew what she looked like but until now had thought little about it. Her hair was loose and streamed down her back almost to her knees as it had never been cut, her feet were bare and must be dirty and her hands also, she thought, trying not to look at them.

			She rarely changed her clothes. Nobody ever thought to give her new ones and it was left to the maids to share what they had, which wasn’t much so she was virtually in rags but that did not matter. The rain cleaned her clothes and body when it did rain, and it was warm at this time of the year so she didn’t think about it. In cold weather she put on extra layers, like coats and boots, scarves and hats and gloves, all of which were in the servants’ cloakroom beside the back door and could be taken by anyone who needed them.

			Her brother must be a huge contrast, she thought. He was very well dressed. She knew because she was not used to expensive cloth and his raiment became him as she had never seen clothing do before. It had been tailored just for him even though he was so young. Like another skin somehow. His tone was so English, at least that was what she thought, as though he had never heard a Welsh voice.

			
			

			‘Why don’t you live at the house? Why are you dressed like that?’

			She didn’t answer him.

			‘I didn’t know what had happened to you and my father didn’t reply when I asked. What is going on?’

			‘I don’t see him,’ she finally said, but in her own language.

			He stared. ‘I don’t understand what you are saying.’

			She tried to think of the words in English but struggled. She never used English. She didn’t think anybody around her did and although she heard and interpreted what he was talking about, it was more effort to say it and she couldn’t be bothered.

			He gave up the questions, which she thought wise of him, but he came further in and admired the horse and even stroked its face.

			Eventually curiosity got the better of her.

			‘What are you doing here?’ she asked him in English. Once she had said the words the language came back to her as though her brain was transferring her thoughts from one to the next and back as though rusty.

			‘I’m going to Edinburgh to study medicine and my father invited me.’

			
			

			‘Was it the first time?’

			‘Yes.’

			He had nothing more to say and she was unsurprised. She sometimes caught glimpses of her father – or his father – depending on how you thought of the man. It seemed to her that fathers were very strange people if that was how they went on. The other fathers were people she knew vaguely and had nothing to do with.

			She had no friends. The stable lads didn’t count. They were just lads and now treated her like one of them. They made little conversation. In the kitchen or in the attic bedroom silence always fell when she entered so she spent very little time there.

			‘What do you do all day?’ Strange that he should say it when she had been thinking the same about him. Was that what brothers and sisters did? When she couldn’t think of an answer he said,

			‘Do you go to school?’

			‘Nobody here of my age goes to school. Everybody works.’ It was true, the lads on the farms, the butcher’s son and the grocer’s son and the hardware shop’s two sons all worked with their fathers. Some lads went away to work in the slate quarries and here there was still gold mining and the lads whose fathers had always done such things followed them into it.

			The girls went into service and often had to move away because everybody must earn money. Except that she did not. She didn’t really do anything, she admitted to herself now.

			
			

			‘Where do you live?’ The questions were underway once again.

			She shrugged.

			‘Why don’t you live with our father in the house?’

			‘He doesn’t want me there.’

			‘Why not?’

			She was not going to tell him what had happened to her but then she never had lived in the house as the daughter of it, not at their father’s level, just as a maid. She had been nothing but a kitchen maid. Now she wasn’t even that.

			‘I don’t think he likes us very much,’ her brother said bitterly. ‘After she died he didn’t want us there. Do you think we reminded him of her? And if so why would he not want us there all the more? Did it hurt him so unbearably to have us near?’

			‘What’s he like close to?’ she asked.

			‘Very quiet. He never goes anywhere or sees anybody. He sits among his books all day. I suppose with a life like that you can’t have much to say. He did ask me questions about Edinburgh. I think quietly he’s quite proud of my achievements. He seems to enjoy having me here though it obviously didn’t dawn on him before I got this far that I might have come back here more often.’

			‘Where did you go?’

			
			

			‘We had family in the Durham dale and in North­um­berland though they weren’t up to much, just old people who felt obliged to give me a holiday for a few days and they were like him, very quiet and rather boring. And they are all dead. Sometimes I stayed with other boys and their families and that was better.’

