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      PART ONE

      
1895–1905


   
      
      Chapter One

      
      

      
      Susanah’s head was wrenched to one side. Her shoulder hurt. Perspiration was running down her scalp and into her eyes. She
         fumed against them from her narrow niche under the slatted bench seat of the railway carriage.
      

      
      Her mind went back to her parents’ conversation half an hour before, on the station platform, when she had discovered she
         and her brother Tollie would have to travel this way on the train, crouched like cats under the seat. They had talked over
         her head, as though she were a stone.
      

      
      ‘Four tickets is enough to buy, Ceiri.’

      
      ‘But there’s Susanah and Tollie,’ her mother had protested. ‘They surely travel with us, Caradoc?’

      
      Susanah had made her fingers curl tightly inside her apron pockets so she could feel the comforting pain of eight nails, neat
         half-moons, digging into her palms. If that hurt enough, she was flesh not stone.
      

      
      She had pondered the fact that she and Tollie wouldn’t be going with the rest of them, her eyes ranging absently over the
         intricate ironwork which framed and decorated the high points of the platform. Her ears tuned themselves to the violent clangour
         of the voices in the echoing railway station.
      

      
      So. They would be left here at the station on their own. But what about the boxes? She had seen her bed loaded on to a wagon,
         her blankets packed into the boxes. Could they go back to the little house in the street where she had been born? That couldn’t
         be. She had seen its door locked with the big key, so rarely used. She had seen her brothers, Davey and Lew, haring back to
         the colliery-office to put the key into the hands of Mr Richards himself.
      

      
      It was hot in the station. Sweat had built up under her thick plait and then started to trickle down her back. Her face, to
         her satisfaction, stayed smooth.
      

      
      ‘Four tickets are enough to buy.’ Her father’s deep voice printed itself on the air again.

      
      ‘Well, you’re saying they must hide themselves near us on the train. Is that what you want?’

      
      Susanah’s fingers had unclenched.

      
      Caradoc Laydon Jones’ response was almost tender, delicious: sickly sweet as a toffee apple. He was looking at the slender
         figure of his wife Ceiri, who was well accustomed now to his finely honed ability to taunt with a sweet tongue. ‘But isn’t
         that stealing, Ceiri? Wouldn’t you say that’s stealing?’
      

      
      Then he strode off, walking well ahead of the rest of them, his broad shape blocking out Susanah’s view of the watery spring
         sun. Her world was filled with his tall figure, the heavy box hoist lightly on his shoulder, and the lumpy, almost human,
         shape of the sack clasped in one large hand.
      

      
      The train had gurgled and hissed its way into the station and, drowning in the press of bodies, Tollie and Susanah were hustled
         into a carriage. Ceiri stowed them under the seat, on blankets she had pulled from one of the bags.
      

      
      Caradoc had climbed on to the train at the very last minute. His view of the carriage was entirely legitimate; it would be
         the view of the guard, who’d come to check the occupants. Four people matched with four tickets.
      

      
      Now, from her crouched position under the seat, Susanah could feel the train screeching and crunching its way along the track.
         The wheezing and grinding of the wheels on the track seemed very close to Susanah’s ear: the floor beneath her cheek must
         be very close to the ground. She pressed her cheek hard against the wood, wishing she could push it clean through the floor.
         Then she’d see the shining steel rails and the stout wooden sleepers as they counted their way north.
      

      
      Davey, sitting directly above Susanah, squirmed uneasily. She saw his feet move as he crossed his legs first one way then
         the other.
      

      
      ‘They could come up, Da, our Susanah and Tollie? Come up from under there, see the countryside, couldn’t they? I can watch
         next time for the guard . . .’
      

      
      Listening to his voice with its characteristic tremble, Susanah closed her eyes and saw what he saw. She had been able to
         do this since she was very small, seeing through her brother’s eyes what she could not see with her own. It was a gift which
         had frightened her at first, but which in time she came to take for granted. Now through her closed lids she could see the
         country racing away, streaming past in greens and browns; the rising grey of the far land.
      

      
      ‘They could stretch their legs, Da. Get some air . . .’

      
      She winced when she heard the ringing slap as Caradoc brought his hand across Davey’s cheek. Ceiri looked up from the baby,
         half sang her protest, then swallowed it back. Lew grinned across at Davey’s discomfort, examining his red-stained cheek with
         clinical interest.
      

      
      Among the boxes on the floor, crouched on her blanket under the slatted seat, Susanah fumbled with the feeling – the possibility
         – that she too had done something wrong. Being here under the seat was the punishment. And Tollie must be another wrongdoer,
         even though, curled up wide-eyed here on his blanket, he looked as innocent as an angel. Above her, watching the greens and
         browns and the distant greys, Davey had just been slapped for defending her in her transgressions.
      

      
      She sometimes wondered what her mother did to deserve her punishment, regularly meted out by their father. The first time Susanah had actually witnessed this punishment she had been
         halfway upstairs when she heard the familiar faint protest in her mother’s voice. Creeping down, she had put her face to the
         crack on the wooden boards that separated the staircase from the kitchen.
      

      
      Her mother had been standing behind the chair, her long narrow face looking up at him. His face was large and smooth, his
         beard soft and so clean.
      

      
      His hand had come across and her body had spun across the room, falling soft and light as a leaf on to the rug which covered
         the square stones of the kitchen floor. (Mama had made the rug herself. Susanah had helped her, one stitch for ten of her
         mother’s.) Then her father had been on to her, doing that extraordinary pressing that he did on her, her face turned away.
      

      
      Susanah noticed then, and at other times, that these actions of punishment seemed to bring her father to balance, to give
         him some peace. In many ways they brought a temporary calm to the house, which sometimes lasted the whole of the next day.
      

      
      On the train, Susanah lay quiet with Tollie, well nested among the tangle of boots and boxes, the smells of trouser and old
         grease, the pepper of new dust. From her space under the slatted seat she could hear her sister, Jenny, whimpering in her
         mother’s arms. Then, with the familiar rustling of shawl and dress and the waft of that indefinable scent, half body, half
         milk, Susanah heard her mother settle in her seat to feed the baby.
      

      
      Susanah loved Jenny, the baby, in a special way. She had been there when she had been born. Without her, the baby and her
         mother would be dead. The Woman had told her that.
      

      
      At first, that day in the little Welsh house, she had tried to pretend she wasn’t there in the bedroom, pushing herself hard
         into the narrow corner under the eaves, trying to make herself so small that she would be invisible as the rough drop of curtain or
         the distant wheel of the pit above its raggle of buildings.
      

      
      Mama was on the bed, silent for this moment, after hours of painful moaning, of threshing left and right. The Woman was there,
         tall and hook-nosed, almost man-faced. Her wide dress was snail-sheen black. She was looking down at Mama, her old face as
         still as the stone of the mountains. Then she looked around; her grey eyes stopped on Susanah, frowning. ‘What is it you doin’
         here, lamb?’
      

      
      Her voice was soft. Susanah stared at her, back into those mountain eyes. Do not send me away. She willed it.