			‘Didn’t you ever want to come home?’

			‘I did to begin with. I felt totally abandoned, as if I had lost both my parents, and as for you – I remembered so little of you over the years that I tried to stop thinking about you. I just hoped you were having a better time than I was, but I turned out to be good at cricket, rugby, Latin and Greek so I had to be thankful for small mercies and get on with it. Once I realized that I wanted to be a doctor and had some sort of goal in life it all felt a little bit better, but when I went to stay with people I saw that they lived in a different way than I remembered living here.’

			This was such a long speech that he was silent after it and she could think of nothing to say. She finished plaiting the horse’s mane and she had by now looked after all the horses. She didn’t really need to, the lads were good but they knew that it was something she liked doing so they let her. She had to fill her days with something.

			‘I could ask him if you might come and eat your meals with us?’ her brother suggested.

			
			

			‘No,’ she said flatly.

			He mooched off back to the house and as she watched him go she knew that she and her brother and her father were all lonely. Was it something they had in common or was everybody’s loneliness different than everybody else’s, but when he had gone she missed his presence somehow and wondered how to get it back?

			She waited to see him again, hanging around the yard and by the river and the fields. It was a long hot summer, far too hot for the horses and cattle who were plagued by flies. She spent a lot of time washing down their faces and coats, legs and back ends with a weak solution of vinegar and water which stopped the bluebottles from gathering. She thought all the animals were grateful.

			One day, when she was sitting by the river, her brother appeared with a hamper. He proceeded to sit down and open it. She was rather touched and watched in delight as he took from it cooked chicken and newly baked bread, white cheese and various pickles, strawberries and meringue and a bottle of something called champagne. It tasted very strange, the bubbles popping up the slender glass he handed her and aiming at her nose.

			‘Did Mrs Brandon not mind you taking all this?’

			‘I didn’t ask, I just ordered it,’ he said with delicate carelessness. ‘I am the young master, everything I do is good.’

			He said it as though he were talking about somebody else. There was a lack of pleasure in it, a want of more and she could hear and feel it. As she watched her brother looking out across the river as though he saw something in the distance which was fascinating, she remembered. He was Rhodri and when he had been small and she had been smaller she could see herself running after him with tottering steps, calling ‘Roddy, Roddy, wait for me.’

			
			

			But he had not waited for her, he had not been allowed to. She had been left here all alone and he had been all alone too and their father sat in the library like a withered plant, his life gone and nothing left but the minutes passing by slowly, interrupted only by visits to the dining room or having food and drink brought to the library or the study or wherever he sat. Did he go outside? She didn’t think he did. Other people managed everything.

			The strawberries and meringues glistened with sugar and cream in little glass bowls. There were small silver spoons for eating them. She had not had such a thing before and was rather taken with it and by the contrast of the champagne which she had thought sweet before and now was dry on her tongue.

			That afternoon was the best she could remember. She tried to hold on to it in fear that there would never be another, but she knew very well that you could never hold anything good. It was only the bad memories that chased you around your bed at night.

			They both fell asleep in the warm grass with the sound of the river running low over summer stones and it was only when Roddy roused himself and said he must go and have dinner with his father that they got up and even then he hesitated.

			
			

			‘What will you do now?’ he said.

			It had not occurred to her that there would be an afterwards, as though her brother had made time stand still and she could not set off again. She would be pleased to stay there in the pleasure of his company but it was not to be. He put the glasses, the plates, the little dishes, the silverware and the champagne bottle back into the hamper and got up. She didn’t know how to answer him. Everything that came to mind seemed so inadequate.

			She watched him make his way across the fields towards the house. There was something special about his back and it made her think of a time when she remembered her parents walking away from her and her father’s back had been like that. She could not remember the movements of her mother, had never been able to bring the sound of her voice to memory, not even a song.

			Whether their father knew what was going on, Catrin was uncertain. Did he even think about what life went forward beyond the doors which led outside? She doubted it. After the picnic she was so happy that she worried. Life had never been like this so why should it change for the better now and then she told herself that it didn’t matter, she must enjoy the little she was given. Roddy would go off to university and she would probably never see him again. She doubted she would see him the next day but she did and the one that followed and the one after that. She dared take nothing for granted but she began to get up with the pleasurable feeling that she would see him.

			
			

			She had begun sleeping in the attic again. She had the feeling that Roddy would think it a lot more respectable if she slept indoors though in such weather she was not sure it was an advantage. He seemed to grasp the idea because one night when he had stolen out after dinner and knew that she was waiting for him down by the river he brought with him cushions and a couple of light blankets, although that made her laugh, for she had stayed out many a night with neither one and been comfortable.

			As usual he brought food with him. What Mrs Brandon would think Catrin could not imagine but then Mrs Brandon was too good a housekeeper, cook and servant to question the young master. What he wanted he got, she felt sure, and so there were puddings and cakes and bread and pâté which she called meat paste. It tasted good anyway and she was so pleased to be in his company that she tried to think of nothing but this.

			They fell asleep together. The last person she had slept close to in the evening was Joe and the consequences had been appalling but this of course was nothing like that. She was so proud to have a brother like him, she kept her eyes open as long as she could just to drink in that he was there with her. She understood now why people made paintings and photographs because you had to capture whatever you loved and it was the closest you could get to halting time. She wished she could stop it now and keep him here forever.

			
			

			The summer weeks went on. The river was low and clear and she would put her feet into the icy water. She showed Roddy how to catch fish by finding them under the bank and sliding your hands around them but he was not very deft and ended up wet and laughing because he had had no experience of such things. Neither could he ride a horse. She was surprised about that and soon they would go out on the horses every day.

			Roddy read a lot. He talked to her about this because it was what he did so that his father would not wonder that he was out all the time and possibly object to what he was doing, but there came a day towards the end of August when Roddy was reading poems to her and he stopped and said would she like the book whereupon she blushed and stammered for she could not read very well. She had taken little effort and was out of practice and she did not want to show her ignorance in front of him.

			‘How stupid of me,’ he said in apology, ‘I didn’t know that you had never been to school.’

			‘Lots of people don’t go,’ she said in mitigation.

			‘Yes but they aren’t my sister.’

			
			

			He said it so proudly that she was pleased and when he offered to teach her to read and write better she could not contain the way that she felt.

			It began to rain for the first time in weeks but there were many buildings that belonged to the house and above one of the old coach houses there was a loft for storing hay. It had a window which looked out over the back fields so they spent the rainy afternoons there and slowly she remembered the little she had been taught as a child and was surprised how eagerly the reading and writing came back to her. She was aware of a pleasure which she had never thought attached to such things.

			Roddy also played the piano and said he wished he could teach her for it was but another skill as to using your hands for what you wanted, rather than what they wanted. She told him that her hands could tickle fish and peel potatoes and he could do neither of these things.

			She became aware that his time here was limited. He would be going to Scotland by the second week in September. It made her very sad. Every time she thought about it, it upset her until he told her that if she wanted he would take her with him.

			She knew almost immediately that she couldn’t do it. She was not this person that he saw, that she hoped he saw. That he liked her, that he might even want to take her with him would have to be enough.

			
			

			‘What have you got here that you would stay?’ he said and she couldn’t answer him.

			‘I’m a country girl, I belong here. I don’t even speak English much.’

			‘You do when you stop thinking about it. You’ve been speaking English to me for weeks. And you speak it as I do who has been in England for years. You have a very good ear. I think once you learn something like that it stays with you. You would have to change of course.’

			‘Change what?’ She eyed him. It was raining yet again, it didn’t usually rain in September but they had been lucky in August and were obviously not going to get an Indian summer.

			‘The way you dress and you would have to put up your hair. The sisters of the boys that I know are very modest and they look up to their brothers and think how special they are.’

			‘Why would anybody do that?’

			‘Because it’s the accepted way. Girls are meant to say little, listen a lot and be deferential.’

			‘Well, it’s just as well I’m not going anywhere. I can’t see me being like that.’

			‘You could pretend if it was going to get you places.’