      
      ‘All right. Stay if you want. But no shouting or crying! Just stay very still. Hear me, do you?’ The Woman’s glance moved
         to the younger woman standing on the other side of the bed, Susanah’s Auntie Peg. She was trembling. Sweat was running down
         her face and she was clutching a piece of the sheet in her hand, pleating and re-pleating it with busy fingers. ‘How many
         is it, kinder, you’ve had, then?’ the Woman asked.
      

      
      Auntie Peg shook her head, her mouth folded tight.

      
      ‘No children?’ The Woman sighed, a breath up from her heels. ‘Well. Now then . . . Peggy, isn’t it? Ceiri’s set to go, right away
         from us, to whoever is out there, God or gods. D’you see that? She has no bit of strength left and no way to help herself.
         What you see now, what we do here, you must not tell. Hear me?’
      

      
      Auntie Peg’s eyes were bulging from her brow; her lips trembled as she stiffly moved her head to agree.

      
      The Woman pulled a chair from the corner of the room and stood it beside the bed. Susanah took a little step forward to see
         better as she heaved Mama from the bed and sat her on the chair. Mama’s head had rolled back, her eyes were half closed. The
         Woman made Auntie Peg hold her while she whipped the greyish sheet from the bed and laid it on the floor.
      

      
      Then she pushed Peggy out of the way, put her arm around Mama and started to whisper, whisper in her ear.
      

      
      Susanah leaned forward. She could hear the urging, the urgency, but they were not words she had ever heard before.

      
      Mama started to sit up straight then, staring in front of her, black hair sticking in baby curls around her face. Her face
         was white. She seemed to be listening, listening to something that the rest of them could not hear. Then she jerked upwards,
         a yell escaping her mouth.
      

      
      The Woman looked across at Auntie Peggy. ‘Now, get hold of her other side, girl, like this.’ She held Mama at the shoulder,
         under her arm. Susanah stared at the long uncut fingernails digging into flesh as Aunt Peggy stumbled across to take hold
         on her side. Between them they lifted Mama from the chair to the blanket on the floor so that she ended up half sitting, half
         squatting.
      

      
      ‘Now, lovely, now, Ceiri! You can do this . . . gently now . . . gently . . . now!’

      
      A shudder travelled through Ceiri. Susanah could see it from where she was standing, in her space under the eaves. The hoarse
         shout her mother made softened to a moan, a helpless moan. Auntie Peg crumpled into a faint. The Woman clicked her teeth and
         heaved Mama back into the chair. ‘Now, stay still, sweetheart, stay still.’
      

      
      Susanah could see the back of the Woman’s dress and the triangle of sopping sweat that stained it from shoulder to hem. The
         Woman stooped to lift up Auntie Peg’s ragdoll body and dumped her in a corner, muttering, ‘No use, no use . . .’
      

      
      Mama started up her moaning again. The Woman’s gaze wandered round the room. Her eye lighted again on Susanah. ‘Right, sweetheart!
         Do you want to do something really special for your ma?’
      

      
      Susanah took a step forward, her head going with a nod.

      
      ‘All I want is you hold her hand. Just stand against her that side. Like your Auntie Peg, but maybe with a bit more sense,
         hey?’
      

      
      They took Mama from the chair and back to the blanket. Susanah stood there beside her, holding her hand and the top of her
         arm. Susanah’s head, even though she was standing, was not much higher than her mother’s, as she squatted there. Mama was
         heavy against her. Susanah’s arms ached.
      

      
      The Woman muttered on again: those strange words. Mama’s body was lighter now, pulling up and away from Susanah. The surge,
         the ripple, was travelling through her, transmitting itself to her daughter. Her hand clutched Susanah’s so tightly that she
         could not clutch hers back, even though she wanted to show her mother she was there. She could feel the bruises growing on
         her hand.
      

      
      ‘Ri-ight!’ The Woman almost sang the word.

      
      The shudders were moving now in a continuous rhythm. The Woman was kneeling, one arm around Mama, the other down below. Susanah
         inhabited a wild world of twitches and groans from her mother, of satisfied grunts, soft crooning from the Woman. She stared
         hard into her mother’s face. Her brown eyes were wide open, but she was seeing nothing. She could only see inside, inside
         her own body. Finally she expelled a high-pitched cry, as controlled as a whistle, followed by a long sigh.
      

      
      Susanah looked down. The baby was almost contained within the Woman’s large hand: a little girl with bulbous crack between
         her legs. She was flushed red from top to toe, as red as Dada’s face when he was angry. Susanah thought the baby must be angry
         at the pain of getting here, into the world.
      

      
      The Woman had put Mama back in the chair now and freed the baby somehow. It was crying. The Woman looked around at the rumpled
         bed, then back to Mama, slumped in the chair. She rolled the baby in a cloth and thrust it at Susanah. ‘Here, lovely, here’s your work. Hold not too tight, nor too soft. I need to finish your ma off. A way to go yet.’
      

      
      Susanah turned the small, bound body so she could see the round face covered by dark oil and strands of trailing blood; black
         hair greased on to a round head; eyes tight shut; one hand escaping the binding rag. The fingers were slender and curving,
         the nails perfect, and the light shone through her skin. She put her nose to the baby, smelling her strange smell; the baby’s
         eyes opened briefly and then she began a high-pitched mewing like a cat.
      

      
      Now, crouched on the train chugging and clanking its way from Wales up to County Durham, Susanah was aching with the wish
         that she were up there on the seat, watching her mother feed Jenny. Being so responsible for them both, she had always loved
         that ritual. Sometimes she would look at the dots on her own chest and wonder how it could happen, that a woman could feed
         a baby with herself.
      

      
      She thought again how she had watched as the Woman whispered, whispered into her mother’s ear, getting her to squat, crouching
         like some old frog on the pad of blankets and the grey sheet. It was their secret now, only theirs, the Woman had said. How
         it was done.
      

      
      From where she crouched now, Susanah could see her mother’s boots. They were scuffed, worn down at the heel. Under the layer
         of railway dust, though, she could still see the faint bloom of hard and patient rubbing. She touched the hem of Ceiri’s skirt
         and the grimy rim of petticoat as it lay beside her, stroking one finger along the soft edge.
      

      
      Part of the hem was caught by Caradoc’s boot; this was brown, tied twice round the ankle, the hairy cloth of his trousers
         clinging to bulging calves.
      

      
      Then came Davey’s legs, in unfamiliar black serge, overfull and drooping too low on his ankle. She thought how quiet Davey
         had been, his square face white and tense, as he helped their father to load the bags and boxes at Newport.
      

      
      Furthest away from Susanah were Lew’s legs, bare and sturdy, the dirt ingrained behind the knee above the grey woollen socks.

      
      The socks were new. The night before, going to bed in the stripped-bare house in Wales, Susanah remembered seeing the second
         sock on the kitchen table. It was half finished, stretched square on four needles. Ceiri must have completed it some time
         in the dark hours. It was easy to picture her, putting it with its pair on the table, stroking it smooth. Ready for Lew in
         the morning. Ready for this journey north.
      