			This had not occurred to her. What a strange way to go on, she thought but then she had no society, she knew only the servants here and they did not treat one another in such a way but then her father had no indoor male servants. The men did the outdoor work so it was a different way of going on which she had never considered.

			
			

			‘Why don’t you want to come with me, Cat?’

			It was the first time he had called her by her childhood name and it made her feel sick and it hurt her.

			‘I cannot. You will have to accept it. You and I are nothing alike,’ and she knew that if he persisted she would get up and run away and he must have known it too because he shut up.

			 

			When she was alone Catrin felt bad. Did she really not want a chance of a new life? But she was right. They were so unalike she could barely think of him as her brother. He didn’t look like her and their experiences of life were totally different. He didn’t know her. He wouldn’t like her if he got to know her well, she felt sure. Then what would happen?

			As the days counted down towards his leaving she knew that she would never see him again and that was too hard to consider. He had been so kind to her. How could she go back to the loneliness? She had not thought of it as such, it was just as her life could be and she had had to content herself, but now she had an opportunity and yet she was too scared of what might happen if she took it.

			He was strange to her, he spoke in another language. It was not that it was English, it was that he was educated and clever and she knew how much he was looking forward to going to Edinburgh to learn how to be a doctor. She tried to stay away from him but he knew all the places she would be so nowhere was safe. Also it was easy enough to live outside when the sun shone but rain fell every day so that she had to keep close to the house and even to sleep upstairs and take her meals with the servants.

			
			

			She soon became aware that not only had they taken to not speaking to her but that she did not speak to them. She tried making conversation with the newest kitchen maid but the girl just looked at her as though she saw a snake. That evening she was summoned to Mrs Brandon’s sitting room.

			The housemaid, Eliza, gave the message as briefly as she could but Catrin could not imagine what the cook and housekeeper wanted with her. Mrs Brandon had not talked directly to her since she had come home after having her baby. She knocked on the door and found the woman looking confused and embarrassed.

			She said as though trying to be friendly, ‘Do come in, Miss Catrin.’

			She had never put the ‘miss’ in front of Catrin’s name before and Catrin felt sure that Mrs Brandon had no liking or respect for her but she did as she was bidden and closed the door.

			
			

			Mrs Brandon urged her to sit down across the fire and Catrin was grateful for the fire, which was giving out a lot of heat, and for the room, which was so comfortable. The chair she sat down in was the best she could ever recall so she sat and waited for whatever Mrs Brandon had to say.

			That lady did her utmost to look straight at Catrin and failed so she said to the fire, ‘Master Rhodri has spoken to me about taking you with him when he goes north. I think he felt the need to ask somebody what to do and he didn’t wish to approach your father.’

			‘There wouldn’t be much point. I don’t suppose the man would recognize me or my name.’ Catrin was surprised how bitter and resentful she sounded. She could not remember ever having said anything like this before and Mrs Brandon was obviously upset by it because the look she finally gave Catrin was one of disgust.

			‘You must not speak about the master like that. He does his best for everybody.’

			‘Does he? Well, it doesn’t include me and never has done.’

			‘Master Rhodri is in earnest. He thinks he can provide a better life for you than what you have here and yet you are resisting.’

			‘I can’t go. If he ever found out what I had done he would send me back here, you know it and so do I.’

			‘There’s no reason why you shouldn’t start a new life.’

			
			

			‘Because I have nothing here? Because nobody talks to me or cares about me? Somebody would be bound to tell him and then what?’

			Catrin got up and left the room, shivering in the hall outside the door because the hall was always chilly in bad weather. Wind and rain were beating against the stained-­glass windows there, making the colours run one into another. Catrin didn’t hesitate. She ran down the hall and stairs and out of the front door and into the bad weather.

			She cried. She hadn’t cried in a long time but it was as if there was no difference between the rain and her tears. The one would hide the other. It would not however hide the sobs that began to escape and so she ran until she reached a big barn which was often empty and then she sat down on the cold floor and let her crying run its course. She went to sleep even though it was draughty and when she awoke she felt as though she could go back to her life, she would manage it. She did not need to leave here, she could organize some life of her own and once her brother had gone it would be easier. She had managed before and she would manage again. She must not give in. She must not see him any more.