   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      

      
      Jonty Clelland cut the hairy string and pulled the brown paper away from the sculptured surface beneath. He stroked the leather
         with his fingertips, his lips curving silently as he spelled out ‘E-N-C-Y-C-L-O-P-A-E-D-I-A’.
      

      
      ‘Happy birthday, Jonty.’ Bea smiled down at his square, frowning face. Old-fashioned, they called him, already made old. Ten
         years old today, he looked out at the world with the weight of a person three times his age. ‘Don’t you like your present?
         Your dad sent away for it specially. From the newspaper.’
      

      
      She wished John George were here to watch the slow wonder of their son as he savoured this experience with his usual thoroughness.
         Still, Corella was here smiling with her, sharing Jonty’s obvious pleasure. Corella, as tall as her mother, though lumpish
         in her school uniform, had been a co-conspirator in the purchase of the book.
      

      
      Jonty freed the leather volume entirely from the wrapping paper which he folded into a neat square. Then he started to flick
         the pages, stopping now and then at a picture, to run his fingers down the shiny page, to pull the book to him and smell the
         new paper.
      

      
      He stared up at them, brown eyes shining, a slight smile on the serious face.

      
      ‘You’ll be able to look up anything, ’stead of asking all those endless questions,’ said Corella.

      
      ‘It should be useful, Mother, Corella, really useful. Can I take it to school?’
      

      
      Bea shook her head. They would take it from him, taunt him, beat him for his pretension. ‘I don’t think so, Jonty. Keep it
         for tonight.’
      

      
      Jonty floated through the day at school. The lessons were easy for him. He was reprimanded as usual by Mr Robertson, this
         time for gazing out of the window during an explanation of the evolution of plants. ‘You haven’t heard a thing I have said,
         Jonty Clelland, sitting there half asleep . . .’
      

      
      ‘I did, sir. It was about chlorophyll . . .’ He stood up. Then, adopting a slight Scottish accent, he repeated the teacher’s explanation
         word for word. A ripple of laughter flittered across the class. He groaned inwardly.
      

      
      ‘Here, boy! Stand out.’

      
      Jonty stood at the front and put his hand out in resignation, only shuddering slightly as the cane whistled down.

      
      ‘That’s for insolence.’ The teacher realigned the hand. ‘And this is for being too clever by half.’

      
      Jonty could never work out how being clever and knowing a lot devolved into insolence and ended up in so much stick. It happened
         in the playground as well as the classroom, where he was often challenged to a fist fight for uttering a long word. He added
         ‘retribution’ to the mental list of words he was compiling to look up in his encyclopaedia that night. The list, including
         ‘Africa’, ‘Greece’, ‘evolution’ and ‘congress’, now came to five. Sufficient for one night, he thought.
      

      
      That night, he was only halfway through ‘Africa’ when his mother called him to stop for tea. Then, after saying the grace,
         his father reminded him about the men’s meeting. At last, now he was ten years old, he was considered old enough to attend.
         He was torn between the treat of the book and the treat of the meeting. He could not talk about his dilemma as he knew his
         father did not see there was a choice. Naturally, the meeting was more important.
      

      
      He was allowed to sit behind the semi-circle of men in their second-best jackets and caps. The bubble of chat and conversation
         faded as his father stood up, a tall thin figure in preacher black, his bright eyes gleaming over his spectacles. The men
         settled back to listen as John George bent his face to his paper. His strong voice began gently, pausing now and then to repeat
         a sentence a little louder for emphasis.
      

      
      He told them about a book he had read about the family and the state and the way in which these two things were linked together
         inextricably. Of course, there were different kinds of families, in different kinds of relationship with the state. His voice
         rose, a tremor in it. ‘. . . and don’t we know of families where the children go unshod, unschooled, unfed? And what of those
         folks who say, “Why! They deserve it.” Ye’ll say these families are full of drunkards and men who toss pennies in gambling
         games, the pastimes of the Devil. I’ve heard it said here.’
      

      
      Jonty admired the way his father paused, then took off his glasses and polished them with his handkerchief before lowering
         his voice almost to a whisper.
      

      
      ‘I say to you, my friends, that drunkenness and gambling are masks for the pains of poverty. For odd moments in wretched lives
         they feel they have some control over their fates. But we all know here that such men have no power, no influence. Don’t we?
         No likelihood of it. Don’t we know that?’
      

      
      He paused again to let the ripple of response work its way around the room. ‘The truth is that they are kept poor and desperate
         because that fits in with the patterns of state. The same as we are kept with a little trickle of the world’s wealth to keep
         us sweet as long as we stand on the line they ordain. It is convenient. It is a useful pattern, to hold wages down, to make
         sure that no job is more secure than the whim of the owner, than is allowed by his demands for high profit.
      

      
      ‘Now . . . here at the chapel we talk about salvation as though it were apart from these processes, outside of the realities of
         the world. Quite away from children in bare feet and mothers with bare tables. You will quote me, friends, on the need to
         render unto Caesar his own coin. But I say to you that people who are so poor and desperate cannot reach salvation. Don’t
         you think, friends, that we who have the good fortune to work and to enjoy salvation should labour further to improve the
         position of such poor folks, work to help them get work, to get a roof over their heads, to get their children shoes and medicines?
         I say Our Lord would have us help them in their struggle for these rights. Then they will come to salvation, unhampered by
         poverty’s leaden weight, unhindered by the oblivion offered by the opiates of sin.’
      

      
      He sat down.

      
      Jonty was hot with pleasure at his father’s passion and the tense respect with which his words were greeted, the explosion
         of comment, the shouts of approval and objection.
      

      
      Jade Smith, who was sitting directly in front of Jonty, leapt to his feet, grasping the back of the bench in front of him.
         ‘With all respect to Mr Clelland, who I know is very clever, reading all his books and papers like he does, I say to him he
         is blinded by all this reading, to the truth as it shines out around him. You can see – anybody can see – that the poor are
         poor because they’re lazy and slothful. They drink instead of thinking. Even what little they have they squander. They’re
         dedicated to sinful waste instead of Christian thrift and husbandry. Coming to Christ, they’d know they should look out for
         themselves, they would abstain from the . . . er . . . excess that casts ’m down so far.’
      

      
      John George stood up and looked down at Jade’s burly figure, smiling faintly at the round eyes of his son as Jonty leaned
         sideways behind Jade to get a better view. ‘We all applaud, Jade Smith, how you’ve got on in the world. We all see how hard
         you work in the pit . . .’
      

      
      ‘Greedy, though!’ The shout from the side was greeted with grunts of assent. Jade was known to be mean in the share-out of
         work on his shift.
      

      
      ‘. . . Then there are your commercial ventures. The round with the draperies. The new shop. We know you make your contribution
         here at the chapel because you are kind enough to let us know. But consider the Pharisees. Did Our Lord heap praise on them?
         I would say to you, beware the perils of pride and complacency.’
      

      
      Jade Smith sat down, fleshy bottom lip out, arms folded across his chest.

      
      Jonty stood up. ‘I agree with my father, we need to . . .’

      
      The room stilled. Seats creaked as people turned round to see whose was the childish voice.

      
      ‘Who said you could say owt?’ Jade Smith turned and scowled at him. ‘Hold your whisht.’

      
      ‘Too big for his boots!’ another voice growled.

      
      ‘I only wanted . . .’

      
      ‘Out! No place for you here.’

      
      There were mutters of agreement. Jonty looked across the room at his father, whose head was on one side, eyebrows raised.
         He said nothing.
      

      
      Three minutes later, from outside the oak door, Jonty heard the gust of discussion blow again and felt glum, though not resentful,
         at his exclusion.
      

      
      Turning into the Front Street he bumped into the upholstered thigh of Miss Antrobus, his Sunday School teacher.

      
      ‘Ah. Jonty Clelland! Just the one.’ She smiled her perfunctory smile, her eyes blank as grey shale. ‘Your piece. The piece
         for Sunday. Do you have it off? You didn’t come to say it for me Monday night as I suggested.’
      

      
      ‘Piece? Oh, yes.’

      
      ‘Well, say it, then.’

      
      ‘Here?’

      
      ‘Yes.’
      

      
      He sighed. He hadn’t memorised it; he didn’t need to. He closed his eyes and the page of the book was in front of him:

      
      

         ‘See what a lovely shell,

         Small and pure as a pearl

         Lying close to my foot

         Frail but a work divine . . .’

      



      
      He chanted it right to the end and she clapped her podgy hands. The fleshy sound reminded Jonty of the way the butcher slapped
         his hand on to a side of pork as he recommended its qualities to his mother. He twitched his nose. The cool evening air was
         made quite sticky by something Miss Antrobus wore that smelled of violets.
      

      
      He was looking for an excuse to escape when around the corner came a little family procession, its members laden with bags
         and boxes. At the head of the line strode a big man carrying an enormous box and a bag. He had pit boots hanging around his
         neck on a string and carried his heavy burdens lightly, as though they were filled with air. Behind him came a woman, a baby
         tied to her by a wide shawl, leaving her hands free for two bags. Jonty felt a clean breath of spring air as she passed, wiping
         out for the moment the sickly violet aura of Miss Antrobus.
      

      
      Straggling along behind the mother were two boys, both taller than Jonty. They kept their eyes to the ground, avoiding his
         glance. Last in line was a small child, a boy, being pulled along by a thin girl with a dirty face who must be the sister.
         She looked Jonty in the eye, staring at him until he was forced to drop his gaze altogether.
      

      
      The man turned and bellowed to her in a language Jonty did not know. The girl started to run with a skittish step, dragging
         the child behind her and followed her father into Selby Street.
      

      
      ‘Welsh,’ said Miss Antrobus. ‘They’re getting down here now. Lots of Welsh families in Priorton.’ She snorted, exhaling hot violets. ‘An ungodly language.’
      

      
      Jonty ran.

      
      Once home, he told his mother what he had wanted to say earlier in the meeting. He started to bristle at the recollection
         at being put out.
      

      
      Bea smiled at him, her eyes shadowed and deep. ‘Don’t worry, son. Your time will come. You’ll get your say. As you say, selfishness
         and shame are two sides of the same coin.’
      

      
      He hadn’t said that, but she often talked to him in this way, somehow implanting half the dialogue in his mouth to make her
         own argument.
      

      
      Continuing, she started to become angry and stabbed a fork into the table, upsetting Corella, who was just finishing her homework.
         ‘Some of them never bother to look outside their own little lives, their own petty affairs. The world begins and ends with
         them and their back yards.’
      

      
      She stomped about the house until she unearthed a book and made them sit while she read them some writing from Thomas Paine.
         On less angry nights it would have been a poet, probably Byron, whose poems were laid about the place – on the piano, on the
         windowsills, and even in the scullery beside the jam.
      

      
      Towards bedtime she was still talking on about the French and their fight for equality a hundred years ago. Jonty sometimes
         thought his whole life was a history lesson. When he brought a friend from school back with him, he would grow red at this
         talking. The fact was that the visitors often sat there entranced and sometimes went home to cause trouble, even get a thrashing,
         for calling up the very phrases which his mother had delivered to them.
      

      
      Listening to her, he remembered the time his father had come in on one of these discussions, black from the pit, no dinner
         on the table. John George had laughed, saying how she bred sedition in his own household. She’d have them in irons. The two
         of them roared together at this and he’d put his black and sooty arms around her, pulling her to him.
      

      
      Jonty and Corella had been hustled to bed early that night, their father muttering something about being on early turn at the
         pit the next day.
      

      
      This evening, John George came back from the meeting full of good spirits, saying it had been lively and there was a lot of
         interest in his paper, requests to read it, even. Three people had taken Bea’s neat handwritten copies.
      

      
      ‘I hear our Jonty got himself excluded.’ She smiled up at him.

      
      ‘So he did.’ John George glanced across at his son, who was at the table with the encyclopaedia open at ‘congress’. ‘Your
         time’ll come, Jonty. One day they’ll listen.’ His eye dropped to the book. ‘And how did the present go down, then?’
      

      
      ‘Excellent,’ said Jonty. ‘You can look up anything.’

      
      His parents exchanged glances and smiled.

      
      ‘Is it you who has him sounding like an old man, or me?’ said John George.

      
      Bea shrugged. ‘He reads, we talk, you preach. Between the three of us he’ll not end up talking like the little lads down the
         street.’
      

      
      John George grinned. ‘He’ll end up a good fighter or a good talker or both.’

      
      Jonty looked from one to the other.

      
      ‘I got the cane today,’ he announced.

      
      ‘What for?’ said Bea calmly. Jonty often got the cane.

      
      ‘For insolence, Mr Robertson said.’

      
      ‘He would have his point,’ said John George.

      
      Jonty sighed and closed his book. ‘I saw another family arrive, Dad. Making for Selby Street.’

      
      ‘Caradoc Laydon Jones,’ said his father. ‘Another one from South Wales, cousin to the Lewises. They were talking about him
         down the pit today. They say he’s a formidable worker. And a big chapel man. Should be a useful man, at the pit and in Gibsley,
         too.’
      

   
      
      Chapter Three

      
      

      
      Caradoc Laydon Jones hammered a second time at the faded brown door. The rest of the family stood at a distance in the dirt
         road, their bags and packages tumbled around them.
      

      
      A thin-faced woman opened the door a little way, then wider.

      
      ‘Mrs Kenton, is it?’

      
      She nodded.

      
      ‘There was a letter from my cousin Davey Lewis, said you would have a key to number seventy-one. Next door.’ He had to stiffen
         his mouth to frame it round the English. Neither his wife nor his children could understand a word he said.
      

      
      She squinted up at him. ‘I’ve got the key aal reet, hinney, but it winnet do you no good tonight. House is empty.’