			She kept well away from the house for several days until she knew that he had less than a week left. Then he discovered that she was having meals and sleeping at the house because the weather was bad and he even went into the kitchen in search of her, horrifying Mrs Brandon and the maids as they sat down for their tea.

			
			

			‘Here you are, Catrin,’ he said frowning at her. ‘I want to talk to you.’

			‘I don’t want to talk to you,’ she said and ran out of the kitchen and into the backyard but he caught her by the arm.

			‘You’re avoiding me. I want you to come to Edinburgh. I want you to have a new life, a chance. If you give it six months and don’t like it I will bring you home.’

			Catrin tried to free herself from him but he held on. He wasn’t hurting her but she could see that he was in earnest.

			‘I can’t go. I can’t ever go anywhere,’ she said and she was losing her temper now.

			‘Why? If you give me reasonable explanation I will accept it,’ he said.

			‘I had a baby. All right?’

			He let go of her then as shock and amazement took over his face. She pulled free and he let her but he was as determined as she and followed her across the yard and into the comparative warmth of the stables. The boys were about and he would not talk to her there, she thought, but it was not the case.

			‘Why didn’t you tell me?’ He seemed unaware of other people. The boys stopped what they were doing and even left the stable as though they did not want to overhear the conversation and who could blame them, she thought.

			
			

			‘When was this? When was it, Catrin?’ He was glaring at her now. ‘Was this recent? Did somebody do something awful to you? Tell me about it, tell me what happened.’

			‘So that you can judge me?’

			‘You’ve already judged yourself by the sound of it, it can’t be that much harder to tell me.’

			‘I wanted you to think well of me. Now you will never do that again. You could not take me into polite society such as your rich friends and their families. You couldn’t do such a thing.’

			He was nonplussed, she could see.

			‘Tell me what happened?’

			‘It was one of the stable boys.’

			It was the first thing that came to mind and somehow easier than the truth since she had cared for Joe and it had all been for nothing.

			‘Nonsense,’ her brother said immediately. ‘You’ve just made that up.’

			‘How do you know?’ She regarded him with new respect. How discerning he was proving to be.

			‘Because they treat you like one of them. They seem to be your only friends such as they are able.’

			‘So maybe one of them got too friendly.’

			‘You are a very bad liar,’ her brother said. ‘Did somebody take advantage of your ignorance? Did some man force you?’

			
			

			‘Would that make any difference?’

			‘Of course it would.’

			‘Of course it wouldn’t. A girl is supposed to resist, she is meant to stop a man from doing such a thing and so if it happens it is her own fault because she didn’t try hard enough to get away.’

			‘That’s ridiculous,’ he said. ‘I am going to be a doctor and I know exactly how these things happen and how strong a man is. You’re just a slip of a girl. How on earth could you stop somebody?’

			‘Well, I didn’t, so there. I loved him. I thought he loved me. He didn’t purposely deceive me, he just wanted to – to have me and I wanted him.’

			This time she ran and he did not run after her and she assumed that he could now accept what she said. He would leave her alone and he would soon be gone and she would have some peace. Anyhow, Mrs Brandon had spoken to her so things might get easier. She would take charge of her own life, she was old enough. She could change her name and leave and find a position in somebody’s house. She could work in anybody’s kitchen and make a good job of it.

			But then everybody for miles around knew who she was, her looks were so distinctive, with her bright golden hair, her blue eyes, and she was tall and slender for a girl and she was free in her manners. Also, they knew her father and must wonder at how she dressed, how she lived, but not why any more. Everybody knew that she had had a child and they shunned her. How would she ever get out of here with no money and no aid? In the end she resolved to go to her brother and ask him for enough money to get her away and then maybe he would be satisfied and they would never meet again. That was all she wanted, to pretend that nothing was any different, that he had never come here, that nothing more would alter. She didn’t think she could bear any more. She was only just growing used to the way that she had let herself down so spectacularly. It seemed that there was no way back.