      
      ‘A wagon should have come.’

      
      ‘Nee wagon, hinney. But I’ve lit the fire like Davey Lewis asked.’

      
      Caradoc turned to Ceiri and scowled. ‘The woman says no wagon has been. She has lit a fire, but there are no beds, no furniture.’

      
      Ceiri, clutching Jenny closer, put a hand on Susanah.

      
      The woman said, ‘Hadaway in wi’ yer. I winnet see the woman and the bairns without a bed. They can share with us. But then
         that’s us bustin’ at the seams with just one loft atween us. Mebbe you and the lads can stretch on the floor in number seventy-one.
         It’s warm enough. Davey filled the coal so you’d have the fire. I’ve got broth here of a kind, warm you after the journey.
         Davey brought some pot stuff up from his garden.’
      

      
      That night, after eating the broth, welcome despite the sticky bowls, Susanah and Tollie ended up sharing a ticking mattress
         in the bedroom under the eaves with Mrs Kenton’s offspring, Joan and Vivian, while their mother and Jenny shared with Mrs
         Kenton. Shoved against the peeling wall, Susanah pulled Tollie close to her and closed her eyes to shut out the bold stares
         and mouths that asked questions in a strange tongue.
      

      
      The next morning she was still clutching Tollie as she looked from the crop-haired Joan to curly-haired Vivian pulling on
         his stiff trousers. It was only then she realised that Joan was the girl. She tried to ask her about her shaved head. Joan
         shook her head, not understanding. Susanah took her own long locks and scissored them with her fingers, raising her eyebrows
         in enquiry. Joan gave a hearty, black-toothed laugh and her fingers made tiny crawling movements over her hair. Then she made
         cracking sounds, one fingernail against another, shook her head and made scissor movements over her own hair.
      

      
      Susanah laughed and shuddered at the same time.

      
      After bread and tea they all crept next door to where Caradoc was striding about the echoing house, his heavy work boots striking
         sparks off the bare stone floor. After what seemed ages he set out for the pit to sort out his work.
      

      
      Ceiri poked the fire and put on another shovel of coals. They all relaxed.

      
      With their father safely out of the way, Susanah and Tollie made for the river, which they had noticed on their way from the
         station. Susanah had loved their river in Wales, a frothy grey flow lit from inside, which always seemed to be channelling
         its way back up to the mountain rather than flowing out of it. The river here in Gibsley was broad and slow-moving; no mountains
         here. Instead, the low rounded breast of hill, green woodland in the cleft; the scoring scree of the spoil heap; the evening gloss
         of the seepage pool, called White Pool.
      

      
      ‘S’anah! S’anah! Come and see!’ Tollie, who had run ahead, came back to pull her by the hand, racing her up a back lane, pushing
         her across stones, through bushes. ‘Now see this!’
      

      
      There must have been a hundred, two hundred frogs on the path by the pool, leaping away from her feet as she and Tollie walked
         through them. Tollie laughed and jumped about, the spring in his chubby legs as explosive as that of any frog. Susanah lifted
         one of the frogs up to her face and looked at the single eye visible from the side. It stared back at her, bulging and bland.
      

      
      The two of them were still there, carrying the wandering leapers back towards the pool, when their brother Davey arrived panting,
         to tell them the wagon had arrived and they were to come for their dinner. Susanah raced back towards the house, wondering
         at this new place they’d come to, where it rained frogs like it did in the Bible.
      

      
      Caradoc Laydon Jones had been assured by his cousin that there was work, well-paid work, in Gibsley, which, like many other
         County Durham villages, had grown up around a deep hole in the ground and a pit wheel. The narrow huddle of streets had been
         built in the sixties, thrown up with the minimum of expense and in the maximum of hurry to house the pitmen who were streaming
         in from all parts of Britain. Men brought in to win the coal from the dark earth, rich seams of coal which provided the spark
         for other great changes in people’s work and lives.
      

      
      The streets in Gibsley village lay on the hill leading up from the pit, small streets linking the Front Street and Back Street
         like the rungs of a ladder. The houses, most with single windows at the top and bottom, opened straight on to the dirt roads.
      

      
      Caradoc passed St Andrew’s church which, with its school alongside, dominated the Front Street. This building dwarfed the nearby Primitives chapel, set narrowly with minor dignity
         alongside the Reading Room. He noted with a downturned mouth some public houses, placed on corners and much flashed with fancy
         tiles, figured glass and painted signs.
      

      
      The Wesleyan chapel crouched at the far end of the Front Street, nearly into the yard of White Pool Colliery. White Pool Colliery
         was the particular hole in the ground around which Gibsley had grown up, and was Caradoc’s destination on his morning walk
         from Selby Street.
      

      
      Set back a little behind the chapel was a large house with two trees at the gate, beside which stood a pony and trap. A lad
         in a cap was pulling at the pony’s harness. As Caradoc watched, the door of the house opened and a small man whose silver
         hair flowed behind him in the wind came bustling down the path.
      

      
      At the colliery, the overman, a heavy-eyed man called Bob Stephenson, took Caradoc outside the building to talk, away from
         the noisy coal screens. Bringing out his pipe, he spat into the black dust and cast his eye from Caradoc’s bushy hair to his
         serviceable heavy boots.
      

      
      ‘Davey Lewis your cousin, then?’

      
      ‘That’s right.’

      
      ‘Good worker, Davey.’

      
      ‘I trained him meself. I’m a better worker than him. Always was. Known for it.’ Caradoc put his weight on to the other foot
         and met the overman’s gaze.
      

      
      ‘Why, you might just be lucky, Mr Laydon Jones. This raw chest epidemic’s scything ’em down. I’m a canny few men short on
         this shift. Mebbe fifteen. Always a feast or a famine here with labour.’
      

      
      ‘I can start now. Today.’

      
      ‘Looks like you’ve come ready set up. You could work on bank right away.’

      
      ‘I’m a hewer. I work underground.’
      

      
      Stephenson cast his eye up at the wheel. ‘Bin down a deep pit, have yer?’

      
      ‘Once. Mostly drift.’

      
      ‘Some o’ the Welsh lads’ve never been down a deep shaft. See them shaking in the cage, first time.’

      
      ‘A pit’s a pit. The coal’s there to get,’ said Caradoc.

      
      Stephenson turned at the sound of a pony and trap swerving through the mud in the main gateway. He went across and touched
         his cap at the silver-haired man whom Caradoc had seen sweeping out of the house earlier.
      

      
      ‘Mornin’, Mr Jackman.’

      
      ‘Morning, Stephenson. Will you go to the office and tell Mr Carmedy that I’m to meet Lord Chase at the station? We’ve got
         a meeting over in Darlington at the bank. I’ll be back by two.’
      

      
      ‘Right, Mr Jackman.’

      
      Mr Jackman’s sharp eye lit on Caradoc, who returned him stare for stare. ‘Who’s the big feller?’

      
      ‘Welshman come to be set on. Hewer. Thought I’d have him on the screens today, mebbe at the face early shift tomorrow. He
         can work marrers with Freddy Stapleton. Yer knaa, him’s marrer went sick yesterday. He’s workin’ his stall hisself today so
         his count’ll be down. Never good at the best of times, Freddy. Too busy whistlin’ and playin’ about.’
      

      
      ‘Well, that ’n looks big enough. Set him on. Ye can tell Carmedy I say so.’ Jackman pulled his rein to the left and clicked
         with the corner of his mouth to make the pony turn. He had to drive around Caradoc, who continued to give him a hard stare.
         Then he set off for his weekly visit to Lord Chase, the owner of White Pool Pit. Lord Chase wouldn’t be pleased that the tallies
         were down when the demand for coal was building up again.
      

      
      Sourly, Bob Stephenson watched the dust rise behind the pony trap as it rattled along Front Street. He liked to do his own
         setting on. Now he’d have to go lick-spittling to Carmedy, the undermanager. Jackman would check up. He was like that.
      

      
      At home Susanah was set to mind Jenny while her mother put the house to rights, drafting a willing Davey and an unwilling
         Lew in to help. At the end of the day the house had the hum and the smell of normality. Then their father came back from his
         shift, ate his meal and had his bath without comment as though this were his fortieth, rather than his first day in his new
         house.
      

      
      When the table was cleared after the meal he lifted his great box on to the table. The care with which he had carried the
         box from Wales had not been wasted. Not a tool nor a part was out of place. He unwrapped the square of velvet and smoothed
         it out on to the wooden surface. Then he started to place in rows the screws and wheels, the magic pattern pieces of a hundred
         clocks.
      

      
      ‘Here’s Freddy Stapleton.’ Bob Stephenson brought a small, sharp-faced man across to where Caradoc leaned on the door.

      
      Freddy grinned up at him. ‘A bit big for a pitman, isn’ tha? Didn’t Bob here tell yer the seams is no more than eighteen inches?
         Tha’ll get stuck in the undercut.’
      

      
      Caradoc looked at the little man with his sharp red nose and his pot belly and knew him for a drinker. He scowled at Stephenson,
         who had put him as partner to this man, and stood up straight. ‘Well, there’s work to do. Let’s get on,’ he said.
      

      
      As they took the long walk from the bottom of the shaft to the face Caradoc answered Freddy’s innocent questions with grunts,
         and as they worked in the early part of the shift he remained silent. This was too much for Freddy, who started to whistle
         and sing as he worked, filling the quiet space between them with his own sound.
      

      
      The only noise that Caradoc made was to mutter imprecations as Freddy got in his way.

      
      ‘What was that, marrer?’

      
      ‘I said, can’t you keep out of my way? You’ll have my pick in your shoulder if you don’t watch out.’
      

      
      Freddy grinned. ‘Well, marrer, if tha wants us out of the way tha’ll have to tell us in me own tongue. Tha’t in England now
         and English it is.’
      

      
      As they sat down for their bread and cold tea halfway through the shift they were joined by a tall thin man who had to bend
         nearly double to make his way along the seam. ‘What cheer, Freddy!’
      

      
      ‘What cheer, John George! This is Caradoc Laydon Jones, me new marrer. Not a man for the words, but you should see him shift
         coal!’ said Freddy cheerfully. ‘Two ton to my one!’
      

      
      John George wiped a hand on the back of his shorts and held it out. ‘How do! John George Clelland. You’d be Davey Lewis’ cousin,
         is it? He’s a good lad, Davey.’
      

      
      Caradoc looked at the hand and waited too long before he took it.

      
      ‘You’re a chapel man, they say?’

      
      ‘Aye.’

      
      ‘It’s a canny chapel here. Plenty going on.’

      
      ‘Tha should hear John George preach!’ said Freddy, gargling the cold tea in his hot dry throat. ‘Man, he can make a stone weep!’

      
      ‘Do you speak, Mr Laydon Jones? In chapel?’

      
      ‘Aye. Times.’

      
      ‘We have this meetin’ on a Sat’day, Mr Jones. Sat’day night. Talk and politics and affairs. Ye’d be welcome there.’

      
      ‘Affairs?’

      
      ‘Well, the talk now is of the party to represent Labour proper. Mostly Liberals they are, in the chapel, but that’s a shopkeepers’
         party. Some of us . . .’
      

      
      Caradoc stood up and hafted his pick from one hand to the other. ‘Well, Mr Clelland, on Saturday nights I’ve other work to
         do. And I’ve work to do now.’ He turned his back on them and first squatted, then lay sideways on his wooden board so he could continue his work on the undercut.
      

      
      John George Clelland exchanged glances with Freddy Stapleton, who shrugged. ‘Bloody Welshmen,’ he murmured. ‘Miserable lot.
         Who’d want a Welshman for a marrer?’
      

      
      Susanah crouched on the stairs, watching Caradoc through the crack in the wooden wall as he sat with double candles on one
         side and a paraffin lamp on the other. His thick hair fell like a rope curtain, and his chin was almost level with his large
         hands, as deft as any woman’s as they picked up tiny screws and handled pieces of wire as fine as spiders’ webs.
      

      
      There was a bang at the door and her mother glided across to open it. She recognised the man who came in, a tall thin man
         who had preached on Sunday night in the chapel. He placed a washed-out sack, lumpy with what it contained, beside her father
         on the table.
      

      
      ‘Now, Mr Laydon Jones.’

      
      ‘Now, Mr Clelland.’

      
      The two men, one thin as a scarecrow, the other broad as a bull, looked at each other across the kitchen table. Her father
         did not stand up.
      

      
      ‘Mark Dennis said you were a rare hand with timepieces, Mr Laydon Jones.’

      
      ‘Aye.’

      
      He pulled a mantel clock out of the sack. ‘Will you have a look at this? The clock in here is from me mother. I have to say
         it has not gone for ten years. Jonty dropped it in a game of catch. My son, that is. Although it has a fine case there is
         sommat very much missin’ in a clock, however bonny, which doesn’t go.’ Mr Clelland had eyes of pale bright blue, and his lips
         formed a delicate double curve, like the scratchy line of a bird in flight, high up against the clouds.
      

      
      ‘Aye.’ Her father grasped the clock and turned it to catch the light from the lamp.
      

      
      Mr Clelland reached into the sack. ‘And this watch, it stopped this Sunday mornin’ as I was comin’ back from Houghton. But
         I heard a fine preacher there. Jacob Smith, a fine preacher, even if he is a Baptist.’
      

      
      ‘There’ll be a charge.’

      
      Mr Clelland raised an eyebrow. ‘I’d no doubt there would be, Mr Laydon Jones. Our Lord says, doesn’t he, that the labourer
         is worthy of his hire?’
      

      
      Her father was silent and Mr Clelland’s glance moved round the room, finally settling on the long bench, where her mother
         was sitting doing her crocheting, across the body of the sleeping Jenny.
      

      
      ‘Your family have settled in the village, Mr Laydon Jones?’

      
      ‘Well enough.’