			
			

			Introducing the subject of money to her brother was not the easiest thing to do. He had taken to going riding when the weather was bright, which it was almost every evening after the skies cleared. It made for beautiful sunsets, something she loved dearly. So, the next evening when he went to the stables she went with him and suggested they should ride together.

			She moved ahead and let her horse go as it wanted to, but he kept up with her. They always stopped in the same places and this one was at the top of a hill where all the countryside spilled out around them, so green and orange and brown. There were the mountains and, well below, the fast-­running rivers, which were now dark and muddy because of all the recent rain.

			
			

			She waited for him to dismount and then looked straight at him and said,

			‘I could manage some kind of life if I had enough money to move away from here so that people don’t know who I am. If I could get away properly to somewhere like Llandudno I could go to work as a kitchen maid or cleaning bedrooms in a hotel. I can cook so I could start at the bottom and maybe become like Mrs Brandon in time.’

			‘You are nothing like Mrs Brandon,’ he said, clearly affronted and frowning. ‘It would be beneath you to do such a thing.’

			‘Nothing is beneath me.’

			‘Of course it is. Mrs Brandon is a nice enough woman but you are clever and well born and of a good family. You could never do such a thing.’

			‘It would be better than staying here like this, surely. I would need no more than a few pounds, I’m sure you have enough, your father seems to lavish money on you. It would be like nothing to you and you could forget about me. You would have done your duty and could salve your conscience—’

			‘See how you speak? You may not have had any education but you pick things up so quickly and you can read and write so well after only a few weeks. You are beautiful and charming and clever.’

			‘I had a child. They took it from me but I had it. I am somebody’s mother. Even if I never see that child again the fact remains. If it lived or if it died things like that cannot be undone. Don’t you see?’

			
			

			‘Maybe if you talked about it I would understand.’

			‘I don’t want to talk about it. It happened and this is my life and nothing you say can make any difference. I have to live now as if it had never happened, to cut it from my heart and mind.’

			She would have got up on her horse, this she could do just by swinging herself on to it with one foot in the stirrup, but her brother would not be put off. He got hold of her waist and pulled her so that she turned around within his grasp and tried to hit him. He held her off easily.

			‘I will let you go but you must promise to tell me what happened.’

			‘I don’t see why I should.’

			The moment she stopped fighting he let her loose and they both stood back rather in awe of one another.

			‘If I tell you will you give me some money so that I can leave this place?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Promise?’

			‘I promise.’

			The sun was going down and the sky was blue and fiery and great streaks of pink lit the whole area. Catrin could not help but think that she could never leave here, she loved this place so very much.

			
			

			Nearby was a wood and in the best position for seeing the view there was a bench under the tree so she led him there. It was quite dry now. They sat down.

			She told him about the awful house up on the hill at the start of the descent into Weardale. She told him about the pain and despair. He was not looking at her so she did not look at him and it was easier that way to keep on talking until it was all told, feeling that nobody had cared for her. The tears began to fall and she thought how awful that she had cried twice recently which was possibly more than she had ever done.

			She saw through his eyes what her life was like, how truly awful it was and she knew that she must get away from here and try a new life, in another place and never ever come back. She did not belong here. She had been foolish to think she could go on like this forever. She could not, that much had become plain.

			In the end they decided not to say anything to their father. What would be the point? Catrin would go with her brother and try the kind of life she might have and if it did not work then he would bring her back to Wales and they would try something else. She had to be content with that.

			They went to the dressmaker and there he left her in the capable hands of the old Scotswoman who was delighted to make clothes for anyone. If she knew who they were she was sensible enough to say nothing. She made three dresses for Catrin in the few days which followed. She also took her to the cobbler, bought her underwear and nightgowns and she instructed Catrin how to put up her hair, after snipping off the bottom four inches, the better to contain it, she said. Looking in the mirror finally Catrin barely recognized herself.

			
			

			She felt like a turncoat and kept in mind his promise, that if she didn’t like it he would bring her back home. Edinburgh was a very long way and they would travel by train. Catrin tried not to think that they might be within a few miles of where her child was, if the child lived. She tried to think that the child was safe and loved. It was the only way she could think of it at all.
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