      
      He moved to the door and turned round. ‘I’m just on my way to the Saturday meeting, Mr Laydon Jones. The speaker is talking
         about Ireland. Home Rule. You wouldn’t . . .?’
      

      
      Caradoc did stand up then. His eyepiece dropped to the floor. His wife flinched, put down her crocheting and stared hard from
         him to Mr Clelland. ‘I’ve no time,’ he said. ‘No time to waste jawing on about the things of the world, things that . . . talk
         . . . will never change.’
      

      
      Mr Clelland smiled into Caradoc’s eyes and shook his head slightly. Ceiri watched the door click behind him.

      
      ‘What was that about?’ she asked.

      
      ‘The man’s a fool,’ he grunted, sitting down to peer more closely at the mantel clock. ‘Too busy for his own good.’

      
      Susanah’s father’s work with timepieces was good, and word of it spread quickly in the village and up to Priorton, the town
         three miles distant. Soon there was a steady trickle of callers at the house, carrying their packages. Caradoc dealt with all of them in his usual brusque fashion. This put no one off, as he was
         shrewd enough to keep his work, which was always perfectly executed, just a shade cheaper than anyone else.
      

      
      The callers carrying clocks and watches in bags of various shapes and sizes ranged from Mr Jackman, the manager at the pit,
         who sent his watch with Mr Carmedy, to Mrs Simpson, whose husband had died in the South African war and whose timepiece hadn’t
         worked since the army sent it home. Another keen customer was Miss Antrobus, bustling through the door in her haze of violets.
         Her mantel clock caused Caradoc particular trouble as it always seemed to stop working once it got back on to her mantelpiece.
      

      
      One Sunday in June she was practising her usual wingless hover beside the minister at the chapel door when she alighted on
         Caradoc. ‘Mr Jones . . .’ She cut in between the family, her hand on Caradoc’s sleeve. Ceiri drew to one side, with the children,
         tired and hunched into their Sunday clothes. ‘. . . Would you believe it? The clock has stopped again.’
      

      
      Caradoc shifted uneasily under her grasp. ‘It was working well enough when I left it. Perfect, in fact.’

      
      ‘I know. Just what I said to Mammy. Mr Jones did such a good job. A genius with mechanisms, I said. Then she said – would
         you believe it? – get him down here to look at the room. The room’s at fault. Can you believe it? The room’s at fault. That’s
         what she said.’
      

      
      ‘It’s said that places have an effect on mechanisms . . .’

      
      ‘So,’ she gleamed up at him, ‘I said to Mammy, the only thing for it is for Mr Laydon Jones to see the thing here on the mantelpiece.’

      
      The minister was looking warily from one bulky figure to the other. He eased the close collar from his neck, wondering why
         he felt so hot.
      

      
      ‘We keep the Sabbath,’ said Caradoc shortly. ‘There is no question . . .’
      

      
      She smiled. ‘I would not dream, Mr Jones . . .’ ‘I’m on foreshift tomorrow. I’ll be up there at three.’

      
      Miss Antrobus lived in a cottage up the hill out of the village with her mother, the widow of a forest manager, who stayed
         on by the grace and favour of Lord Chase. Old Mrs Antrobus was a source of amusement to the village children. They sniggered,
         mimicking her high toneless voice as she sat there with the big ear-trumpet she brought into chapel. ‘Eh? Eh? Speak up, speak
         up! A body cannot hear!’
      

      
      Davey told Susanah that Miss Antrobus was a shield bug in disguise. He showed her the illustration in his insect book to prove
         it. ‘See there? The greenish colour? The big breastplate? See? No mistakin’ it, I’m tellin’ yer.’
      

      
      On Monday, having had his dinner and his bath, Caradoc changed into his best jacket and cap, then walked up the hill. The
         door to the little cottage flew open almost before he touched it. Miss Antrobus stood there in the green bombazine dress.
         Its tucked front, she knew, made the most of her generous bosom. Her hair, normally pulled back severely, was loosely plaited
         and pinned up such a way as to suggest it might loosen easily. Her finger was to her lips as she took his arm and led him
         through the kitchen. The old woman was asleep in a chair beside the fire, her arms folded tightly across her breast, her mouth
         open, lips sinking inwards over toothless gums.
      

      
      Miss Antrobus led Caradoc through to the parlour where another fire was burning in an elaborate grate. The clock stood on
         a newspaper on a small round mahogany table. ‘There, now, you can see it at home. Usually it’s on the mantelpiece, there in
         the centre.’
      

      
      Miss Antrobus’s hand hovered over a carafe and glasses which stood on a tray beside the clock. ‘I have this Madeira wine, Mr Jones, sent for the health by my brother in Edinburgh. Will
         you have a glass with me, before you set to work on my poor old clock?’
      

      
      Caradoc sat down heavily on the chair and nodded slowly, spreading his legs out before the bright fire. He watched as the
         shiny fabric pulled against her plump shoulder as she poured the red liquid. He put two hands up for the tiny glass, enclosing
         her plump fingers in his.
      

      
      She put a hand on his shoulder. ‘There,’ she said, ‘I knew we could be friends.’

      
      Susanah could see that her mother did not like the trouble Miss Antrobus caused her father. When he was away on these visits
         she was always restless, pacing the house until he returned. When he did return he was usually in quite a good mood, smelling
         of violets and a sweet smell which Susanah did not recognise as Madeira wine. But her mother’s face would be black and thundery.
         Susanah puzzled about this, as she knew Caradoc would charge Miss Antrobus for his work. It would be paid for, whatever he
         did. He had a rate for everything, in his head. He kept everything there. There were no books. He did not, could not write.
      

      
      A number of the clocks, mended but not yet collected, went up on to the walls of the cottage, purring and ticking, clicking
         and chiming through the day and through the night. The scrubbed table and the daily washed stone floor made up a suitably
         plain framework for the fine woods, shining walnut inlays, gilded numerals and painted faces of the many clocks.
      

      
      Susanah felt she must have known how to tell the time from the day she was born, forgetting that Davey had taught her it when
         she was three, as he had taught her so many things. At four years old her father had tested her on the clock, and she had
         got every question right. She had smiled her pleasure at his unsmiling face, conscious of her mother’s narrow fluttering presence
         in the corner.
      

      
      Now they were settled in the new house Susanah started teaching Tollie the clock. It seemed that for ages he could not even
         recognise or say the hours. She sweated at the thought of her father testing him. Then one day a miracle happened and Tollie
         could say the hours. Soon, soon, he would learn the rest. Day after day she would go over and over with him the intricacies
         of the minute hand. He always managed to look at her, blankly and reproachfully all in the same glance, as he stumbled into
         the wrong answer.
      

      
      Caradoc defeated Susanah in this race with time. It was on the day when, after several visits, he finally got Miss Antrobus’
         clock to work and stay working. He had enjoyed sitting down on her padded chair, drinking in the fulsome praise, the earnest
         touch and the melting glances along with his two glasses of Madeira. ‘Ophelia? A strange name, that is,’ he said.
      

      
      ‘It is in Hamlet, Mr Jones, Shakespeare. I will read you some. Here: “I would give you some violets, but they withered all, when my father
         died.” Do the words not roll right over you?’
      

      
      ‘Fine words,’ he said shortly. His hand reached out and he turned her broad shoulder towards him. ‘Your mother, she’s well
         asleep in there?’
      

      
      She wriggled, then stood up. ‘She’s had two doses of her medicine, poor soul. She was so restless and it does help her. There’s
         poppies in it.’ Miss Antrobus looked at the hand on her shoulder. ‘I have another clock, Mr Jones. A gift from Lord Chase
         when my father died. It is on the landing. Perhaps you would like to see it?’
      

      
      He followed the stately body with its green bombazine casing up the narrow cottage stairs.

      
      Caradoc seemed in good spirits when he got home later; his eyes were shining and his step was light. It was then that he set
         about testing Tollie on the time. Susanah watched as he underrated the miracle of Tollie telling the hours, moving in remorselessly
         on Tollie’s uncertainty about the minutes.
      

      
      Tollie’s voice died to nothing and he stood, wide-eyed and silent, in front of Caradoc. The door clicked as Davey went out
         of the house, his face white, his eyes angry. Susanah stayed and watched as her father, strap in hand, beat Tollie, who gulped
         back sobs at every stroke. Her eyes stayed on the hand that was doing all this. It was neater and cleaner than any miner’s
         hand she had ever seen. The hand that she had watched plumb the interiors of clocks and watches with delicate precision now
         grasped the strap which was battering away at Tollie.
      

      
      She started forward but her mother grasped Susanah’s arm and held her back, finally letting her go to follow the sobbing Tollie
         up the stairs. She would convince Tollie that it didn’t matter. None of it mattered.
      

      
      But as she stroked Tollie’s thick hair and calmed his shaking body Susanah knew that every single thing her father did mattered.
         He had control over her life, all their lives. Even time stretched out for him. Perhaps it was something to do with the clocks
         that gave Caradoc some kind of Lordship over time; he stretched and stretched it to suit himself, yet he was never in a hurry.
         He did his shift at the pit. He mended the clocks in the continuous stream in which they came into the house. In the shed
         in the back yard he made the bait tins and tin bottles in which his workmates liked to take their food underground. He made
         cooking tins out of sheet metal for the wives. And the profit he made from this vanished into his tin box while her mother
         cut and contrived to keep their backs covered and the house running. He went to prayer meetings on weekday evenings, and he
         kept the Sabbath, never working on a Sunday.
      

      
      And soon he was making time for a weekly visit to Miss Antrobus. Her mother told her the two of them read the Scriptures,
         as Caradoc liked to hear them now, in English.
      

      
      Susanah knew that her father ordered life just as he chose. Even when it came to Mr Clelland.

   
      
      Chapter Four

      
      

      
      ‘John George, will you stop mithering on about this man Jones! On, on you go, gettin’ my head spinning. So what if he won’t
         come to your Saturday meeting? So what if he won’t join us in the party? So what if he’s driving poor Freddy mad, not talkin’
         to him like he does? So what if he does make a bigger pile of that black gold you dig than any man in White Pool Pit? Leave
         him to his peace, I’m tellin’ you.’
      

      
      Bea Clelland, like her son Jonty, was small, square and conspicuously brown-skinned, whatever the weather. She frequently
         told Jonty that their forefathers had come from Spain, by way of Ireland, having been washed up on its western shore when
         the Armada foundered. ‘Then before that, pet,’ she would sometimes say, mysteriously, ‘Africa, who knows?’
      

      
      John George Clelland smiled at his wife, stroking his hand down his narrow face. ‘But I’m drawn to the man, Bea. I’ve this
         feeling that I want to get on to the inside of ’im. I’ve never had it so strongly. The feller seems to me like a good man
         wasted, Bea. There’s something wrong there, Bea. Something wanting.’
      

      
      Bea laughed. ‘Now, JG! That one’s saved! Haven’t you seen his face in chapel? Haven’t you heard him speak about the perils
         of the flesh? Mind, maybe there’s something in what you say. Me, I think that the ones who go on about all that have it rather
         too much on their minds!’
      

      
      Listening to them as he sat at the table, Jonty wrestled with this thought. It was the first time his mother had commented
         on his father’s preoccupation with the Welshman. She had put her finger at the heart of things, somehow.
      

      
      Ideas excited her, ideas sifted from her reading and refined and hammered out in the argumentative conversations she sometimes
         had with his father. But she liked people too, and would only hold with ideas that fitted with what she knew of the folk around
         her.
      

      
      There were the Gibsley people whom she met every day, and those whom she met occasionally through the chapel life and the
         politics which, she said, were meat and drink to her.
      

      
      She would pass the time of day with the gipsies and hawkers who wandered through the village, travelling north and south with
         the seasons. She would speak to the Catholic father in the street, when others in the village would cross over rather than
         be touched by the swish of his long papish cloak. She welcomed into her home men from London, Edinburgh, and some from Ireland:
         men who visited the district to address meetings, to gain support for their ideas. For as long as he could remember, Jonty
         had frequently come down on a Sunday morning to find some tousled figure asleep under a blanket on the front-room couch.
      

      
      Another distinct group of people whom his mother drew to her were the women who came to the area speaking about votes for
         women. They would stay over on their own way north or south, migrating like the gipsies, although not equally tied by the
         seasons.
      

      
      These discussions among the women were always open to Jonty. Although the topic of female suffrage was a hot one in his house,
         it was not judged to be so risky, so potentially treasonable for young ears as the discussions of the Irish men who argued
         darker measures in support of their cause.
      

      
      Jonty relished the sight of his mother in full flow, hands on hips, standing before the fire, holding forth to these women, better dressed and better shod than herself and talking in accents
         so different from their own.
      

      
      He loved her best when she was on the attack. Then she would rain questions at them, as Jonty watched hands tighten round
         bulky handbags and lips draw back in polite offence. ‘You’ll have woman servants, I think, Mrs Bennet-Smith? What do you pay
         them? What hours do they work? What holidays have they? Who washes your clothes? Who minds your children? . . .’
      

      
      She did have her favourites, the most prominent of whom was Miss Marsden, a giant of a woman with huge hands and the gentlest
         of horsey faces. On Miss Marsden’s visits, Bea would make a fuss about the food, which was not normal for her. Usually she
         called food just ‘coke for the boiler’ and laughed at women who could only talk recipes and appetites.
      

      
      One weekend in November Miss Marsden extended her stay in the district so she could give a talk on the Suffragists in the
         Reading Room in Gibsley. On Saturday night the room was full; people had travelled miles through the rain and mist to hear
         her. Her audience were mostly women and girls, with a sprinkling of men, a full row of them at the back. Jonty sat in the
         second row from the front. Beside him sat his father, not watching Miss Marsden, but fixing Bea (who was chairing the meeting)
         with his intent gaze.
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